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PETTICOATED FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

My dad was a counselor at a local high school and my mom taught English. They earned a modest living and we had a good life. I had just celebrated my fifteenth birthday in late May when there was a drive-by shooting near the school just as my parents were getting into their car. Both of them gave a statement to the police and a short time later, the suspect and the driver of the car were apprehended. The Police advised them to be watchful and report anyone in the neighborhood they didn’t recognize or anybody following them to and from work. 

School let out for the year and I was enjoying the summer free from my studies. We had planned a vacation to Lake Louise in western Canada and I was looking forward to my first trip to a foreign country and well as the magnificent scenery that area had to offer. 

We had planned to back pack and bicycle our way around. My parents firmly believed in good health and exercise. Except for an occasional burger and fries or a pizza, we ate a healthy regime of home-cooked meals. In addition, we spent many hours walking or biking thru the many parks and trails the area had to offer. 

I hadn’t really thought much about the admonition by the cops to be watchful until we went grocery shopping one evening about a month before the trial began. A dark green sedan squealed around the corner as we approached a stop sign. I was sitting in the back seat as the windows exploded. The pop pop pop of the gunshots rang in my ears as I slid down to the floor of the back seat. 

My mother was screaming as the car coasted through the intersection with my dad slumped over the wheel. Frantically, she steered the car to a stop along the curb and punched 911 on her cell phone. The ambulance took my dad to the hospital. Mom had some cuts from the flying glass and I was unhurt. As I stood outside the car and saw the bullet holes in the metal, I wondered what was going to happen to us. 
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The police gave us a ride home. The tow truck took the car to the police impound so they could retrieve what was left of the bullets for evidence. I could not describe either the driver or the gunner as things had happened so fast. I was pretty certain the green car was a Pontiac, as our neighbors used to have one just like it. Mom called her sister who picked us up and took us to the hospital where my father died several hours later in surgery. He had been hit in the neck and head and had not regained consciousness. 

After the funeral, we were given police protection; because they believed the gang shootings were connected to an out-of-state organization, the FBI was called in to give us some information about the Witness Protection Program. We had protection until after the trial of the two men in the shooting. They were sentenced to lengthy prison terms but the two that had killed my dad and nearly killed mom and me were still on the loose, though the police found the green sedan abandoned about three miles away in a shopping mall parking lot. 

A female FBI agent came to the house about a week after the attempt on our lives. She sat down at the dining room table with Mom and me and went over the things she felt we needed to do. There would be some help in getting my mom a job in the new city as well as new identities for both of us. She left and after supper, Mom and I discussed the things she had covered. 

The first thing we talked about was where we would go, though we might not have many choices there. We discussed the difficulties in using disguises, leaving town and getting used to being called by different names. Then there was also the necessity of getting a different car. We had sold Dad’s sedan after it was repaired and Mom’s minivan had a lot of miles on it. We began selling a lot of the “stuff” that had accumulated over the years. 

The last week of July, we checked into a motor lodge for a month. The last of our furniture had been sold and the house was listed with a friend of Dad’s who sold real estate. 

The female FBI agent came to see us again to go over the details of our relocation. We all sat at the small table as she went over the itinerary. 

“It won’t be until next year that you can return to teaching,” she began. “I know you worked several retail jobs while you were going to school so I have found you an assistant manager’s job in a western apparel store near the Twin Cities. You will be able to start there right after the Labor Day weekend holiday. You will live in a two-bedroom duplex that is close to the mall where you will be working and about ten miles from the school where you will begin teaching a year from now.” 

She paused for a minute, then looked at me with a smile as she began again. 

“Now, I know you won’t like this, young man, but for your safety and well-being dur-ing this transitional period, it will be necessary. You are a very bright young man so I know you will understand this. You have a slight build and a very pretty face. I think we should disguise you as a girl. Remember, they are looking for a woman and a son, not a woman and her daughter. I have made appointments for both of you at a local beauty parlor. Your hair will be dyed and you will get some different clothes. I know the manager of a large department store in the same mall as the salon and she has agreed to help you out by letting you come in after hours to get the things you need. Here are the places to go and times for you to be there. Please be on time. 
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“I have arranged for a local used car dealer to buy your car. You will rent a U-Haul for the drive to the Twin Cities. I phoned ahead and when you arrive, another agent will help you get your driver’s license changed over and a new vehicle with the appropriate plates. 

Do you have any questions?” 

My mom shook her head no. I was going to ask how long I would have to be dressed like a girl but thought better of it. Our lives were at stake here and we had to do whatever it took to stay alive. The agent smiled and got up. 

“I won’t be seeing you again, so good luck to both of you.” 

As they walked to the door, I overheard the agent tell my mother “You know he is so pretty, he probably should have been a girl. I’d love to see him when you get him in a dress!” 

My mom laughed as the agent left and she closed the door. 

The next two weeks went by very slowly. We had nothing to do but keep our eyes peeled for someone who was out to get us. Finally, we had one more weekend left before our Monday morning start towards our new life. 

I spent most of the time between when the agent informed us of the radical changes our lives would be undergoing and when we were going to depart contemplating what was ahead of us, especially what was ahead of  me. Yes, Mom’s life was going to be up-turned, but not nearly as much as mine was. After all, I was a boy who was about to start a new life in a new city in a new gender. What greater change could one experience? I recognized the necessity of this upheaval but that doesn’t mean that I wasn’t nervous—VERY

nervous—about it. How could I  not  have been? 

We arrived at the beauty shop just at closing time on Friday night. After the shop was locked and the shades were drawn, we each took a seat in one of the chairs. Mom had her blonde hair died black and restyled as well as getting a manicure and pedicure. 

It had been awhile since I had gotten a haircut. Before dying my blonde hair brown, the stylist trimmed a little off the side, then combed some of the top down over my forehead to form bangs. She pinned a small pink bow at the top, then pierced my ears. In addition to my manicure and pedicure, my nails were shaped and painted with pink nail polish. 

The girls were all smiles as they handed each of us a complimentary sample bag. I could hear their giggles as we went out the door. 

Saturday night, we went to the department store just as it was closing. We were ushered into the manager’s office. After the store closed and the employees went home, we went out to the main floor. 

I undressed and was measured. My mom picked out several white blouses to go with a black and a navy pleated skirt. She selected a dozen pairs of panties in pastel colors, six pairs of pink and six pairs of white athletic socks and a pair of pink running shoes. She added to that a pair of black patent dress shoes she called “Mary Janes.” A pink stocking cap, pink mittens and a gray winter coat completed my ensemble. 

Mom picked out a few things but she didn’t need very much. We left and went back to the motel. Monday morning, the car salesman showed up at nine and handed Mom a money order for the minivan. He drove mom to the U-Haul place and she came back Page - 5
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shortly with the small truck. We loaded everything into it. She dressed me in all pink: panties, socks, jeans, tee shirt, sneakers and of course my hair bow. I waited in the truck while she checked us out. 

Our trip was uneventful. We got everything moved in and Mom took the truck back to another dealer. The next morning an agent took her to the DMV and got her drivers license changed. She was now Marjorie Mann, instead of Marjorie Mayer and I had become Nancy Mann instead of Nathan Mayer. That afternoon she went with an agent to get another minivan and when she returned, we packed up my boy clothes and took them to the local thrift store. 

That evening after supper, we were both pretty exhausted. Neither one of us knew how long this charade would continue. 

“You should try that sample

of bubble bath the girls at the

beauty shop gave you,” she said. 

“A hot soak will help you relax, I

certainly feel better.” 

I decided to take her advice. 

She was right. As I sat in the sea

of yellow foam, amid the scent of

lemons, my body did feel good. It

was a rather girly thing to be do-

ing but I did enjoy it. I slept

soundly that night in my powder

blue nightie as well. 

We had arrived too late to reg-

ister for a public school but a can-

cellation at private girls school

about ten blocks away opened the

door for me. I was two blocks

from the bus stop and about a

thirty-minute ride to the LaFarge

Girls Academy. 

A meeting was set up and

Mom took me to a two PM ap-

pointment on a Thursday before

the holiday weekend. I was wear-

ing a pair of light blue panties un-

der the navy skirt, a white blouse, 

white socks and my Mary Jane

shoes. Just before we got out of

the car, she cautioned me again

about my actions. 
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“Remember, you are a girl now and your name is Nancy Mann. Walk slowly. Smooth your skirt before you sit down. Don’t be loud or argumentative. I know you haven’t had much time to practice but it’s very important that you be accepted as a girl until our situation is resolved.” 

“Okay, I’ll try,” I answered. 

We got out of the car and headed for the front door. We entered the building and pro-ceeded to the administrative offices on the first floor. As we stopped at the counter, a woman got up and greeted us. 

“Hi, you must me Marjorie and Nancy Mann. I am Dorothy LaFarge, the administrator. 

Please come in to my office.” 

We followed her into her office. 

She walked around her desk and sat down as we seated ourselves in the two chairs in front of her. I even remembered to smooth my skirt as I sat down. 

“Your records are all in order and the tuition has been paid. I just need to go over a few things with you. Here is a class schedule and a curriculum guide for our school. We will be starting Tuesday after the long weekend. In addition to the three R’s, we also emphasize conduct. All our students must behave in a ladylike and orderly manner. We do not toler-ate rude or insubordinate behavior of any kind. We want to be certain that our girls are not only well educated here but that they be properly instructed in etiquette, manners and social conduct. We place a high priority on turning out not only educated but refined young girls so they may go out and take their place in the world with grace and dignity with an academic background that any institution of higher learning would be proud to have. 

“Nancy, I know you will enjoy being here as we have high standards and great expectations of all our students. Your outstanding academic background and commitment to good health is a perfect example of the kind of student we wish to have here at Lafarge. 

Do either of you have any questions?” 

I shook my head, as mom answered, “No, I think we are all set for Tuesday.” 

“Wonderful. Nancy, all materials are included in the tuition. When you come in Tuesday, just go straight to the first classroom for orientation. You needn’t bring anything. 

Now, come with me to the basement and we will get you measured and issue you your uniforms.” 

We followed her out of the office and down the stairs to a storage room. Dorothy measured my waist and chest. From the storage room, she handed me two pink miniskirts, one pink petticoat, and six pink, short-sleeved satin blouses on hangers. She picked up a small box from the top shelve and counted out six white ovals with a pink border. Inside the oval in pink script was the name “Nancy”. 

“These are iron-on patches. Put them on the left side of the blouse, please. We prefer to have our girls in a school uniform rather than let them wear just anything. We feel it in-stills pride, not only in the school but in themselves as well.” 

“I agree,” said my mom as we turned to leave. 

“See you Tuesday at eight then,” said Ms. LaFarge. 
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“Tuesday at eight it is,” said my mom as we walked up the stairs. 

Mom placed my uniforms in the back of the van and we drove home. After supper, I tried on the miniskirts and they fit perfectly. So did the blouses. I especially liked the feel of the satin against my skin. Between the soft nylon tricot panties and these satin blouses, I felt almost, well, delicious I guess. I began to understand how lucky girls were to be able to wear things like this, though I it felt wrong for a boy to think so. 

The next morning, Mom went down to the western apparel store and filled out her pa-perwork. She came home and we ate lunch. She went back that afternoon to familiarize herself a little more with the stock and the cash register system before starting work on Tuesday. 

The weekend was a long one and we didn’t do much. I practiced being a girl some more. I practiced walking and sitting in a girly manner, eating with smaller bites, holding a cup and saucer or glass the right way. On Sunday, we went to the mall, just to walk around so I could practice in public and build up my confidence. 

Although I knew I was a boy, I have to admit that I was becoming more comfortable with each passing day with the notion of “being” a girl. Yes, it still felt odd, but in another, hard-to-explain, way, it also felt good. Perhaps I was forced into the role I was playing, but it was feeling less like a role and more like a lifestyle, if that makes sense. Even with my growing comfort with my apparent femininity, I still had concerns about people realizing that I was a boy underneath my girly clothing. For the first time in my life, I was glad that I wasn’t a hulking bruiser, as some of my schoolmates had been. 

In the past, I was jealous of the bigger boys, the ones who played football with ease. 

Now, however, what with being forced to live as a girl, I gave silent thanks that I didn’t look like a professional wrestler in drag. After all, our lives were on the line here; looking like a boy in a dress could put both Mom and me in jeopardy. 

Monday night after my bubble bath, I put on my pink pajamas. They were polyester but felt almost as good as the satin blouse I had tried on. I sat on the davenport while mom painted my toenails and then I did hers. After we did our fingernails, we watched a movie, then went to bed. 

I didn’t sleep well at all. I got up before the alarm went off and made breakfast. I put on my pink panties, blouse, socks and miniskirt. 

“I can’t believe what a pretty girl you make,” said Mom as I walked out the door. There was only one other person at the bus stop when I got there. Thirty minutes later, I arrived at the school. There was a large sign on the door of the first classroom: “Orientation Here”. 

I walked inside and found several other girls sitting there. I sat in one of the empty chairs and waited. Just before eight AM, Ms. LaFarge walked in and brought the room to order. 

“All right girls, let’s get started,” she began. Over the next hour, she went through the class schedule and the rules of conduct we were to be under while at the school. The pink notebook in front of me had several compartments as well as a zippered pouch containing pens, pencils and a pocket calculator. 

Our first two classes were in geography and English. The last class before lunch was called “deportment.” Here, I began learning the way a girl is supposed to walk, sit etc. just Page - 8
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as my mother had taught me. The rest of the day went faster as I was more interested in science, math and the computer lab. I chatted only briefly with some of my classmates dur-ing the lunch hour. They kept a pretty tight reign on us throughout the day. 

When I got home, Mom was still at work. I changed into my jeans, T-shirt and sneakers before putting a casserole in the oven. When she finally arrived about six, I had set the table and was watching the news on TV. 

“So, how was your first day, Nancy?” she asked. 

I almost blanched a little at being called “Nancy,” but went over what I had done and she seemed pleased that everything had gone smoothly. 

“How did things go at the store?” I asked. 

“So, so,” she answered. “Fortunately we weren’t too busy so I had some time to get more acquainted with everything.” 

At supper, we sat in silence; afterwards I put on the pink ruffled apron and latex gloves and helped with the dishes. I slept better that night. As the week passed, I became adjusted to our new routine. 

On Friday, school let out early so I rode the bus past my stop and got off near the mall. 

I walked to the store where Mom was working. I entered the store and saw her near the back. She was with a customer so I walked to where the square dance dresses were hanging and pretended to browse. 

“You would look great in gingham or satin, Nancy,” said a voice behind me. 

I turned around and saw a tall, slim woman in brown western pants and tan western shirt. Her silver hair was short and she wore no makeup. Her brown boots were highly polished and she had the air of authority about her. 

“Thank you,” I answered. 

“I’m Bonnie Baines. My husband Bob and I own the place.” 

“I’m pleased to meet you,” I replied. 

“Do you square dance?” she asked with a smile. 

“Uh no, actually I’m not much for dancing at all. I like the outdoors and biking or back packing,” I answered

“I see. Well, I just thought I’d ask. We have a new class starting in a couple of weeks and it’s really a lot of fun.” 

“Thanks, I’ll think about it,” I said as Mom approached. 

“I see you have met the boss, Nancy,” said my mom. 

“I was just telling her about the new square dance class starting in a couple of weeks. 

She would look just darling in one of these dresses flared out with several layers of petticoats of course!” said Mrs. Baines as she took one of the dresses off the rack and held it up against me. 

“Oh, Nancy and I like the outdoors too much to be inside,” added my mom. “I’m done for the day, so let’s get something to eat.” 
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“Nice meeting you,” I said to Mrs. Baines as we left. 

Later, after pizza, we rented a movie and went home. As I got ready for bed that night, I began to wonder how long I would be trapped in this charade. We hadn’t heard anything from the police or FBI so the two men who had tried to kill us were probably still at large. 

The next several months went by quickly. It was on a Friday when I had stopped in the store again when Mrs. Baines approached us. 

“I hate to impose on you like this, but I need Nancy’s help. The girl who was supposed to model for our newspaper ad and catalog flyer has been injured in a car accident. It’s very difficult to get someone on such short notice. Will you help us out, Nancy?” 

She was my mother’s boss, how could I refuse? 

“Okay, I guess. What do I have to do?” 

“Just be here at one PM tomorrow. I will have everything set up for you,” smiled Mrs. 

Baines. 

“Okay. We will be here at one,” answered my mom. 

That night after supper, I helped with the dishes again. While watching television, I ex-pressed concern over dressing and undressing, possibly with other girls there. 

“I’ll be with you all the time, so don’t worry about a thing,” cautioned Mom. 

After my bath that night, I put on my nightgown. Standing in front of the mirror, I tried to imagine myself in one of those dresses and petticoats. 

***

After lunch the next day, Mom outfitted me with a training bra and two foam inserts. 

“Most girls your age are just starting to blossom so this will fill out your clothes a little more,” she explained. 

I nodded and finished dressing. 

We arrived at the store and went to the back room. Mrs. Baines was talking to the photographer as she set up her camera. A small area of the stockroom and been cleared away and a white backdrop had been set up. 

“This is Suzie West, the photographer who will do the shoot. Suzie, meet Marjorie and Nancy Mann.” 

Suzie nodded as we said hello. 

“Now come behind the backdrop and we will get you dressed and made up,” said Bonnie. 

We followed her behind the facade. 

“Try on a pair of those square dance shoes first to see what size fits you,” instructed Bonnie. 

I tried on several before finding a pair that fit me. Bonnie selected several petticoats off the rack and handed them to my mother. 

Page - 10

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

“I’m going to help Suzie with the lights. After you put these on, try several of the dresses on to see what size is the best, then put your makeup on.” 

I began undressing as Bonnie walked back out front. 

“Just relax, no one here knows and they aren’t going to find out either,” said Mom. 

I stepped into the petticoats, then tried on several dresses. The second one fit perfectly and Mom zipped me up. I sat at the small vanity and Mom applied pink blusher and lipstick. She secured a larger pink bow in my bangs and then I stood up. 

“We are all set, Nancy, come out here now,” said Suzie. 

We walked back around the facade and I took my place in front of the camera as Mom walked behind Suzie and Bonnie to observe. 

“Place one hand on your hip and smile for me, please,” instructed Suzie I did so for several frontal shots and then two from each side. 

“Okay, now I want you to twirl around for me, please. Then when you stop, grab the hem of the dress and petticoats with both hands and lift them up slightly,” said Suzie I did so as the camera flashed. 

“Once more, please,” asked Suzie

I repeated my twirl and lifted my skirts at the end. 

“Very good, now go back and change into the next dress,” said Suzie Mom followed me back, unzipped me, and helped me out of the dress and into the next one. For the next several hours, I was in and out of dresses and petticoats. It wasn’t hard work; I began to enjoy my twirls and posing according to Suzie’s instructions. About three, we took a break and Bonnie brought us each a diet soft drink. 

“You are doing a very good job,” Bonnie said. “Suzie is surprised someone with no training is taking to this like a pro. I must confess, you certainly seem to have the makings of a future model!” 

“Thank you,” I answered as I sipped the soft drink. I hadn’t really thought about that.” 

“Oh, come now,” Bonnie laughed. “A pretty girl like you  must  have thought about appearing on the cover of magazines in those beautiful dresses, haven’t you?” 

“I guess I like the outdoors too much,” I answered. 

Bonnie shrugged and finished her drink. Shortly, I was back out front in another dress going through the routine again. Last was a variety of pastel-colored petticoats of different lengths and their matching pettipants. 

When we were finally done, Mom removed my make up and helped me get dressed. 

She signed a release for me and Bonnie gave her a check for a thousand dollars. I couldn’t believe it. That was more money than I had ever seen before. On the way home, I was thinking of all the things I could spend it on but Mom suggested depositing it in a savings account for now. 
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The next week, Mom bought extra copies of the newspaper. She cut out the ads with my picture in them and placed them between sheets of plastic. She put them along with the color catalog flyers in her lockbox for safekeeping. 

“Some day when all this trouble is over, you will have them to look at and remember what you did,” she said with a smile. 

I wasn’t so sure I wanted to remember all this though. Here I was, a young boy who should be playing baseball and instead, I was modeling dresses and petticoats. I was learning how to cook, sew and iron clothes instead of studying woodworking or mechanic skills. I only hoped that this was not going to continue for much longer. 

I had to admit, though, that those perfumed bubble baths were wonderful and I enjoyed the feel of the tricot panties and satin blouses. Modeling those dresses gave me some confidence in my ability to do a good job as well as pass myself off as a girl. I did get something of a charge out of fooling everybody. 

The months flew by and after the holidays, the routine we adopted had become second nature to us. Bonnie was not only pleased with Mom’s work but the ad and flyer had brought in increased business. For Christmas, Bonnie gave us a certificate for the beauty parlor and we treated ourselves to a manicure and pedicure. I got my first perm and though I felt a little silly sitting there next to my mom with my hair in rollers, I found myself enjoying being pampered as the beautician did our nails while our hair dried. I was starting to  like  all these girly things. Up to the start of my new life, I had been totally un-aware of them but now I had come to look forward to them like any daughter would. 

At school, I was maintaining a “B” average. I still had a little trouble with knitting and didn’t care at all for the crochet lessons. The instructors were patient and gave me high marks in deportment. At the mid-semester conference I was described as “studious and very ladylike.” My mom got quite a kick out of that one. 

Outside of school, I didn’t associate much with the other girls. In school, I didn’t join in the conversation about boys, rock stars, etc. but I became quite knowledgeable about fashion, makeup and etiquette. While I missed spending more time outdoors, I had to accept this situation for a while. 

The graduation ceremony was on June 1st. We were all dressed in pink chiffon dresses, pink gloves, pink patent leather Mary Jane shoes and a matching purse. A large pink hair bow was pinned at the top of our heads and a white corsage was pinned on the left shoulder strap of our dresses. 

Following the ceremony, we went down to the basement. Cake was served with coffee or tea for the adults and milk or fruit punch for us girls. My mom was thrilled at how I looked and the way I had conducted myself in such a “ladylike” fashion. 

“I couldn’t have been more proud of you if you  were  my daughter,” she whispered after we sat down at one of the tables. 

That summer with still no contact from the FBI, Mom decided to get in touch with them and set up a meeting. An agent came to the house to deliver good and bad news. The two fugitives that had tried to kill us were still at large but Mom could begin teaching in Page - 12
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the Fall as planned. We would move to another part of the Twin Cities to be closer to school and I could go back to being Nathan again. 

Mom helped me remove my nail polish and trim my nails back to a manly length. She used a small electric clipper to cut most of my hair off. She looked at my crew cut with tears in her eyes. 

“Your first perm made you look  so  cute and girlish,” she sniffed. “I just hate to do this.” 

We found another place to live and moved in the second week of August. I registered for school nearby and began spending time at a playground close by, bouncing a ball off the wall and catching it with my glove. I was sorely out of practice and pretty limp-wristed from my short-term role as a girl. Mom took my girl things to the local thrift store. 

I got a new wardrobe for school; occasionally I would reach behind me to smooth my non-existent skirt before I sat down. I would have to watch myself more carefully once school started, as I knew the guys wouldn’t hesitate to get on me about being effeminate. 

When school started, I dove into my studies and we got settled into another routine. 

Things were going OK. Perhaps now we could settle down and enjoy our lives a little more. Mom seemed more relaxed as she got back into teaching, something she loved of. I continued to get good grades. This was a small school and I made friends easily. 

I got used to being Nathan again though there were times when I missed the steamy bubble bath and the soft coolness of the nylon tricot panties against my skin. I carried my books and notebook in one hand against my hip rather than in the crook of my left arm. I no longer had a purse to carry and I could stop checking myself in the mirror so I wouldn’t get demerits for unkempt hair or makeup. 

All in all, life was getting back to normal. I had hopes of trying out for the baseball team the next spring so I continued to work out diligently both in gym class and at home. 

But the best laid plans of mice and men often go astray, as the saying goes. Just when you think you are going to be OK, something comes along to upset the apple cart. 

The FBI called; they had two men in custody. I remembered very little of the shooting. 

It had all happened so fast there was no way I could be sure the two men they had were the two that had shot at us. Nevertheless, we went down to the jail to take a look at them. 

Neither Mom nor I could make a positive ID but there was enough ballistic evidence recovered from the car to match up with the one of the guns they had recovered in the ar-rest. 

Back at home, we discussed our options. There was no guarantee that even with a conviction, we would be out of harm’s way. We liked the area we were in and the prospect of moving again, particularly since school had already started, wasn’t appealing. We agreed to continue on and see how things went, at least until the end of the year. 

The trial was short. Both men were convicted and sentenced to prison. There was a very good chance we were out of danger once and for all but we continued to be careful in everything we did. 

We were getting by financially and I hoped we would be able to stay where we were come Spring. 
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I continued to progress well in school and was looking forward to the snow melting so I could get back on my bike and Mom and I could hike some trails. I hadn’t thought about my brief sojourn into femininity for months until one of the girls I sat next to was paging through a prom guide magazine. Sheila caught me looking at the open page displaying several pink chiffon dresses. 

“She something you like?” she asked. 

“No,” I shook my head. “I just like looking at pretty girls. You would look great in any of those,” I said. 

“You would look great in one of those dresses too,” she giggled. “Some of us think you are too pretty to be a boy and should have been a girl in the first place,” she giggled again. 

We turned our attention to the teacher who had just entered the classroom to begin her lecture. I tried to concentrate on what she was saying but my classmate’s remark stuck in my head. If the girls thought that way, I wondered what the boys thought of me. So far I hadn’t had any trouble. I had never been called a sissy despite being smaller than the other boys and not the most talented athletically. 

When I walked into the lunchroom that noon hour, several girls were sitting at the table across from me. As I ate, they kept glancing at me and then at the prom magazine in front of them. I didn’t really think anything of it. Sheila called me that night and invited me to a party on Saturday afternoon. Mom said it was OK; she would take me there and pick me up again when the party was over. I was enrolled in driver’s education but wouldn’t take my test until the end of the semester. 

I arrived at the party and Sheila took me down to the basement where there were several other boys and girls from school. She put on a couple of CD’s and we danced for a while, then watched a movie on her big screen TV. We had soft drinks and Sloppy Joes around 4, then I called mom to pick me up. 

That night as we watched TV, Mom mentioned that I should try to socialize more, though she knew it was hard because I didn’t have a driver’s license or a car yet. I was looking forward to the independence it would bring but money was tight and part-time jobs, though plentiful, required transportation. 

I finished the school year with good grades and passed my driving test as well. I turned eighteen and landed a full-time job with a temp agency. My first job was working for Sheila’s mom. Sheila’s parents were divorced and her mom owned a formal apparel store. She had sold the small building they had been in and they were going to move to a larger space in a nearby mall. 

The first week, I helped set up fixtures, counters and posters displaying their product line. The office furniture and computer had already been set up. Next, I helped pack up the stock and load it on the truck, then unloaded and unpacked the stock at the new location. 

Hanging the tuxedos and dresses on the racks was one thing but I felt a little foolish helping Sheila put some of the dresses on the mannequins and applying lipstick to their mouths and blusher to their cheeks. Her mom was pleased with my work and I finished out the rest of the week getting things ready for their grand opening. 
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I enjoyed getting the work, though I was curious about the occasional giggles behind my back as I passed the break room with an armful of dresses. Some of the girls would stop whispering as they worked until I walked by. I wasn’t paranoid or anything but it seemed rather odd. It was almost as if they knew something that I didn’t. 

After the store was set up, I called the temp agency and let them know I was ready for another job. I was kept busy most of the summer, mostly at retail stores doing stock work. 

By August I had saved enough money to put a down payment on a compact car and six months of insurance. I now had the freedom I wanted. I could still ride the bus to school but I would now have the means to get to part-time jobs without having to bother my mom for transportation. 

School started again and it would be my last year. I hadn’t really decided what I would like to do and it didn’t make the counselors happy that I wanted to work for a year or so before deciding on a career. I just felt that I needed more time. 

That Fall, Halloween fell on a Saturday night. Friday night, I got a call from a frantic Sheila. She was hosting a Halloween party for her older sister who was coming home on leave from the Army and she needed me to help out. Her mom had been attending a con-vention in another state and a storm had delayed her flight one day. I agreed and asked about a costume; she said she already had one for me. I let Mom know where I was going and she was happy for me. 

I arrived at Sheila’s house about one PM. Sheila introduced me to her big sister Ann. 

Ann was a tall, athletically built girl and looked more handsome than pretty in her Army uniform. She looked me over with a smile on her face as we were introduced. 

The girls led me back to one of the bedrooms. 

“You can change in here,” said Sheila. “Put your clothes on the chair. Your costume is on the hanger at the far end of the wall closet.” 

She walked out and I began to undress. I took off my shoes and set them under the chair. After putting my pants and shirt on the chair, I walked over to the closet and opened the big double doors. At the far end of the closet, there was no costume, just a bright red dress. I was about to turn around when both Sheila and Ann burst through the door. Sheila grabbed my clothes off the chair and ran out of the room. I was shocked to say the least. 

“What’s going on?” I asked with concern as Ann approached me with a malicious grin on her face. 

“Just relax, sissy boy, and put these on!” she commanded as she tossed a red satin bra, panty, and garter belt on the bed. 

“Now just a minute…” 

Before I could say any more, she grabbed my arm, pulled me forward, twisted me around and pushed me down on the bed. She was incredibly strong for a girl. I felt help-less to resist as she pulled my underpants down around my ankles and slipped them off. 

“You have sixty seconds to put that stuff on. When I come back, if you’re not wearing those, I will show you a few more things I learned in boot camp that will be a lot more painful.” 
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She left the room. I lay on the bed for a few seconds and then decided to do what she said. I took off my T-shirt and slipped the bra, panties and garter belt on. It had been almost a year since I had worn lingerie and the sensuous feel of the soft fabric felt good on my skin. 

I heard Ann remark, “...barely a feather on him,” as both girls came back in the bedroom, grinning like hyenas. Ann stood in front of the door with her arms crossed as if she were going to block my escape if I tried to run. 

Sheila placed two small water-filled balloons in the bra cups and tightened the straps. 

Then she got a pair of seamed nylon hose from the dresser drawer and removed them from the package. 

“Put these on and then sit on the vanity chair,” she ordered. 

I rolled each stocking down, slipped it over my foot, then smoothed it all the way up and attached it to the garter belt. I sat down at the vanity. In short order, she curled my eyelashes, applied mascara, grey eye shadow and eyeliner. Next she opened a package of red press-on nails and attached them to my fingernails. Lastly, she applied a thick layer of fire engine red lipstick to my mouth to match my nails, then pushed the tube against each cheek and smoothed the lipstick around for a red rouge look. She took a black wig off of its stand and placed it on my head and fastened a large red satin sissy bow to the top. After securing four-inch clip on earrings to my earlobes, she fastened a single strand pearl necklace around my neck and a matching smaller strand around my left wrist. 

“Okay, now try these on,” said Sheila as she opened a shoebox on the side of the vanity. The shoes were red patent leather with three-inch heels. They were too small, so she opened another box and that pair went on easily. 

“Great, a perfect fit!” she squealed. “Now stand up and turn around so I can be sure your seams are straight.” 

I did so and when I turned around again, Sheila had stepped aside and Ann was holding a camera. She snapped several pictures before I could even say anything. I was about to open my mouth to object but a stern look from Sheila told me not to. 

“Now let’s get you into your dress,” said Sheila as she walked to the closet. She removed two petticoats from the clamp hanger, placed one inside the other, then handed them to me. I stepped inside them and brought them up to my waist as she unzipped the red taffeta party dress and removed it from its hanger. She tossed the hanger on the bed and held it up by the hem. She slipped it over my head as I put my arms through the short sleeves. After adjusting the hem around the petticoats, she zipped me up and hooked it at the top. After handing me a red clutch purse, Sheila stepped aside and Ann held up the camera again. 

“Put one hand on your hip, and hold your purse up with the other,” instructed Sheila. 

I did as she instructed and Ann took several more photos, including one with my hand holding up the hem of the dress to show off the petticoats and another with both hands holding up the hems of the dress and petticoats to show my bright red satin panties and garter belt. 

“Step out to the living room and let’s see you walk,” said Ann. 
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With Sheila in the lead, I walked out to the living room. I was a little unsteady, having worn three-inch heels only once before with my pink graduation dress at the girls academy. Ann and Sheila sat on the davenport. For the next half hour or so, they had me walk back and forth across the floor, occasionally taking a seat in one of the easy chairs, then getting up and walking again. My female mannerisms came back as if they had never left. 

I held my purse correctly and smoothed my skirt before sitting down, much to the delight of the two girls. 

“Very good, girly, now open your purse and apply more lipstick,” ordered Sheila. 

I did as she instructed, then replaced the compact and lipstick in my purse. 

“God, he looks so genuinely feminine in that party dress. The way he walks in those heels and primps just like a girl, why, he is just the perfect little sissy boy, isn’t he?” asked Ann. 

“No kidding,” answered Sheila. “That’s why I wrote you about him. The girls at school can’t wait to see him all dolled up like this, but we’re not going to tell them it’s him until the party is almost over.” 

Sheila walked over to me and handed me the TV remote. 

“We have to get things ready for the party, so enjoy some television while you wait. 

Oh, for the rest of the evening, we can’t be calling you Nathan, so from now on we will call you Natalie.” 

Both girls laughed as they left the room and went into the kitchen. I couldn’t believe I had actually gotten myself into this mess. I was more concerned about what they intended to do with those photographs than anything else. I tried to find something interesting on TV; even the football games didn’t appeal to me much, though they helped pass the time. 

It was about a quarter to four when Sheila called me into the kitchen. 

“Try this punch,” she said as she handed me a cup of the pink fluid. 

I sipped some of it and despite its fruity flavor, it had something of a medicinal taste. I could only assume it had been spiked with alcohol, probably vodka or gin. 

“It’s very good,” I said. “I’m sure the guests will love it.” 

“I’m sure they will too,” answered Sheila. “Now put this apron on and give me a hand.” 

I slipped the pink ruffled apron over my head and Sheila tied it in the back in a large bow. I carried some of the snacks down to the basement where Ann was setting the place-mats and dishes. I walked carefully as the petticoats rustled under the taffeta dress. I didn’t want to trip on the stairs or twist an ankle. 

When the places were all set, Sheila came back downstairs. She was dressed as a lady pirate and held a red mask in her hand. I stood still as she stretched out the elastic string over my wig, then let it down over my eyes. 

“There we are, Natalie. Our guests should be arriving in a few minutes. I have to finish making the sandwiches. When they arrive, you should curtsey politely and ask if they prefer strawberry or lemon punch. Then ladle their preference in a cup, place a napkin underneath it and hand it to them. Understood?” 
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I nodded as she turned to go back upstairs. She stopped and turned around to face me again. 

With a smile, she said, “Remember, you are Natalie Wright, my mother’s niece. Some of these girls are friends of my mother’s business associates so don’t screw this up!” 

“I won’t,” I replied. 

After she was up the stairs, I refilled my own cup and drank about half of it. It was about four-fifteen when the first girl arrived. She was dressed as a sailor and asked for lemon punch. I filled her cup as she helped herself to some chips from the nearest table. 

Minutes later, other girls arrived and soon the basement had four girls at each of the four tables. Several of the girls I recognized from school and others were strangers. 

The room was filled with girly chatter, though barely audible over the CD playing in the boom box. All the girls were dressed as men. I found that to be rather odd. There was a sailor, a soldier, a pirate, and a statesman. One tall girl was dressed as Sir Walter Raleigh and another was a bearded Sigmund Freud. As the evening progressed, I refilled the cups and had another cup myself, although I was not part of the conversation or the festivities. 

Apparently, I was just there for “show” and to serve the guests. There was an increased amount of laughter as the spiked punch took its hold; I started feeling pretty good myself. 

Sheila stood up and waved her arms to quiet everyone down. 

“Time to award prizes!” she announced. 

“Third prize, a twelve-pack of beer, goes to DeeDee Hall, our red devil girl!” DeeDee stepped forward and took a bow. She grabbed her beer and returned to her seat. 

“Second prize, a jug of brandy, goes to Emily Martin, our Sigmund Freud!” 

Emily jumped up, took her bow and, with bottle in hand, returned to her seat. 

“First prize, and without question the obvious choice and winner of a boxed set of pastel panties, is our very own sissy boy hostess with the mostess, Natalie. Oops I mean NA-THAN MANN!” 

I hadn’t expected this but in the spirit of the moment, I minced to the front where Sheila held up the box of panties. I curtsied politely and as I reached for the box, the girls began chanting PANTIES! PANTIES! With Ann standing on one side of me and Sheila on the other, they both grabbed the front of my dress and petticoats and raised them up to reveal my red satin panties. The girls roared their approval. After letting go of my dress and petticoats, Ann led the applause as Sheila handed me the box of panties. I walked back to the punch table with hoots, whistles, and catcalls of “Panty boy” and “Sissy boy.” 

I set the box down on the table and poured myself another cup of punch as the party broke up and the girls headed home. After helping with the clean up, Sheila took me back to the bedroom and removed my wig, nails, makeup and jewelry. She helped me out of the dress and petticoats. Ann walked in with my male clothes and the girls went back to the living room while I got dressed. 

As I walked out of the bedroom, Sheila smiled at me. 

“Thanks for being such a great sport and a fabulous sissy hostess. You made my party a real hit!” 
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“Ya, right,” I answered. “The pleasure was all mine.” 

I turned and walked out the door. I drove to a nearby drugstore and, after checking my face for any traces of makeup in the rear view mirror, I went inside and purchased a small sample bottle of after-shave. I splashed some on right away to mask the sweet-smelling makeup, then drove home. 

I walked in the house. Mom was watching TV. She didn’t look up but asked, “Good party?” 

“Yes, fine,” I answered. 

I took a hot shower and went to bed. I never drank liquor before and the spiked punch was strong enough to make me very drowsy. I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. 

Back at school, Sheila chided me as we sat down in class. 

“You forgot your panties in the bedroom, Natalie. What’s the matter, didn’t you like them?” she said with a grin. 

“Look, I can take a joke. Now let’s just forget it, OK?” 

Sheila smirked but said nothing as the teacher entered the classroom and stood at the podium. 

None of the other girls from school who had been at the party said anything to me. Behind my back though, there were plenty of giggles and laughter as I either entered or left a classroom. Occasionally I would hear the name “Natalie” behind me as I walked down the hall. Sometimes I would be asked what color panties I was wearing that day but I shrugged it off. I knew the more I showed my agitation or got involved in their conversa-tions, the worse it would be, so I just kept my mouth shut. 

The week after Thanksgiving an invitation came in the mail for the Christmas party to be held at Sheila’s house. “Four to ten PM” was on the invitation but a handwritten note said I should be there at three PM. Enclosed was a 3 X 5 snapshot of me holding the box of panties with Ann and Sheila holding up my skirts, revealing my red satin panties and garter belt. 

Now what, I thought. How was I ever going to get out of this mess? I knew I couldn’t talk to my mother and Sheila’s mom probably wasn’t even aware this was going on. I continued to work my part- time job as school let out for the two-week Christmas-New Year break. I wasn’t looking forward to a party the day before Christmas Eve but I didn’t see much choice in the matter. I told Mom I would be late and left the house about two-thirty. 

I arrived at Sheila’s house just before three. I parked the car down the street and walked to the front door and rang the bell. Sheila answered the door and let me in. She was wearing a sweatshirt and jeans. 

“It’s a casual party, except for you, of course,” Sheila said. “We wouldn’t think of ask-ing you to be the sissy hostess without getting you all dressed up in feminine finery.” 

She laughed out loud as she led me to the bedroom. 

“Mom’s going to be late at work, so she won’t get home until after the party breaks up. 

Your stuff’s on the bed. Let me know when you are ready.” 
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I hung my coat in the closet and undressed. On the bed, I found a long line bra, girdle, and sheer stockings. I struggled to get the girdle on. After putting on the stockings, I closed the front hooks of the long bra. I heard Sheila knock on the door and come in. 

“Oooh, sexy girl!” she cooed. “Sit at the vanity and let’s do your makeup.” 

I sat in the chair and, after she placed the water-filled balloons in my bra cups, she adjusted the straps. She picked up the eye shadow swab, hesitated, then she handed it to me. 

“Here,” she said. “It’s time you learned how to do this yourself.” 

I wasn’t about to tell her I already knew how to apply makeup, so I listened patiently and followed her instructions about putting on eye shadow, eyeliner, and mascara. Pink blusher and lipstick were next, followed by a set of matching pink press-on nails. I put on the long earrings and bracelet as

she fastened the pearl necklace. 

She placed the black wig on my

head and clipped a bright green

velvet bow at the top. 

“Stand up and I’ll get your

dress,” she ordered. 

I stood up as she went to the

closet and removed a shimmering

bright green floor-length sheath

dress with a large bow at the base

of the zipper and big puffy

sleeves. 

“It’s polyester but it feels just

like satin. I know you’re going to

love wearing it!” she said. 

She unzipped the dress and I

stepped inside and pulled it up, 

putting my arms thru the sleeves

as I did so. She zipped me up and

hooked the dress at the top. I felt

absolutely wonderful in my

slinky prison. The polyester felt

like satin and the nylons on my

smooth legs felt good too. She

went to the closet again and re-

turned with a pair of four-inch

heel pumps dyed to match the

dress. I put them on and they fit

perfectly. Sheila was all smiles as

she handed me the matching

handbag. 
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“Ann got a weekend pass and is setting things up in the basement. Let’s go in the living room and see how you do in those higher heels.” 

I walked ahead of her; my lessons in deportment from the academy came back as I walked with smaller more mincing steps. I walked to the fireplace and turned around. I smiled as Sheila’s camera flashed several times. 

“Wow, I can’t believe you are walking so effortlessly in those four-inch heels. Now sit over there, then get up and walk over to me again,” she instructed. 

I did as I was told. I smoothed my dress as I sat down, then got up, smoothed my dress again, then walked over to where Sheila was sitting and sat down next to her. 

“Very good!” she exclaimed. “Now primp for me!” 

I removed the compact and lipstick from the purse as she got up and stood across the room. She took several pictures as I applied lipstick and brushed the puff over my cheeks. 

I smiled as I did, as if I were really enjoying this humiliation. 

“Perfect,” she announced. “Enjoy some TV while I get changed.” 

She tossed me the remote as she left the room. About forty minutes later, she came back. I was stunned by her appearance. She was wearing a black tuxedo, red cummer-bund, black flat dress shoes; a white carnation was in her lapel. Her hair had been pulled back and she wore no makeup. Ann came up from the basement in full dress Army uniform with highly polished combat boots. 

“How do I look?” she asked. 

“Fine,” I said. “But when I got here, you said it would be casual dress except for me.” 

“Mmm, did I? Gosh, I must have lied. Surprise! Actually, we’re going to a motor lodge where there is a Christmas party for Ann. She finished her MP training and is going to be deployed soon, so we thought we’d give her a good send off. Making it a turnabout party was her idea.” 

“Turnabout party?” I asked. 

“You know, where the girls dress like guys and the guys dress like girls!” she answered. Actually, none of the girls know any guys who would do that, so half the girls will dress like me and the other half will be in party dresses and heels like you. You are going to be Ann’s date and I will be with DeeDee, the girl in the devil costume you met at the Halloween party. Let’s get going.” 

“Wait a minute here, I’m not going OUT like this. A party here is one thing but…” 

I never finished my statement as a sharp look from Ann cut me off. She walked to the closet and removed a lady’s coat. I stood up and slipped it on. The doorbell rang as Sheila and Ann put their coats on. 

“Limos here!” announced Ann as she held the door open for me. 

I picked up my purse and walked out to the limo. Sheila sat in front and Ann opened the back door for me. I got in gingerly, being careful to smooth my dress and slide over on the seat as Ann got in next to me. We picked up DeeDee in her pink chiffon dress and Page - 21

PETTICOATED FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

heels, then sped off for the motor lodge. I was praying all the way that there wouldn’t be an accident. 

At the motor lodge, Ann hopped out and took my hand as I exited the limo. I smoothed my dress down as Ann closed the door and I took her arm as we walked inside. 

I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the glass as we passed through the double doors and made our way to the dining area. I really did look like a pretty girl and I was walking easily in four-inch heels, thanks to my deportment training. 

We checked our coats at the entrance to the dining area and went inside. We found the table with our nametags. Ann pulled out my chair as I smoothed my long dress and sat down, as did Sheila for DeeDee. Just like two perfect gentlemen, I thought. I looked around the room and recognized some of the girls from the Halloween party and school. 

All of them were stealing glances in my direction as drinks were served. Sheila’s mom sat across from me at the next table, resplendent in her tuxedo. 

After the first round of drinks, our dinner orders were taken and a second round of drinks came. I ordered another soft drink, as I didn’t want to be dragged down by alcohol like I nearly was the last time. 

Ann talked about the possibility of being deployed to the Middle East and DeeDee talked about the school she would be attending the next Fall. I really didn’t have much to add to the conversation so I kept smiling and nodding as I sipped my drink. I tried to be oblivious to the side-glances, whispers and occasional giggles from the tables around us. 

The Christmas dinner was very good. After the tables had been cleared, soft music replaced the Christmas carols on the speaker. Ann grabbed my hand and took me out to the dance floor. 

“I don’t know about this,” I stammered. 

“Just relax and follow my lead,” said Ann. 

She pulled me close and my left hand went to her shoulder almost automatically. She held my right hand firmly and we began moving across the dance floor. I managed to follow her and didn’t stumble, even though I had never danced backwards before, let alone backwards in heels. 

Back at the table, Sheila and DeeDee were all smiles as I sat down. 

“You guys make a great couple,” said DeeDee. “I’m so glad you suggested a turnabout night, Ann. Nathan, I mean Natalie, looks better than most of the girls here.” 

Everybody laughed except me. We danced several more dances, then switched part-ners and I danced with some of the other girls who were dressed as men. 

“Time to get back,” announced Ann with a check of his watch. We retrieved our coats and walked to the limo. After dropping off DeeDee and her date, the chauffeur took us back to Sheila’s house. Once inside, Sheila headed to the bedroom first to change as Ann helped me take my coat off. 

As I walked over to the couch, Ann grabbed my arm and turned me around. She pointed above me to the mistletoe hanging from the overhead light. 
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“I’ve got to leave tomorrow, let’s make it a memorable night,” she said as placed both arms around me and pulled me close. 

She kissed me hard on the mouth, forcing it open and began probing the inside of my mouth with her tongue. I was shocked at her sudden move but found that I was enjoying the taste of her. I raised my arms and wrapped them around her neck. We broke apart as we heard Sheila coming back from the bedroom. I pushed Ann away and adjusted my dress as she entered the living room. 

“Okay, c’mon back and I’ll help you get undressed,” she said. 

I walked ahead of her to the bedroom where she unzipped me and helped me out of the gown. I kicked off the pumps as she removed the bow in my wig. I sat at the vanity and she opened the jar of face cream and instructed me how to remove my makeup. I placed the wig on the stand and took off the jewelry and nails. She left the room and I got dressed in my male clothing again. As I walked to the living room, I could hear them giggling about something. I headed for the door and she handed me a package. 

“Merry Christmas!” she said with a smile. 

“Thank you,” I answered. “I don’t have anything for you. I mean, I didn’t know I was supposed to bring a gift.” 

“You weren’t, so don’t worry. It’s just a little token of appreciation from me, Mom and, of course, the girls,” she said as both she and Ann grinned at me. 

I took the package and walked out to my car. A lot of things were running through my mind as I drove home. I parked the car and went inside. Mom had already gone to bed. I knew better than to set the package under the tree. No doubt the things inside were not the sort of gifts a boy would get at Christmas, to say nothing of the fact that I didn’t want to open it in front of my mom and explain that it was from the girls at school and those I work with. 

After a shower and a quick splash of after-shave, I put my robe on and opened the gift. 

The small box on top was the half-dozen pairs of panties I had won at the Halloween party. It had a handwritten note taped on top: “You forgot these!” The other box had a note on the top too. It read, “Sweet dreams, sissy boy.” Inside was a pink satin chemise with white lace trim. 

My heart was pounding. I slipped off the robe and opened both boxes. I put on the pink brief-style panties. They were a perfect fit. I took them off and put on the chemise. It fit perfectly as well. 

I walked over to the full-length mirror on the closet door and looked at the girlish man standing before me. The taste of Ann was still in my mouth and I flashed on the memory of being held in her embrace while imprisoned in my satin-like polyester cocoon. 

My mind was spinning with what I had experienced. The conundrum of being dressed and behaving like a female, dancing with and being kissed by a girl dressed like a male, was a lot for an eighteen-year-old to contend with, to say nothing of the fact that the kiss had been wonderful. I had come to enjoy being submissive, the sensual feel of the soft un-derthings and the way I had easily lapsed back to behaving in such an effeminate manner. 

I had to come to grips with the fact that I felt so secure being escorted by a strong woman Page - 23
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who made me feel very girly by helping me with my coat and opening doors for me. I se-cretly missed the soothing, sweet-smelling bubble baths and I longed to wear lingerie, skirts and dresses again. 

Maybe they were right. Perhaps it would have been better if I had been born a girl. But I never had been attracted to men. Though I was still a virgin, I loved women, especially strong women like Ann. I wondered if it was possible to live two lives, one of your biology and one of your emotions. I wasn’t sure, but then again I wasn’t sure of  anything  at this stage of my life. 

I took off the chemise and put it back in the box. After putting the panties back in their box, I placed both boxes in my bottom dresser drawer and went to bed. I wondered if there were other boys who wrestled with the complexity of feelings like this. It was not a peaceful sleep by any means. 

After the holidays, I started school again and my part-time work at the temp agency slacked off. With one semester left, I still was unable to make a firm career choice; I decided to stick to my original plan of working full-time after graduation to save some money, as well as to be certain of my career choice. 

The end of January brought a call from the temp agency to report to Sheila’s mom Barbara, at her formal apparel store for stock work. I had a hunch this wasn’t just about stock work, but I went there Friday night at 6 PM anyway. 

“I’m glad the agency said you were free this weekend; you are dependable and hard working,” she said with a smile. “Sheila is in the back, she’ll get you started.” 

I unboxed a shipment of wedding dresses and hung them on the appropriate racks. 

The bridesmaid dresses were next followed by the flower girl dresses. A small amount of tuxedos had come in and I hung them up as well. We took a short break and then I moved several racks around and started on the prom dresses. Occasionally there were fits of giggles between Sheila and her mom as we worked. This was the largest segment of the shipment and it was close to midnight before we got done. I went home wondering what Saturday and Sunday would bring. 

I arrived at the store at nine and began re-arranging the shoe display while Sheila and her mom worked on the line of bridal lingerie I filled the cases with four styles of dyeable shoes of various heel heights. After setting up the color chart, I filled the smaller drawers with bottles of dye. The handbags were last and I placed them next to the shoes. Sheila and her mom were setting up the veil display as I was finishing up. 

“The lunch I ordered should be here in a few minutes,” announced Barbara. “Have a seat in the break room. I opened the soft drink machine, help yourself.” 

I walked back to the break room and took a can of diet soda out of the machine. 

Shortly, Sheila joined me with several boxed lunches. She handed me one of them along with a plastic fork and spoon. I opened the box to find a small salad and a container of yo-gurt. It didn’t seem like much, as hungry as I was. 

“You have to keep your girlish figure,” she said with a smirk as she opened a packet of ketchup and squirted it on her cheeseburger and fries. 
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I didn’t respond as Barbara joined us. While the two women talked about styles and colors of the new shipment of dresses, I ate in silence. I had lost some additional weight since school began. I wanted to keep myself trim for the upcoming baseball season, not so I could maintain my current dress size. 

When we finished eating, I cut up the cardboard boxes and placed them in the recy-cling container. I put the stuffing and extra plastic wrap in the garbage, then swept the floor. After cleaning up the lunchroom and the stock area, I walked out to the main floor to find Sheila to see what had to be done next. 

Sheila was standing near the front door talking with two women. The two women wore pink smocks from the beauty salon several doors down from the store. They both smiled as I approached them. 

“I’m all done in the back. What is next?” I asked. 

“Mom said to wash the windows inside and out. When you’re done with that, vacuum the carpets and empty the trash baskets. That should be it but check with Mom before you punch out,” she answered. 

“OK,” I replied and walked back to the utility closet to retrieve the window washing gear. 

As I was leaving, I overheard one of the women say, “You know he would look gorgeous in a maid’s outfit too! I’d love to have him come to my house to clean!” They erupted into giggles as I walked out of earshot. 

I finished my cleaning chores and walked into Barbara’s office to see what other chores needed to be taken care of. 

“That’s all for today, I guess. You can punch out, but be here tomorrow morning early. 

About eight AM,” she said with a smile. 

“Okay,” I answered. I punched out and drove home. 

As I drove, I wondered what was behind that smile. I had a feeling Sunday was going to be another “dress up” day and I could do nothing about it. I was quite certain complain-ing to the woman at the agency would result in nothing more than humiliation as she told her other female employees what I was being required to do under the guise of “stock work.” Then again, maybe she already knew. 

That night, I couldn’t go to sleep right away, wondering about the next day. When I finally did go to sleep, I dreamed of wearing that pink chemise I had been given. The alarm clock shocked me awake. I got dressed, ate a light breakfast, then left for work. 

I parked near the rear entrance and pushed the buzzer. Sheila opened the door and let me in. We walked to the office and she pointed to one of the chairs. 

“Take off your clothes and put the panty briefer on, then come out here.” 

There was no point in saying anything, as it was apparent that I was going to be a model for day. I closed the door and undressed. After putting the foundation garment on, I opened the door and walked out. 

One of the women from the beauty salon was standing next to Sheila. “Spread your legs apart and stand perfectly still,” she ordered. 
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I did so and with wax strips, she removed what little blonde fuzz I had for body and facial hair. Next, I sat down at the makeshift vanity and, after she curled my eyelashes and plucked my eyebrows into a more feminine line, I applied my makeup and put on a set of press-on nails, pink of course, to match my lipstick. Sheila placed a blonde wig on my head. I stood up and put my bra on. She placed two gelatinous breast forms in the cups and adjusted the straps. A pair of bridal pantyhose was next followed by a floor-length bridal petticoat and petti-slip. After adjusting the straps of the petti-slip, Sheila and the beautician stood in front of me. 

“Wow, when Mom gets here, she isn’t going to believe this!” said Sheila as she took several pictures of me in the bridal lingerie. 

The beautician left and I sat down at the vanity. I paged through a bridal magazine while Sheila was on the main floor organizing the gowns. Barbara arrived just before nine and did a double take as she saw me. She went into her office and took off her coat. When she returned, she had a camera in her hand and motioned me to follow her out front. 

At the shoe display, I was fitted for a pair of high heels. 

“Walk carefully in these,” Barbara admonished. “The dyeables are flimsy since they are made to be worn only once and they don’t have the support the leather pumps you are used to wearing do.” 

The words made sense but her remark about “leather pumps you are used to wearing” 

made it sound as if my life had been spent in high heels. I walked over to the rack of bridal gowns where Sheila had unzipped the first one and removed it from its hanger. Both women helped me slip it on. Barbara zipped me up and Sheila attached the veil. I picked up my skirts and walked up the two steps to the window display area. I turned around to face them and they began taking the pictures for the display and newspaper ads. 

I stepped down and changed gowns. After an hour, I took off the pettislip and petticoat and was photographed in the sheath style gowns. The rustle of the petticoats as I moved excited me almost as much as the feel of the bridal satin against my smooth, hair-free skin. 

I imagined myself walking down the aisle in such finery with everyone looking at me as I took the arm of someone like Ann waiting for me at the alter. Lost in my thoughts, I didn’t hear what Sheila was saying to me. 

“Hey! YOOHOO!, Natalie! Earth to Natalie, come in please!” said Sheila. “Ditzy blonde, pay attention!” 

“I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I was thinking of something else.” 

“Hmm, Ann perhaps?” suggested Sheila. 

I didn’t answer as Barbara removed my veil and unzipped me. I stepped out of the last bridal sheath. 

“Put the shoes back on the rack, go into my office and change your pantyhose. There is a sheer pair on my desk for you to wear with the bridesmaid dresses, along with the black leather pumps since I’m not going to dye a matching pair of heels in your size for each dress,” she ordered. 

When I returned, I put a shorter petticoat and pettislip on. I was photographed in the tea-length bridesmaid dresses, with the appropriate hairpiece, gloves and matching purse. 
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Last were the sheath styles and then we were done. Barbara downloaded the photos on her computer while Sheila helped me undress and remove my makeup. Barbara stepped out of her office so I could get dressed. When I punched out, Barbara and Sheila were looking at some of the 8X10 printouts. 

“These turned out great!” exclaimed Barbara. “Sheila was right about you. You are a terrific model and you look as good as any girl we could have hired. See you at eight AM

next Sunday and we’ll do the prom and party dresses!” 

I nodded and walked out. Another day, another dress-up, I thought. When I got back home, I checked myself in the rearview mirror before entering the apartment. I splashed some after-shave on again and joined my mom on the couch for the late afternoon Sunday football game. 

That week I found it hard to concentrate on my studies as I continued to have visions of myself in those gorgeous gowns. It was a hard to admit that I had begun to enjoy my femininity. Expressing it through modeling was a perfect outlet but there was always the downside of having to take everything off and become manly again. Vacillating back and forth was beginning to wear on me. 

On Sunday, I reported to the store again. Barbara was on the floor making her selec-tions. I put on a pair of pink ruffled panties, a pink garter belt and bra, the sheer stockings, then took my seat at the vanity. I applied my makeup as Sheila stood smiling behind me. 

She clipped a pair of six-inch long earrings to my earlobes and placed a single strand pearl necklace around my throat. 

“You really should have your ears pierced, Natalie,” she added as she adjusted the brown wig. 

“No thanks,” I added as I placed the bright pink press-on nails over my fingernails. Being called “Natalie” was yet another thing I had gotten used to. 

I spent the day in and out of a variety of prom and party dresses. Each was modeled with four-inch heels of course and with the appropriate matching purse and gloves of various lengths. 

“I saved the best for last,” announced Sheila as she put a powder blue chiffon dress back on the rack. 

She removed a pink satin, puff sleeve minidress. I stepped into the short pink petticoats as she unzipped it and took it off the hanger. I slipped it over my head and she adjusted it over the petticoats. After zipping me up, she pinned a large pink bow to the top of my wig. The matching pink patent leather pumps had five-inch heels. I stepped into them, picked up the matching dainty pink purse, and struck several poses for Sheila’s camera. 

“That’s the last one,” said Sheila. “Leave it on. Ann has a weekend pass and wants to take you out to dinner before heading back to the base.” 

I wasn’t happy about the fact that neither Sheila nor her mom had mentioned this be-forehand. I was confident in my ability to go out in public but this particular outfit made me look a little silly, especially with the large pink bow at the top of my wig. I felt like a piece of pink candy but instead of being on a stick I was on five-inch stiletto pumps. 

Ann breezed in the back door around four PM. 
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“Afternoon ladies, how did everything go?” she asked

“Just fine,” answered Barbara. “Here are the keys to the store. Bring Natalie back here to change after your date. Leave the lights on as they are now and lock up when you leave.” 

Barbara and Sheila left as Ann walked over to where I was seated at the vanity. I touched up my blusher and lipstick as she smiled at me. 

“You look gorgeous!” she said. “I’ve got the limo outside. We have reservations for four-thirty so we better get going.” 

She removed a ladies coat

from a nearby rack and held it

out for me as I put my makeup

items back in my purse. Outside, 

Ann gave to the door a yank to

be sure it was locked and

opened the limo door for me. 

A few minutes later, we ar-

rived at an out-of-the-way night-

club. Above the door there were

two pink hearts joined together

inside of which was the name

“Lillian’s.” Once inside, we

checked our coats. The pretty

girl in the coat checkroom wore

a black minijumper flared out

with petticoats over her white

sissy blouse. She wobbled

slightly on her black stiletto

pumps as she hung up our coats

and handed us our tags. 

Ann grabbed my arm and

steered me inside where the

hostess, also in a minidress and

heels, escorted us to a side

booth. I didn’t want to stare but

I noticed both girls could just as

easily have been boys like my-

self. I didn’t have time to look

more closely as we sat down

and opened our menus. 

Ann ordered a Pink Lady for

me and a brandy for herself. We

sipped our drinks and made
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small talk until our dinner came. The other couples there were all women, or at least most of them were, I guess. 

We danced to the soft music coming from the corner speakers until our food came. I found it very easy to place one hand on her shoulder and the other in her hand and let her lead me around the dance floor, even if I was in five inch heels. I just sort of melted in her arms and let her take control of our movements. 

We were sipping our second drink when the food came. It was excellent and after we finished, we had an after-dinner drink and another dance. Ann left a tip and paid the bill at the desk. We got our coats back and went out to the limo. 

Back at the store, I put the coat back on the rack as Ann slipped off hers and we went into Barbara’s office. She took her dress coat off and tossed it on the chair. I turned around and she kissed me hard on the mouth as her strong arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me close. I put my arms around her neck and kissed her back just as hard. 

She picked me up as effortlessly as I would my purse and carried me over to the couch. 

We necked up a storm and I was getting hard inside my panties. I was feeling  so  girlish and feminine, yet this role reversal was turning me on. She whispered in my ear, “It’s time.” 

Quickly she unbuckled her belt and took off her trousers and underpants. She pushed my dress up and slid my panties down. We changed positions and she guided me inside of her. As we rocked back and forth, I was confounded by the image of a girly boy having intercourse with a manly girl. She let out a gasp as we climaxed together. I went limp and slid out of her. For a few minutes, we lay in a sweaty embrace. 

“Geeze, that was great,” she said. “It’s getting late and I have to get the limo back and return to the base.” 

I got up and pulled my panties up. I had become a man again, but a man dressed as a woman. I smoothed my dress as she put her clothes back on. 

“Unzip me please? I have to change,” I asked. 

She unzipped me and helped me out of the dress, then walked into the restroom. After hanging the dress and petticoats back on their hangers, I sat at the vanity and removed my jewelry, nails, wig and makeup. I was still in my bra and panties when she came out of the restroom and walked towards the door. 

“The lock is all set, just shut the door hard when you leave,” she said. 

I nodded as she turned and left. I took off my lingerie and heels, then got dressed in my male clothing. I was still feeling a mixture of elation, confusion and wonderment at what had just happened. Was I two people, one male and one female, or was I one person with both masculine and feminine emotions? I walked out of the store and shut the door hard, making sure the lock had engaged. 

As I drove home, I found it hard to reconcile with myself. There was such a conflict going on in my mind. Back at home, I showered and got into bed. I fell asleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow. 
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I had very little work in February. As the end of the month approached, I got some clerical work at the temp agency, helping the owner process a bunch of new applications as well as purging the filing cabinets of some old ones. 

The last day of February brought an ice storm; as Mom was coming home from a teachers’ meeting, she lost control of her car and wound up in the ditch. She was DOA. I got through the funeral and within a couple of weeks, I had the life and car insurance settle-ments deposited in the bank. I had three months of school left. I wasn’t sure what would happen after that but it would give me time to think. I had a lot of things to think about. 

Temp work was spotty as April’s warmth got rid of the snow and May brought out the green in everything. Spring was a time of renewal, a time to begin again. I wasn’t sure yet what I was going to do but I would be financially secure for several years, so I didn’t feel the need to rush into anything. 

Sheila called Wednesday night and asked me to help her mom serve at an afternoon business meeting. Some sales reps she had bought her line of apparel from would be dropping by for coffee and cake. 

That Saturday, after a brief stop at the beauty shop to have my legs and arms waxed again, I arrived at the house around one PM. It came as no surprise to find myself sitting at the vanity in a black bra, panties and garter belt, holding up a pair of fishnet stockings. 

Barbara stood behind me as I applied red rouge and lipstick to match the red press-on nails. Four-inch long earrings, a choker and a cap on top of my black wig made me the ideal French maid. 

“You should consider becoming a makeup artist as a career. You do that so well, and your looks would sell a lot of cosmetic products. In fact, the owner of the beauty shop several doors down from us is contemplating expanding their shop to include a makeup studio,” she said. 

She handed me two short petticoats; I stepped inside them and brought them up to my waist. From the closet she removed a black taffeta French maid puff sleeve minidress from its hanger and I slipped it over my head. After adjusting the hem around the petticoats, she zipped me up, then gave me a squirt of sweet perfume behind each ear. Last was the white tricot apron. 

“French perfume for a pretty French maid,” she said as she added another squirt to each wrist. 

I stepped into the black five-inch stiletto leather pumps and followed her out to the dining area. Sheila’s face brightened when she saw me. I helped Sheila set the table, then listened as Barbara instructed me as to how I was to serve her guests. By now I was as adept walking in five-inch stilettos as I was in sneakers. Sheila took several pictures as I used the feather duster and vacuumed the carpets. 

When the guests arrived, I seated them in the living room and served them wine. After about an hour of conversation, they seated themselves at the table for cake and coffee. I was at my effeminate best, whether I was mincing in stiletto heels or serving them in my finest coquettish, limp-wristed fashion. 
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After the guests left, I helped clean up the table. I washed and dried the dishes. As I sat at the vanity and removed my makeup, I thought about what Barbara had said about becoming a makeup artist and selling cosmetics and nail products. I knew I could pass in convincing fashion but would I be able to do this 24/7? 

I had adapted easily to being en femme when I had to. It had come back to me for a costume party and when I became a hostess and maid. Maybe there  was  a life here after all. 

I finished dressing and put the lingerie in the drawer. I hung the petticoats and minidress up in the closet and went home. I splashed the last of the sample bottle of after-shave lo-tion on and tossed the empty bottle in the trash. 

Early Sunday morning over breakfast, I made my decision. I drove to the local thrift stores and purchased a modest wardrobe of skirts, blouses, slacks and jeans. In addition, I picked out a new pair of pink running shoes and several pairs of dress flats for school. The beauty shop gave me a substantial discount on several wigs and a supply of makeup. The beauty shop manager showed me the plans for the new shop, then she made a phone call to the lingerie department of a large women’s department store that anchored one end of the mall. I picked up my purchase and went back to the apartment. 

Monday morning, I registered for the Fall term at a beauty college and put a deposit on an apartment close by. I notified my landlord I was moving and contacted the phone and power companies. I continued to work part-time as a temp. I let my hair and nails grow. 

By the time school started, I had disposed of all my male clothing and was now living completely en femme. 

When the fall line of bridal wear came in, I reported to the store. No one seemed surprised to see me walk in wearing a blouse, skirt, three-inch heels and carrying a purse. In fact, they were all smiles. I went into the back room and changed into foundation gar-ments and sheer hose. After I put on my makeup, I walked over to the rack where Sheila handed me my petticoats. I stepped into them, then she helped me with the pettislip and the first wedding dress. I felt wonderful in that dress and good about my future as I stepped into my high heels and walked out to the floor. My future would be in femininity. 

I was now and forever petticoated for life. 


###
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