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DREAM GIRL

FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

My parents divorced when I was very young. It was right after my baby sister was born. I have no recollection of my father at all. I do recall hearing my mother crying at night. 

The most vivid memory of my childhood is standing in the yard holding my teddy bear in one hand and a brown envelope containing my birth certificate in the other as I watched a roaring fire consume the house. I stood there transfixed at the horror in front of me until a lady cop came and led me away. 

My mother had gone back inside the upstairs apartment to get my baby sister and never came out. An elderly man who liked to smoke cigars had fallen asleep downstairs. 

The fire killed him as well. 

I was placed in the home of a retired couple who got me some clothes and took care of me until my mom's sister, Sandra Thomas, arrived from Minnesota to take me back to live with her. I had just turned five and would begin school and a new life far from the tragedy I had endured and the awful heat of Atlanta, Georgia. 

We had a nice flight to Minneapolis. Sandra’s husband David met us and took us home. I was introduced to their two daughters; Denise, who was eight, and Trudy, ten. 

Both Sandra and David sold real estate. They had their office in the basement. The Thomas’ slept in the master bedroom; the two girls would now share the larger of the two remaining bedrooms and I would have the small bedroom. 

Sandra made up the bed for me, then unpacked what few clothes I had and put them in the dresser drawers. After supper that night, Sandra took me shopping and bought me Page - 3
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some additional clothes. I remember overhearing one of the clerks remarking that I was the prettiest boy she had ever seen. 

I was required to do my share of the chores. I learned how to wash and iron clothes, wash and dry dishes, vacuum and dust as well as mow and trim the lawn. Everybody pitched in to get things done. 

Sandra and David were gone a lot, so I was left alone with the two girls. They seemed to take great delight in making me wear one of their pink ruffled aprons when I did the dishes or vacuumed the carpets. I overheard Trudy remark about wanting to see me in a dress, which brought the giggles out of both girls. 

I was registered for the same school the girls would be attending. It was only six blocks from our house, a very nice walk when the weather was nice. 

Over the years, I settled into a routine. I no longer had nightmares about the fire. I earned good grades in school. I wasn’t interested in sports. The two girls liked playing soc-cer but I found martial arts more to my liking. I worked out hard. I took out my anger at my father’s abandoning us and my hate for the smoker who killed my mom and sister on the bag with kicks and punches as hard as I could. In the evenings, I would jog or ride the stationery bike in the basement. 

The combination of a healthy diet, exercise and a positive family environment was good for me. My sisters began getting taller, but I did not grow as quickly. Sandra said I would have to be happy being a short man. 

Because of the Thomas’ work schedule, it wasn’t very often that we could do things together as a family. When we could, it was usually a picnic in the park or a drive to a scenic place or a museum visit. 

I kept pretty much to myself despite being happy to be in a family unit. At school, except for the martial arts club, I made few friends. I was getting along OK and for the first time in my short life, I was reasonably happy. At least now I had some stability and the opportunity to build a future. 

A real estate convention took Sandra and David out of town around Halloween weekend. Trudy was left in charge. I never cared for dressing up on Halloween but was glad to hand out candy to the neighborhood kids. Trudy would be sixteen on Halloween and had permission to have a party at home despite an absence of supervision due to the convention. 

I had agreed to help the girls out by setting up the tables and chairs as well as put up some of the decorations. I was finished by 4 PM. It was an all-girl party so I ate a Sloppy Joe and some chips before the guests arrived. I planned to stay in my room while the girls ate in the dining room, then watch some movies in the living room. 

I was in my room, lying on the bed, reading, when Trudy, dressed as a witch, and Denise, dressed as a sailor, came in. 

“We’re playing a little joke on the girls this year. We need you to help us. You don’t mind, do you,? 

“Well, I don’t know,” I answered. “I thought it was an all-girl party so I should stay here,” 
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“It  is  an all-girl party, that’s going to be the joke on the girls. See, we are going to dress you up like a girl. At the end of the party, you will take your mask off and surprise everyone. Neat idea, huh?” 

Both girls were sort of leering at me. 

“Well I don’t know, I…” 

“C’mon, be a sport. It will all be in good fun. Besides, if you do this for us, we will take your turn doing the dishes as well as the laundry next week. Now what do you say?” 

“Okay,” I answered. 

Both girls’ faces broke into grins with my positive answer. 

“Good. Now go into our bedroom, get undressed, and put your clothes on the chair. 

Put on the clothes on the bed and come out when you are finished,” 

I went into their bedroom. I undressed and put my clothes on the chair. On the bed was a pair of pink panties, a pink garter belt and a pair of pink stockings. I stepped into the panties and, after pulling them up, marveled at how soft and wonderful they felt against my skin. I put on the garter belt and then rolled the stockings down, put them on, and hooked them to the garter belt. I opened the bedroom door and stepped out into the hallway. 

Both girls were all smiles. 

“Okay, back inside. Let’s get your costume on,” ordered Trudy. 

Back in the bedroom, Denise fitted me with a training bra and stuffed a cotton sock in each cup. Trudy held up a pink petti-slip by the hem. I put my arms through the straps as Denise pulled it over my head. 

She adjusted the straps so it fit right over the training bra. 

This was followed by a pink, puff sleeve, chiffon dress with a small pink satin bow in the front and a large pink satin bow in the back. Denise quickly zipped me up and hooked it at the top. 

“Step into these,” said Trudy as she put a pair of shoes at my feet. 

I slipped one foot into a pink patent leather shoe with a strap across the instep. It fit a little loosely so Denise tightened up the strap, then I put the other one on. 

“They are called “Mary Janes,” announced Denise. “In fact, that is who you will be this afternoon. Mary Jane Williams, our cousin from Georgia. Now come over here to the vanity. Smooth your dress with one hand like this before you sit down,” she instructed as she made a motion with her left hand behind her. 

I followed her instructions. Trudy applied pink lipstick to my mouth, then smoothed pink blusher over my cheeks. From its stand she removed a blond curly wig and placed it over my brown hair. At the top of the wig, she pinned a large pink satin sissy bow. Last, she placed a pink mask over my eyes. 

“Perfect!” squealed Denise. 

“Magnificent, if I do say so myself,” said Trudy. “I told you he would look great, didn’t I? Now stand up, Mary Jane, and let’s get a good look at you.” 
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I stood up and both girls admired their handiwork. 

“Now, remember you are a girl. Speak in a soft voice. Keep your elbows in and smooth your dress when you sit down,” said Trudy. “Now walk over to the full-length mirror on the closet door and look at yourself,” 

I did so and couldn’t believe the reflection in the mirror. I was a very pretty girl. 

What’s more, I felt good in the lingerie and dress. It was almost as if it was the natural thing for me to be wearing. I felt very calm and relaxed. The door bell rang and Denise ran to answer it. 

“Oops, almost forgot these,” said Trudy as she clipped a pair of dangling earrings to my earlobes. Then she squirted some very sweet perfume behind each ear. I loved the scent of it. It made me feel all the more wonderful. She handed me a dainty pink purse and opened the bedroom door. 

“Time for you to meet our guests,” she said. 

Trudy introduced me to the six girls as “Mary Jane,” their cousin from Atlanta as planned. I did an impromptu curtsy as I extended my hand to each girl. The guests wore a variety of costumes from a pirate to Abe Lincoln. Many pictures were taken as the evening progressed. 

I helped serve the soft drinks and sandwiches. I was careful not to spill anything and tried to act girlish like I had seen other girls do. When they were finished eating, I helped clear the table and we all sat down to watch a movie. 

After the movie, Denise rewound the tape and Trudy stood in the middle of the living room floor and clapped her hands for attention. 

“Thank you all for coming. As I told you, I have a special surprise for all of you. Mary Jane, step forward please.” 

I got up from the sofa where I had been sitting between two of the girls and stood next to Trudy. 

“Last year, I gave a prize for the best costume but this year I’m not going to because I knew it would be no contest. Let me introduce my step brother, Timothy!” 

With that, she reached behind me and grabbed my wig and mask with one hand and pulled them both off. 

There were several gasps as the girls looked at each other and then back at me again. 

Several of the girls took pictures. Then they broke into applause. Denise stood on the other side of me and both she and Trudy grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled it up to reveal my pink panties and garter belt. More pictures were taken. 

There were hoots and whistles and again the girls broke into applause. I stood quietly and let the girls enjoy their joke. OK, big deal, I thought. 

As the girls got up to leave, Trudy handed me the mask and wig. I walked back to the bedroom with Denise. I put the wig back on the stand. Denise unhooked and unzipped the dress. She helped me get it and the petti-slip off, then put them both back on hangers. After unhooking the training bra, she stepped out and I took off the lingerie. I put my regular clothes back on. Denise came back in and I sat at the vanity. She took off my earrings and, Page - 6
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with some face cream, removed my makeup. Trudy came back when the last of the girls had left. 

“Thanks again for helping Denise and I out. You were the absolute hit of the party!” 

I smiled a tight smile. “Sure, no problem,” I answered. 

Later that night as I showered with some masculine-scented soap, I thought about my little masquerade. I actually had felt more comfortable in costume than I had in my regular boys clothes. After drying myself off, I put on a clean T-shirt and briefs. My cotton underwear felt almost like it was the wrong underwear. As I lay in bed, I wondered why I had enjoyed the feel of the tricot panties, sheer hosiery, and the whisper of the chiffon dress over the petti-slip. Boys aren’t supposed to like such things. 

Sandra and David returned from the convention and asked how the party went. The girls just giggled and said everything was fine and that everyone had a good time. 

Several days later, a large manila envelope arrived in the mail addressed to Trudy. 

Later that evening, I could hear giggles coming from their bedroom. I was certain that some of the photos of me at the party had been blown up to 8X10 and sent to everyone who had attended for their private amusement. 

I could find nothing on the computer under “My Pictures” since both girls had pass-word protected files and I knew better to ask to see what they were keeping in there. 

The girls said nothing to me about the party thereafter. Once, when all of us were at the mall, one of the girls who had attended the party waved to Trudy and pointed to a store display. The mannequin was wearing a cocktail dress and heels. She made an “OK” sign with her fingers and pointed to me with a smile. Trudy laughed and nodded approvingly. 

Things continued as they had. Another two years passed. We were all doing well in school and as the holidays approached, I was looking forward to a couple of weeks off from my schoolwork. We had a wonderful Thanksgiving dinner; Christmas was just around the corner. I had no idea that this Christmas would be a changing point in my life. 

Prior to our Christmas at home, we always went to a dinner given by the realty company that Sandra and David worked for. It was a small company with only about two dozen agents but they were responsible for a high percentage of sales. 

Before dinner, the owner would present awards for the top listing agent and the top sales agent. After the award ceremony, we would all sing a few Christmas carols and then eat. This year, a karaoke machine had been set up. After leading us in a few songs, the owner passed the mike around to anyone who wanted to solo. At our table, Trudy, Denise and I began singing Silent Night, Holy Night. When we finished the room broke into thunderous applause, then someone called for an encore. We did White Christmas. When we finished, there was a hearty applause. 

Following the dinner, several of the agents came up to us and suggested we form a singing group. I was flattered but didn’t think much of it at the time. I was sure they were just being complimentary. I had heard Trudy and Denise singing at home along with a musical on TV and once when they were playing some CD’s but I didn’t really think their voices were more than average. I had never done any singing at all and hadn’t really given my own voice much thought since I had no particular interest in music. 
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On the way home, Sandra remarked how good the three of us had sounded. 

“Maybe we  should  form a group,” noted Denise. “We’d make more money than part-time jobs pay around here.” 

“We’d need to hook up with an agent too,” added Trudy. “Plus we’d need costumes, musicians, arrangements, and we'd have to decide what type of music we’d be doing.” 

I kept silent because I really didn’t want any part of this thing. I had no particular fond-ness for the loud rock music most of the kids listened and danced to. Nor was I a fan of the cowboy stuff with the fiddles, banjos, guitars and some guy whining about his divorce or a wrecked pick-up truck. 

I had a small portable radio in my room and liked to listen to the FM stations that played soft, quiet music. “Mood music” is what they called it. Sometimes I would listen to classical music. It had a very soothing effect. I felt it was easier to relax while this type of music was playing. 

Almost two months had passed and nothing more had been said about forming a group. One Friday night after supper, Trudy announced she had set up an audition with a local talent agency. We would have to be at the studio at 1 PM Saturday. 

It took me completely by surprise. I raised my objections but Sandra shot me down, explaining it would do me some good. 

“You spend altogether too much time alone in your room. When you’re not in school or martial arts class, you are on the bike or treadmill by yourself. You need to associate with people more and develop some social skills. This will be good for you,” she said. 

I nodded my assent and wondered what the next Saturday would bring. I wasn’t anti-social and got along well with most everyone. I guess I just didn’t see the need to be an entertainer. I had reached a level of proficiency in my martial arts class that would allow me to enter more demanding competition next year and that was enough for me. 

Friday night as I lay awake, I had hopes the agent would say, “Thanks but no thanks.” 

In a city of this size, there was bound to be lots of people with the talent and desire to get into this business. They would turn us down since this was something of a lark for us, not a real career endeavor. 

After lunch on Saturday, Sandra drove the three of us to the downtown studio of the Lynndale Talent Agency. The mother of one of the girls at the Halloween party said they were quite reputable. 

The receptionist checked us in and told us to have a seat. Mrs. Lynndale was with a cli-ent and would be with us shortly. 

The walls of the outer office were decorated with autographed pictures of local and na-tionally known celebrities alike. I really couldn’t see myself going through all this but it wasn’t my choice. 

Shortly, a heavy-set, overly made-up blonde woman came out and introduced herself as Doris Lynndale. 

“Please come with me,” she announced. 

We followed her through a door and down a long hallway to a studio at the end. 
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“You three stand before the mikes. Sandra, come with me to the control room,” ordered Mrs. Lynndale. 

We took our places as a technician adjusted the microphone height. When he finished, he signaled the control room and left. 

Mrs. Lynndale’s voice came through the speaker. 

“Each one of you will sing a chorus of “Happy Birthday,” then all three of you will sing together. Now listen for the intro and then begin. First will be Denise, then Trudy and finally, Timothy,” 

She pointed to the piano player behind me and he played the intro. After each one of us sang our part, we stood around one of the microphones and sang together. When we finished, Mrs. Lynndale told us to come back to the office. 

After we were seated, she placed her hands on her desk in front of her and smiled. 

“That was pretty good,” she announced. “Above average certainly. With some hard work, I think we can get you an engagement or two. Do any of you have any previous musical training?” she asked

We all shook our heads. 

“Hmm. I think the first thing we should do is sign you up for some voice lessons. I actually like you better as a threesome rather than individually, except for Timothy here. 

You have quite a soft, melodic voice!” 

I was a little embarrassed at being singled out but said nothing. 

Mrs. Lynndale handed my mother a sheet of paper. 

“Here is a schedule and our hourly rates. Pick out the ones that best fit your schedule, then let me know by 5 PM Monday at the latest, whatever works out best for you. Thank you for coming,” 

She stood up and shook hands with us as we filed out of her office. Back in the car, Sandra expressed surprise at the fees. 

“They sure are expensive. I’m not so sure we should be spending this kind of money unless you guys are really serious about this kind of thing,” 

That evening, Sandra and David talked things over. They agreed that two months of once-a-week lessons was enough to start with. So we began. 

At the end of the first month, it was clear that while Trudy and Denise had nice voices, they would never be able to sing professionally. I, on the other hand, was able to more than hold my own. There was just one problem. My soft melodic voice, as good as it was, was not the voice of a man. I sang like a girl. 

Mrs. Lynndale never came right out and said those exact words but I knew from listening to the playback that I was not going to be a male lead anywhere. For that reason, the second month was spent learning to harmonize as a trio. Our voices together were much better than the girls were individually. 

As we neared the end of the second month, I was not eager to continue and told Sandra my feelings. Her answer was, “Well, let’s just wait and see,” 

Page - 9

DREAM GIRL FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

On a Wednesday night of the third week of our harmony training, an exasperated Mrs. 

Lynndale called Sandra and said she had a last minute cancellation and needed the three of us to sing at an anniversary party that Saturday afternoon. There was one catch. The trio that had canceled was an all-girl trio. In order for us to accept the gig, I was to be dressed the same as Trudy and Denise. 

It was a chance to make two thousand dollars, which after the agency’s ten percent was taken out, meant we would split eighteen hundred dollars three ways. That kind of money was too good to pass up. Sandra said it would be up to me if I wanted to do this as Denise and Trudy giggled behind her back. No doubt they were thinking back to the Halloween party which I’m sure Sandra knew nothing about. 

We got our union cards and because we were still minors, Sandra signed the contract for the Lynndale Agency to be our agent. From six to ten PM, we began rehearsing the songs we would be singing at the party. It was a 75th anniversary party and the music was from the era of the McGuire Sisters, the Andrew sisters and the Big Bands. I was glad we would be singing this type of music as opposed to the wild and crazy modern stuff or something just as bad. We finished the evening being measured for our costumes. 

The next night, we rehearsed again. We made the final selection of the songs we would be doing at the party. Before we left, Mrs. Lynndale took Sandra and me aside. She explained I would have to be at a salon called Dynamic Cuts in a nearby shopping mall at six PM for what she called “preparatory work” and then come back for the costume fitting. 

Both Trudy and Denise were giggling in the back seat all the way home while Sandra just smiled and said nothing. 

Friday night, after my martial arts session, Sandra took me directly to the beauty shop. 

The receptionist smiled broadly as she checked us in. 

“Val is waiting for you. It’s the last booth on your left at the back,” 

We walked to the back of the shop where a tall young woman in a pink smock was waiting for us. 

“Take off your uniform and stand still with your legs apart,” she instructed. 

At my age, I hardly had any body hair at all. When Val was finished with the clippers and the wax strips, my skin was hair-free and as smooth as any girls. 

“Sit in the chair now and don’t move,” Val said. 

She proceeded to curl my eyelashes, then she plucked my eyebrows to form a thin line with a slight arch. 

“Okay, we’re done. You can put your uniform back on,” she said. 

While I got dressed, she picked out several makeup items and put them in a small bag. 

At the desk, Sandra paid the bill. As we left, I could hear some giggling coming from the back room. For some reason, women seem to enjoy this sort of thing. 

Saturday morning we went to the agency, arriving about ten. Sandra took me to a separate room where I was fitted with a strapless bra and a panty briefer. After putting a small pair of breast forms in the cups, she handed me a pair of pantihose and I put them on. 
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Next, I stepped into a floor-length petticoat and brought it up to my waist. Again, I was surprised at how wonderful I felt. 

“I’ll be right back with your dress. Try on the shoes and see which pair fits you the best,” said Sandra. 

I sat on the chair and took the first pair of pink high heels out of the box. They were too small so I tried on the second pair. They fit perfectly. I stood up and carefully took a few steps as Sandra returned with my dress. She unzipped it and helped me slip it over my head. After adjusting the hem around the petticoats, she zipped me up and closed the top hook. 

“That’s a perfect fit. Now try on the gloves.” 

I struggled to put on the long gloves. Lastly, she placed a nylon wig cap over my hair and then a light brown shoulder-length wig. 

“Now, let’s show the girls,” she laughed as I walked out ahead of her. 

Trudy and Denise’s faces brightened when they saw me. Mrs. Lynndale had her back to me. When she turned around, her mouth fell open in amazement. 

“You look fabulous! I know the three of you will be a big hit,” she said as she handed my mother a slip of paper. 

“Here is the address of the reception hall. Be there at three to meet with the coordina-tor. You will perform at three-thirty. After the performance, you can go home. Bring your costumes in Monday and I will have your check ready for you. Any questions?” 

There were none. 

“Good. See you back here Monday.” 

I went back inside the small room and changed back into my regular clothes. The wig and costume were put in a garment bag and we went home. Lunch was a quiet and nothing was said about my dressing up. 

At two PM, Sandra helped me get dressed. With great care, she applied my lipstick, blusher and eye makeup. Last, after she attached a pair of long earrings to my earlobes, she adjusted the wig cap and wig. Trudy took several pictures of me, then Sandra took several of the three of us. As we walked to the car, I took smaller, more mincing steps. 

Walking in high heels was not hard but I wanted to be especially careful not to trip or twist an ankle. 

We arrived at the reception hall just before three and entered through the rear door. 

We talked briefly with the piano player and she was satisfied that we were fully prepared. 

Promptly at three-thirty, the piano intro started and we walked out to the small makeshift stage. 

The two girls seemed a bit nervous but I felt very at ease. I was quite comfortable in the pink floor-length chiffon gown and heels. I was relaxed and as we began to sing, I had no fear of performing in front of the fairly large crowd. 

Everything went off without a hitch. The crowd was very appreciative of our performance. We exited to a lengthy and loud round of applause. 
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Back at home, Sandra removed my earrings and makeup. My costume and wig was placed back in the garment bag. I showered that night with some masculine-scented soap. 

I felt good about earning so much money for so little effort. 

***

I slept well that night. Still I wondered what there was about being dressed to the nines in women’s clothes that made me feel so good. I had never felt that way before. Of course, I had never cross-dressed before either. The effect of sheer pantyhose on my smooth legs, the chiffon dress on my bare shoulders, the satin gloves on my bare arms and the way the dress flared out by the petticoat moved as I walked in my high heels all contributed to a strong feeling of femininity. I was safe and secure in my feminine environment. I loved the way the audience looked up at me as I sang. The way some of the men were staring at me gave me a secret thrill. I enjoyed fooling them. If they only knew what was under that gorgeous gown and petticoat! 

At the end of the month, Trudy and Denise wanted to continue but I didn’t. I was ada-mant about it. 

Sandra and David accepted my decision. I knew Trudy and Denise were mad because they saw a real moneymaking opportunity going out the window. 

Things got back to normal and we were nearing the end of the school year. Three weeks from graduation, Sandra got a phone call from Mrs. Lynndale. She wanted to talk to both of us in her office ASAP. I didn’t know what was up but Sandra drove me to the studio after school the next night. 

The receptionist had left for the day and Mrs. Lynndale met us at the door. We followed her back to the office and sat down opposite her desk. She had a rather stern expression on her face. 

“I’m sorry you elected to discontinue your training, Timothy. You are very talented. 

Your sisters, on the other hand, were average at best, which brings me to why I asked you and your mom to come here. I suppose you have heard about the private jet that crashed near Vail, Colorado recently. One of the girls on the plane was a singer with a local college band. 

“This band is scheduled to play at Hancock High School’s Prom in about three weeks. 

Their theme this year is The Fabulous Forties. The dead girl was to be the lead singer with the band. The arrangements are from the music of the big band era. Now, I know you didn’t want to continue singing but hear me out. You will be paid three thousand dollars for this one-night gig. The band will play for about forty minutes and then you will be introduced as Tina Williams. You will sing six torch songs. There will be about a thirty-minute break, then the band will play for another forty minutes. You will come out again and sing another six songs, then you will be finished. I want you to think about this opportunity for a few minutes before you answer.” 

Sandra sat mute as I pondered what Mrs. Lynndale had just said. Three thousand dollars was a lot of money for a couple of hours work. I hadn’t even spent the money I earned Page - 12
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from the anniversary gig and now I had a chance to make five times what I had made that afternoon. 

“Well, I guess I  could,” I answered somewhat hesitantly. 

“Splendid!” exclaimed Mrs. Lynndale as she handed me a large brown envelope. “I’ll let the band director know you've agreed and we will set up the rehearsal dates. In the meantime, here are the songs you’ll be singing. Memorize them as quickly as you can. I’ll call you when things are set up.” 

We had no conversation on the way home. I was wondering what Trudy and Denise would think when they found out I was going to be singing again. 

That night, I looked over the sheets Mrs. Lynndale had given me. I already knew some of the songs from hearing them on the radio. I knew it wouldn’t take much work to memorize the rest. I spend about an hour each night going over the selections. All that was left was to meet with the band and rehearse. 

The next week, Mrs. Lynndale called with the schedule and Sandra took me to one of the university extension buildings for my first rehearsal. We entered a small concert hall; a thin bald man with thick glasses met us at the door and introduced himself as Mr. Christian. Most of the band members were already assembled on the stage. 

“Sandra, please have a seat down front. Timothy, stand in front of the band at the mike,” he instructed. 

As we took our places, the rest of the band had already taken their seats. I adjusted the floor mike for my height and then gave the “testing 1-2-3” count to see if things were working properly. They were. 

I stood patiently as the band went through a warm-up number. Then Mr. Christian announced the opening number. When I finished, we went through five more, then I took a break. As the band went through several more numbers, Mr. Christian leaned over and whispered:

“You're doing fine. Stay relaxed and concentrate on the lyrics.” 

I nodded and waited for the band to finish. I took my place back on stage and sang the rest of the repertoire. After the last song, Mr. Christian waved me off stage. I sat down next to him as the band went through several more arrangements. 

“You are very well-prepared. I appreciate that more than I can say. For someone so young, you handle yourself like a professional,” 

“Thank you,” I answered. “I want to do a good job for you.” 

Sandra and I left and went to the agency. 

“I just got off the phone with Mr. Christian and he is delighted with your performance,” announced Mrs. Lynndale as we entered her office. “Your costume and shoes are here. You need to try them on for fit.” 

I went in a small adjoining room and put on the foundation garments again. When I came out, she removed a gold, satin sheath gown from its bag and unzipped it. I stepped carefully into the dress and she zipped me up and adjusted the straps. The dress fit pretty well. The hem had to be raised about an inch and taken in a little around the waist and Page - 13
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hips. The gold over-the-elbow

gloves fit OK. The shoes had

four-inch heels instead of the

three-inch heels I had worn bef-

ore. I was a bit concerned with

the additional height but the size

was a good fit and I walked

around the room several times

without any difficulty. 

“Just remember to pull the

dress up slightly when you go

on and off the stage,” admon-

ished Mrs. Lynndale. 

Sandra unzipped me and I

took off the dress. I changed

back into my male clothes and

we went home. 

The next rehearsal was a

week away and I felt pretty good

about things. It was hard to con-

ceal my happiness with the

dress. The satin sheath had felt

 so  good against my skin. I had

difficulty comprehending why I

should be looking forward to

getting dressed up again. 

The week flew by and the last

rehearsal went smoothly. I was

surprised that no one in the band

or Mr. Christian had made any

comment about my being a male

at rehearsal and performing

dressed as a female. At any rate, 

I felt more than ready for my

first solo performance. 

On the way back home, we stopped at the agency and I tried the dress on again to be sure of the fit. This time I would be wearing a platinum blond wig as well. Mrs. Lynndale put everything in a garment bag and we went home. 

I studied for my final exams all week and felt equally prepared to pass them as well. 

On Friday, my final grades were three A’s and two B’s. Sandra and David were very pleased. 
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Friday night I was back in Val’s care at the salon getting waxed, curled and plucked again. I took a warm bath that night and wished I could try some of my sister's bubble bath. Trudy had sarcastically suggested it but was quickly shut up by Sandra. 

Saturday night, I ate very little supper. Butterflies, I guess. This was my first real public performance and I didn’t want to let anybody down. 

At seven, I put on my strapless body briefer and pantyhose. Sandra adjusted the foam breasts in the cups, then applied bright red blusher and lipstick as well as long black false eyelashes. I put on the earrings while she adjusted the blond wig. I stood up and she helped me into the dress and gloves. 

Trudy peeked in as Sandra was zipping me up. “Wow, you are absolutely gorgeous!” 

she said. 

I stepped into my high heels. Sandra put my makeup items in a matching gold purse and handed it to me. 

“Thank you,” I replied as we walked past her. 

Denise let out a wolf whistle as we passed the living room on the way to the front door. 

I walked easily in the higher heels to the car. I smoothed the dress with one hand, sat down, and swung my legs in. The combination of the pantyhose on my smooth legs and the feel of the clinging satin sheath on my skin made me feel simply ecstatic. 

Sandra parked at the rear of the gym next to the bus that had brought the band. We got out and went inside. The band members, twelve men and four women, were all dressed in tuxedos of that period. I waited just off the stage with Sandra while they finished setting up. Mr. Christian came over to where we were sitting. 

“Now remember, just relax and concentrate on the lyrics. Be yourself. We’re all here to have a fun evening. The rehearsals were great and tonight will be the same.” 

I nodded as he walked on stage and stood at the front of the band. The doors had just opened and the Prom King and Queen lead the way. In a few minutes, the band began. 

The music was perfect in every respect. Not a single note out of place, at least that I could detect. 

On cue, I got up, picked up my skirts and took my place at the front of the band. The overhead lights dimmed and a spotlight shone on me. I launched into the first number. It came easily and effortlessly. When I finished, I bowed my head slightly and was greeted with loud applause. When I sang, I looked out over the audience and tried to look into the eyes of as many of the males as I could. 

As I finished each of the other five songs, I was again overwhelmed by the thunderous applause. I bowed again, picked up my skirts and walked offstage where Sandra was on her feet applauding too. 

I sat down and Sandra handed me a soft drink. 

“You really knocked them dead,” she said. 

“I’m glad they liked the music. I hope the second set goes just as well,” I answered. 
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The band took their break, then started their second set. I closed my eyes and imagined myself somewhere else as the dreamy, romantic music flowed throughout the gym. Then it was time for me to go on again. I touched up my lipstick and blusher and stood ready for my entrance. 

At my cue, I picked up my skirts and returned to center stage. The lights dimmed again and the spotlight came on. The second set went as smoothly as the first; as I walked off stage, the applause was thunderous once again. 

I followed Sandra out to the car and we went home. I slipped off my high heels and she helped me out of the gown. At the vanity, she removed my makeup and earrings. I put the wig back on the stand. I took off my lingerie and enjoyed the brisk shower. As I soaped up my hair-free body, I thought about how good I felt in that dress as well as how much I had enjoyed the adulation of the audience as I sang. I looked down at my small manhood and wondered idly if maybe I should have been born a girl. 

Regardless of my inability to understand my feelings when I was dressed up, I knew I would have to live my life as a man. Maybe it would be best if this was my last trip into femininity. After all, this sort of thing could not continue, no matter how good the money was. I slept soundly that night and dreamed of being the prom queen who made her entrance as we were getting ready. It was a strange dream for a boy to have. 

Monday, I rode with Sandra to take back the costume to the agency. After getting the check, I announced to both of them that I didn’t want to do this anymore. Mrs. Lynndale looked disappointed but understood. Sandra didn’t say anything and we rode back home in silence. 

At sixteen, I was still too young to get hired for a summer job but I did enroll in driver's education. By the start of school in late August, I had my probationary driver's license. Once in a while, I would run into one of Denise or Trudy’s friends at the mall and they would smile and wave. I was beginning to wonder just how many people knew about that party or the fact that I had been a “girl singer” for one night. 

School began again and I threw myself into my studies. Except for buying some clothes, my earnings remained in the bank untouched. At night, I would sometimes dream of being en femme and found I missed the sheerness of the hosiery and the feel of that satin dress. My cotton briefs were no substitute for the nylon tricot panties I had worn at the Halloween party. I should stop thinking about that stuff as I would be a man someday and wasn’t ever going to have those pleasures again. 

One evening, just before Christmas, I saw Mrs. Lynndale while we were all at the mall. 

We exchanged season's greetings. 

“I received a number of requests for your services but I fully understand your wishes, Timothy. Your card is still valid for another year so if you change your mind and want to work, please don’t hesitate to contact me,” she said as she smiled that big smile of hers. 

“I will,” I answered. At that point, going back into dresses was the farthest thing from my mind. I enjoyed my math and computer classes and hoped to apply my skills in a sci-entific field. The entertainment industry paid well but I wanted to put show business behind me. 
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As my high school graduation approached, I was still wondering what to do. There were a number of schools that offered good programs but I honestly didn’t know what I really wanted to do. I had gotten bored with computers and the thought of several more years of staring at that screen wasn’t particularly appealing to me. I wasn’t sure about staying in Minnesota either. I liked the change of seasons, though the extreme cold of some of the winters was just as bad as the heat of Georgia. 

My late mother's life insurance had been placed in trust for me and I would get that in a few months on my eighteenth birthday. A number of my classmates were going into the military. With a war in the desert going on, it seemed like the right thing to do despite the controversy over the war and how we got into it. 

My card was about to expire so I renewed it just as a precaution. It was something I could always fall back on if I really needed it. I had gotten a Christmas card from Mrs. 

Lynndale every year and I was certain she would help me out if need be. 

My part-time job at a large department store was bringing in a few dollars to keep me in spending money. I did stock work in the men’s department and clean-up work closer to closing time. I found myself looking at the dresses and lingerie with more than a passing interest as I moved the stock from the loading area to the men’s department. I felt a strong attraction to the sexy lingerie items as well as the pretty party and cocktail dresses. 

I wanted to feel the soft tricot on my skin again. I loved the image I saw in the mirror when I was fully made-up and dressed. Passing the cosmetic counter, I imagined myself doing my own makeup or sitting in a perfumed bubble bath, then dusting myself with perfumed body powder before putting on one of those peignoir sets. 

I was trying to find a way to resolve these feminine feelings. I went on the Internet and got some valuable information about transvestism and transsexualism. I wasn’t sure exactly what I was. I had no physical attraction to either boys or girls. I wanted to find out why I enjoyed the costume and makeup as much as the actual performing itself. 

There were websites that sold women’s clothes, but cut for a man’s build. Some of them sold costumes and shoes in larger sizes so they would fit a man. I loved the look of the frilly, so-called “sissy dresses” as well as the pink and black satin or taffeta French maid costumes. I wondered about those ultra-high heeled shoes though. Some of them had heels as high as twelve inches. I doubted if anyone could wear them for very long but it would be fun to try! 

Formal apparel websites were plentiful as well. The store handled a small line of prom dresses but did not carry any bridal wear. I imagined wearing the white satin wedding dresses as well as the bridesmaid gowns in a rainbow of colors. Whether satin, chiffon or taffeta, I wanted to try on all of them, complete with high heels and accessories. Modeling each style in each color would be a dream come true. 

I found myself dreaming those dreams more and more but unable to explain why. I even thought about being one of the office girls or sales clerks. Instead of the casual way they dressed, I would wear a lacy camisole and half-slip over my foundation garments and sheer hose. A filmy or frilly blouse tucked into a slim skirt and, of course, high heel pumps. Most of them didn’t wear any makeup but I wouldn’t be seen without it. 
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These thoughts had become more consuming. I wondered if I was going crazy. There was no logical reason why I was suddenly interested in becoming feminine. I was a male. I should be happy with who and what I was. Maybe I should stop trying to find answers to questions that weren’t answerable. 

Instead I began to do more research on the Internet. Sometimes parental restrictions would stop me from gaining access to a website but those were usually porn sites anyway; I had no interest in them at all. 

I found a number of self-help websites that held valuable information. I stayed away from the chat rooms because I did not want to establish contact with anyone, even if they felt the way I did. It was nice to know that I was not the only one who felt this way. Judg-ing by the amount of websites about this sort of thing, the number of men and young boys that had these feelings was quite sizable. 

I also found that clinics and professional people who helped men with feelings like mine were plentiful as well. I would have to wait until I was eighteen to see one. I certainly did not want to confide in either Sandra or David about this sort of thing. For now, I would have to opt for keeping silent and continue to dig for information on the Internet. 

It was late April when it happened. I had just finished boxing up some closeout merchandise and stacked them in the back room for shipment. The store didn’t have many customers as the armored courier arrived to pick up the bank deposit. I was putting a couple of bags of garbage in the dumpster when I heard the shots. I couldn’t be sure just where they were coming from but as I reached the back door, I heard tires squeal and a white sedan came around the back of the mall. I let the door close almost shut and watched the car stop at the dumpster. A man got out of the passenger side and tossed a black bag in the high grass of the embankment behind the dumpster, then got back into the car. The car sped off. 

I picked up two more bags and was halfway to the dumpster when a police car stopped. The cop at the wheel asked me if I had seen a white sedan come by this way. I nodded and said that it had sped off in the direction he was heading. He thanked me and drove off in pursuit. I placed the garbage bags in the dumpster, then took a quick look behind it. I couldn’t see anything so I walked closer. Then I saw the black bag sitting in a little depression about eight feet behind the dumpster. 

I went back inside and continued my work. At my break, I learned the courier had been held at gunpoint and the man took the deposit bag containing checks and over sev-enty thousand in cash. His accomplice had driven a white four-door sedan. By nine o’clock, there was more garbage to be emptied. It was semi-dark then so, after depositing more garbage in the dumpster, I went behind it and found the bag. I brought the bag back to my car and put it in the trunk. 

It was a spur-of-the-moment thing. I suppose I should have told the police about the bag in the beginning but I didn’t. It was some easy money. I had been taught to be honest all my life. I had never had the slightest desire to become a criminal. I had always tried to do the right thing and despite all the corruption and crookedness around me, I had remained honest in all my dealings with my parents, friends, teachers and my employer. I am still not sure why I did it but I did. 

Page - 18

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

After work, I drove home but left the bag in the trunk. That night on the news, I heard that one of the men had been found dead of a gunshot wound in a motel room not far from the mall. The other man was still at large. 

I wondered about that other man. If and when he returned to pick up the bag, he would have no idea who took it. There was no way it could be traced to me. 

Later, after everyone had gone to bed, I stayed awake until about two AM. I crept downstairs and went outside where I retrieved the bag from the trunk of my car. I brought it upstairs to my room. From the bathroom cupboard, I removed a pair of latex gloves and put them on. My heart was pounding as I returned to the bedroom. I locked the bedroom door and turned on a small night light. After unzipping the bag, I examined the contents. 

I had never seen that much money at one time before in my life. About a third of the money was in fifties and hundreds and the rest was in smaller denominations. I decided to count it later. 

I removed the deposit slip and the checks. I closed the bag and placed it in the back of my closet behind some boxes. After turning out the night light, I unlocked the door. With my flashlight in one hand and the checks in the other, I crept downstairs. 

I stopped in the kitchen to get a plastic bag, then went down to Dave and Sandra’s office in the basement. I shredded the checks a few at a time, waiting a few minutes between each bunch to hear any activity upstairs that would indicate that someone had heard me. 

When I finished, I dumped the shredded documents into the plastic bag. I put the gloves in there, too, then put the bag in the larger garbage can off the kitchen. 

Before going upstairs, I opened the liquor cabinet and took a couple of long pulls from a bottle of brandy. I went back upstairs and got into bed. It took a while for the brandy to hit me, but finally I fell asleep. 

For the next two weeks, I carried on as usual. The robbery dropped from the news though the second man was still at large. I got busy at work but the money was never far from my mind. I thought about all the things I could buy with it but I knew that money had to stay hidden for some time. I decided when my trust came due, I would withdraw some of the money, keep it in cash at home, then deposit the same amount of the stolen money in a new account. I would continue doing this until all the stolen money had been

“laundered,” in a sense. 

Later that week, I returned to the store after taking out some garbage bags and saw a dark-colored car drive slowly by. I went inside and picked up the last two bags and took them to the dumpster. The car turned around and drove past me as I walked back to the loading area. The driver looked me over pretty good as I walked. My pulse was racing. I wondered if that was the other man from the robbery. If it was, he had gotten a pretty good look at me. Yet he would have no way of knowing I had taken the bag. 

I wondered if I should call the police and report him as a suspicious person. If I did, would they question me as to why this guy was interested in me? Was there a chance that this guy or the cops could put two and two together? I decided it wasn’t worth the chance. 

A week later, the same man in the same car at the same time drove by again. I got brave. I waved to him to stop. 
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“Can I help you?” I inquired. 

“No, thank you,” he answered. “My engine light kept flickering on and off and I was just driving slowly around the mall to see if it would quit or stay on.” 

I nodded and went back inside. It was a plausible story. I had that happen with my car just the previous week. David found a loose connection and that had been the end of it. 

Another two weeks went by and he was there again just as I was leaving work. I got into my car and drove out of the mall but took the road south instead of north where I lived. Sure enough, a few minutes later, his car was in my rear view mirror. I pulled into a burger joint and went inside. I got a soft drink; when I came back out, he was waiting at the far end of the parking lot near the exit. Now I was really nervous. 

I drove to the exit and looked in the rear view mirror. He was just backing out of his parking place when I floored the accelerator. At the next intersection, I beat an yellow light and saw him waiting at the red light. I drove several more blocks ,then I went back to the mall and took the expressway home. I had to do something. This guy wasn’t going to give up his search for the money or the person who took it. I had no doubt he was the other half of the robbery team. 

The only person who might know they had ditched the money behind the dumpster was someone who worked close by or someone who had, for whatever reason ,had walked down the bluff and had stumbled onto it. A mall employee was the most obvious and logical assumption. He had found me working at the most convenient time and place to have witnessed the ditching of the money. 

The question now was what was I going to do, or more importantly, what was he going to do? I thought immediately of quitting my job and relocating for one of the tech schools I had discussed with my counselor. This would not constitute suspicious behavior on my part. The man would see my replacement working there after I left and while he might ask some questions, he could not get information about me, other than the fact that I had quit to go to college. 

Military service was another option. I could get lost in the Army for four years. The money would be safe at home and my trust would be gaining interest while I was in service. My computer training would be free and I would have the G.I. Bill to further my education when I got out. I didn’t have a lot a time to make up my mind; this man's behavior was making me more and more nervous. I knew I had to do something soon. My decision would be a matter of survival. 

I decided to join the Army. I informed everyone of my decision. I banked the proceeds from the sale of my car and David drove me to the train station. Boot camp was in Mis-souri and while I had missed most of the summer heat ,it was still hot when I got there. 

After the first week of, I was pulled aside and a doctor sat down in front of me. 

“You are just under the minimum height and weight requirement. Normally, I would be inclined to overlook that because the Army needs young men like you. There is something else you should know about. You are in excellent health but there is a minor flutter in your heartbeat. I would suggest you have a cardiologist check you out further. Have you ever had shortness of breath, pain in your chest or difficulty doing physical work?” he asked. 
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“Occasionally after a strenuous workout or running a longer than normal distance, I get a funny feeling in my chest. I just thought maybe I had pushed myself too hard,” I answered. 

He nodded and made some notes on the form in front of him. 

“I’m afraid that’s it then. We'll have to out-process you and give you a medical discharge. I’m not sure what the problem is but you should have your physician check you out further. I’m afraid we can’t do anything for you here at the induction center. I can’t send you on to training until this condition has either been cleared up or explained. Good luck to you, young man,” 

With that, he signed the document and I began my out-processing. By the end of the day, I was at the gate waiting for a bus to take me to the train station. I got the 6:45 PM

train to Minneapolis and settled back in my seat for a long ride home. 

The light drizzle that was coming down when I boarded the train turned into a downpour as the train pulled out of the station. I leaned back in my seat and closed my eyes as the train picked up speed. There were very few people on the train and I had the entire car practically to myself. 

I was jolted awake by the sudden slowing of the train. I looked out the window but could see nothing in the downpour. The conductor came through the cars and informed everyone of a washout up ahead and that we would be put on buses that would take us the rest of the way to Minneapolis. Nobody was happy about the situation but there was no point in complaining. There wasn’t anything anybody could do. 

I put on my raincoat. With my duffel bag in one hand and my discharge papers in the other, I followed the conductor to where I boarded the bus. The express bus had left with most of the passengers. That left five others and me to board the local which would stop twice before getting to Minneapolis. An elderly black couple sat close to the front and the three college students sat in the rear. I took a seat about halfway back. I removed my raincoat and reclined the seat. It was eight-thirty when we got on the interstate. I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. 

About three hours later, the college kids got off at the first stop. I had just drifted off to sleep when the bus arrived at the second stop. The elderly couple got off. The bus backed up and turned around. As we started forward, I heard a grinding noise coming from under the bus. It shuddered to a halt. The driver tried backing up and going forward again but it only made the grinding noise louder. The driver managed to get the bus back into its parking stall and then shut off the motor. He went inside the small terminal and returned in about fifteen minutes. 

“Transmission is dead,” he announced. “The company will put you up for the night at the hotel down the street and buy you breakfast in the morning. A replacement bus will be here around nine AM.” 

I nodded and followed him out the door to the side of the bus. He opened the cargo bay and gave me my duffel bag. 

“Show the desk clerk your bus ticket for the room,” he instructed. 

“Thanks,” I said as I picked up my bag and began walking the four blocks to the hotel. 
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The rain had stopped and the air smelled clean. I looked the hotel over from across the street. The word “hotel” conjures up different images in the minds of people. This dilapi-dated building looked more like an old rooming house than a hotel but any port in a storm, I guess. I crossed the street and went inside. 

I waited a minute while my eyes adjusted to the semi-darkness. Of the two double fluorescent lights overhead, two of the bulbs were burnt out and one was flickering on and off. The air smelled of stale cigar smoke. I walked to the front desk and set my bag down. 

Behind the counter, the big Indian was reading a paper back book by the light of a small desk lamp. Glancing up at me, he flipped the book upside down. He took a puff off the butt of the cigar and replaced it in the ashtray. He got up and stood behind the counter. His shoulder-length black hair was streaked with silver and held in place by a red headband. His nose was smashed flat across the front of his face. His big hands, with scar tissue where his knuckles used to be, placed the registration card and pen in front of me. 

He smiled, exposing large yellowed teeth. 

“You from the bus company?” he asked. 

I nodded and showed him the ticket. After I filled in the information, he took the card and placed it a small box. He removed a key from the rack behind him and walked around the counter. As effortlessly as if he were picking up his lunch box, he hoisted my duffel bag up and walked towards the stairs. I followed behind him. 

At the stairs, he gripped the banister with one hand and began walking up the steps slowly, one step at a time. I stopped at the landing and looked at the faded fight poster on the wall. The two young men in boxing gear were giving their best menacing looks as they stared back at me. “Mad Mike Monnihan vs Joe Whitefeather, the Savage Indian. National Guard Armory, July 4, 1966, 8 PM. 15 rounds.” 

I continued up the steps. Several of the overhead lights were buzzing as I made my way down the corridor to where the Indian had unlocked the door to my room. A dark stain in the middle of a faint chalk outline on the floor made me wonder what kind of a place this was or had been. 

I walked inside and he handed me the key. 

“You box?” he asked

“No, martial arts. I tried kick boxing but didn’t like it,” I replied. 

He nodded. 

“I had a chance to go big time. After I KO'd Monnihan in the sixth round, I went down to Chicago to fight Otis Smith. Dropped the colored boy in three rounds. They came to me and offered me a deal but I had to do what the man say, so I said no. I mean, I fight to win, you know? That was my last big fight. The rest was just nickels and dimes.” 

I nodded without speaking. That was the fight game all right. I gave him a five-dollar tip. 

“Thank you, sir,” he said. 

He stopped at the door way, turned to me and smiled. 

“You want some company?” he asked
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“No thanks,” I replied. “I just want to get some sleep. I'm beat.” 

He smiled again and closed the door. 

I walked over and locked it. I took off my raincoat and hung it in the closet. In the bathroom, I looked out the back window to see two hookers sitting on the back porch off the kitchen, sharing a joint. I pulled the half-torn shade down and stood in front of the toilet. 

Several cockroaches scuttled away from the rotted floorboards under the toilet where they had been digging to get at the good stuff. 

After urinating, I washed my hands and splashed some cold water on my face. As I dried myself with one of the paper-thin rags that passed for towels, I looked in the mirror over the sink. The mirror was cracked and there was a hole in the middle where the glass had fallen out. I leaned close. It didn’t take much imagination to see someone grabbing another person by the hair and smashing his face in the mirror. 

I hung the towel up to dry and walked to the bed. 

I loosened my tie and removed my dress coat. I sat on the edge of the bed first, then swung my legs up and lay down. When I opened my eyes again, it was seven-thirty. I got up and used the john. I packed the raincoat in my duffel bag and, after straightening my tie, put on my dress coat and hat. 

Downstairs at the desk, a heavy-set, gray-haired woman put out her cigarette and got up. 

“I’m checking out,” I said as I handed her the room key. 

“Thank you sir, come stay with us again,” she said in a tired voice. 

I hefted my bag and walked back to the bus depot. I ate a roll and was sipping some coffee when the bus came in. Fifteen minutes later, I was on my way to Minneapolis again. 

***

It would be about an hour’s ride. I was wondering just what I was going to do now. I had no reason to stay in Minneapolis. I had enough money to attend any school in the country, as well as go anywhere to get any job. 

I closed my eyes and saw myself all glammed up and singing in front of a nightclub audience. I could almost taste the lipstick and smell the perfume. 

I couldn’t figure out how those feelings had become such a strong force in my young life. Personal accounts from some of the websites detailed the feelings like mine had started in early childhood for some of the men, while others like myself, had not felt that way until later on. 

I knew I wasn’t crazy and I knew I wasn’t two people each with its own separate and distinct personality. I had to get some answers and get on with my life. I also wanted to move out of the house as soon as possible. I had to have a place of my own. 

David met me at the bus station and took me home. I spent a few days relaxing and not doing much of anything. I studied the websites of some of the local clinics that specialized Page - 23
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in gender problems but did not make an appointment. I didn’t want to do that until I had my own place and my own phone number. 

I sorted through the school catalogs I had received before leaving for the Army. They were all computer schools and for the first time, I thought about studying something more feminine, like makeup artistry or becoming a nail technician. Sandra and David would be most surprised and I had no doubt that the two girls would think I had turned gay. 

For the first time, I thought about moving further away to keep some distance between us. One of the schools was near San Francisco. The city had a lot of cultural advantages to offer to say nothing of a plethora of clinics that devoted to helping transgendered people. 

I decided to fly out there and see the school, as well as the city, for myself. I got a good deal on a Sunday night flight out and a return flight late Tuesday afternoon. Both were one-way on two different airlines. David would take me to the airport for the night flight out and Sandra would pick me up on Tuesday. 

Sunday night, I boarded my flight and had just settled down in my seat when a very sharply-dressed woman sat down next to me. She wore an expensive-looking, well-tailored pantsuit. She was well-groomed and conservatively made-up. We exchanged pleasantries and, shortly, we were airborne. She was a native of the Frisco area and was going back after attending a funeral. She had recently sold her business there and was looking forward to her retirement. When I inquired what business she had been in, she smiled quite broadly and said “entertainment.” 

I mentioned that I had a brief stint in the entertainment business myself but had put that behind me to go to school. She didn’t press me for any details and I didn’t want to offer any, especially in view of the fact that I had been dressed and singing as a female. 

After we landed, she handed me the new owner's business card. 

“In case you need some part-time work while you're in school,” she said. 

I thanked her and put the card in my wallet. I wasn’t about to mention that money wasn’t a problem for me. 

That night at the hotel, after going over the school catalog again, I took out the card and looked it over. 

“Sam and Mary’s Place” was on the first line, followed by the address and phone. It was not far from where I would be going to school. “A private club offering cocktails and stimulating conversation” was the line at the bottom. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to be hustling drinks in a bar while going to school. I had plenty of money for the tuition and living expenses without touching the robbery money. Nevertheless, it wouldn’t hurt to be working while I was attending classes. 

***

The next morning, I did a little sightseeing before reporting for my afternoon appointment the school. The facilities were very impressive and, despite the high tuition, I felt it would be worth it. I went back to the hotel and ate supper. I took in a movie, then went to bed. 
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I checked out the next day and went to the airport. I wandered around for a while watching the hustle and bustle of this major international hub. I had a late lunch, then checked in for my flight. 

I came back more tired than anything else. I was still uncertain about what I should do so I waited a few more days before making a decision. I didn’t discuss it with anyone as I wanted this to be my decision and mine alone. My career was going to be one thing but resolving my inner conflict was going to take more time than I might have with the intense course load. I wasn’t sure I would be able to devote enough time to either one; I knew the school should come first. 

I sent the school a deposit for a class starting in October. I got information about hous-ing and part-time jobs in the area. I planned to fly out there and buy a car when I got settled. It was too much of a hassle to pack up a lot of stuff and drive two thousand miles. I sent half of my trust fund money and savings to a bank near the school. I bought some large old books at a used book store. With a razor blade, I hollowed out the centers and put the robbery money inside. I placed them in a box with some other items. David could ship them to me when I got settled. I had few clothes to take but as a student, I wouldn’t need much. 

With two weeks left before my scheduled departure, I stopped at the mall to kill some time. I stopped just outside the side exit door when I saw a dark sedan come around the corner. It slowed as it approached me. 

My heart leapt in my throat and I thought about ducking back inside. It was the same man I had talked with several months earlier when he said he had car trouble. I knew he didn’t have car trouble this time as he pulled to a stop. He opened the car door and was halfway out when I chopped him hard across the throat and again across the back of his neck. A small revolver fell from his right hand to the floor as I pushed him back inside. 

Taking the keys from the ignition, I opened the trunk and found a road flare. Leaving the trunk open, I replaced the keys in the ignition and started the car. I positioned him up-right behind the wheel with his right hand through the steering wheel. I put my foot on the brake and shifted the car into drive. As it rolled past me, I ignited the flare and tossed it into the trunk. I went back inside as the car rolled towards the dumpster. 

I was halfway down the corridor when I heard a muffled “whump” as the flare burned through the floor of the trunk and hit the gas tank. I walked slowly toward another exit and then to the bus stop. Back home, I took another long pull from the brandy bottle and tried to get interested in some television. 

That night on the news, they had pictures of the burned-out car up against the garbage dumpster and the news that the only occupant was dead and had not yet been identified. 

Sleep was a long time coming. Now I was not only a thief but a murderer too. Well, not exactly a murderer, as he did have a gun. It was self defense as I was certain he wasn’t going to be asking me for directions or advice about his car. Not with a gun in his hand. I wondered if they were any more people out there who knew about this. 

Time dragged on. I had everything packed and ready to go. The clothes I would take would fill my suitcase and my duffel bag. I had donated the uniforms to the local little theater group. 
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Finally, my day of departure arrived. We had a farewell noon dinner and I left on a 1:30 flight. I picked up my rental car and found the motel where I had an efficiency rented for two weeks until I found an apartment. 

When the balance of my trust fund and savings had been transferred, I bought a used car. My apartment was more expensive than I expected to spend but it was nicely fur-nished and it was good to get moved in to a place of my own. David shipped the two boxes of my remaining stuff when I phoned him my address. I placed them in a rented storage locker several miles away. The money wasn’t needed yet and I didn’t want to keep it in the apartment. 

I had put off my job hunting until I was settled. There was not a lot in the immediate area and what there was, didn’t pay very much. Student labor is cheap in any town where you have kids working their way through school. I decided to take a run up to Sam and Mary’s to see what the place looked like. I called and was informed they didn’t open until 4 PM. I left the house at 3:30 and found the place easily. 

It was a gray building that looked like a converted warehouse. It was two blocks off the main street. I pulled into the parking lot and walked to the front of the building. Across the front of the building, above the door, was a large black rectangle. On the left side of the sign was a large silver “S,” followed by a small “a” and a small “m”. In the middle was a large silver ampersand followed by a large silver “M” and then a small silver “a,” “r,” and a “y.” Above the small letters between the “S” and the “M” was a pair of silver handcuffs; in each handcuff circle was a silver theater mask, the left one smiling and the right one frowning. I looked at the card again to sure I had the right address. I did. 

I almost turned around to go but something held me back. I was not naïve. I knew exactly what S&M stood for. There was something about the way that woman on the plane had looked at me when she handed me the card. 

I entered the building. It was very dark inside and I had to wait a few minutes for my eyes to adjust to the light. I walked over to the bar. There were two women sitting in a booth to my right and another woman sitting alone at the bar to my left. The bartender looked at me as if I was in the wrong place. When he walked over, I saw it was not a man but a stocky woman with a leather vest and numerous tattoos on her well-muscled arms. 

“Can I help you?” she asked. 

I placed the card on the bar. 

“I’m going to school here,” I replied. “I met a very nice lady on the plane when I came out the first time to see the school. She suggested I come here for some part-time work while I was attending school.” 

She looked at the card and then back at me. 

“Did she tell you what kind of a place this is?” she asked. 

“No, but it doesn’t appear to be McDonalds,” I quipped. “I was hoping to find something other than a minimum-wage job.” 

She smiled briefly. 

“Do you have any experience working in a bar or restaurant?” 
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“No, but I’m sure I can pick things up quickly,” I answered

“Just a minute, please.” 

She walked over to the phone and made a call. When she came back, she had a bright look on her face. 

“The only opening we have is for a cocktail waitress. It does require a costume. Have you every worked in drag?” 

I explained what I had done and showed her my union card. 

“Come back Friday at 5 PM sharp,” she said as she handed the card back to me. 

“I will,” I replied. I walked out and wondered exactly what was I getting into. 

***

Friday at 4:45, I walked through the front door. At the bar, a different bartender than the one I had met before motioned me towards the back room. I walked down a short hallway and saw the manager's office was open. The woman I had sat next to on the plane was sitting to the right. The woman who had been tending bar when I had first come in was now behind the desk. 

“Come in and have a seat,” said the woman behind the desk. “I am Samantha Stock-dale, the owner, but please call me Sam. I believe you have already met Louise.” 

I nodded towards her as I took my seat. 

“Now then, I would need you to work six PM to two AM on Friday and Saturday nights. Sunday, you will work four PM to midnight. You get the minimum hourly rate. All tips are collected and divided equally. Don’t cheat on the tips or not only is your ass is canned, but the other girls may give you a rude send-off. Can you start next Friday?” 

“Sure,” I answered. 

I would have three days of registration and orientation. Classes started the following week. 

“Good. Mary Martin, my partner, is waiting in the dressing room to fit you for your costume. Please close the door on your way out,” 

I got up and left the room. As the door swung shut, I overheard Louise remark, 

“See, I told you so. I can still pick out the sissies can’t I? I can’t wait to see him all dolled up!” 

I walked back down the hall to the dressing room and knocked on the door. 

“Come in!” said a cheery voice. 

I walked in and saw a slender brunette waiting at the end of the long room. On the left hand side was a long table with eight makeup stations. Above that was a shelf with a variety of wigs sitting on their foam heads. To my right were eight cubicles with curtains drawn across the front for privacy. At the back was the restroom. She motioned me to come back to where she was standing. 
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“Hi, I’m Mary,” she squeaked in a childlike voice. 

“Step inside here, undress, and put this foundation garment on,” she instructed. 

I stepped inside the cubicle and closed the curtain. I undressed and put my clothes in the small locker. I put on the black body briefer she had left on the chair, then opened the curtain and stepped out. 

She placed a pair of breast forms in the cups and adjusted the straps. After measuring my bust, waist and hips, she wrote the measurements down on her clipboard. Next, she measured my sleeve length and inseam. Finally my head, neck, wrist and thigh circumference were measured. I tried on several pair of black suede open-toed high heels until I found the size that fit. 

“Okay, we are done,” she announced. “Pick up the drink list at the bar and memorize it. Be back here at five on Friday.” 

I re-entered the cubicle and got dressed. When I came back out, Mary was gone. As I left the dressing room and walked out to the bar, I could hear giggling and laughing coming from the manager's office. 

I spent the weekend cleaning the apartment and getting some laundry done. Registration took half a day on Monday. Orientation was Tuesday morning. I picked up my books and other supplies. I spent the rest of the day going over the bar's price list so I would know what each item would cost. My first three days of classes went smoothly. 

After class on Friday, I took a hot soak in the tub and shaved my entire body. I carefully shaved my face twice to insure it would be girly smooth for makeup. 

I arrived back at the club just before five. There were a few customers at the bar. One girl was already working. She wore a white satin blouse with long billowy sleeves ending in a four-button cuff and a large sissy bow tied under her chin. The pussycat costume was black velvet with a short tail in the back. A frilly white apron was across the front and tied in the back with a large bow. In addition to black pantyhose and four-inch heel suede open-toed pumps, she wore a black wig topped with pussycat ears and feline mask with whiskers. Bright red lipstick and rouge rounded out the look. 

Sam was behind the bar and nodded to me as I walked past to the dressing room. I entered and found Mary waiting for me. 

“Everything is here for you,” she said. “Get dressed so I can see how you look.” 

I entered the cubicle and slid the curtain closed. I undressed and put my clothes in the locker. From the top shelf, I removed a pink bra and short pink panty girdle. I put them on and placed the breast forms in the cups. Next was a pair of pink pantyhose and then the pink satin blouse. I had forgotten just how good lingerie felt against my hair free skin and of course I wasn’t used to a shirt with buttons on the “wrong” side. Tying off the satin bow so both sides were even took several tries; the sissy bow seemed to be larger than the one the other girl was wearing. The pink pussycat costume had a side zipper and it fit perfectly, as did the pink suede pumps. I took a deep breath and slid the curtain back. 

Mary’s mouth dropped open when she saw me. I walked over to one of the makeup stations and sat down. She instructed me on applying pink lipstick and blusher, then helped me fit the pink press-on nails to my fingernails. Instead of a black wig, she fitted Page - 28
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me with a shoulder-length blond one and attached the pink cat’s ears at the top. My feline mask was last and she pronounced me ready to go. 

I got up and headed for the bar with Mary right behind me. 

“Slow down a little, take smaller more mincing steps,” Mary said. “Remember, you’re a girl. Let your hands dangle at the wrist. We want you to be effeminate, not just feminine.” 

I adjusted my pace and we

stopped at the bar where Mary

applied a self-adhesive white

oval on my pink blouse. Inside

the pink border was the name

“Tina” 

“It’s a very nice girl’s name,” 

Mary commented. “From now

on, that’s what we will call you.” 

Mary walked back towards

the office and I began working. 

The place soon filled with cus-

tomers and I was very busy serv-

ing drinks as well as fending off

passes and requests for when I

got off duty. I was pleasantly

surprised at the tips I was get-

ting. I was also surprised to see

all the other girls dressed in

black pussycat costumes while I

was the only one in pink. One of

the girls cleared that up when I

took my break. 

“All the girls here wear black. 

The pink costumes are just for

sissies like you,” she replied. “By

the way, several of the girls are a

little jealous of how feminine you

are, so watch yourself,” she

added. 

I wondered about her last re-

mark as I walked back to the

floor. I finished work and took

off the makeup, wig and cos-

tume. As I left, I overheard one

of the girls remark to another, 
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“I’d love to see him in a gown and heels!” 

The rest of the weekend went quickly. I finished the shift Sunday night by cleaning the glass covers of the framed artwork that hung along the corridor to the office as well as on the wall in each of the booths. These erotic sketches were in charcoal and depicted numerous S&M scenes. The sketches were signed by someone named Adam Thorn. He was a man Sam described as a former member of the club and a well-known avant garde artist in the San Francisco area. 

I was very surprised at the amount of money in the tip jar we divided up before leaving. Even after withholding, I was taking home twice what the kids in the pizza or burger joints were getting for three days of work. Despite the occasional hassle, this job certainly paid well. 

Several weeks went by and things were going quite well. I was having no trouble with my course load. Of course, my job kept me jumping, from the bar to the booths and tables. 

Even in four-inch heels, it had become second nature to me. I was enjoying being a girl three days a week, but not so happy being a male the other four. 

I decided to make an appointment with a clinic that specialized in gender problems. It would take place just after the Thanksgiving holidays. I had misgivings about this. Should I go or should I cancel and continue the way I had been? I decided to keep the appointment. 

Just before the week of Thanksgiving, I got a phone call from Sam, asking me to come into the club after school. This was quite unusual as she could have just as easily talked to me Friday night when I came to work. I was puzzled about this as I pulled into the parking lot after classes on Monday. 

There were few customers in the bar. I walked straight back to the office where Sam was sitting at her desk. She was signing some papers as I came in. 

“Hi Tina, please come in and sit down,” she said. 

I took my seat opposite her and waited until she finished the paperwork in front of her. 

I had no idea what this was about and hoped my nervousness wasn’t readily apparent. After stuffing some papers in her “out” basket, she looked up at me and smiled. 

“You’re doing a good job here, Tina. Both Mary and I are pleased with your work. 

Even the girls like working with you, though I believe there is a bit of jealously on the part of one or two of them. Something else has come up and we need your help. We have a band come in twice a month and this Friday and Saturday night is no exception. The music is soft, romantic, sentimental stuff. Unfortunately, their lead singer has taken ill and is unable to perform. A member of a Midwest club, similar to ours, a certain Mr. Christian, gave you an outstanding recommendation. Would you be interested in singing for us this weekend?” 

I was happy to hear that was all this was about. 

“Well sure,” I answered. 

“Great, I thought you might. Here is the sheet music for the songs you will be doing. 

The band is called The Rose Garden and they will be here on Friday afternoon for setup. 

There won’t be any time for rehearsal but with your experience, that shouldn’t be a prob-Page - 30
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lem. You will be singing from ten to eleven and from twelve to one both nights. Come in Thursday after school for a fitting and be here at nine PM both nights for hair and makeup. One of the other girls has agreed to come in to take your place on the wait staff. 

You will be paid extra for this, of course,” 

I took the sheet music from her and nodded. As I walked out, I felt a little relief as I would not be hustling drinks for the next two nights. Singing would be much easier, that was for sure. 

For the next several nights, I went over the songs after school. Some of them I already knew and the rest were familiar enough that memorizing them would not be a problem. 

Thursday after school, I arrived at the club just before four. None of the girls had come in yet. Mary was in the dressing room waiting for me. I went in the cubicle and undressed. 

I put on my pink foundation garments and hose. When I stepped out ,she held out two waist-length petticoats, one inside the other. As I stepped into them and pulled them up to my waist, she removed a pink gown from its hanger. She unzipped the back and helped me put it on. It was a pink strapless formal with tiers of ruffles from the waist to the hem. 

The petticoats flared it out quite a bit. I stepped into the pink suede heels, then tried on the pink over the elbow gloves. Everything fit perfectly. It was almost as if it had been made just for me. 

“Looks like we won’t need any adjustments,” commented Mary. 

She unzipped me and helped me take off the dress and petticoats. 

“Remember to be here at nine both nights. You will have a different makeup scheme too,” said Mary

“I will be on time,” I answered. 

I left the club and went home. Friday’s last class ended at two-thirty. After writing out checks for a few bills, I took a long hot soak in the tub and shaved myself smooth. I really wanted a bubble bath but those were all perfumed and I couldn’t go to school smelling sweet. 

As I sat there in the warm sensual water soaping my smooth hair-free skin, I thought about my upcoming appointment at the clinic. The most confounding thing was that before crossdressing, I had never felt this way. Now, the more I crossdressed, the more I liked it, and the more I wanted to stay that way. I knew eventually I would tire of vacillating back and forth. I would have to stop entirely or make the change over and live entirely en femme. 

Promptly at nine PM, I arrived at the club and went straight back to the dressing room. 

It was early and there were only a half-dozen people in the bar. The eight-piece band had already set up and the musicians were dressed and waiting just off stage. I changed into my foundation garments and sheer pantyhose. Mary instructed me on applying the eye shadow, eye liner and mascara. I finished up with pink rouge and lipstick. She clipped a pair of long earrings on my earlobes, then fixed the shoulder-length wig in place. 

“You should really have your ears pierced,” she remarked. 

I stepped into the petticoats and heels. She helped me with the strapless gown and long gloves. I was as ready as I was ever going to be for my first real professional appearance. 
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At nine forty-five, the band members walked on stage to a smattering of applause. 

From the corridor, I looked out and was surprised to see a nearly full house. After the last warm-up number, Sam introduced me as “Our very own Tina Williams.” 

I picked up my skirts and walked out to the mike. I adjusted the height of the mike as the lights dimmed and a spotlight shown on me. I started my first number. I was surprised at how good I sounded compared to the tinny sound I had made in the gymnasium at the high school prom where I first sang. 

I sang the ballads and torch songs with as much feeling as I could muster. In addition, I tried to look into the eyes of as many of the customers as I could while I sang. I wanted each one of them to feel like I was singing just to them. When I finished the last number, I bowed my head slightly and walked off stage to some very loud applause. I went back on stage, bowed again, then returned to the dressing room. 

As I sat down at the first makeup station, Sam set a Pink Lady in front of me. 

“A sweet drink for a sweet lady, my complements,” she said. “I had no idea you were that good. I thought perhaps Mr. Christian was just being complimentary.” 

“Thanks,” I said as I sipped my drink. The cool, sweet, fruit juice concoction tasted good. I had to admit I was dry after singing for about an hour. 

Mary came back shortly and was beaming. 

“Wow!” she exclaimed. “You really got the crowd’s attention. The regular girl is no slouch but you are really something!” 

I smiled as I sipped the second drink she brought me. We chatted a while longer and then it was time to get ready for my second set. I touched up my blusher and lipstick and then walked down to the hallway and waited for my introduction. 

“Here she is for a second round, Miss Tina Williams!” 

As I walked past Sam, I was greeted with a thunderous round of applause, much louder than the round of polite, “who is this?” applause that had greeted me the first time. 

I began the second set and once again there was not a sound in the place except my voice. 

When I finished, I bowed and exited the stage. At Sam’s urging, I returned again and basked in the audience’s appreciative gesture. 

I waited backstage until all the girls had changed and left. Mary helped me remove my makeup, dress and gloves. 

I stepped into the cubicle and took off my lingerie. Dressed as a male again, I stepped out and put my lingerie back in my locker. Mary handed me a wad of bills. 

“They loved your performance. This is yours in addition to your pay. See you back here tomorrow night at eight.” 

I took the bills from her and left. Back home, I counted out over two hundred dollars. I put the bills in an empty coffee can in the cupboard with the rest of the tip money I had collected. I showered, brushed my teeth, and went to bed secretly wishing for a pink nightgown instead of a T-shirt and briefs. 

The next night was a re-run of the night before. The place was jam-packed and the tips were larger too. Several nice bouquets were also left for me. A girl could get used to this Page - 32
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kind of thing, except of course, I wasn’t a girl. I was hoping to get some answers at the clinic next week. 

School was closed the week of Thanksgiving. The club was dead Sunday night and I spent most of my time chatting with Sam or Mary at the bar. It would be several weeks before there was another band weekend. I wondered if I would be asked to sing again. I had a hunch that, with the kind of reception my performance had gotten, it would almost be a sure bet, though neither Sam nor Mary had said anything to me. 

The week was slow and I had Thanksgiving dinner alone. I called to wish David and Sandra the best of the Holidays. My thoughts kept coming back to my Tuesday night appointment at the clinic. I was hoping to find some answers, as well as some solutions to the way I felt. I wanted to settle this so I could get some direction in my life. 

I arrived at the clinic and found the offices of Peter and Paul Barnard. The receptionist handed me a clipboard and I filled out the medical form. I would be seeing Peter Barnard. 

A few minutes later, Dr. Peter Barnard came out of his office and introduced himself. I followed him into his office and sat in front of his desk. He looked over the medical form and we began. 

We finished just under two hours later. I was tired but more relieved than anything else. After giving me a shot, the nurse set up a series of appointments. I left the building and drove home. 

That night I stood in front of the mirror after my shower. I dropped the towel and did

“the tuck.” I pulled my hair down over my forehead for a bangs effect. I really  did  have a feminine body. I wondered how long it would be until the shots began to have their effect. 

I also wondered about how they would change my personality, thinking, etc. Just how these changes were going to affect my life was still unclear but as someone once said, 

“time will tell.” 

Things picked up at the club after Thanksgiving and I got busy with school again. I accepted Sam and Mary’s offer to sing the weekend before Christmas. I made the decision to be castrated, so at my next consultation, I had my testes removed and received another shot of hormones. I had yet to see much difference in my body; the doctor said it would take about six months even with the large doses of the extra-strength estrogen I was taking. The swelling went down the next day, and two days later I had no discomfort at all. I would begin electrolysis the next week using the cash from the robbery. 

Christmas fell on a Monday, so I would be singing Saturday and Sunday night. There were some new songs I had to learn as well as bone up on the familiar carols we all knew. 

I had no doubts that the house would be packed both nights. Sam had ordered extra wine and liquor. She would be making double the amount of eggnog as usual. It looked to be a very merry weekend for sure. I was glad I was asked to sing again, to say nothing of the joy of being able to dress up in some beautiful, feminine finery and heels. 

Once again, I entered the dressing room just after nine PM. Mary was all smiles as she held up a red satin sheath in one hand and a pair of red patent leather four-inch stiletto heels in the other. I smiled back at her and quickly got into the cubicle to change into a white strapless long line bra and girdle. I hooked the sheer stockings to the garters and Page - 33
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stepped out. Previously, I had worn a panty girdle and pantyhose and I wondered whose idea the girdle and stockings were. 

I seated myself at the makeup table and applied a thick layer of fire engine red lipstick. 

The matching blusher was next, then the long earrings. Finally, Mary helped me adjust the black wig. This wig was styled with an upsweep and she pinned a red velvet bow at the top. I stood up and stepped into the dress. The satin sheath felt incredibly good against my skin as did the sheer stockings. After stepping into the stiletto pumps, I put on the white over-the-elbow gloves. Mary stepped back and shook her head. 

“God, you are one glamorous girl!” she said. 

Several of the girls came in and, after applying their makeup, put on their costumes. 

There were numerous glances in my direction. I sat reading a fashion magazine until it was time to go on. 

When I was introduced, I walked out to a SRO crowd. After the applause died, down I began. The set went smoothly. I noticed a tall blond woman at the bar who was easy to lock eyes with. Between sets, she sent me a drink with a name and phone number. I was a bit concerned about this as Sam didn’t want any of us to see customers after work. Another drink arrived after the second set. 

“Getting a fan club started, are we?” smirked one of the girls. 

I didn’t answer but kept the slip of paper. At home that night, I thought about calling her. There was something about her. When our eyes met across the room, there had been an instant connection. One of those things that is hard to define. We seemed to be inexpli-cably drawn to each other. 

The next night was more of the same. After the second set, I walked over to the bar and sat down as the band began packing up their stuff. Sam and Mary were not around and I didn’t think a few minutes of conversation would hurt. 

“Hi,” she began. “I’m Linda Halverson.” 

“I’m Tina Williams,” I said as she took my limp handshake. 

“You have a lovely voice. Have you been singing long?” 

“No. Just a short time. This is my first real professional gig,” 

She nodded and took a sip from her drink. I was about to say something when Sam came out of the back. I stood up. 

“Thanks for the drink. Merry Christmas and Happy New Year,” I said. 

“You too and please call me!” she hissed as Sam got closer. 

“Closing time, ladies,” barked Sam as I got up and headed for the dressing room. 

I changed and went home. The tips were humongous and I stashed them away again. I had trouble falling asleep. I kept thinking about Linda. Finally, I dozed off around three AM. I dreamed of wedding dresses and Linda in a black tuxedo with a red cummerbund at my side. 
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It was a difficult week. Several times I picked up the phone only to put it down again. I wanted to talk to her if for no other reason than to let her know the feminine image she saw was not what she thought it was. 

I stopped in to the club Tuesday afternoon to pick up the sheet music for the New Years Weekend. Most of the ballads were new to me but I memorized the lyrics easily. 

Wednesday night, I decided to make the call and dialed Linda’s number. I got her answering machine and hung up. I wasn’t sure if I should leave my number. An hour later, I called again. She was still not home so I decided the hell with it and left my number. 

It was just after ten when she called. 

“Hi Tina,” she began. “I'm so glad you called. What are you up to?” 

“Well, I just cleaned up and was getting ready for bed,” I answered. 

“Hmm. Let me guess. A pink baby doll. No, wait, a peignoir set?” she teased. 

“Not exactly,” I replied, looking down at my white cotton men’s briefs. 

“Well, what then? Don’t keep me in suspense,” she laughed

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you. Now tell me something about yourself,” 

“Swedish extraction. East coast for a while. Tennis scholarship to U. of San Fran. Major, undecided yet. And you?” 

“Gee a tall, smart, pretty, blond woman with a name than ends in “son” who is origi-nally from Sweden. What are the odds?” I teased her back. “I’m a computer nerd working my way through Cardinal Tech at the club. Southern and Midwest roots,” I answered. 

“Are you free for lunch tomorrow?” she asked. 

“Yes I am,” I answered quickly without thinking. 

“Good. Meet me at the Wit's End. It’s a college hangout about halfway between Cardinal Tech and my campus. See you about elevenish?” 

“OK.” I agreed. “There is something you should know about me however,” I added. 

I heard a giggle, then she replied: “You mean that you are actually a guy?” 

“I thought I passed pretty well but I guess I couldn’t fool you,” I said

“You could fool anybody. I just happen to have friends who mentioned they had seen and heard you. I’m glad you are billed as a girl because you are quite stunning. That’s what attracted me to you. See you tomorrow, come casual.” 

With that, she had hung up. I wondered how many other people in the San Fran area knew who I was and what I really was. Outside of the club scene no one knew my real name and certainly no one at the school had an inkling of what I was doing after school hours. I brushed my teeth and got into bed. 

I was thinking about our date. I was looking forward to talking with her in person. 

Glancing down at my white briefs, I found myself wishing for that pink baby doll. I’m sure those pink nylon tricot panties would feel better against my skin than white cotton. A pink filmy top with a large pink bow under my chin would be a nice touch too. 
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I entered the club at ten min-

utes of eleven and saw Linda sit-

ting at the bar. I ordered a soft

drink and Linda ordered us a

pizza. I walked in front of her as

we took our drinks to a corner

table. She was a tall broad-

shouldered girl. She was just

over six feet tall; standing next to

her in heels at the club, I was still

shorter than she was. I felt quite

secure in her company as we sat

down. 

“You seem a little apprehen-

sive, is anything wrong?” she

asked. 

“Well, we are not supposed

to date customers and I don’t

want to lose my job. The pay and

the tips are great,” I answered. 

“With the way you look and

sing, I’m not surprised,” she

smiled. 

“Oh, flatter me on our first

date,” I joked. “Think you’re get-

ting into my pants that easily?” I

asked

“Well actually no, your pant-

ies maybe,” she teased. 

I grinned and took another

sip of my soft drink. I found her

looking at me in a funny way. 

“So, what brought you to the

West Coast,” I asked

“I spent my early childhood in northern Sweden. I remember very little except how cold it used to get. My family moved to New York where my father worked as technical consultant for a large Swedish firm. Mom was a school teacher but after one year in the ci-ty’s school system, she quit and on the way home, she was shot in a carjacking. Dad never recovered from her death. Alcohol killed him and I moved out here for the weather more than anything else. Their estate provided well for me and my tennis scholarship was an added bonus. What about you?” 
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I related my childhood tragedy and my upbringing in the Midwest. I was straightfor-ward about my feelings and found her very understanding. Our pizza came and we ordered another round of soft drinks. 

“I have always intimidated men because of my size. I love submissive men, especially feminine men like you as well as submissive women. I am very comfortable in an assertive role. You don’t seem to mind that at all.” 

“Actually, I’m very comfortable around athletic, assertive women. I’m seeing a doctor at a gender clinic to help me resolve my own feelings. I hoped to be as well-centered and as confident as you seem to be.” 

“Flattery works both ways,” she grinned as our second round of drinks arrived. 

We finished our meal and Linda picked up the check. 

“I want to see you again. Only this time, I want to take you to someplace more romantic. Of course, you will have to dress more appropriately,” she grinned as she said that. 

“What did you have in mind?” I asked. 

She took a business card out of her wallet and handed it to me. 

“Meet me here at eight-thirty tonight. It’s a bit pricey but there is a discount for cash,” 

she grinned again as she walked away. 

I put the card in my wallet and went home. The place was called “Shirley’s.” I took out a city map and found the shortest route to get there. It was closer to downtown and quite a way from where I lived. I ate a sandwich and some leftover soup for supper before taking a hot bath and shaving myself. 

It took almost forty minutes to get to Shirley’s. It was dark by then but there was a space next to Linda’s car in the parking lot and I pulled in. I walked around to the front to see a variety of lingerie on the mannequins in the window. I entered the store and walked to where Linda was standing at the counter. 

“Shirley, this is my friend Tina. Tina, this is the owner, Shirley Parin.” 

I extended my hand to the short, gray-haired woman behind the counter. 

“I’m pleased to meet you,” I said as Shirley gripped my hand firmly. 

“Welcome to Shirley’s,” she said as she shook my hand. “Go over to the dressing room near the back, strip to your T-shirt and briefs. I’ll be with you as soon as I close up,” Shirley instructed. 

I followed Linda as Shirley went to the front to lock the door and turn out the lights. 

“Just relax now,” said Linda. “I got us a private appointment. I thought you would be more comfortable that way. Wait until you see what I have picked out for you,” 

I entered the small room and undressed. I stepped out to see Shirley stop at the counter to pick up her measuring tape and a note pad. 

She measured my skull, bicep, hand, wrist and thigh circumference. Next, she measured my chest, waist, hips, my sleeve length and foot size. She was as thorough as Mary had been at the club. 
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“You can get dressed now. Come back out front when you are done,” ordered Shirley. 

I stepped inside and, as I began to get dressed, I heard the women break out into laughter. 

When I got to the counter, Shirley announced:

“With the discount for cash, that will be $1,197.45.” 

I had taken $1200.00 out of my tip jar before leaving home, unsure of just what Linda’s idea of “pricey” was. 

“Keep the change, Shirley,” I quipped. 

“Thank you, Tina,” she said with a grin. “I know you will love what Linda has picked out. Come again. Linda, you can pick up the order anytime after four PM on Tuesday,” 

“Be at my place Wednesday after school about 4:30 or so,” said Linda as she handed me a slip of paper with her address on it. 

I had trouble keeping my mind on anything for that week. School seemed to be dragging on and I had trouble concentrating at times. Work was routine. I wouldn’t be singing again for a while yet. 

I had another appointment at the clinic and another shot. I had begun to feel some tightness in my chest though there was no apparent change in the size of my bust. My skin seemed to be a little softer but that could have been to my bathing and shaving more often as well as my use of body lotion. It had only been three months since I had begun getting shots and the doctor had said it would probably be at least six months before I could see any appreciable difference. 

Wednesday, I rushed home from school and dumped my books off. I showered quickly and shaved my legs and face. I arrived at the address Linda had given me to find a condo-minium complex. I parked in the visitors’ lot and walked into the lobby. I pressed the button for her place and she buzzed me in. 

I found the correct number and knocked on the door. She let me in and closed the door behind me. She was wearing a black pants suit and black boots though she did not look mannish at all. 

“Glad you are on time,” she said with a grin. “Down the hallway and to the left. I have everything ready for you,” 

The condo was a two-bedroom/two-bath. I entered the bedroom on the left as she instructed. It was done in pink and white. Between the dresser and the bed was a large vanity. 

“Put your clothes on the bed. Your lingerie is in the boxes on top of the dresser. Come out when you’re ready,” she instructed

She left the room and I began to get undressed. The queen-size four-poster bed was draped in pink chiffon. The bedspread was pink chiffon also. Underneath it, the sheets and pillow cases were pink satin. I put my clothes on top of the bed and my sneakers underneath. 
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I walked over to the dresser and opened the first box. It contained a pink satin bra with a small pink bow between the cups and the daintiest pair of pink panties with four rows of white ruffles on the back. After putting them on, I opened the second box. This one contained a pair of breast forms which I placed in the bra cups and then adjusted the straps. 

The last box contained a pink garter belt with a pink bow in the middle and a smaller pink bow above each garter, as well as a pair of pink stockings. I put these items on, walked over to the bedroom door and opened it. 

Linda’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. 

“You are absolutely gorgeous!” she gushed. “Now sit at the vanity. I know you know how to do your makeup but  I  want to do it tonight,” 

I sat placidly at the vanity and tilted my head up. She applied pink blusher to my cheeks and then a thick layer of bright pink lipstick to my mouth. Matching pink press-on nails was the next item. 

“You should let your nails grow and wear nail polish. Now close your eyes,” she ordered

I did so while she made up my eyes. Shortly I felt a cool liquid being sprayed behind my ears and across my neck. The aroma of sweet perfume hit my nostrils. I hadn’t expected this. 

“I don’t want you to just look feminine. I want you to smell feminine too. You should have your ears pierced also,” she admonished as she clipped a pair of long earrings to my earlobes. 

She walked over to the big closet and slid the doors back. From the top shelf, she removed a shoulder length blond wig. She placed it on my head and then pinned a large pink sissy bow at the top. 

“Come over to the closet now and you can put on your dress,” she ordered. 

She removed a pink petticoat from its hanger and handed it to me. While I stepped into it, she unzipped the dress and removed it from the hanger. The dress was bright pink taffeta with tiered short sleeves and a tiered skirt. There was a pink bow in front and a larger pink bow at the base of the zipper. She held it up by the hem and I put it on. After adjusting the hem over the petticoats, Linda zipped me up. I heard a “click” as she finished. I put one hand at the back of my neck and found this dress was equipped with a small padlock at the top of the zipper. 

“That is hardly necessary, Linda,” I said. “You know I want to dress to please you.” 

“Sure you do but the gals at the club love to see you 'imprisoned,' so to speak. Now let’s get your pumps on.” 

She opened the box on the floor of the closet and set a pair of pink patent leather five-inch stiletto pumps at my feet. I stepped into them to find they were a perfect fit. Linda closed the ankle straps and secured them with a small padlock as well. She stepped back to look me over and was pleased with what she saw. She placed the makeup items in a pink purse on a gold chain and I slipped it over my left shoulder. She extended her left arm and I took it. As we walked toward the door, I don’t think I ever felt more relaxed or more girly in my life. 
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Once outside, she opened the car door for me and I smoothed the dress out as I sat down and swung my legs in. She drove fast and we arrived in no time. She extended her hand as I swung my legs out and stood up. I took her arm and we walked to the entrance. 

I walked with confidence in my five-inch stilettos and enjoyed hearing them clicking on the concrete sidewalk. 

The name of the place was Domination Central. Catchy name, I thought. We went inside. It was dimly lit, almost dark with just a few red lights along the walls. The hostess, dressed in a pink satin blouse, pink leather miniskirt and pink knee-high stiletto boots es-corted us to a corner table. While we waited for our drinks to arrive, I glanced around the room and saw numerous couples dressed like Linda and I. 

“Relax. Everyone here is just like you and me,” said Linda. “Some of these couples are composed of two women and some are a woman and a TV, a TS or a sissy. They all come here to enjoy themselves. Relax and be yourself, Tina,” 

The waitress arrived and set a glass of white wine in front of each of us. 

“I was going to order you a Pink Lady but the wine selection here is very good and I know you appreciate fine things. Like the lingerie you are wearing. Shirley’s handles only top quality merchandise.” 

I took a sip of the wine. 

“I’ve had very little experience with alcohol and for the most part, I don’t care for it. 

This wine, however, tastes superb,” I said as I took a second, longer drink of the gold fluid. 

“I’m hoping I will have the time to educate your palate,” she said as the waitress appeared again. 

“Are you ready to order?” she inquired

“Anything you’d care to recommend?” I asked

“Everything. Try the seafood salad first,” she answered The waitress disappeared and we were alone again. More couples had come in. I took another sip of wine and we listened to the dreamy music coming from the small speakers above each booth. 

“Just like the stuff you sing, Tina,” Linda said. 

I nodded and took another sip of wine. 

“Somehow it sounds better when someone else is singing or playing it,” I replied. 

Our order came. The waitress refilled our wine glasses and we dug in. 

The meal was beyond superb. Halfway through, I put my fork down, took a sip of wine and sat back. Linda got up and reached out for my hand. 

“C’mon. A slow dance will work off some of that,” she grinned. 

I gave her my hand and got up. She led me out on the dance floor where there were only a few couples. As she pulled me close, my left hand went almost automatically to her right shoulder. 

“Just relax and let me lead,” she whispered. 
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We moved slowly around the dance floor. I began to adjust to anticipating her moves. I liked being in her arms and the music ended too soon. We separated and she twirled me around and then led me back to the table. I took another drink and resumed eating my salad. 

“You were a little tense out there but with a little more practice, you will be fine,” 

“I guess there a lot of things I will have to get used to,” I said as I sipped my wine. 

I was beginning to feel a little giddy. I would have to be careful. I felt very good in the lingerie, dress and heels, locked or not. The rustle of the petticoats under the taffeta dress, the feel of the stockings against my bare legs combined with the sweet scent of the perfume and taste of the lipstick to make me feel like I really belonged here. I was not looking forward to the end of this evening because I would have to go back to being a male again. 

My cotton briefs, T-shirt, pants and sneakers were becoming more and more foreign every time I returned to them after being crossdressed. 

We finished our meal and got up to leave. While Linda took care of the check, I looked for the rest room. To the left of the bar, I found two doors. One was painted black with a white top hat and the other was painted pink with a black stiletto-heel shoe. I entered the one with the pink door. I closed the stall door and, after hanging my purse on the hook, hiked up my petticoats and skirts. I slid my panties and garter belt down, then sat down to pee. I was wondering just how this date was going to end. I was feeling wonderful, almost euphoric. Maybe it was the wine. 

When I finished, I adjusted the garter belt and stockings. After an additional adjustment of the petticoats under my dress, I slipped my purse over my shoulder and walked to the sink. I washed my hands and decided to touch up my lipstick and blusher. It felt good to do such a girly thing. As I was applying my makeup, a sissy in a purple satin dress and heels walked over to the sink and handed me a business card. It read “Sunset Recording Studios” and the name underneath read “Maxine Robbins, General Manager.” 

“My Dom is waiting outside and she asked me to give you this,” he said I finished and put the makeup items back in my purse. When I got outside the restroom door, a tall woman with a mannish haircut and wearing a black pantsuit extended her hand. I took it as she introduced herself. 

“I am Maxine Robbins and I heard you sing at Sam and Mary’s. Let me know if I can further your career,” she said. 

“Thank you, I will,” I said as I placed the card in my purse. I walked out to where Linda was chatting with the hostess. I took her arm and we walked outside. Despite the additional height of the stilettos, I walked with confidence and was glad to be on Linda’s arm. 

She was silent during the drive back to her place. I had begun to feel very warm and relaxed. It must have been the wine. We got back to her place and walked straight back to the bedroom. She unlocked the pumps and my dress. I stepped out of the heels and placed them back on the closet floor. She unzipped me and helped me out of the dress. I slid the petticoats off as she put the dress on the hanger, then she hung the petticoats up too. 

“I had a great time tonight,” I said as she turned around. 
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I put my arms around her neck and kissed her hard. She kissed me back and we locked for the longest time. I felt myself getting hard in my panties. She picked me up and carried me over to the bed. I was getting woozy; as she put me down on the bed she kissed me again. She was out of her pantsuit and underwear in no time. She was a strong girl and I loved being in her embrace. With both hands, she slid my panties and hose down around my ankles. Before I knew it, I was inside of her but our intercourse was short-lived. I had barely gotten hard when I ejaculated. 

“I’m sorry. I guess it must be the hormones,” I sniffed. 

“That’s okay, I understand,” she replied in a soothing voice. 

She took me by the hand to the dresser, removed my wig and placed a pink shower cap on my head. Under the warm spray of the shower, we kissed again. I could barely get hard enough to penetrate her so we stopped. Instead we soaped each other up and embraced again, enjoying the slippery softness of our hair-free bodies. We rinsed and dried ourselves off. She picked her clothes up and took them to the other bedroom as I picked my lingerie up off the floor. When she returned, she was wearing white cotton briefs. She opened the second drawer of the dresser and held out the pink panty of a baby doll nightie. I put the panties on, then the top as she pulled the covers of the bed back. I slid between the satin sheets and she got in next to me. I was asleep in no time. 

I was awakened by a loud beeping noise. I sat up and looked around. I got out of bed and found the alarm clock on the dresser. I shut the alarm off. It was seven-thirty. There was a note underneath the clock that read “I have an 8 AM class. Rolls are in the micro-wave. Call me tonight. P.S. YOU SNORE!” 

My first class was at nine-thirty. I made the bed. Sitting at the vanity, I used cold cream to remove my makeup. I took off the earrings and got dressed. I put my nightgown and lingerie back in the boxes in the dresser, along with my purse. Then I remembered the woman’s business card. I took it out of the purse. I had not heard of the company but I stuck it in my wallet. Maybe I could better myself as a singer I thought, even if it was as a female singer. At the club I was billed as a girl singer, not a mimic or impersonator, so why change now? If a recording contract was in the realm of possibility, it would certainly be more lucrative than what I had now. 

I looked into the other bedroom to find it done in green and white, then went into the kitchen. I heated the rolls and poured myself a glass of orange juice. As I ate, I thought about the previous night. I had thoroughly enjoyed being totally en femme. I felt safe and secure in her company. Despite my failings as a man, I wanted to see her again. My mind was reeling as I thought about finishing school, finding a job. Maybe the hell with school; I would stay singing and working at the club. Or maybe the woman I had met could get me a contract and that would lead to a singing career. 

I washed the glass and left it in the sink. I turned the lock in the knob of the front door and closed it behind me. I turned the knob once to be sure it was locked, then walked out to my car. Back home, I shaved my face again, dug out an old bottle of after shave and splashed some on to mask any remaining scent of perfume. I changed clothes and, after checking myself in the mirror once more, left for school. 
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That afternoon when I got home, I put a frozen dinner in the oven and looked over the mail. Linda had asked me to call her and I wasn’t sure what I was going to say. I tossed most of the mail in the garbage. My packaged meal did not taste all that good despite my being hungry. 

At seven PM, I called Linda and she answered promptly. 

“Hi, how are you,” I asked. 

“I’m fine. My last class was canceled so I was over at Shirley’s picking something out for our next date,” she answered with a giggle. 

“I have to work at the club for the next three nights. In addition to my increased home-work load, I will be getting the music for the Valentines weekend concert. How about next Wednesday?” I asked. 

“Sounds good to me,” she replied. “Be at Shirley’s Tuesday afternoon around four to pick up your stuff. Come directly here. I can’t wait to see you again and get you dressed!” 

“I’ll be there. Oh, by the way, have you ever heard of Sunset Recording Studio?” 

“No, can’t say that I have, why?” 

“At Domination Central, a woman gave me her business card. She had heard me sing at the club and said something about furthering my career,” 

“I’ll ask around but be careful about people who want to further your career. See you on Wednesday,” 

I hung up and wondered what I would be wearing this time. I was hoping it would not be a costume like the last time. 

Valentines Day fell on a Saturday so on Friday and Saturday night, I would be doing a collection of love ballads. Mary had decided I should wear a pink satin sheath, pink patent leather heels and pink over-the-elbow gloves. Pink blusher, lipstick and of course a pink bow at the top of the blond wig topped everything off. Linda was there both nights and once again, the tips were quite generous. In addition, I was given several more business cards. Some were from agents for modeling studios while others represented recording studios. Like Sunset, they were completely unknown to me. 

Monday and Tuesday were slow days and I thought they would never end. A car accident delayed me on the way home. I quickly ditched my books on the sofa when I finally got there, grabbed a wad of bills out of the tip can and headed for Shirley’s. 

I decided to stop at my storage area and exchange the two thousand dollars in tips for some of the money from the robbery. I hadn’t touched it so far and this would be a good way to “wash” it. 

I arrived at Shirley’s about 4:45 and rushed inside. She was on the phone but she reached under the counter and set three boxes on top of the counter. She pointed to the slip taped to the top of one of them. It was for $1893.50. I counted out nineteen hundred-dollar bills and put them on the counter. I waved as I picked up the boxes and left. 

At Linda’s place, I was buzzed in again and hurried to her condo. She let me in and I went straight to the pink bedroom to change. I undressed and put my male clothes on the bed. The first box contained a black bra, short panty girdle and a pair of black semi-sheer Page - 43
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pantyhose. I put the items on and, after placing the breast forms in the cups, adjusted the straps. It was then I noticed my breast area was a little more fleshy. The hormones I had been taken were finally beginning to show. Linda came in. 

She watched as I sat at the vanity and applied a dark red shade of lipstick and blusher. 

As I affixed the dark red press-on nails, she came over with the black wig done in an up-swept style. She pinned a small dark red bow to it. I put the long earrings on and stood up. 

She scented me again with the sweet perfume, then stepped back. 

“Let’s see the dress,” she said with a smile. 

I opened the second box. I took out the dress and held it against me. It was a black sleeveless taffeta cocktail dress. I unzipped it and slipped it over my head. Linda quickly zipped me up, then spun me around. I put on the black elbow-length gloves and stood before her. She looked great in her black pantsuit and black boots. 

“Now the pumps,” she ordered. 

I opened the last box and stepped into the four-inch heel black leather stiletto shoes. I removed the matching purse and walked to the vanity. I put my makeup items in the purse and turned to face her again. 

She was smiling broadly as I took her arm and we walked to the car. I was feeling so wonderful in that black taffeta cocktail dress and leather stilettos. I could have almost skipped to the car. 

The club had only a few patrons. We sat in a corner booth and Linda ordered some wine. 

“I tried to find some information about that studio. They have been in business for about twenty years and there have been no complaints against them, according to the BBB,” she said. 

“I received some others too,” I added. “I’m kind of apprehensive about this sort of thing, even though it may provide an opportunity to make more money.” 

“You should be. There are a lot of sharpies out there. “C’mon, lets dance.” 

She took my hand and let me out to the floor. I loved being in her arms as we danced to the soft music. We broke apart and returned to our table as the waitress approached. She handed us the menus and Linda ordered for us. I took a small sip of wine, remembering my last experience. 

“Your skin feels softer and your face has a more feminine glow,” Linda said with a smile. 

“My hormones are starting to kick in and my electrolysis is about half-completed,” I explained. 

“I can’t wait to see what another six months will do,” Linda added. “You look great in that dress.” 

“You will be the first to know!” I giggled. “I  feel  great in this dress too. Shirley’s has the best stuff!” 

Linda laughed as the waitress brought our order and refilled our wine glasses. 
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We danced several more times as we ate our meal. I was now adept at dancing back-wards as if it were natural for me to do so. We finished eating and downed the last of the wine. While Linda took care of the check, I touched up my lipstick, then I took her arm and we walked to the car. The ride home was silent and I felt the wine sneaking up on me again. I was experiencing a warm glow. I wasn’t sure if it was the hormones, the wine or both. 

At her place, I walked ahead of her to the pink bedroom. As she unzipped me, she nuz-zled the back of my neck. I put the dress on a hangar and hung it in the closet as I kicked off my pumps. I turned around and we embraced. We held the kiss for a long time. Finally, we broke apart. 

“I was wondering if you would consider moving in with me,” she said matter-of-factly, Her request took me by surprise. 

“Well, I don’t know, that would be a big step right now. I guess I would like some time to think about it. I mean I have school to finish, a job and my lease doesn’t end for some time yet.” 

“I know, that’s why I am asking you now,” she said as she began undressing. 

I turned away so she could unhook my bra. 

“Let’s forget about it for now,” I said as I slid my pantyhose off and took off the panty girdle. 

I turned to face her and we kissed again. She picked me up and carried me over to the bed. 

“You should have told me you were a virgin before. I assume you haven’t performed cunnilingus either?” 

I shook my head. 

“Okay. Just follow my instructions,” 

She tossed a pillow on the floor and I got on my knees. She stood over me, spread ea-gle, and locked her fingers behind my head. As she pushed my face between her legs, I forced my tongue inside of her. I followed her instructions until I heard her give a little sigh. 

“Now lick me clean,” she instructed. 

After I did so, I looked up at her and she was smiling broadly. 

“Let’s take a shower,” she said. 

In the steamy confines of the shower, we soaped and rinsed each other off. After we dried ourselves, I looked at her and was about to ask a question but she pressed a finger to my lips. 

“You were fine. Like the wine we both enjoy, you will get better with age,” she smiled again. 

She pulled off my shower cap and kissed me again. As I walked to the dresser, she smacked my butt with the towel. I turned to see her grinning at my startled face. 
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“No baby doll tonight,” she said. “Just skin on skin.” 

With that, I pulled back the covers and slid over on those sensuous, slippery, satin sheets. It took me a nanosecond or two to fall fast asleep. The alarm clock jarred me awake. 

Linda was gone. I sat at the vanity and removed my makeup. I dressed and made some toast for breakfast. Back home, I shaved and used the aftershave again before going to school. 

At work that weekend, Linda wasn’t there. We both had nine-week exams coming up and had to concentrate on passing them so it would be awhile before we could see each other. I thought about moving in with her but I just had too many things going on. 

My next appointment at the clinic went well. I explained how comfortable I felt while en femme as opposed to being in male clothing. I was much happier and more content. I did not mention my relationship with Linda. After examining me, the doctor was pleased with my progress and we could see more development in my breast area. I received another shot and paid the bill in cash. I felt it was better to use up the money from the robbery than to keep it hidden. My electrolysis was continuing and I noticed how my skin tone had changed. I never had a lot of body or facial hair, so with electrolysis and hormones, it would soon be almost nonexistent. 

I easily passed my midterms and was looking forward to a few days off. I would be singing at the club for the St. Patrick’s Day weekend bash. Mary had had picked out a jade green long-sleeved satin sheath dress with a huge bow at the base of the zipper. I felt just delicious as I stepped into it followed by the matching four-inch stiletto heel pumps. She zipped me up, then placed a large green sissy bow atop the striking red wig. I attached the long earrings, then used a darker shade of red rouge and lipstick to finish my look. As I made my way down the hall to the stage, I could tell by the noise that we were going to have another packed house for the next two nights and not just because of the green beer. 

As I took my place at the mike and looked out over the audience, I could see Linda at the bar giving me the thumbs up. 

Both nights went all too quickly. Both nights I stayed to have a drink with Linda, then left and went home. I wanted very much to be with her. I wanted very much to move in with her. I had never before met anyone with whom I wanted to share everything with. 

I began to dislike being in my male clothes. The best part of work and being with Linda was that I was completely en femme. I was myself. I was who I really was. Even though being a “girl singer” was just an act, I was not acting the part of being a girl. When I was up there on stage or out with Linda, I WAS a girl. I knew I was female, through and through, body, mind and soul. I could hardly wait for the transition period to be ended and I could complete myself. I would be finished with the charade of being a man. 

April brought an Easter weekend concert. Mary had me in a gorgeous purple taffeta gown flared out with petticoats. Black over-the-elbow gloves and four-inch black stilettos completed the ensemble. Atop the shoulder-length black wig was a small purple satin bow to match the large one at the base of the dress' zipper. Linda was there both nights with that dreamy look in her eye as I sang my selection of torch songs. 

I met her Sunday night after work for a quick night cap. She asked me to move in again and this time I agreed. Why put off a decision I knew in my heart I had already made? My Page - 46
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lease was up in three months so I saw no harm in agreeing to this arrangement. At home, I inventoried my “stuff” to see what I could get rid of and what I wanted to keep. 

The doctor gave me good news along with another shot at my May appointment. I was ready for surgery but was unsure of a date. My electrolysis was nearly completed and with the hormones my face now had a smooth, girly-, complexion. I was shaving and wax-ing less and less often too. 

Memorial Day weekend, Linda had a party at her house. At Shirley’s, I exchanged my breast forms for smaller ones. I was getting bigger and filled out the cups of the bra more. 

In another six months, I probably wouldn’t need the forms at all. Mary had me change sizes at work so the gowns would fit better. I also left about nine hundred dollars lighter. I took several boxes containing

my clothes for the party to Lin-

da’s place. I had promised not

to look in the boxes until the

night of the party. 

Friday and Saturday night

of the Memorial Day Weekend

had packed houses at the club. 

I was wearing a slinky black

velvet sheath, long black

gloves, black stilettos, and a

black wig. Red rouge and lip-

stick with the long earrings

made me a stunning sight. 

Linda was there both nights, 

leading the audience with vig-

orous applause as I finished

each number. 

I had Sunday off so I went

to Linda’s about two PM to

help get things ready for the

party she was having for her

friends. As soon as she let me

in, she shoo’d me in the back

bedroom to get dressed. No

sooner had I undressed then

she held up a pair of black

panties with pink ruffles along

the back. I stepped into them

and she helped me with the

black bra. It fit better with the

smaller breast forms. A black

garter belt with little pink
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bows above the garter and one in the middle of the belt was next. I giggled at the fishnet stockings. I rolled them down, slipped them over my feet, then brought them up an attached them to the garters. The two white elastic garters were last and I brought them up just above the knee. At the vanity, I applied bright red lipstick and rouge. I put on the red press-on nails next, then Linda gave me a good soaking of sweet French perfume. 

“You should let your nails grow and wear polish,” she teased. 

Placing the black wig on my head, she fixed a white maids cap to the top, a white choker around my neck and white wristlets on my wrists. I clipped on a pair of long earrings and stood up. 

“You really should get your ears pierced,” she teased again. 

I walked over to the bed where the boxes were. She opened the first one and handed me two short white petticoats, one inside the other. As I stepped into them and brought them up to my waist, she held up a black satin puff sleeve French Maid dress. Actually

“minidress” is a better description. I slipped it over my head. Linda adjusted the hem over the petticoats, then zipped me up. The five-inch black leather stiletto pumps were last. I stepped into them, took several steps away from her and twirled around. Linda was all smiles. 

“God, you are absolutely gorgeous,” she said as she got close to me. 

“Uh-uh,” I said coyly as I put my hands out. “Look but don’t touch, Madame!” 

“Ooh, I like it when you play coy,” she giggled. “Now come on, we have things to get ready for the party.” 

“Oui Madame,” I said as I curtsied and walked ahead of her out of the bedroom. 

The jarring effect of the five-inch stilettos made the petticoats bounce under the short skirt of the dress much to Linda’s delight. As we entered the kitchen, she pulled up my skirts from behind. 

“Those pink ruffles are absolutely adorable,” she laughed. 

“I’m glad you like them as much as I like wearing them,” I answered. 

We set the table and got the snacks ready. T he beverages were already cooling in the fridge. Linda’s friends started arriving and I began serving them drinks. They were all delighted with my appearance. Of course Linda had to say “hoist 'em” so I was obliged to lift my skirt and petticoats so the girls could see I was wearing those pretty panties. Naturally the girls took some pictures of me and the two of us together. 

The party lasted ‘til around eleven. After everyone had left, I began cleaning up. Linda handed me a pair of pink latex gloves and I washed the dishes while she dried. When we finished, we went into the bedroom where as her French Maid, I also performed what she called “vaginal cleaning.” I loved doing this for her. Afterward, she helped me undress. I removed my wig, earrings, and makeup. We showered and got into bed. I never felt so good in my life as when I curled up in her arms and fell asleep. 

The next day we had lunch and I went home. I had forgotten to check the mail on Saturday and upon checking, found a letter from Mrs. Lynndale. I had written her about the business cards I had received and she had sent me the name of a local agent she said I Page - 48
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could trust. She also said Sunset Recording Studio was quite reputable so I made a note to call the agent Tuesday. 

The school I was attending was not on a semester basis but on five nine-week periods with a short break between each period and extra days off during the holidays. Before I began school again, I wanted to talk with the agent and find out more about the prospect of a recording contract. 

My June appointment at the clinic was the day before I would meet with the agent. The doctor thought it was about time for me to begin wearing a bra. I hadn’t thought about getting a female wardrobe yet though I would have to do it soon. When I moved in with Linda, I wanted to move in as a woman. That meant getting rid of my male wardrobe. I thought about how I was going to explain to my classmates and school officials my

“change.” I decided to let my hair and nails grow. On the spur of the moment, I had my ears pierced too. The only step left was the biggest one of all. 

At four PM the next day I met with Sarah Watkins of the Lancaster Agency. We had a lengthy discussion about contracts and the recording business in general. I explained I wasn’t interested in getting work until I had completed my transition. She understood completely and I signed the contract for her to represent me. 

I decided to move in with Linda ahead of time and began getting rid of the stuff I wouldn’t need. I sold my furniture to some college students; except for some kitchen stuff, I donated the rest to the local charity thrift store. I took a weekend off and Linda took me shopping. I wore a denim skirt and a pink puff sleeve blouse with a pair of open-toed san-dals with three-inch heels. Of course I couldn’t be without pink lipstick and blusher. I had never mentioned to Linda my stash from the robbery. As much as I trusted her, I felt that was one thing I should still keep secret. Just to be safe. 

By Sunday night, I had everything put away in the closet and dresser. The closet contained a modest collection of dresses, skirts, and blouses. The dresser drawers were filled with an expensive collection of lingerie, minus the breast forms of course, as I now filled out the bra cups with no trouble. The vanity was fully stocked with cosmetics, perfume, bath salts, hair and skin care products in addition to a manicure-pedicure kit, a curling iron and a set of curlers for when my hair grew longer. 

There was nothing left of Timothy in the old apartment. I sent the landlord my notice with the last month's rent. I notified the phone and power companies. Soon Timothy would be gone. 

Before going out to eat to celebrate our co-habitation, Linda took me to a beauty parlor. 

I was treated to a manicure, pedicure and had my eyebrows done. My hair was still too short to style but it was nice to have pink finger and toenails. I kept several packages of press-on nails for a change of look with formal apparel. 

After my July appointment, I decided to opt for surgery before going back to school. I told the school my reasons were medical. I told Sam and Mary at the club that I would be gone for about three months and they both wished me well. I did not notify Sandra and David. Despite my gratitude for what they had done for me, I wanted to cut all ties with my past. I paid a deposit on the surgical and hospital expenses. All that was left was the waiting. The time leading up to the day of the surgery seemed to take forever. 
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One evening several nights before my surgery, Linda came into the bedroom as I was standing in front of the full-length mirror. My breasts had blossomed nicely and my manhood had shriveled up to almost nothing. She came up behind me and wrapped her arms around me. I tensed up a little. 

“Relax. You’re almost there. Lately you have been a bit edgy. I can only imagine what you are going through but calm down. You’re going to be fine,” she soothed. 

“You mean I’ve been bitchy?” I asked. 

“Well, yes. I was trying to be polite,” she answered I turned around and kissed her. 

“I appreciate that and I'm sorry. I guess I just wish everything was over so I could be normal,” I said. 

“It will be,” she answered. “Now let’s go to bed,” she replied as she took my hand and led me into her room. 

Linda drove me to the hospital and got me checked in. I did not sleep well that night. 

My surgery was scheduled at nine AM the next morning. As they were prepping me, I wondered if this was really the right thing to do but images of Linda and I together made me realize I was definitely making the right choice. 

I remember being wheeled into the operating room, then being lifted off the gurney and unto the table. I looked up at the bright lights. The surgeon smiled at me while holding my hand in a reassuring fashion, then the lights went out. 

I wasn’t sure if I was dreaming or not. I was wearing pink ruffled petti-pants and several broad petticoats under a billowing pink chiffon floor-length dress and a big floppy hat. In the bright sunlight, I picked up my skirts and petticoats. I began running towards Linda who was standing at the top of the front steps of a nineteenth-century mansion. She was wearing a black suit coat and striped pants of that era. As I neared the top of the steps gasping for breath, she reached out her hand to grab me but I fell forward onto something very sharp. The pain in my groin was horrific. I felt like I had been shot or stabbed with a red hot knife. I closed my eyes to blot out the pain. When I opened them again, I was looking at a nurse. 

“You came through your surgery just fine. Relax and rest. You’re going to be OK,” she said in a soothing voice. 

I closed my eyes again and tried to remember where I was and what I was doing there. 

Did she say I had surgery? It was the next morning when I woke up again and everything came back to me. The surgeon came in to see me at ten-thirty. Linda was in around four with flowers but I was still pretty groggy so she left. 

The next day was better and there were more flowers. The girls at the club sent a nice spray as did Sam and Mary. Linda came in later in the evening with a single rose. We talked a little and then I went back to sleep. 

A week went by and I was up and around. My first bath felt so good and I was delighted at the skill of the surgeon. I couldn’t wait to show Linda. In fact, I wanted to show all the girls and say in a loud voice, “SEE, NOW I HAVE ONE TOO! JUST LIKE YOU! 
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My appetite returned and my discomfort lessened. Soon I was walking without assis-tance. The surgeon said I could go home in a few days. 

My strength came back quickly. I had been in excellent health when I had my surgery and that, along with a healthy diet, made my recovery time much less. I was discharged from the hospital at ten AM and Linda arrived to take me home. I took her arm and we walked slowly to the car. 

My anxiety had disappeared and I felt quite comfortable and relaxed in my new body. 

Once inside the building, we took our time getting to our condo. A large pink sissy bow was pinned to the door above a “Welcome Home” sign. I took it down as Linda unlocked the door, then we went inside. 

I placed the bow and sign in my bedroom with my sheaf of post-operative instructions. 

Back in the living room, I sat down on the couch. Linda handed me a soft drink, then sat down next to me. 

“Tell me,” she began. “How do you really feel now?” 

“'Complete' is the best way to describe it,” I answered truthfully. “I guess I am now what I should have been all along.” 

“That’s wonderful, I ‘m glad you are happy. I know you've been through a lot. Now you can start living the life you want to live because you are now the person you want to be,” 

She got up and fixed me a sandwich. I finished eating and drank the last of my soda. 

“I want to rest for a while,” I said as I got up. 

“Of course, I understand,” Linda answered and followed me to the bedroom. 

She turned down the spread and covers as I began undressing. From underneath the bed, she removed a box and opened it. Holding up a beautiful pink satin chemise, she turned to me and held it up. 

“It’s beautiful,” I gushed as she handed it to me, and then held it back. 

“Let me get a good look at you first!” she giggled. 

I put my arms down and spread my legs apart so she could see my new womanhood. 

“My God!” she exclaimed. “If I hadn’t known you before, I would never guess you had once been a man!” 

I enjoyed the surprised look on her face. I too had been amazed at the skill of my surgeon. I took the chemise from her and slipped into it. As she turned to leave the room, I re-minded her of my surgeon’s instructions to “stimulate it frequently” to keep it from healing together. She grinned broadly and left the room as I got into bed. 

A month went by. My follow-up appointment with my surgeon was brief. After his exam and another shot of hormones, he said he was pleased with my quick recovery. No doubt he was also pleased with the fact that I paid the balance of his bill in cash. I was happy to be fully recovered and especially pleased with my breast development which was much better than I had anticipated. Now I could return to a normal existence. 
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I wanted to wait another month before returning to work. I hadn’t decided whether or not to return to school. I wanted to see what Sunset Recording Studios might offer me so I made an appointment to see my agent. 

Sarah Watkins of the Lancaster Agency had talked with Sunset’s owner Maxine Robbins and she definitely wanted me to come in to make a couple of tapes. I was feeling much better but hadn’t sung for several months. My next singing date at the club wasn’t for several weeks. Sarah called and I got an afternoon appointment the following Friday. 

I entered the offices of Sunset just before two and was ushered right in to the studio. 

There were a half-dozen musicians waiting there too. Maxine took her place in the booth and signaled that she was ready. 

I sang four popular standards. Maxine stood up and held up one finger and moved it across her throat indicating we were done. She thanked me for coming and I walked out of the building. 

I worked only Friday and Saturday night the first two weeks in October. I felt strong enough by then to go back to four nights. I began singing again the third week of October. 

Mary had me in a brown shoulder-length wig, a powder blue chiffon gown flared out by a petti-slip with long gloves and of course four-inch stiletto heels. Linda was there for my first two nights back and I was glad she was. While part of the job of a “girl singer” is to make everyone in the audience feel like she is singing just for them, I was really singing just to her. 

Sunday night after work, I had just finished my bubble bath and was sitting in front of the vanity, checking my nails. Linda came up behind me after her shower and kissed the back of my neck. 

“How are you feeling?” she inquired. 

“Fine,” I answered a little puzzled. 

“I mean, you know, down there,” she grinned. 

I giggled before answering. 

“I saw the doctor on Thursday and after my shot, he said I’m good for another ninety days,” 

“I was at Shirley’s today and I bought something we both need,” she grinned again as she held up a dildo on a strap. “I think it’s time you tried this on, don’t you?” 

I stood up and dropped my towel as she strapped on the dildo. 

I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her hard. When we broke apart, she picked me up and carried me over to the bed. I laid back and spread my legs while she applied some lubricant. 

She bent down and kissed me hard again. I felt my nipples tingle, then she pushed the dildo inside of me. It hurt. I felt like there was a foreign object inside of me. I closed my eyes as we labored back and forth. I shuddered at the suddenness of my orgasm. Linda stopped. She pulled out of me and lay down beside me. 

“There,” she said softly. “Now you are REALLY a complete woman!” 
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I curled up in her arms and we both fell asleep. 

Sarah called several days later and said I had an appointment with Sunset. I would be recording a dozen old standards for a CD to be called “Old Flames.” I was looking forward to this studio session. I stopped by Sarah’s office. We went through the paper work and got everything signed. Sunset had never launched a major star but a number of people, some local, some not, had done very well. I had hopes of doing the same. 

The Halloween party at the club was an absolute knockout success. The girls decided that, despite the fact that I was looking better than ever in my black cat suit (the pink one had been replaced after my surgery), I should offer the audience a brief respite from my usual “glam” image and become a hooker for a night. I wasn’t sure what was behind this but it was Halloween. 

Mary helped me dress in a red satin bra, panty and garter belt. Black fishnet stockings were next. A short sleeve red satin blouse tucked into a very brief black leather miniskirt with red patent leather thigh-high spike heel boots completed my ensemble. Mary did my make up too. She applied a thick layer of bright red lipstick, then overdid the red rouge on my cheeks. She finished with dark eye shadow with black eyeliner and very long black false eyelashes. After helping me attach a set of long red press-on nails, she clipped a pair of cheap-looking six-inch earrings to my earlobes and then she fastened a large red sissy bow to the top of my huge black shoulder-length wig. After a healthy squirt of some very cheap, very sweet perfume behind each ear and on each wrist, she said I was ready. 

When I made my entrance, I teased the audience with a brief bump and grind routine accompanied by rhythmic thumps from the drummer’s bass drum. They went crazy as catcalls and wolf whistles took the place of applause. Instead of beginning with a torch song, my first number was “If You’ve Got The Money Honey, I’ve Got The Time.” Next I began my usual medley of torch songs. The audience, dressed in a variety of master/slave costumes, was quite appreciative and at the end of the evening, the tips we split up were sizable, to say the least. 

Linda pleaded to let me go home with her dressed just as I was. I was afraid of getting into an accident and taken to the hospital in my hooker garb but she promised to be careful, so I relented. We drank a glass of wine, then another. Following a heavy make-out session, we went into the bedroom. I took off my satin blouse, boots and skirt. She quickly undressed as I slid my panties down. I stepped out of them; she insisted I put the boots back on again, so I did. 

“If we weren’t together, this would cost you more than a couple of drinks!” I smirked as she strapped on the dildo. 

“If we weren’t together I couldn’t afford you!” she laughed as she picked me up and threw me on the bed. 

Later, as we lay in each other’s arms, I felt deliciously fulfilled. No matter what was going to happen with the rest of my life, I knew I had found the one thing that most people search for and some never find: Happiness. I was really and truly the happiest I had ever been in my whole life. 
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***

I arrived at Sunset just before one PM and went straight to the studio. Maxine was already in the control room. I sat on the stool and adjusted the mike. After a sound test, we began. 

There were twelve songs that would be on the CD. Maxine wanted to do several varia-tions of some of them so the session took a little over three hours. I was tired but there had been no re-takes. Everything had gone off smoothly and Maxine was very pleased. I thanked the musicians and left. Maxine would call Sarah when she had the final version ready and we would come in to the studio to listen. 

I continued to work at the club. Linda and I were very happy. We shared everything, though I still did not mention the hidden money. Most of it had been used to pay the surgeon and hospital bills. I continued to exchange my tip money for some of the robbery money; within a year or so, all the money would essentially be “washed.” Linda would graduate this year with a business major and would become my manager if the recording deal went through. 

Sarah and I went to the studio the next week and, after listening to the final version, we approved the release of the CD. It did remarkably well for a first-time artist. I continued my hormone therapy and blossomed enough so I would no longer need the breast forms. I began to get more club dates and decided not to return to school. I was living a far better life than any degree was going to get me. 

My hair had grown out long enough to get my first perm. Linda took pictures of me with my hair in curlers, sitting under the dryer. I had my finger and toenails done in bright pink like Linda wanted me to. My skin was as soft as any girl's and I felt as feminine as I was ever going to be. I had my driver's license, social security and birth certificate changed to reflect the new me. On the way home, as I looked at the picture on my driver's license, I was as happy as anyone could be. 

People spend their entire lives hoping, praying, wishing and dreaming for things. As I looked out over my audience each night, I knew most of them were dreamers like me. I had not only achieved my dream but in so doing, I had become THEIR dream. I knew that I was now their wish, their fantasy, their dream girl. I would continue as long as I possibly could and be a dream girl for life. 

THE END
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