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PRINCESS FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

My father, Harlow Kilbourne, was an Australian. He worked as an internal auditor for the Grunnell Corporation, a conglomerate based in Sydney. He had two passions, travel and golf. It had never been his intention to marry. He traveled quite a bit and when he was off, he preferred to be golfing or relaxing with a glass of brandy and the latest best-selling novel. 

My mother Dana was an Iranian orphan who had been adopted and was now a U.S. 

Citizen. They met at an embassy party. My father had spent several years in Singapore, England and Canada before coming to the U.S. After six months, they married and a year later, I arrived. I was four when he was transferred to Japan. After four years there, we went back to England, then spent two years in Hong Kong and Canada, and finally went to New York. Each stint had its trials and tribulations. I never made close friends because like many children of corporate executives and military people, we moved around a lot. 

After they married, my mom left her embassy job and completed her teaching degree. 

She wasn’t always able to find work because we moved so much but my dad made good money so we never lacked for anything. I guess the only thing we never did have was a place we could call our own. 

Mom knew my Dad loved his work too much to quit and do something else ,so she never complained about not having a house. I felt a little sad for her because she had given up a lot for my dad’s career. 

We were alone quite a bit. When she knew my father would be gone for several days, she would dress me in girls clothes. She confessed she had always wanted a girl. She called it our “little secret.” 

She would start by putting me in a bubble bath. Afterwards, she had me put on a girl's nightgown. We would paint each others nails bright pink. The next morning, she would dress me in pink panties, a petti-slip, pink socks, pink puff sleeve dress, pink gloves and Page - 3
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pink Mary Jane shoes. After combing some of my hair down over my forehead for bangs, she would place a pink bonnet on my head, then apply some pink lipstick to my lips and cheeks. We would spend the day shopping and having lunch like a mother and daughter. 

I enjoyed our little game. I especially liked the feel of the tricot panties on my smooth skin. Sometimes she had me wear a pink apron and I would help her bake cookies or prepare a meal. 

Except for an occasional weekend in the country, I spent most of my time around the hustle and bustle of big cities. I did not care for the congestion, traffic and noise but there were other things that appealed to me. I did share my mother's love for classical music. I thoroughly enjoyed the peacefulness of an occasional concert that Mom and I would attend. Dad was usually too busy or too tired. 

I took golf lessons early on as the rowdy fans of soccer and other rough and tumble sports were not to my liking. The solitude of the golf course, whether alone or with my dad, was my escape from my surroundings or whatever was troubling me at the time. I became an accomplished golfer and not only could beat my father but lettered on the school team. 

I was short and of slight build. I had light tan skin that was unblemished and almost completely hair-free. With a full head of dark brown hair and eyes to match, I guess there was more of my mother in me than my father. This had not been a problem until my freshman year when some of the older boys decided to pick on me for one thing or another. 

That year, I heard the word “sissy” for the first time. Shortly, some of the martial arts moves I studied while in Asia came into play and I wasn’t bothered again. It's amazing what a few loose teeth and a broken nose will do to adjust someone’s attitude. 

Our dress-up games continued as I got older. Of course by then I didn’t wear nail polish any more. My clothes consisted of foundation garments, sheer nylons or pantyhose, a slip under my dress or a camisole and a matching half-slip under my blouse and skirt. 

Three-inch heel leather pumps had replaced my Mary Janes. I felt as comfortable, if not more, in feminine apparel as I was in my boy clothes. 

My father never caught on nor do I believe he even suspected. My stash of clothes was well hidden in a garment bag hanging in the basement storage area. Depending on my father's schedule, we would have these outings several times a month. I never objected to her little game because I could see it gave her a great deal of pleasure even though I knew it wasn’t the right thing for her to be doing to her son. 

She enjoyed having me try on a dress, or a frilly blouse and a skirt. Then I would walk around in front of her and the sales clerk in a proper girly fashion. After I modeled the items so she could pick out the ones she liked the best, she would make a purchase, then we would have lunch. Afterward, she made certain that I applied fresh lipstick and blusher before we left the table, just as any girl would. 

Back home, she would get this sorrowful look in her eyes as I undressed and put the girly clothes away. I would sit at the vanity and she would remove my makeup. Then I would put on my boy clothes. I felt the way Cinderella must have felt. Instead of Midnight, it was the end of the day and I would have to change back into who I was, not who mom wanted me to be. 
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Sometimes at night, I would wonder why I felt so good and behaved so naturally when I wore feminine apparel. Maybe I shouldn’t have been born a boy after all. Was there such a thing as a girl in a boy's body? I wondered. 

I finished my freshman year. After the last day of school, I arrived home to find my mother on the kitchen floor. Later, at the hospital, I learned she had died of an aneurism. I helped my dad pack up her things. Along with my secret stash, we took everything to a thrift store. That summer was a very difficult time as we both had to adjust to living without her. 

Fortunately, without my father's knowledge, I was able to remove the memory card from mom's camera containing all the pictures she had taken of me en femme. I felt bad about giving away all the nice girl things she had bought me but I knew I couldn’t keep them. I had not only come to enjoy this little charade but also the

feeling of the lingerie against my

skin. I loved the way I felt when

I wore the clothes. 

When I walked in a skirt or

dress and heels, it seemed more

natural than when I wore my

male clothing. The admiring

glances we got from men and

boys at the mall told me I must

have looked pretty good. Quite

frankly, I guess I enjoyed being a

girl and I was really going to

miss all of that. 

We ate out more often even

though I was a fair cook. We

spoke little except for details

about Dad’s work or my golf

game. My father decided to hire

a housekeeper before school

started and shortly Rita Sanchez

became part of our lives. She

was an excellent cook and kept

the place spotless. 

I was looking forward to my

sophomore year and getting

back into the routine that school

would bring. 

It would be good to have the

studies to occupy my thoughts. 

Sometimes at night, I would
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dream of being dressed-up and walking through the mall with her. 

Once, we passed a bridal salon on the way home and, on impulse, she turned around and went back. The store wasn’t busy so the clerk let me try on a couple of the gowns and some back stock prom dresses. I enjoyed myself more than I cared to admit. Modeling the satin bridal gowns as well as the bridesmaid dresses, both worn with four-inch high heels, gave me and her a great deal of pleasure. 

My only reminder of those good times was the tiny memory card from her camera that I kept safely hidden in my bottom dresser drawer. Periodically, I would take it out and insert it in our home computer so I could spend a little time reminiscing of the happy times Mom and I spent together. 

School began and I dove into my studies. I got accustomed to being alone. Rita was friendly and jovial. I worked out several times a week at the gym. Now that the weather was getting colder and golf was over for the year, I spent several hours at the indoor driving range to stay in good form. 

That’s where I met Helga Langford. She was a plain-looking girl with a stocky build. 

We would talk briefly while walking to and from the range. She asked me to lunch one Sunday morning after we finished at the range. It surprised me but I accepted her invita-tion readily. We had burgers, fries and a soda at a nearby restaurant. 

There was something about her that I liked, though I couldn’t quite place what it was. I felt more comfortable around her than with some of the girls in my school. She had an assertive personality, unlike the other girls at school. I liked the way she took charge and felt very secure when I was with her. 

Her mom, Denise, managed a woman’s department store and her dad was deceased. 

We talked about the shock and struggle of losing a parent. Though money was not a problem, the hurt and loneliness still had its impact on both of us. 

Near the end of the semester, she invited me to her house for a Saturday afternoon. Her mom had bought a new big screen TV and we were going to watch a football game and have pizza afterwards. I let my dad know where I would be and arrived at her house about noon. Helga showed me to the living room where she had the pizza and pop on the coffee table in front of the sofa. I sat next to her on the couch and we dug in. The pop tasted a bit funny, but I thought it might just be old. 

The game started and the big screen TV made it all the more enjoyable. She handed me another glass of pop and by half-time, I felt a little woozy. When the gun sounded, she grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. 

“Let me show you the rest of the house,” she said with a smirk. 

I followed her through the dining room and kitchen, then back to the hallway that led to the bedrooms. The condo was a two-bedroom and each bedroom had its own bathroom. 

Her mom's bedroom was fairly large and the full bath was beautiful. Then she led me to her bedroom which was a little smaller but just as nice. 

I was beginning to feel a little sleepy and as I turned to go back to the living room, she grabbed me around the waist and kissed me hard. I was startled by her actions; because she was a very strong girl I offered no resistance as we embraced. 
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“Get undressed!” she ordered as she began to take her clothes off. 

Shortly, we were both naked. She walked to the closet and took a pink nightgown off its hanger. 

“Put this on, girly boy,” she ordered. “I know what you like!” she added. 

Wordlessly, I took the pretty pink nightie from her and slipped it over my head. As the chiffon cascaded over my naked body, I felt myself get rock hard. 

“Pucker up!” she said as she stood over me, brandishing a pink lipstick in one hand. 

I tilted my head up and she applied the makeup to my lips and cheeks. She walked over to the vanity and removed a blonde wig from the foam head. After putting it on my head, she pinned a pink bow at the top. She stood back with her arms crossed and looked at me with a grin. 

“Now, aren’t you just the cutest little sissy boy ever?” she laughed. “Mom told me all about you. How your mom would bring you into the store in your pretty dresses and makeup, then parade around in the outfits she picked out. And to think she was supposed to believe it was all your mother's idea!” 

I was a bit in shock. My legs felt like lead. Before I could open my mouth to say anything, she stepped forward and kissed me again. Then she picked me up and carried me over to the bed. 

Later, as we lay close together, the only sound in the room was our breathing. I could barely hear the announcer's voice from the TV in the living room. I was still a bit woozy. I had just become a man, well sort of, anyway. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. 

“At least you’re not a gay sissy boy, that’s for sure,” she remarked. “Mom was wrong about that.” 

She kissed me hard and we coupled again. I fell asleep afterwards. When I woke up, she was gone. I got up and used the john. When I came out, she was standing at the vanity. 

“Come over here,” she barked. 

I walked to her obediently. She took off the wig and placed it back on the foam head. 

Using cold cream, she removed my lipstick and blusher. She pulled the nightgown over my head and put it back in the closet. 

“Get dressed and come out to the living room when you are done,” she instructed. 

She turned and walked out as I got dressed. I checked myself in the mirror and saw no traces of the makeup. I felt much better as I walked to the living room. The TV was off and she was standing near the front door. I walked over to her and she handed me a small brown paper bag. 

“A special gift for a special boy. Thanks for a wonderful afternoon sissy boy,” she smiled as she opened the door. 

I went home. When I got upstairs, I opened the bag to find a package of disposable ra-zors and a can of women’s shaving gel. The note inside read, “The next time you come, I want you sissy smooth all over.” 
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I closed the bag and put it in the bottom drawer of my dresser under some old shirts. 

That night after supper, while I was showering, I thought about the events of that afternoon. Though I was shocked by her forwardness, I had found the experience wonderful. I did have difficulty reconciling the fact that I had become a man while dressed as a woman. 

Even more difficult was the fact that my old feelings had returned and I had found great pleasure in being submissive. The fact that I had surely been drugged and not seduced did not matter any more. I wondered if and when she would call me again. I didn’t have long to wait. 

My Dad came home early Friday afternoon just as I got home from school. We went out for a steak dinner. We talked about school and my golf game. He would be leaving for a week in San Francisco on Saturday and would be returning late the following Sunday night. At home, he chatted briefly with Rita, then we both went to bed. 

Saturday afternoon, Helga called just as I got home from the driving range. The conversation was short and one-sided. 

“Sunday, twelve noon, Giants vs Eagles. Be on time and be girly smooth.” Then she hung up. 

I hung up the phone. I worked on some stuff for school, then watched the last half of a football game. Our TV was a 21” console model. I missed the clarity and size of Helga’s new 32” HDTV. 

I ate supper and after Rita left, I went upstairs to bathe. I undressed and took the bag from the bottom dresser drawer. I hadn’t started shaving my face yet. What little peach fuzz there was could easily be removed with a small section of sandpaper. 

I read the instructions on the can and, after soaking in the tub for a few minutes, I spread the gel over my legs. I shaved my legs carefully and then my arms. I stood up and did my buttocks and underarms. I opened the drain and turned the shower on, making sure any remnants of what little hair I had removed did not stay in the tub for Rita to find and ask questions about. 

I dried off, then checked myself in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door. I leaned in close to find there was no visible peach fuzz on my face either. I put on my paja-mas and after watching a movie, went to bed. As I got between the sheets, I missed the feel of the chiffon nightgown Helga made me wear. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. 

The next morning, I got up about seven-thirty and ate a light breakfast. I tried to read the Sunday paper but found it hard to concentrate on what I was reading. My mind was four hours ahead at Helga’s place. 

I felt myself getting hard just thinking about it. 

Promptly at eleven forty-five, I arrived at the lobby of Helga’s condo complex and rang the bell. Helga buzzed me in and I took the elevator to the third floor. I knocked on her door and she opened it. She was wearing a T-shirt, jeans and an ear to ear grin. 

“I’m glad you’re here, sissy boy. C’mon in, I have everything ready for you.” She ca-ressed my butt as I walked in front of her to the bedroom. 
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“Strip!” she ordered. “I have your clothes on the bed. Hurry up, the kickoff is in a few minutes.” 

I undressed and placed my clothes on the chair. She held up a pair of pink panties with black elastic trim. 

“Mom said it was your favorite color,” she squealed. 

I took them from her and put them on. I felt myself getting hard as she held out the matching pink bra. I put my arms through the straps and she fastened the back hooks. She placed the foam inserts in the cups and adjusted the straps. Then she handed me the pink garter belt. I stepped into it and brought it up to my waist. I rolled each stocking down, put it on and hooked it to the garter. Standing behind me, she slid her hands up and down my legs. 

“Sheer and smooth, just like a girl's!” she commented. “Now, sit at the vanity.” 

Obediently, I sat down in front of the mirror. 

“From now on, you will do your own makeup. I love watching sissies put on makeup,” 

she laughed. 

I picked up the pink lipstick and filled in my lips with a thick layer. With my little finger, I applied some to my cheeks and brushed it around in circles for a blush look. When I finished, she placed the blonde wig on my head and pinned the pink sissy bow to the top. 

“Now for my special surprise,” she said as she walked over to the closet. 

She handed me a short pink petticoat. I put it on as she held up a pink satin mini-dress. 

She unzipped and held it up by the hem. I put my arms through the puff sleeves and she pulled it down around the petticoat. Next, she placed a pair of pink patent leather pumps at my feet. I stepped into them to find they fit perfectly. 

“Mom had a sheet in her desk with your measurements,” said Helga as she zipped me up. “It looks like she was right all the way around. C’mon now, it’s almost game time.” 

I walked ahead of her into the living room. The dress bounced over the petticoats as my heels hit the floor. I sat on the sofa. She handed me a glass of soda and sat down very close to me, wrapping her arm around my shoulders as she did so. She took a sip of her drink, then glanced over at me. 

“You know, you should really get your ears pierced. I’d love to see you in long girly earrings. Too bad we can’t get you in nail polish, too. Just like you and your mom used to do,” she giggled as the kickoff started. 

We ate the pizza and drank our pop as the game progressed. By the two-minute warning, she was all over me. The Giants were behind and she was upset. She was kissing me like crazy. Finally, she punched the “off” button on the remote and grabbed my arm. As we headed for the bedroom, I nearly stumbled in my high heels to keep up with her. 

We entered the bed room and she undressed. She unzipped me and helped me out of the dress and petticoat. She pulled my panties down and as my erection sprung forth she picked me up and tossed me on the bed. 
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When we were finished, she held me close. I hadn’t said a word and, judging by the smile on her face, she wasn’t going to talk either. We both lay quietly for awhile. Then she began nuzzling me and we began again. 

It was the fourth quarter before we returned to the living room but not before she made me sit at the vanity and re-apply my lipstick and blusher. As I walked in front of her back to the living room, she giggled again. 

“I wish I could keep you in panties, dresses, heels and lipstick. You are a terrific girly boy. When I see you in boy clothes, I get the urge to scream at you that it’s not right and I want to drag you back here and dress you properly.” 

I said nothing and instead watched the game as the Giants tried to rally but couldn’t. 

“Well that’s that,” she stated as the gun sounded. “Okay girlie, back to the bedroom and we’ll get you dressed to go home. Hurry up. Mom is done at five and it is almost five-thirty now.” 

We walked quickly to the bedroom and she helped me undress. After I removed the wig and makeup, I got dressed and became a boy again. She walked me to the door. 

“Mom is off next weekend so until next time, sissy boy, take care,” she said. 

I wished I could be with Helga and en femme all the time too. Those feelings I had as a little kid had come back and they were now stronger than ever. 

I went home and ate supper. In the shower, I looked down at my hair-free male body and wondered, what it would be like if I were a female? I dried myself off. I longed for some perfumed body talc and a soft pretty nightgown to slip into. How strange for a young man to think of such things. I was becoming obsessed with this idea of becoming more and more feminine. Where was this all going? 

I didn’t hear from her the next week. I didn’t see her at the driving range either, al-though there were two other girls, one on each side of me, who appeared to be looking me over in a strange way. I hit my bucket of balls and went home. I wondered if Helga had told any of her friends about me. I hoped to keep this a secret, even though I was looking forward to our next get together. 

My father continued to come and go. I kept my grades up and Rita kept me well-fed and the house clean as a whistle. The phone rang the Thursday before Halloween weekend. 

“Mom’s going out of town this weekend,” said Helga. She’s letting me throw a Halloween party Saturday night. Come over about five so I can see if your costume fits.” 

She hung up right away without giving me a chance to say anything. I guess she just assumed I would be free to come over whenever she wanted me to. Friday night while bathing, I shaved myself again and after drying myself off, I used some hand cream all over my body to keep myself girly soft. I arrived at her place promptly at five. 

“You’re going to  love  your costume,” she giggled as she let me in. “This internet site has just the most fabulous stuff. I  can’t wait  to see you in it.” 

I followed her back to the bedroom. As we passed the dining room, I saw an orange table cloth on the table with four black placemats. As much as I enjoyed this role playing, I Page - 10
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had hoped to keep it between us. Now there would be others here and I wasn’t sure about their ability to keep a secret, especially if some of her guests were from the same school I was attending. 

“Your lingerie is on the bed. Put it on while I get your costume,” she instructed. 

I undressed and put on a pair of black panties with pink elastic leg and waistband com-plemented by four rows of pink ruffles in the back. The black bra with foam inserts and garter belt was followed by fishnet stockings. She handed me a short white petticoat from the closet. I stepped into it and pulled it to my waist as she removed a gorgeous black satin French Maid mini dress from the hanger and slipped it over my head. After adjusting it around the petticoat, she zipped me up. 

“Sit at the vanity. Tonight you will be wearing eye makeup as well. I will do it this time but pay attention so you can do it yourself next time,” she ordered. 

I sat still as she applied the eye shadow, eye liner and, after curling my eyelashes, the mascara. Next she applied a drop of liquid red rouge on each cheek and a thick layer of bright red lipstick to my mouth. She attached a pair of long clip-on earrings to my earlobes and a white choker around my neck. A black wig was next with a white maid's cap pinned at the top. 

She opened a package of red press-on nails and selected the correct one for each finger. 

When she finished, I stood up and she slipped a white tricot apron over my head and tied it in the back in a large bow. Returning from the closet, she placed a pair of black leather four-inch heel stiletto pumps at my feet. I stepped gingerly into them as she squirted some sweet perfume behind each ear, much to my dismay. I was about to complain but I knew it would fall on deaf ears. 

“There you are, my little sissy boy. You are now a sassy French Maid. You will love serving me and my guests. Let’s go out to the living room and give you some practice walking in those high heel stilettos.” 

I walked ahead of her. After several trips around the living and dining room, I was able to walk without difficulty, despite the new heel height, in the mincing effeminate manner she dictated. I stopped in front of her. Next she taught me the proper way to curtsey. After some practice, she pronounced me ready to serve her and her friends. 

She took several pictures of me. One standing, one curtseying, one with my skirts up showing my panties, one with a feather duster as I dusted the apartment and the last with the vacuum cleaner as I cleaned the carpets to her satisfaction. 

“Since your real name is Brian I will call you Briana for today. It’s a nice French-sounding feminine derivative of your male name. Actually, on second thought, how about just Bree for short. I like that much better. Don’t you?” she asked I nodded with out speaking. We went back to the dining room and set the table. In the kitchen, she cut the chocolate cake with orange frosting into pieces. From the fridge, she took out a large punch bowl and carried it into the dining room while I brought the ladle and cups. 

It was just about six when the door buzzer went off. Helga went to the front door and let her friends thru the lobby. Shortly they arrived upstairs and the doorbell rang. 
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“When you open the door, curtsey politely and escort them to the living room,” she ad-monished. 

I walked to the door and opened it. I stepped back and curtseyed as the three giggly girls walked in, each one eyeing me as they walked past. None of them was wearing a costume, only jeans and a T-shirt like Helga. Apparently, I was to be the only one in costume. 

I closed the door and followed them into the living room. As the girls seated them-selves, Helga inserted a DVD into the player. 

“Bree these are my friends, Ginger, Patty and Marsha. Now please bring us some punch,” said Helga. 

I curtseyed politely and went to the dining room as the giggles began again. I returned with four cups on a tray and set it on the coffee table. I handed each girl a cup. 

“Get one for yourself, Bree,” said Helga. Then join us. You are going to love the two movies I have picked out.” 

I got my cup of punch and returned to the living room. I sat between Ginger and Patty as the movie started. It was an adult film entitled “Shortstop to Sissy.” It was about an abusive, smart aleck jock whose two ex-wives and his girlfriend transform him into a mincing, effeminate, sissy. 

Sipping my punch in ladylike fashion I tried to feign interest in the movie. When it ended, Helga jumped up and removed the disk. 

“Fill our glasses please, Bree,” she asked. 

While the girls used the bathroom, I filled their cups and my own as well. When they returned, Helga inserted the second disk. This one was entitled “Men Into Maids.” It was a story about a special school where short, slim, docile feminine boys were schooled to become sissy maids for wealthy women. The girls enjoyed the movie much more than I did. 

They had become louder and quite giggly as the movie ended. 

“Please bring the cake from the kitchen, Bree,” said Helga. 

As I stood up to go, Patty grabbed the hem of my dress and petticoat and pulled them up. All the girls giggled as they viewed the black panties with pink ruffles. She let go and I walked to the kitchen as the girls gathered around the dining room table. I brought in the cake and put a piece on the plate in front of each girl. 

“Leave us now, Bree, please,” said Helga. 

I curtseyed and walked back to the kitchen as the girls ate amid more giggles and fri-volity. Strangely, I felt no embarrassment or humiliation. I liked my subservient role and enjoyed pleasing the girls. It was almost as if I wasn’t acting at all. I was just being my feminine self. 

“Bree!” The shout came from the dining room. 

I walked in to see the girls getting up to leave. 

“Please clean up the table and do the dishes like a good sissy maid,” said Helga. 

Helga walked her friends to the door as I began picking up the plates, cups and forks. I took them into the kitchen, then returned to pick up the placemats and wipe them off. 
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While Helga folded up the table cloth, I filled the sink with hot soapy water. I put on pink latex gloves, then washed and dried the dishes. When I finished, I walked to the living room where she was reading a magazine. 

“Is there anything else?” I asked. 

She looked up at me with a frown. 

“Yes. You forgot to curtsey before you spoke to me. Just like you forgot when you came in from the kitchen to clear the table. Shame on you. There should be some punish-ment. Right now I can’t think of anything appropriate. Let’s get you undressed,” 

I walked to the bedroom. She removed the apron and unzipped the dress. While she hung it up, I stepped out of the petticoat. She took the petticoat from me and hung it up in the closet. 

“I am feeling adventurous today so we are going to try something new. Kneel here please,” she said as she tossed a pillow on the floor in front of me. 

I knelt down as she undressed and stood over me spread eagle. Locking her fingers behind my head, she pushed my face between her legs. 

“Do what I tell you,” she ordered. 

I followed her instructions. I couldn’t imagine what pleasure she saw in this as it did nothing for me. Maybe she was just asserting her authority over me. In any event, I was too busy licking, sucking and probing her with my tongue to ask. Shortly I was soaked with her juices as she sighed. 

“Very good. You follow orders quite well, girly boy. Now get up,” she barked. 

I stood up and she slid my garter belt and panties down. She carried me over to the bed and we coupled. 

“Jesus,” she exclaimed. This is too good to be true. You are the best sissy boy ever.” 

The ringing of the phone interrupted whatever she was going to say next. She reached over to the nightstand and answered it. She said nothing to the caller but hung up almost immediately. 

“Mom is at the airport and is coming home early. C’mon, I’ve got to get you out of her before she gets home.” 

I got up quickly and began undressing. Helga put my lingerie away as I sat at the vanity to remove my wig and makeup. I got dressed and she practically pushed me out the door. 

I got on the bus to go home and noticed some of the women looking at me funny as I passed by them on the way to my seat. I suddenly realized I had forgotten about the sweet perfume she had squirted on me. 

When I got home, I showered and used some of my dad’s after shave to cover the sweet scent. There were several messages on the answering machine for my dad. I was puzzled by this since his business contacts always called him at work. 

A month passed. I saw Helga only once at the driving range. We had been unable to get together because of school and our parents’ work schedules. Once, I saw two of the Page - 13
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three girls who had been at the party at the range. Patty and Marsha waved when they saw me, then burst into giggles. 

For the Thanksgiving holiday, Dad and I flew back to Australia. It was a nice trip but I was glad to get back to New York. There were more messages on the machine when we got back and I began to wonder what was going on. Dad said it was just business so I let it go at that. 

As the Christmas holidays approached, Helga invited me over for some eggnog the weekend before Christmas. Her mom would be working long hours that weekend and my dad would be out of town until the twenty-third. 

Saturday night, the sixteenth, I took a hot soak in the tub and shaved myself all over. I wondered what would be in store for me that next afternoon. I had hopes it would be just me and Helga. But if not, at least I would be able to enjoy another afternoon en femme. 

I slept late Sunday and after reading the paper, ate an early lunch. As an afterthought, I put a sample bottle of after shave in my coat pocket. I didn’t want the risk of getting on the bus smelling like a sweet sissy again, especially this time of the year when it would probably be more crowded than usual. 

I arrived at Helga’s at eleven-thirty. No sooner had I rung the bell when the door flew open and Ginger grabbed my arm and pulled me inside. 

“Hurry up!” she squealed as she began pulling at my coat buttons. “No time to waste.” 

I couldn’t figure out what the rush was as I hung my coat up. Patty had just set a large punchbowl of eggnog and some cups on the table as we walked to the bedroom. Helga was just coming out of the bathroom as we entered. She smiled at me as she placed a pink shower cap on my head. 

“Strip!” she said. “Your bath is ready. When you’re finished, put on the lingerie on the bed and come out here. We have your Christmas surprise ready for you.” 

I undressed as they left and walked into the bathroom. I stepped into the tub which had a top layer of red foam. I sank into the slimy bubble bath and the sweet aroma of cherries drifted up to my nostrils. The door suddenly flew open and Patti stepped in with a camera to take several pictures of me. 

After I scrubbed myself with the perfumed soap, I stood up and showered off the remnants of the foam. I dried myself off quickly and walked over to the bed to find several boxes sitting on the top of the bed spread. 

I opened the first box to find a bright red satin bra, panty and garter belt set. I put them on and opened the second box. This was a pair of light red seamed stockings. I put them on and attached them to the garter belt, then slipped into the pair of red patent leather pumps with four-inch heels. 

I turned to see Helga standing in the doorway. She held up her camera and took several pictures of me in provocative poses. 

“God, you are as gorgeous as any girl!” she exclaimed. 

Ginger joined us. She went over to the vanity table, removed the cover from a round container and brought it over to me. She pulled out the puff and dusted me from head to Page - 14
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foot with the perfumed body powder as Helga snapped some more pictures. When she finished, she put the puff back in and replaced the lid. 

“Sit at the vanity, Ginger wants to do your makeup,” said Helga. 

I sat down and tilted my head up to face Ginger. Helga began taking pictures again as Ginger applied a smoky grey eye shadow, eyeliner and mascara. Red rouge was next, followed by a thick layer of cherry red creamy lipstick. She clipped a pair of long earrings to my earlobes, then picked up a purse-size bottle of perfume and squirted some behind each ear and on my wrists. After placing the black wig on my head, she pinned a large red bow to the top, then selected the proper red press-on nail for each finger. When she finished, a single of pearls graced my neck and right wrist. She placed the makeup and perfume in a red clutch bag and handed it to me. As I stood up and faced her, she looked me over. 

“You’re all done, sissy boy and do you ever look hot,” she giggled. “Now for your dress.” 

Helga went to the closet and removed a bright red taffeta party dress. She unzipped it and helped me put it on. The dress had large puffy short sleeves and a black sash around the middle that culminated into a large black sissy bow at the base of the zipper. Helga zipped me up. A pair of mid-length red gloves was last. Handing me the matching red clutch purse, Ginger grinned. 

“You are one dynamite chick, girly boy. I wish I was taking you out,” she laughed. 

“Are we ready?” came a voice from the doorway. 

I turned to see Patty standing there in a black tuxedo, red cummerbund and highly polished black shoes. I was a bit confused as she came towards me and placed a fake fur wrap around my shoulders, then extended her arm. 

“Are we going somewhere?” I asked innocently. 

“No,” replied Helga. “WE aren’t going anywhere. YOU are. Patty is taking you to a nightclub for a Christmas dinner. We thought it was time the girls at the club got a good look at you. After all, they have heard so much about you!” 

“Wait a minute,” I stammered. I don’t think I should be going out like this. I mean…” 

A sharp glance from Helga told me to shut up. I took Patty’s arm and she walked me to the front door with Helga and Ginger behind us. 

“Now remember you are a lady. Walk, sit and act like one. Be effeminate and girly in everything you do, just like you do here for me. We’ll share the eggnog when you come back from your first date,” instructed Helga. 

Patty opened the door and we walked to the elevator. At the ground floor, she escorted me to the car and opened the door for me. I smoothed my dress with my left hand, sat down, and swung my legs inside the car in my best girly fashion as Patty held the door. I fastened my seat belt as she walked around the other side and got in. She started the car and backed out of the parking space. As we headed for the main street, she glanced over at me with a big smile. We sped down the road and I wondered just what kind of a night this was going to be. 
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Twenty minutes later, we arrived at small nightclub off a side street. Patty parked in the back and came around to my side and opened the door for me. I swung my legs out, took her hand and stood up. After smoothing my dress, I reached for my purse and we walked to the front of the club. 

I found myself feeling exhilarated at the sound of my high heels clicking on the side-walk as well as the prospect of being treated like a real girl who was being taken out for an evening of dining and dancing. 

Above the door, two female symbols, one black one pink, were intertwined. The name above the symbols, “Le Gaye Femmes” said it all. 

Patty held open the door for me and we went inside. Patty gave her name to the hostess. As we walked to our table, I got a good look at her, or shall I say him. 

He was wearing a pink miniskirt, pink satin blouse and knee-high pink spike heel boots. His hair or wig was bright pink as were his nails and lipstick. He had a very soft look and a voice to match. 

Patty held my chair for me. I placed my purse on the table with one hand and smoothed my dress with the other as I sat down in my best ladylike fashion. 

“Your waitress will be here in a few minutes,” he said in almost a whisper as he handed us our menus. Then he minced effeminately back to the hostess’s station. 

“Isn’t he just a darling sissy boy?” asked Patty. “He is just as delicate and feminine as a flower, or you!” 

“Yes Patty, he is,” I answered. 

“Please Bree, for tonight call me Patrick, okay?” said Patty in a deeper voice than she usually spoke with. 

“Why of course, Patrick,” I answered. I was very amused at the girl who was sitting across from me in a tuxedo wanting to be called by a male name. Just as amused as I pre-sumed she felt, sitting across from a perfumed, powdered, lipsticked sissy boy like me in a red taffeta party dress and heels. 

We opened our menus and discussed our options. The waitress, another pretty sissy boy, returned shortly with his book. 

“The lady will have the salmon special and I will have the porterhouse,” said Patty before I even had a chance to say anything. “A pink lady for her and the import beer for me please,” finished Patty. 

The sissy waitress collected our menus and left. 

Her authoritative manner excited me. I felt secure with this take charge girl just like I did with Helga. Patty was the tallest of the four girls. She was not as broad-shouldered as Helga or as thin as Ginger. In fact, she was more boyish than girlish. That suited me just fine. 

“Let’s dance, shall we?” asked Patty as she extended her hand over the table. 

I stood up and took her hand. Soft music was playing over the speakers as we walked to the open dance area. There were only two other couples dancing. Patty turned to face Page - 16
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me. I held up my right arm, hand dangling effeminately at the wrist. She took it in hers as my left hand went automatically to her right shoulder. She pulled me close and we began moving across the floor. 

“I’ve never danced this way before,” I whispered. 

“Just relax and let me lead,” comforted Patty. 

I caught the distinct aroma of her after shave. It excited me; I felt kind of dreamy as she held me against her. When the music ended, we broke apart and she led me back to the table. 

“Now, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” she asked. 

“No, it certainly wasn’t,” I answered. 

The sissy waitress returned with our drinks. I removed my gloves and took a sip of my pink soda as Patty drank a generous portion of her beer. For a minute, I forgot who I was. I looked at the hand with red fingernails holding the soda in front of me and thought about the sheer loveliness of the satin panties, sheer stockings and slippery taffeta dress I was encased in. This had to be a dream. 

Our meal came and it was the best meal I ever ate. Maybe it was the charming company. Maybe it was because I was quite comfortable in my feminine role, or perhaps a combination of the two. At any rate, I don’t recall feeling better at any time in my short life except of course when I was with Helga. 

Halfway through the meal. we danced again. I liked the way she held me close. This time we moved easily around the dance floor. She made me feel very girly and ladylike. 

When the music stopped, she twirled me around once. I giggled girlishly as she led me back to our table. When we finished eating, we skipped desert and headed home. 

At Helga’s place, Patty opened the car door for me and I stepped out. We went into the building and were buzzed upstairs. At the door, Patty reached in front of me and turned me around. I tilted my head up and she kissed me gently at first, then harder. I wrapped my arms around her neck as she forced my mouth open and pushed her tongue inside. We swapped spit for a few minutes, then I pushed her away. 

“They're expecting us, we should go inside,” I said Patty smiled as I took the handkerchief from her breast pocket and wiped the lipstick off her mouth. I put it back in her pocket when I finished. She looked very handsome in her tuxedo. 

“Give me just a minute,” I said as I took out my compact. 

I handed it to her to hold. I retrieved my lipstick and put on a fresh layer. I replaced the makeup in my purse and Patty rang the bell. Ginger answered the door and stepped aside. 

“The eggnog is fabulous, help yourselves,” she said with a grin. 

We walked past her to the dining room table. About a third of the punch was gone. In true gentlemanly fashion, Patty ladled me a cup and then herself. We walked back to the living room where the girls were seated. I sat in the corner of the sofa and Patty sat next to me with her arm around my shoulders. I took a sip of the eggnog and it tasted strong. I had no doubt that it was spiked with a little Holiday cheer. 
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The movie was just beginning. This one was called “Forever Feminized.” It was about a very feminine boy who is orphaned and then adopted by his aunt. She thinks boys are too much trouble, so she and her two daughters transform him into a sissy hairdresser and maid. 

At its conclusion, I got up to use the bathroom. When I returned, the girls were giggling about something and I noticed that my cup had been refilled. 

The second movie was called “Revenge of a Battered Woman.” The story is about a woman who severs her relationship with her batterer and within a year becomes success-ful in business and buys out her batterer’s company. With the country falling into a recession, she offers him a choice: Become unemployed or be retained as her personal secretary. 

That would require him to become feminized and not only work but live crossdressed as a female. Grudgingly, he accepts the latter and not only becomes her feminized sissy secretary but her sissy maid as well. 

About halfway through the movie, the eggnog had begun to hit me and I nearly fell asleep before it was over. I did not finish the rest of my drink as the movie ended. Hap-pily, I guess, as the former batterer consigned himself to spending the rest of his life as his ex-girlfriend’s secretary and maid, much to the amusement of her co-workers, friends and the girls I was with, of course. 

The girls got up to leave and we wished each other a happy holiday. I helped Helga clean up the dishes and we went into the bedroom. I stepped out of the pumps. As she unzipped me, she began nuzzling my neck. I pulled the dress over my head and Helga put it on the hangar. 

“Seeing you in that lovely taffeta dress really got my blood boiling, but I love you in just that red satin bra and panty set too,” she laughed. 

We embraced and she led me to the bed. Later, as I sat at the vanity removing my makeup, she stood behind me. 

“I hate seeing you take your makeup off. You should be wearing it all the time, as well as dresses and heels. You’re so delightfully feminine! You should be thinking about changing your sex. You are never going to be a real man and after the hormones kick in, you will be even more feminine than you are now,” she said. 

I finished and nodded my head as I removed the wig. 

“I know but what can I do?” I replied removing my bright red press-on nails. 

“When will you be eighteen?” she asked. 

“Next May. I am still a sophomore though. Moving around so much, I missed some school so it will be one and a half to two years before I have my diploma,” I replied. 

“Maybe you should start seeing a therapist and at least start taking hormones,” she suggested. 

“Right now, I just don’t know what to do,” I answered and began getting dressed. 

She walked out to the living room. I stared at myself in the vanity mirror. She was right, of course. I would never be a “man's man.” I looked better in dresses, makeup and Page - 18
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heels than most women. I walked out to where Helga was standing at the door with my coat. 

“See you after the holidays, Bree,” she said as she opened the door. 

I slipped my coat on and walked out to the elevator. 

Waiting at the elevator, I took out the sample bottle of after shave lotion and splashed myself good with the strong masculine scent. It had a deplorable musk odor but it was better than riding the bus smelling like the sweet sissy I wanted to be. 

My father returned for the Christmas Holidays. He seemed to be real nervous and kind of jumpy. He took several phone calls and sounded desperate. When I asked if anything was wrong, he brushed me off saying it was “just business” but his face was grim. 

We flew to Australia again and had a second Christmas there. Traveling after the holidays was much more pleasant and though I enjoyed the trip, I missed New York. I missed being in dresses and heels too. The more time I spent en femme, the better I liked it. Each time, it was harder to go back to being me. 

Helga had been right all along. I faced the fact that I probably should have been a girl. 

I was concerned about the fact that I enjoyed heterosexual intercourse as well as being crossdressed and feminized. If I became a girl, would I miss sex with a girl? Would I then have sex with men? I liked being with Patty dressed as a man as well as Helga when she was assertive in taking the dominant position in our intercourse. I was in a real conun-drum for sure. 

New Year’s Eve in Times Square is something everyone should witness. We had a great time. Three days later, two men showed up at the door asking for him and I explained he was at work. They stated he wasn’t there either and left. I was very concerned, as this was not like my father at all. 

That night about seven, just after Rita left, the doorbell rang. I opened it to see two cops standing there. My world fell apart as they informed me that my father had been found in the front seat of the company car with a self-inflicted bullet wound in his head. 

The next week was a nightmare. I notified everyone and arranged for his body to be shipped back to Australia for burial. I was still a minor, so the company found a lawyer to help me with the legal details of his estate. 

Dad earned a good salary and had few living expenses because he had always stayed in corporate apartments wherever he was assigned. I discovered he had put all of his money in high-risk investments and they had collapsed with the recent downturn in the economy and the mortgage market. 

I was left with a little over seven thousand dollars after the funeral expenses and had thirty days to find a place to live. I had not worked because Dad had always given me a generous allowance. My mother had left me ten thousand dollars but I could not touch that until I was eighteen, five months away. My head was swimming as the lawyer had me sign the final papers. 

I was too scared to be angry and had no idea what I was going to do. I had to vacate the apartment by the end of February so I had a little breathing room. I packed up my fa-Page - 19
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ther's clothes and gave them to the nearest thrift store. All the furnishings and the computer belonged to the company, so the only thing I had of my own was my clothes and my golf clubs. I let Rita know her services were no longer required at the end of the month. I would housekeep for myself until I moved out at the end of February. 

Helga called and offered condolences from her and her friends and asked if I could come to her Valentine party. I declined, citing the work I had to do with my father’s estate. 

I had lied to avoid the party. I had to find a job fast and that was more important than the party. I knew I would be in a dress, makeup and heels at the party but as much as I would enjoy that, I had more important things to do. 

Another week went by and all the details had been taken care of. I had not yet been able to find work. There were a lot of high school kids trying to find a part-time job to earn some spending money or money for school. I did some research about transsexualism on the internet as well. 

Helga called again and said her mom, Denise, wanted to see me about a part-time job at the store. This would give me some extra money to tide me over until I could claim my mother's insurance money at eighteen, though I couldn’t imagine what I would be doing in a women’s department store. 

I called to arrange for a time to fill out an application and be interviewed. I was given a late evening appointment for the next day. Helga said she would drive me there so I wouldn’t have to take the bus. 

Sunday night, I met with Denise in her office. Helga waited outside with a mischievous grin on her face. I took my seat opposite her mom, not knowing what to expect. 

“I have good news and some bad news,” she began. “Helga has found you a very nice apartment and it’s very cheap. It is a one-bedroom furnished apartment with utilities included except phone. Since you already have a cell phone, there would be no need for you to get a land line. The bad news is this apartment is in a building for women only. If you want to live there you must live totally en femme. I will vouch for you. 

“Our part-time receptionist has quit and I need someone to be out front starting in March for the 5 to 9 shift, some weeknights and most weekends. It will pay a dollar an hour over minimum wage which will help you financially. Since you have to be en femme to get your apartment, I thought perhaps we could kill two birds with one stone. What do you think?” 

I swallowed hard. I had to be out of the corporate apartment in two weeks and hadn’t yet found a place to live. The raise would be nice, though I had enough money to last until I could collect my mother's life insurance. I really didn’t see any way I could refuse. As much as I enjoyed my sissy submissive role to Helga’s butch, I wasn’t sure if I could carry off the charade of being en femme 24/7. 

I thought back to what Helga had said about my never going to be a man’s man. I sorely missed my sojourns into femininity. Well, here was my chance to see if I could be the girl she wanted me to be, though I wasn’t sure I wanted that either. Could a man possibly stay a male while living completely and totally as I woman? I wondered. There was only one way to find out. 
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“OK. I'll do it,” I answered. 

“Wonderful,” exclaimed Denise with a sigh of relief. 

“Helga and her friends, Ginger and Patty, have agreed to help you move. Helga is going to take you to our beauty shop for some prep work. When you come back here, we will pick out a wardrobe for you. Tomorrow night after school, the girls will come to your house and help you pack up and move your things. You will probably be all moved in by Wednesday.” 

I felt a little dumbfounded as I got up and followed Helga to the store's beauty salon. 

When we got there, the manager handed me a paper g-string and instructed me to go into her office and change into it. When I came back out, the beauticians went to work with the clippers and the wax. Then I sat in the chair and received a manicure, pedicure and bright pink nail polish. My ears were pierced, eyelashes curled and my eyebrows were plucked into a thinner line with a slight arch. After I was fitted for a shoulder-length brown wig, I got dressed. 

The manager handed me a large box containing a supply of makeup, toiletries and a book of instructions on how to use them. As we left the shop, I could hear the girls giggling behind me. 

Back in the main store, Helga and her mom took me to the lingerie department and outfitted me with foundation garments, stockings, panty hose, several slips, half slips and camisoles, and, of course, baby doll nightgowns. I put on a long bra, girdle and a pair of sheer stockings. 

Next, we walked to the clothing department where the women picked out several skirts, blouses, suits, gloves and handbags. The last stop was the shoe department where I was sized for several pairs of three-inch heel leather pumps. 

After changing back into my male clothes, Helga’s mom drove me back home and the girls helped me carry the boxes in my old apartment. After they left, I took a hot bubble bath and made my decision to leave school. 

The next morning, I called the school and told them I was going back to Australia and would not be continuing. I asked for a transcript for the work I had completed through the first semester and they agreed to mail it to me. I ate breakfast, then got dressed in my feminine apparel. I boxed up my male clothes as well as some bedding and kitchen utensils. I was now ready for “crossing over” as Helga once put it. 

The next day, Helga took me to the new apartment. It was close to the shopping mall where I worked, so I could ride the bus. She introduced me to the manager, a Ms. Vera Lee, who looked me over closely. I knew I passed easily so I didn’t mind her scrutiny. I paid for the rent and security deposit in cash as I did not have a checking account yet. I did not have a driver's license yet either. My passport, of course, showed me as a male, as did my birth certificate. 

The rest of the day was spent moving in. The apartment was small but very cozy. The girls were very helpful in getting my closet, dresser drawers and the all-important vanity well-organized. Later that day, I turned in the keys to the corporate apartment and Helga Page - 21
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dropped me off. After languishing in a sweet bubble bath, I put on a baby doll nightgown and went to bed. 

I slept late. When I opened the closet to get dressed, I saw my male clothing wasn’t there. I dressed in my feminine clothes and went to the storage area in the basement to find it empty. I called Helga. 

Trying to hold back the giggles, she informed me that my male clothing had been donated to the charity store. Since I had to stay en femme to keep the apartment, she and the girls felt I wouldn’t be using them any more. I hung up the phone. There was no point in crying over spilt milk. What was gone was gone. 

I signed up for day classes at a Drivers Ed School, then spent the rest of the day reading books about makeup and hair care. I practiced my walk and studied the deportment DVD. At four PM, I put on my makeup and dressed for my first day as the store’s receptionist. I checked myself in the mirror one final time, then headed for the bus stop. 

Reporting for work, I informed my boss I would not be continuing school and I was available for 40 hours if she needed me. She smiled at me and said she would let me know. 

We walked the length of the store to the front reception desk and I began my training. 

I was a fast learner and picked up everything in no time. I was curious about some of the glances the sales clerks gave me as I walked the length of the store to the reception desk. I wondered what they found so amusing. I had hoped that neither Helga nor Denise had told them I was really a male but where women are concerned, you can never know anything for sure. 

The month of March went by quickly. I finished my driver's training and was granted a New York driver's license with the sex box marked “F.” I opened a checking account at a bank outlet at the mall and deposited the cash from the funeral. It had taken a little less than one third of the money for the clothes and rent but I could make it safely until June when I would collect my mom’s insurance. 

I enjoyed my work; there was only one odd thing. A Margaret Sherrod had been stopping by with some frequency, asking about current sales and getting my opinion on the various brands of lingerie and clothing we carried. 

One Sunday, she stopped at the desk when she had finished her shopping and offered to buy me lunch. I accepted; at my break, we walked down the mall to the food court to grab a sandwich. I was quite surprised by this. As we sat down, she looked straight at me. 

“Brian, I am an executive with a multi-national corporation based in Dubai,” she began. “I met your mother at an embassy meeting with your dad shortly before she died. She told me all about you. Denise was most helpful as well, telling me what you like,” she smiled broadly and continued. 

“I can use someone like you in my organization. You make a very pretty girl. Denise has informed me that she has received many compliments from the clients about your customer service skills. Since you have already traveled quite a bit for someone so young. I know you would be comfortable living outside the US as well as dealing with people from around the world. Your salary wouldn’t be much, though more than you make here, be-Page - 22
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cause you would have a rent- and utility-free apartment as well as transportation to and from work. Would you be interested?” 

A bright smile creased her light brown-skinned face as I took a sip of my diet soda to wash down the remnants of my chicken sandwich. I was taken completely by surprise, particularly in view of the fact that she had called me Brian instead of Briana or Bree. 

“Well, I don’t know,” I replied. “That’s a lot for me to think about right now.” 

“I understand. You get through at five, right?” she asked I nodded. 

“I’ll pick you up after work and take you to my apartment. We’ll go over the details and I’ll answer any questions you might have. Fair enough?” 

“Yes, I guess so,” I answered. 

“Good. I know you have to get back to work. I'll see you at five.” 

She picked her shopping bags up and left. I finished my lunch and went back to work. 

The afternoon seemed to drag on and on but finally, we closed the store. 

I punched out and walked out the back door to find a limo parked near by. The chauffeur stepped out and motioned me to come toward him. I walked over and he opened the door. I got inside and sat down next to Margaret. 

We arrived at a large office building near the U.N. a short time later. The doorman opened the front door and we walked inside. As the elevator door opened, she removed a key from her purse. Once inside, she inserted the key into the lock and turned it towards the left. We sped past all the other floors. When the doors opened, we walked out, into a short hallway and she unlocked a large door on the left hand side. Once inside, she flicked on the lights. It was a very tastefully decorated corporate apartment. 

“Have a seat on the sofa and I’ll get us a drink,” she said. 

Soft music began coming from the stereo speakers. When she returned, she handed me a soft drink and took a sip from her wine glass. She opened a leather case on the coffee table in front of us and retrieved an annual report of the company. She flipped through it quickly, explaining each division and also pointing out how well each one was doing. The next booklet was a newcomer's guide to Dubai. There was a list of all the cultural things as well as golf courses, tennis courts, beaches, nightclubs and shopping malls. 

“Dubai has everything a girl like you could want.” She smiled at me again and took another drink. 

“What about the job?” I asked. “Exactly what would I be doing?” 

“You would be my executive secretary, then my administrative assistant in our Fashion division,” she replied. “My right-hand girl so to speak. You would have a secretary to han-dle the phones and some clerical functions. You will be assisting me in putting together business presentations. In addition, you will be wearing a variety of each seasons new business wear so the clients may see our line of product first hand. Does that sound interesting to you?” 
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I thought about the life I had currently. This would free me from the financial burden I would face in two years when my mother’s money ran out. It would also give me a life en femme without fear or worry about the future. 

“Yes,” I replied. “But I need some time to think about it.” 

“Of course Brian, I understand,” she said as she replaced the items in her briefcase. 

I took another drink of my soda as she sipped her wine, then set the glass down. She smiled at me, then her arm reached around my neck. She pulled me towards her and kissed me hard. I probably should have pushed her away but I didn’t. She tasted good. As she forced my mouth open and probed the inside with her tongue, I felt myself almost blushing. Grabbing my hand, she pulled me up and led me to her bedroom. I lost track of time as we pleasured ourselves. 

“I like your tongue as well as your cock. Maybe better,” she said. “Helga said you were thinking about transitioning.” 

I nodded as I got dressed. 

“I haven’t talked to anyone about that yet,” I replied. “It’s getting late, I should go home.” 

“Of course, dear,” she replied. 

As we walked to the door, she handed me a business card. 

“Here is a friend of mine who can help you,” she smiled as she opened the door. “Jason is waiting out front. He will take you home.” 

I went downstairs and got in the limo. The card read “Dr. Lana Renault.” I thought about a lot of things on the way home. I showered quickly, put on my nightie and went to bed. 

First thing the next morning, I called Dr. Renault’s office and was lucky to get an appointment within the hour due to a cancellation. I hopped the bus and got off a few blocks from a clinic adjacent to the shopping center where I worked. I checked the directory and found her office. After checking in with the receptionist, I filled out the medical form and turned it in. 

Shortly a tall, thin woman with shoulder-length brown hair, much like my wig, wearing a white coat came out, extended her arm, and introduced herself. I stood up and shook her hand, then followed her back to her office. 

We talked for over an hour as I answered her questions. Then she took me across the hall to the exam room. She gave me a complete physical. After I got dressed, I made another appointment and caught the next bus home. 

That night after work, I thought about the things we discussed. Actually, it wasn’t much of a discussion. She would ask a question, then after my response, she would ask another one in rapid succession. She made few notes and looked me straight in the eye when she asked the questions, then listened to the responses. It wasn’t exactly like an interroga-tion, but close. 

I continued to work and enjoyed being my feminine self. I saw Dr. Renault the next week and we completed what she called her “work up.” Following this, we went to the Page - 24
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exam room again. She held up a very large needle and I got my first injection of hormones. 

I went home and got ready for work. Before putting on my foundation garments, I stood in front of the mirror and placed my hands under my nipples. I pushed up, wondering what it would be like to have breasts. 

I turned eighteen and received my inheritance. With the resignation of another girl, I went full-time at work. I saw Helga once in a while, sometimes with her friends, sometimes without, but always in my pink sissy dress, makeup and heels. 

It was a month to the day that I left Margaret’s place when she came to the store and asked me to lunch again. I accepted and we went to the food court for a sandwich. As we sat down, I spotted a couple of teenage boys glancing in my direction. 

“Careful Bree, hormones on the loose!” she laughed as I turned my attention to my sandwich. 

“You have had a month to think things over. I will be leaving soon. I have to be back in Dubai near the end of August. I will return in October and be here until December. I will be gone again for a month, then I'll back here until May. I trust you have made your decision?” she asked. 

I swallowed my bit of sandwich hard and took a drink of diet soda. I really hadn’t thought that much about it. I guess I knew what my answer was going to be all along. My choices were a tortured life in some boring job or a glamorous life encased in femininity with a wonderful companion. I never was one to make snap decisions but this one was a no-brainer. I looked at her soft gaze and gave her the only answer that made any sense. It was the only great decision I had ever made in my life and I knew it was the right one for me. 

“Yes,” I said. “I will go with you to Dubai.” 

Her face brightened and she reached out to squeeze my hand. 

“We are going to make a terrific team, you and I,” she said I nodded and felt a great sense of relief. 

“What do I do now?” I asked. 

“Well, for starters, you should continue to see Dr. Renault. How are you feeling?” 

“OK. It's too early to see any results. I am getting along fine at work, though I am tired of the charade.” 

“I understand. There are some things we have to do first. Your passport is for a young man. That will have to be changed but I have friends to take care of that, as well as your birth certificate. There are some medical considerations that need to be addressed. I will call Dr. Renault about them and she will let you know. In addition, because you will be doing some modeling, I want you to lose another fifteen pounds or so. I ‘m glad you have decided to come with me, Bree.” 

She stood up and walked away. I finished my soda and went back to work. 

I got another shot in June. Over the Fourth of July weekend, I went to the clinic. Dr. 

Renault’s associate castrated me and shaved my Adam’s apple. I had the next several days Page - 25
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off. I was fine once I got back to work. Denise was very understanding. I healed quickly and by the end of the week, I was as good as new. 

I noticed some slight discomfort in my breast area as the hormones began taking effect. 

I changed my eating habits and tried to spend more time on the links, sometimes with Helga, sometimes alone. My weight began dropping. I knew Margaret would be pleased. 

August flew by and Dr. Renault was happy with my progress. I saw Helga in Septem-ber and before dressing me, she and the girls wanted to see my chest. They all giggled at the slight rise in my nipple area before helping into a bra that still had to be padded. 

When the girls left, I struggled to have intercourse with Helga. The hormones had begun to affect my ability to get hard. I was barely able to penetrate her so I performed oral sex on her instead. She seemed to be just as satisfied. 

Margaret returned and I spent more time with her. She had materials for me to study about the clothing division. She, too, was a bit amused at my “buds,” as she called them, and our sex was limited to oral sex as well. We also golfed together. Her game was pretty good, though not equal to mine. My golf outfit included the only pair of pants I owned. 

With both Helga and Margaret, I had begun to feel...“Womanly,” I guess is the right word. Dr. Renault had cautioned me about mood swings and emotions as side effects of the female hormones I was getting. I felt no real ill effects but was well aware that I was changing. 

Work at the store had become routine. I essentially had become one of the girls. I enjoyed my work and the employee discount allowed me to be pampered at the store’s beauty salon at a good discount. The girls helped me pick out a fall wardrobe, a winter coat and boots. I wasn’t sure about the spike heel boots as snow, ice and spike heels didn’t sound like a good mix. I would have to be careful. 

At Christmas, I had to buy all new bras and my breast forms were no longer necessary. 

My Christmas present from Margaret was a new birth certificate and a passport with my feminine name and the letter “F” in the sex box. Helga gave me a purple satin minidress, matching sissy bow and purse. 

Both Helga and Margaret were delighted in the way I was blossoming. In bed, I found breast-on-breast sensual. My skin tone had changed. Without any body or facial hair (thanks to electrolysis and some laser treatments), I reveled in my new femininity. My treatments had cut quite a hole in my savings. I would have just enough to last until I left with Margaret in May. 

I had become familiar with the fashion division of Margaret’s company. I was equally at home discussing current fashions and makeup products with her as well as the girls at work thanks to reading all the women’s magazines at the library. I now felt ready for my entry into Woman’s World. 

The four months left before I was due to leave seemed light years away. I saw Dr. Renault again. After my shot, she pronounced me fit and ready for surgery. I got an appointment just after Valentine's Day. Helga referred to it as V Day. V for vagina. 

I had discussed my surgery with Margaret on several occasions. I thought it might be better to have it after we were settled in Dubai but she said she knew Dr. Renault quite Page - 26
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well. The clinic and the staff had an excellent reputation, as did the surgeon who would perform the operation. 

I notified Denise of the date of the surgery and told my landlady I had some “female trouble” and would be hospitalized for about a week or so. I paid the next month's rent two weeks ahead of time and she seemed satisfied. I grew more and more apprehensive as the day approached. The night before the day of my surgery, I didn’t sleep a wink. 

On V Day, Margaret drove me to the hospital and got me checked in. By 11 AM, I was a basket case. The nurses tried to ease my fears as I was prepped and wheeled into the operating room. The doctor leaned over and re-assured me that everything was going to be OK. I wondered about that as the lights suddenly went out. 

It's hard to describe how I felt when I woke up. Perhaps a lumberjack had driven his chainsaw through my groin. Maybe I had been swimming in the ocean and a great white had bitten a large chunk of my flesh from between my legs. 

I wasn’t sure but I knew I had never been more miserable in my life. 

It was another day before I knew for sure who I was and where I was despite the con-stant attention from the nurses and the next day visit from the doctor. Everyone at the hospital was very attentive. 

The girls at work sent a nice bouquet of flowers. Helga and her friends sent a potted plant with a large pink ribbon attached. 

Another day and I was up and around. My first bath was exhilarating as I saw my womanhood for the first time. I was complete. Helga WAS right. I should have been a girl all along, and now I was. 

It was another two weeks before I went back to work and it was only for a four-hour shift. I was pretty exhausted and continued half-time for another few weeks. With the end of May approaching fast, I was concerned about being well enough to travel. My surgeon and Dr. Renault felt I should wait another month but left it up to me since I was doing so well. 

“Your one lucky lady, Bree,” said the doctor as she gave me a final booster shot before I was due to leave. 

I began to get things packed up to go. I turned my notice in to the landlady. When I notified Helga’s mom at work, she smiled. 

“The Sherrod family is quite wealthy even though they are not in the oil business. 

You’ll be the closest thing to a Princess without being related to the royal family. There are a zillion girls that would sell their soul for the life you are going to have,” she remarked. 

I really did not know much about the Sherrod family. All their companies were family held and no financial information was available. I really had nothing to lose by joining Margaret except a humdrum life of poverty. I guess in the back of my mind there might have been some apprehension. Now that I was fully transitioned, however, I could see no earthly reason I should let that be of concern. 

I gave away my kitchen utensils, silverware, pots and pans. The bedding and bath stuff went to the thrift store. I packed my clothes in boxes and Helga brought over two more Page - 27
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boxes of girly stuff from her place. The boxes and my golf clubs were picked up by truck and taken to the airport to be loaded on a private jet. I stayed with Margaret overnight; early the next morning, the limo took us to the airport. 

After boarding the plane, Margaret sat down next to me and placed her hand over mine. 

“Relax, Princess Bree,” she said. “Everything is going to be fine. You are going to love your new home and your new job.” 

I didn’t reply as the plane taxied out to the runway. Twenty minutes later, we were air-borne. As we winged out over the ocean, I got a last glimpse of New York. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. 

She had called me “Princess” 

Bree. I thought Denise’s remark

was more offhand but to hear it

coming from Margaret was alto-

gether different. Was I really go-

ing to be in THAT wealthy a

family? I dreamed of being

dressed like Cinderella, only in-

stead of the handsome prince, 

there was Margaret. 

When I woke up, the atten-

dant brought us our dinner. 

This time I had wine with a

steak and baked potato. 

“Enjoy the wine, it is expen-

sive. Once we get to Dubai, 

there will be no alcohol. It’s one

of the perks of flying that I en-

joy,” the attendant said. 

I took another drink and fin-

ished my meal. I read a couple

of fashion magazines, then got

sleepy again. The attendant

woke me up and I raised my

seat to the upright position as

we would be landing in a short

time. 

After landing, the plane tax-

ied to a nearby hangar. Marga-

ret and I got off and into a wait-

ing limo as a truck was backing

up to the rear door to unload

my boxes and Margaret’s lug-
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gage. I was nearly knocked down by the hot air after leaving the air-conditioned comfort of the plane. Once inside the black, air-conditioned limo, I felt better again. 

We proceeded away from the airport and took a side expressway to a large complex of skyscrapers along the ocean, several miles from the airport. The limo parked behind one of the massive skyscrapers and we got out. We entered a small foyer and Margaret inserted her key in one of the three elevators. Once inside, she inserted her key again and we were whisked silently upward. 

I wasn’t sure which floor we were on as the elevator stopped and we got out. As we walked down the corridor, none of the doors were marked either. She stopped at the end of the hallway and inserted a credit card-type key in the slot and pulled it down. The door slid sideways into its slot and we went inside. I followed Margaret and the door slid shut behind us. 

“I’ll give you the grand tour and then we’ll have a drink until your stuff comes up,” 

she said. 

I followed her past the entryway into an expansive living room. The furniture was all dark brown leather. The walls, as well as the carpeting, were a light gold color. We turned to the right. Passing under an archway, we entered a small alcove where there was a home theatre system. On the other side of the expansive living room was a larger archway; we walked into the dining area, then the kitchen. At the rear of the kitchen was a small elevator and opposite that was another door. 

“Servants' quarters. Two cooks and two maids” explained Margaret as we walked back to the living room. 

At the back of the living room instead of a wall were giant windows with a perfect view of the ocean and surrounding area. We walked to the right and entered a corridor that lead to the bedrooms. Margaret’s master bedroom was huge with a king-size bed. The bathroom was large as well. The blue and white décor of both the bathroom and bedroom was beautiful. The side window had a great view of the city. 

“Your bedroom is just down the hall,” she said as we re-entered the hallway. 

My bedroom was a bit smaller with a queen-size four poster bed. Both bathroom and bedroom were done in pink and white. The drapes were pink chiffon, as were the bed-spread and bed drapes. The side windows had a great view of the city. 

“You freshen up a bit, then come back to the living room and I’ll get us a drink,” 

I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. This bathroom was almost as big as my whole apartment back in New York. I peed and when I flushed the toilet, it was almost noiseless. I turned the water on and washed my hands with the sweet-smelling soap. 

Looking in the mirror at the pretty brunette staring back at me, I thought maybe I was dreaming. I dried my hands on one of the pink fluffy towels and walked over to the bed. 

Under the chiffon spread were pink satin sheets and two pillows with pink satin pillow cases. A large jewelry box sat on top of the four-drawer dresser that was as big as my sofa at home. The lighted vanity next to it was fully stocked. Makeup, skin and hair care products, bubble bath, body powder, perfume, and wig care products filled the top and the drawers. 
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The massive walk-in closet was a sight to behold. It was empty of clothing but the top shelf had two dozen foam heads displaying wigs of various styles and colors. The bottom shoe rack held about four dozen pairs of high heel shoes and sandals in eight colors and heel heights varying from three to five inches. Even with the clothes rack empty, I was in Girl Heaven. I walked back to the living room. 

I sat down next to Margaret on the leather sofa. She put down her magazine and smiled at me as I took a sip of my soft drink. 

“So, what do you think of your new digs,” she asked. 

“Digs?” I replied with mock astonishment. “These aren’t digs. I HAD digs. This is Girl Heaven.” 

Margaret laughed, then leaned over and kissed me. 

“Then welcome to Heaven,” she giggled again. 

A bell sounded. 

“That’s your stuff,” said Margaret as she got up. “Let's get you unpacked.” 

We walked back to the kitchen where two men were just getting the boxes out of the elevator. 

“Take the boxes to her room and cut them open, please. Bree, take everything out of the boxes so they can cut them up and take them back with them,” instructed Margaret. 

The men followed me and soon, what few clothes I had were hanging in the closet. My lingerie took up only a small part of the top drawer of the dresser. The men left with the cut-up boxes and we were alone again. 

“You look tired. I have a late meeting. Buzz one of the cooks and she will make your supper. Then take a bubble bath and go to bed. Tomorrow, we will go shopping and get you a new wardrobe,” she said as she got up to leave. 

I finished my soft drink and took the glass back to the kitchen. I found a control panel near the entrance and pushed a button. Seconds later, a broad-shouldered woman with short black hair entered the kitchen. 

“My name is Marie. What would you like?” she inquired. 

“A beef sandwich, French fries and another soda, please,” I answered. 

“Yes, Ms. Briana,” she said. “Please wait in the dining room. It will be ready shortly.” 

I walked to the dining room but instead of sitting at the beautiful table, I walked to the windows and looked out at the ocean as it was getting dark. The lights of the buildings throughout the city were coming on just as some of the stars were beginning to appear in the sky. 

I stayed at the window a few minutes more, then walked back to the dining room. I sat in one of the large, highly polished wood chairs. Marie appeared and set my supper in front of me. 

“If you need anything else, just let me know. Buzz me when you are finished and I will clean up the dishes,” she said. 
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“Thank you, I will,” I answered. 

The beef sandwich was delicious, as were the fries. I ate slowly and thought about my situation. It had been quite a day. Tomorrow would be even better. It would be the first full day of my new life. I drank the last of my soda and buzzed for the cook. 

I walked to my bedroom as Marie picked up my dirty dishes. From the vanity, I selected one of the capsules from a bottle of bubble bath. I ran some hot water in the tub and broke the capsule. As the foam rose up, I went into the bedroom and undressed. 

I didn’t soak long as weariness was catching up with me. It had been a very long day. I dried myself off with the large pink towel, then dusted myself generously with the perfumed body powder. Standing in front of the mirror, I had to admire the skill of my surgeon. I was as much a woman as I was ever going to be, and a princess at that! 

After putting on my pink nightgown, I pulled the pink chiffon spread back and slid between the pink satin sheets. I can’t describe just how wonderful I felt as I closed my eyes and was fast asleep. I was a pretty princess asleep in her pretty pink satin cocoon. What a way to start a new life! 

The next thing I knew, Margaret was shaking me awake. 

“Wake up, sleepyhead. Let’s get going. We have a full day of shopping ahead of us. 

Marie will have breakfast ready in about ten minutes,” she said. 

I sat up, rubbed my eyes, and looked around. I hadn’t been dreaming. I was still in this pink cocoon. Still in my palace and still a princess. Margaret held out my pink chiffon robe. I got out of bed, put it on and slipped into a pair of four-inch heel fuzzy slippers. We went to the kitchen and ate breakfast. 

“Today, I want you to put on your foundation garments and the pink pantsuit I hung in you closet before I woke you up. The matching purse and a pair of pink flats are there too. When I take you shopping, to the dentist, doctor or when we travel, that will be the only time you will wear pants. Once we outfit you with your new wardrobe, you will not wear pants or low heel shoes, except when we go golfing or you are at the health club in your pink sweats.” 

I nodded as I dug into my scrambled eggs. The fresh-squeezed orange juice was icy cold and the decaf tea was a great tasting herb blend. I finished eating and returned to my room to get dressed. I put on pink blusher and lipstick, then walked out to the living room where Margaret was waiting for me. 

Once in the elevator, she put the key in the slot, turned it to the right and punched one of the numbers on the panel. The elevator was silent; it felt like we were hardly moving at all. When the door opened, we walked out into a large shopping mall covering the whole floor. The first store on the right was a women’s clothing store. 

We went straight to the lingerie department where I undressed. One woman took my measurements and another wrote them down on a notepad. 

I got dressed and Margaret picked out a supply of nylon stockings, pantyhose, panties, foundations, garter belts, slips, half-slips, camisoles and even a dozen dainty handkerchiefs. 
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From there, we went to the clothing department and Margaret picked out blouses, skirts, suits and a variety of cocktail dresses with matching handbags and gloves. In addition, she also chose several veiled hats, though I didn’t much care for the millinery. A pink rain coat with matching rubber boots and a black winter coat with lined gloves rounded out the ensemble. Margaret swiped a black credit card through the slot, signed the slip and handed it to me. 

“This is an international credit card. It is good anywhere in the world. The main bank is here in Dubai. Whenever you buy anything, just hand them this card. There is no longer any need for you to carry cash, so whatever American money you brought with you will be deposited in your new checking account. When we travel, everything is on a business card, except when we go shopping,” she said with a smile. 

I nodded as we left the store and headed for the elevator. A few minutes later, we were standing at the reception desk of a medical clinic on another floor. After a brief exam, my new doctor, Dr. Blaeser, administered another shot of hormones. At the desk, I made another appointment. 

Our next stop was the health club where I found the facilities to be as good as anything at the most exclusive club in New York. I was given a key and a locker number. 

“You should come here at least three nights a week,” said Margaret. Your pink sneak-ers and sweats will be coming with the rest of your clothes. I want you on the treadmill for twenty minutes and the stationary bike for another twenty. Another twenty will be on the weight machines. I’m glad to see you have dropped the weight I asked you to. It is very important that you maintain your weight at its current level so you clothes fit properly and you present not only a professional appearance but a very feminine one as well. We are, after all, in the fashion division.” 

I couldn’t agree more. I felt good after losing the weight. The portions Marie served were smaller than I was used to but I didn’t feel hungry at all. The next stop was the beauty parlor. While Margaret waited, I had my hair cut short and styled in a girly fashion followed by a manicure and pedicure. When they finished, I made another appointment. I handed them the card, signed the slip and we left. 

“You will keep standing appointments here. Like your exercise routine, your beauty routine is important. As much as I like the way you look with the shoulder-length wig, I want you to keep your real hair short. It's easier to care for and your wigs will fit better too. Now it’s time for lunch.” 

We went down to the ground floor and after opening my checking account at the bank, we walked to one of the restaurants. We ordered and Margaret handed me a 3X5 white card, a key and another smaller red card. 

“Here is a list of all the services and the floor on which they are located. The key is your elevator key and the red card is the apartment key. Your clothes won’t be ready until Saturday. The black international credit card has a 25K limit. Today’s purchases, at our cost because you work for me, plus what you owe from the balance of your operation, put you close to the limit. I suggest you hold off on shopping for a couple of months yet,” she suggested. 
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“I can’t possibly imagine what else I might need except to replace items when I need them. When will I start work?” I enquired. 

“Monday,” she said with a grin. 

“Your new wardrobe will arrive Saturday and we will spend the day trying on everything to be sure of the fit though I am certain they will as the tailors here are quite good. 

Remember, too, you will be attending a number of business functions and parties that require you to wear formal apparel. I picked out several cocktail dresses today to get you started; you don’t want to be seen at any function wearing the dress you wore to the last one. You are a woman now and you should understand that. Besides, shopping is fun and a girl can never have too many pairs of shoes or party dresses!” she laughed. 

Our food arrived. The seafood salad was delicious. Margaret handed the hostess her card. After checking the mail at the ground floor box, we went upstairs to the apartment. 

“I have another meeting this afternoon. Here is a list of the things we will go over on Monday when you start work. When you’re finished, why don’t you try out the home theatre system? I'm sure there are a number of movies you haven’t seen,” she suggested with a smile. 

I sat on the leather sofa and went over the sheaf of papers she had given me. About an hour later, I walked into the small alcove and familiarized myself with the set-up. 

I picked up the remote and sat in the corner of the sofa. There were enough channels on the satellite hookup to keep you watching 24/7. After watching the news roundup and the weather, which in Dubai wasn’t going to change much, I decided to check out the movies in the lower cabinet. 

The left side had maybe a dozen of the latest releases. The rest were composed of all Fem-Dom or transformation movies similar to the ones I had watched at Helga’s place. No wonder Margaret had smiled at me when she mentioned movies. I skipped over the titles, amazed to find such a complete library of stories where men were turned into either sissies or women. 

I found one that was a sissy clothing catalog and inserted it in the player. For the next forty minutes, I saw young pretty boys cross-dressed in a variety of very girly, frilly dresses, skirts with sissy blouses, even some in costumes from a ballerina to Tinkerbell, each with a code number and price at the bottom of the screen. All were, of course, com-plemented with high heel shoes. 

As they minced and pranced across the screen, I saw myself as much as I saw them. I had no doubt quite a number of those garments would wind up in my closet. As the presentation ended, a toll-free number flashed across the screen so I hit the eject button. 

I watched several of the other movies. The story lines were similar and the ending was always the same. I was surprised at how pretty the boys were even before they began their transformation. It was no surprise that they became very pretty girls or sissies. Like me, they all should have been girls to begin with, though some of them stayed as sissified males who just lived and dressed as girls in their new lives as sissy maids or sissy secretary/receptionists. 
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I put the DVDs back and went into the kitchen to see what Marie was cooking for our supper. 

“Can I get you something?” she asked as I entered the kitchen. 

“No thank you, Marie,” I answered. “I just wondered what was for supper.” 

“Chicken, mashed potatoes, dressing and cranberry sauce,” she replied. “There is a menu Margaret has me make up a month ahead of time. I post it on the wall at the entrance.” 

“I see. Thank you. I guess I missed it when I came in.” 

I went back to the living room and read a couple of fashion magazines until Margaret came back. I was getting quite bored. It would be several days before I started work and my clothes wouldn’t arrive until Saturday. 

Margaret got home later than I expected. We ate supper together and she went over the day's events at work. 

“Tomorrow, I have arranged for you to see the city. A limo will be downstairs and the chauffeur will give you a tour. Be downstairs at nine AM sharp,” she instructed. 

“I’m glad to have something to fill my day,” I answered. “I was getting bored here all alone without anything to do.” 

“Cheer up. Your clothes will be here tomorrow and Monday you will be coming to work with me. Then your days will be full, believe me!” she laughed. 

We finished our meal. Marie cleaned up the dishes as I walked over to the window. 

“What a view!” I exclaimed. You can see everything from up here. Spectacular doesn’t do it justice. I could never get tired of it.” 

Margaret just smiled. 

The next morning after breakfast, I dressed in a blouse, skirt and heels. Lipstick, blusher and a spritz of perfume, and I headed down stairs to the limo. From its air-conditioned comfort, I got the grand tour. It was quite a city to be sure. It was going to be a pleasure living and working in such a beautiful place as this. After the tour, I had an early lunch at one of the fine restaurants, then went upstairs. 

Ursula, one of our two sissy maids, was vacuuming when I walked in. She looked up at me, curtseyed politely, then looked away. She continued working as I got myself a soda and walked back to the living room. She was just finishing the foyer as I sat down. As she passed me, I looked more closely at her. I knew she was, or at least had been, a male too. I winked and she left the room. I began to wonder how many more like me there were here with Margaret, or in the whole of Dubai for that matter. 

Over supper, I told Margaret about all the things I had seen. We watched a movie and went to bed. 

“Rest up, your stuff comes tomorrow and you will need to try on everything so I can see how your new wardrobe looks on you,” she grinned. 

I was excited about getting my new wardrobe and didn’t drift off to sleep until after midnight. I was up at eight-thirty; we had just finished breakfast when the back elevator Page - 34
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bell rang. Two men hauled in four large boxes and two smaller ones. Margaret opened the first of the two smaller ones. She handed me a long-line bra, girdle, and a pair of stockings. 

“Put these on first and a pair of your four-inch heel stiletto pumps. After you put on all your clothes, we will try on the rest of the foundation garments,” she said. 

I took the foundation garments into the bedroom and undressed. After opening the packages containing the bra and girdle, I could see how well they were made. I put them on and felt absolutely wonderful in them. My breasts fit comfortably in the bra as if it had been made just for me, but then I guess they had! 

The girdle squeezed me together but not uncomfortably so. I opened the stocking package. I rolled each one of them down, put them on, then attached them to the garters. The feeling of those expensive sheer stockings against my hair-free legs was incredible! I stepped into a pair of black four-inch heel stiletto pumps and walked to the living room. I stood in front of Margaret as she opened the last box. 

“I can’t believe the way these fit. And everything feels so good!,” I said. 

“I’m glad you like them. Our company is committed to producing the highest quality garments for our customers. Now let’s start with your business attire.” 

For the next hour or so, I was in and out of sharply tailored suits, skirts, and blouses. 

All the skirts were not only tailored but slightly tapered near the hem as well. As I moved around the living room in front of her, the tapered skirts inhibited my walk somewhat. 

This gave me a more mincing, ladylike walk, which of course pleased Margaret a great deal as she watched me. 

“You must project the picture of femininity as well as that of a business professional,” 

added Margaret. 

Some of the blouses had short puff sleeves, some long sleeves. Some had lace edged collars. Others had tiers of ruffles down the front. They were a mix of white and soft pastels. A few were nearly so sheer that you could see right thru them. Not one was cotton or polyester. They were all very sensuous fabrics of satin, chiffon, silk and blends. 

The cocktail dresses were next and they came with matching gloves and purses. When all the clothes were hanging in the closet, I tried on all the slips, half slips and camisoles. 

The nightwear was last. Teddys, chemises, peignoirs, baby dolls. Everything a girl could want, mostly in pink but also a variety of colors. 

Margaret helped me pack everything away in the massive dresser. Foundation garments, garter belts, stockings, panty hose were placed in the top drawer. Panties, slips, half slips, camisoles went in the second, and nightwear in the third drawer. On top of the garments in each drawer Margaret placed two small bars of sweet-smelling soap. I couldn’t wait for Monday morning so I could get dressed as I thought about all this lovely lingerie and the wardrobe hanging in my closet. Making up my mind would be very hard! 

Sunday night after my bubble bath, I dusted myself with perfumed dusting powder and put on a pink peignoir. I stepped in the four-inch fuzzy toe slippers and walked over to the full-length mirror. I looked at my reflection. I was certainly the picture of femininity. 

The nipples jutting against the soft fabric of the peignoir gave me a terrific feeling. I Page - 35
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walked into the living room and sat down on the sofa next to Margaret and she handed me a sheet of paper. 

“This is a list of the things I want you to wear for this month. A week before the end of the month, I will give you a list for the next month. Don’t wear any perfume. Save that for the social functions and then use it sparingly. Take your time with your makeup application listed here also. Leave your nails pink. I will let you know when I want you to change colors. Remember your workouts at the gym. Keep your standing appointments at the beauty parlor for manicure and pedicure.” 

I looked over the list to find that the first month, I would be in blouses, skirts and pumps with three-inch heels. The makeup scheme would be pink lipstick and blusher to match my pink nails with no eye makeup. It became quite clear that Margaret had things planned out well in advance, from my work to my appearance. 

Sunday night as I slid between the pink satin sheets, I wondered about my first day on the job. I felt prepared, at least as much as I could be. There really was no more to do but try to sleep and hope for the best. I was still awake after midnight so I got up and took an aspirin. Much later, I finally fell asleep. 

At six, the alarm went off. I went to the vanity and applied my makeup. I put on the brown shoulder-length wig and got dressed. The pink blouse looked good with the slim black skirt and three-inch heel leather pumps. I put my makeup items in a black purse, checked myself in the mirror, and walked to the kitchen where Margaret was already at the table sipping her fruit juice. She looked up at me as I entered and the expression on her face beamed her approval. 

“Good morning, Bree,” she said as Marie brought in two plates of scrambled eggs and toast. 

“Good morning,” I answered as I put my purse on the table, smoothed my skirt and sat down. 

“Are you ready for a day's work?” she asked. 

“Ready as I will ever be,” I answered as I dug into my eggs. 

We ate in silence. Marie came in to clear the table and we got up to leave. We rode the elevator down to a lower floor. When the doors opened, we walked into an entire floor of offices. 

As we walked down the wide aisle, heads looked up and back down again. There was a myriad of cubicles and hallways that led to other offices. At the far end of the floor, we turned left and walked past a reception desk, a small outer office, then into a larger executive type office. It was spacious, as you might expect. Behind her desk, the huge glass windows gave a panoramic view of the city. 

“This is my main office,” she began. “You will sit at the entrance where we came in. To begin with, you will be more of a secretary/receptionist until you become familiar with our operations. Then you will be moved up to an administrative assistant and be in the inner office between the reception desk and my office. Now, let’s get you started.” 

We walked back out to the entrance and I took my seat behind the reception desk. I booted up the computer and phone system. Margaret went over the procedures for calls, Page - 36
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appointment setting and the e-mail and accounting systems on the computer. There were some filing cabinets behind me but primarily I would not be dealing with as much paper as there once was in an office. 

“Your morning and afternoon breaks are whenever you can take them,” she continued. 

“Your lunch hour is that way also. We have a lounge at the end of the other hallway and the restrooms are there, too. Remember to check your appearance after each break and eating your lunch. Any questions before we get started?” 

I shook my head no. She walked back into her office and I turned my attention to the phone as the soft bell went off. The day and the rest of the week continued in the same fashion. I was quite busy from the time I arrived until we left at five. 

At the end of the month, we went home a little early because of some electrical mainte-nance. I stopped at the clinic and had a brief exam and another shot. At the beauty shop, I had my nails done in peach and then Margaret took me out to eat. When we got home, she checked the mail. 

“I have something special for you in your room,” she said. 

I walked into my bedroom and found a white box on the bed. When I opened it up, there was a beautiful peach colored satin chemise. I undressed and took a quick bubble bath. 

After powdering myself, I removed my pink lipstick and applied a thick layer of peach lipstick. I stepped into my fuzzy-toed high heel slippers and walked to her bedroom. She looked up from her vanity and let out a low whistle as I walked in. She stood up, walked over to me, and kissed me hard. We broke apart and as we walked over to the bed, she slipped out of her black robe. 

“Tonight is going to be a little different,” she said with a smile. She opened the top drawer on her nightstand and took out a plastic penis on a strap. She put it on and spread some lubricating jelly on the shaft. 

Seeing the surprised look on my face, she smiled. “Now you will learn what it is like to be a real woman. The doctor said you are more than ready.” 

She pulled the chemise up over my head and tossed it aside. We kissed again, then we were on the bed and she was inside of me. It was very hard to describe how I felt. As we jostled back and forth, I closed my eyes. My first time with Helga had been sort of like this. 

I wasn’t sure exactly what to do but Helga had guided me through it. Now I was in the same position, the feminine position, only I was the woman and Margaret was the teacher. 

I gasped with joy as I climaxed and Margaret pulled out of me. 

As we lay next to each other, I looked over at her smiling face. Now I really was a woman. We lay still for some time enjoying each other's sweat. She kissed me hard, then French kissed my breasts. Shortly, she penetrated me and we began again. 

Much later we got up. She took off the dildo and stood spread eagle next to the bed. I knelt down and pressed my face into her flesh. She locked her fingers behind my head and when I had satisfied her with my tongue, she tilted my head up and looked deep into my eyes. 

“You are simply wonderful,” she said. 
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I got up and picked the chemise and heels up off the floor. I went back to my own room. I showered and slipped into the chemise. Sliding between my pink satin sheets, I felt totally and completely fulfilled for the first time in my life. I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. 

I slept late Saturday morning. When I did get up, I went to the gym and worked out for my usual hour. After lunch, I walked through some of the stores and shops in this huge building. I couldn’t believe what was available in the very building I lived in. I took in a movie, then went back upstairs. 

At the massive windows, I looked out over the city like it was my own kingdom. I read two new fashion magazines, then Margaret came home and we ate supper. I still felt like I was in some kind of a dream; sooner or later I was going to wake up and be back in New York in my own bed in a corporate apartment with my dad. 

Monday morning, I put on a royal blue satin blouse over my blue camisole with black lace. As I was pulling my navy skirt up over the matching blue half-slip, Margaret popped in. 

“There is a company function Wednesday evening at 6 PM,” she announced. I want you to wear that jade green sheath.” 

“Okay,” I answered. “What’s this one for?” 

“Some buyers are coming for a sneak of a preview of our spring line. There won’t be many as these are the women who buy our high end. It’s going to be a small, intimate gathering. 

“Cocktails at six, at least for them, remember we abstain from alcohol here. Dinner will be at 7, followed by the meeting at 8:30. I want you to look your best,” she smiled. 

I smiled back at her as I stepped into my navy pumps. I followed her out the door and we went down to work. 

Over the month that I had been working for Margaret, I had noticed that all supervi-sory and management personnel were women. The clerical, secretaries and administrative assistants were all like me. Either they had been men and had undergone SRS or they were still biological males who were being feminized to become women. Some, like the maids we had at home, chose to remain males but live, work and act like women, even though they were just effeminate, sissified men. 

Everyone I met and worked with got along famously with each other. There was no bitching, backstabbing, or behind-the-back gossiping like you usually find with a group of female employees. Everyone seemed to be happy in their job and content with their lives. 

Wednesday after work, we went home and got ready for the evening’s social gathering. Normally I didn’t wear eye makeup to work so I sat at the vanity to apply eye shadow, eyeliner and mascara. After touching up my blusher and lipstick, I put on a black shoulder-length wig that Margaret had selected. 

I scented myself with just a hint of sweet perfume. After I slipped into the jade green satin sheath, I stepped into a pair of black leather four-inch heel stiletto pumps. Long earrings and mid-length gloves with my matching clutch purse completed my ensemble. 
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When I walked into the living room, Margaret let out a low whistle. She looked very sharp in her black pantsuit and highly polished black boots. I twirled around in front of her and she zipped me up. 

“I take it that means a 'yes' in terms of looking my best?” I asked. 

“You certainly do,” she answered. “Let’s go.” 

We headed for the elevator. A few minutes later, with my arm in hers, we entered the small dining room on a lower floor. It was a very cozy place. The bartender, hostess and waitresses were all in pink, just like the staff at the club Patty had taken me to back in New York. A quick look at them and I could tell they, too, were sissies or soon-to-be women. 

They were certainly the prettiest of the pretty. 

As I looked around the

room, I saw other female

mangers and department

heads in their black pant-

suits sitting at tables with

their support staff, attired

in cocktail dresses and

heels like me. Margaret or-

dered soft drinks and a

salad for both of us. I

couldn’t help but notice

the other women glancing

over at me just as Margaret

was glancing at the other

girls on her co-workers' 

staff. I was wondering if

there was a reason for this

scrutiny. Maybe there was

a prize for the best-looking

companion that evening? 

I took off my gloves as

our order came. I sipped

my drink daintily and ate

slowly like a lady should. 

When we finished, I ex-

cused myself to use the la-

dies room as the sissy

waitress cleared the table. 

After I washed my hands, I

was about to apply fresh

lipstick when I noticed the

two girls next to me smil-

ing at me. 
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“Isn’t it just great here?” one of them asked as she brushed her face with the compact puff. “I’m Daphne. I work in accounting and this is Frankie. He works in computers.” 

“I’m Briana. I work in the fashion department and yes, it certainly is,” I answered as I put the lipstick to my mouth. 

“How long have you two been here?” I asked as I finished. 

“Three years for me,” answered Daphne. 

“A year for me,” said Frankie as he applied his lipstick with a grin. “I’m not sure if I am going to transition or not,” he added. 

“Ditzy blonde,” teased Daphne as she fluffed her hair. “By now, you should know what’s best for you. Enjoy the ride. I mean you certainly can’t go back to Idaho, at least not like that, can you?” 

“You’re right. I’m afraid I just wouldn’t fit in with the other guys in my dad’s mechanic shop,” he giggled. 

I walked back out to the main floor as the girls trailed behind me. It was apparent that young men came here from all over the country and the world. Some before, some after surgery, and some like Frankie who was still contemplating it. It was quite a group. I wondered if there was anything like this anywhere else in the world. In all my travels in my short life, I hadn’t even heard rumors about such a thing. 

I returned to my table and took my seat opposite Margaret. In a few minutes, the lights dimmed and the spotlight came on, illuminating the podium just to one side of a large screen. One of the fashion division's top managers walked up and began her welcoming address. Afterwards, we watched a video of the new high-end line with her narration. 

At the end of the presentation, we got up and left as the buyers lined up at a long table to place their orders. Back in the apartment, I went into the home theater room to watch the news. Margaret went into the kitchen to get me a soda. I kicked off my heels and sat down. When she returned, I took my drink from her and took a sip. 

“Margaret, how long has this been going on?” I asked curiously. 

“How long has what been going on? The Sherrod family has been in business for many generations,” she answered. 

“No, not the business. I was talking about the employees. I mean, I know I’m not the only former male working here and those that still are biologically males are very pretty feminized males who live and work en femme 24/7.” 

“Actually, I’m not supposed to discuss that with you. But since we have not only a good business relationship but a terrific personal one as well, I will tell you. But if I do, you can never say I told you and you must never bring this up again, agreed?” 

“Okay, it’s a deal,” I said. 

“This began in the late sixties with the flower children and the so-called androgynous look. Any company has a certain turnover of employees and we were certainly no exception. Despite generous salary and fringe benefits, there still seemed to be a higher-than-average turnover rate. 
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“One of our top executives was at party given by one of our European buyers. The wait staff was exceptionally competent. The home staff of maids and kitchen help was exceptional as well. 

“When asked about this, the buyer, on the promise of confidentiality, revealed that the staff was composed of all males who had undergone feminization and sissification, some of whom, like yourself had chosen to undergo SRS as well. 

“Our senior-level manager immediately set about finding and transforming a staff of her own. This has continued to this day. The only males in this division are the ones who haven’t yet had their surgery or who have opted to stay males but agree to be feminized, sissified and live en femme 24/7 throughout the rest of their lives. 

“It’s a fifty-fifty deal. We get highly qualified, competent, hard-working employees. 

They get good pay, benefits, a lifetime of personal and job security, as well as being able to live en femme 24/7. It has worked out immeasurably well for both sides. I, as well as the other corporate managers, couldn’t be more pleased. Many of the other divisions have followed suit; to this day, the top male managers in some of our divisions still don’t know that their secretaries, accountants, etc., are really former males happy to be feminized and working as women.” 

She smiled as she took a drink. I wasn’t entirely surprised I guess, but the scope of their operation was bigger than anything I could have imagined. 

“How do you find people? I mean I know how I met you but you have hundreds, maybe thousands of employees. Exactly how are they located and brought here,” I asked. 

“We have business contacts worldwide. They are in high schools, colleges and in the working world. Sissy boys are easy to spot, you know. There are a variety of approaches and while none of these is a guarantee of finding a qualified and willing applicant, our success rate is 99.8%. That should indicate to you that we have done an excellent job of pre-qualifying those we select as well as preparing them for the life that they will have.” 

I took another drink of my soda as she finished. I could hardly believe my ears. My thoughts went back to the first day we entered the floor and I saw all those girls working there. Then there was the meeting in the ladies room with two of my co-workers from down the hall. 

“Wow,” I said as I shook my head. 

“Wow indeed,” replied Margaret. 

“One last thing,” I asked. “Once we were all seated, I noticed that you and the other supervisors or managers kept looking at me and the other subordinate girls. What does that…” 

She waved her hand in front of me as she laughed. 

“Oh that. Nothing for you to be concerned about, I assure you. All of the women in management share an appreciation of femininity. That’s why you should always be at your feminine best. You will be scrutinized whether you are working, at a company function, shopping, or at the health club. We pride ourselves in our selections as well as seeing the results of the feminization and training. Your appearance must always be that of a very feminine, professional woman, no matter where you are or what time of the day it is. 

Page - 41

PRINCESS FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“That’s why it is so important for you to pay special attention to your wardrobe, makeup and hairstyle, as well as your deportment. The way you speak, sit down, get up or walk must always reflect pride in your femininity. You must always behave in a ladylike and feminine manner. Your appearance tonight generated many compliments. Just see you continue in that manner.” 

I nodded as I took another drink. Later Margaret unzipped me and I went into my bedroom. I took off my satin sheath. After I hung it up in my closet, I stood in front of the full-length mirror and took a good look at myself. I had become a beautiful girl. 

It suddenly hit me that, except for the managers, I had not seen a single OLD woman in the entire place. I thought that was a bit odd and made a mental note to ask Margaret about that later. After a hot bubble bath and some dusting powder, I brushed my teeth and got into bed. My pale yellow chiffon nightgown felt good as I slithered between the pink satin sheets and closed my eyes. 

A few more months went by and I had settled into a routine. Margaret was away on business trips more than I liked. The big apartment was empty most of the time. I thought I should go with her but she declined, saying for now I should stay in the office and perform my secretarial duties. “Your time will come,” she once remarked. 

There were several other company functions where I was dressed to the nines, present-ing a perfect picture of femininity. I wore satin and taffeta dresses with a variety of wigs and, of course, stiletto high heels. I saw Daphne and Frankie again but only for a brief chat in the ladies room as we touched up our makeup. I never saw them at work as they were buried somewhere on the floor of cubicles except once when Frankie showed up to diag-nose a problem with my computer monitor. 

One Sunday while Margaret was away on business, I was sitting on the sofa after breakfast reading the paper. I began thinking about my life here in Dubai. Since transitioning, I hadn’t thought much about New York. I really had no desire to go back there, or to any other city for that matter. Since I never really had a home, there was nothing to go back for except for business. I had no friends anywhere in the world, except Helga, and no relatives either. 

Then it dawned on me. The only thing I didn’t have was the freedom to go where I wanted to go when I wanted to go there. I had limo service anywhere in Dubai and private jets for travel anywhere in the world so long as it was for business. I had ample credit to buy clothes, jewelry, makeup or any other “girl” things I needed. I could order any kind of food from anywhere in the world and it would be delivered here without question. Not many people would complain about a situation like that. 

In the back of my mind, though, was the nagging thought that I had become a prisoner. 

Margaret’s prisoner. THEIR prisoner. I wasn't really a 'prisoner of femininity.' I didn’t want to go back to being a man and live in a masculine environment. 

A sudden sense of fear rushed over me, then subsided. I was being well treated. Everything was fine at work, as well as between Margaret and me. Was I becoming paranoid? If most people heard about this, they would probably tell me to stop worrying and enjoy myself. I should be grateful that I had been chosen to be here surrounded by all this lux-ury, living the life of a princess. 
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My thoughts were interrupted by the other sissy maid, Leslie, starting the vacuum cleaner. I watched him move effortlessly around the place in his pink four-inch stilettos. 

When he reached to get the top of the drapes, his skirt rode up; beneath the pink petticoats, I saw his pink ruffled panties. His pink lipsticked mouth spread in a smile as he moved around me. 

When he finished, he wrapped up the cord slowly, being careful with his long elegant pink nails. I wondered if he had ever thought about leaving. Watching him mince about with the feather duster, I was going to ask him. Then I remembered Margaret’s warning about asking her anything further and I decided not to. 

Margaret returned from her trip; it was good to see her. The following week, I was given Friday afternoon off to get ready for a Halloween party that night. After a brief visit to the doctor and another shot, I headed for the beauty shop. When my manicure and pedicure were completed, the attendant handed me a small package, saying it was for tonight’s party. 

At home, I opened it to find a package of purple press on nails, a palette of purple eye shadow and a matching lipstick. I put the stuff on the vanity; later, over supper, I asked Margaret about the color she had selected. She grinned. 

“I love you in pastels but for the costume party tonight, I want you in something a little outrageous,” 

Sitting in front of the vanity that night in my purple satin bra, panties, garter belt and black fishnet stockings as I applied the purple eye shadow, black eyeliner, mascara and purple press-on nails, I couldn’t have agreed more. I certainly would be outrageous. On top of the black wig was a large purple satin sissy bow. I stepped into the purple petticoats and pulled them up to my waist. 

Margaret came in and slipped the purple satin sissy dress Helga had given me over my head and zipped me up. She fastened a pair of extra-long earrings to my earlobes, then squirted me with some very sweet, cheap-smelling perfume. She placed a black mask over my eyes. I stepped into the five-inch black leather stiletto pumps and put my cosmetics in the matching purple clutch purse. 

“You’re absolutely gorgeous, Bree,” she said as I took her arm. 

Judging by the look on Margaret’s face, I knew she was pleased. I, too, was pleased. I loved the feel of the satin lingerie against my smooth skin, the way the puff-sleeve mini dress bounced under the petticoats as my stilettos hit the hard floor when we walked down the hall. 

We rode the elevator to the ground floor where the limo took us to another building where the party was being held. 

Once inside, we walked to the hotel ballroom. At the entrance, I saw tables along both sides of a wide aisle. We walked down the full length of the aisle, then turned left to our table. Margaret pulled my chair out. I smoothed the skirt of my mini dress and sat down. 

“Why the wide aisle down the middle?” I inquired as the sissy waitress approached us. 

“We like to show off our new people as well as the costumes that are worn for the evening,” she answered. “There will also be a short fashion show after dinner.” 
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As I looked around the room, I saw that all the managers wore black pantsuits and boots while all the subordinates wore sissy mini dresses and high heels like me. The satin mini dresses were in a variety of colors, though all the high heels were black. 

The sissy waitress took our order for drinks and we began reading the menus. Shortly he was back and Margaret placed our order. I had a seafood salad while she ordered the beef Wellington. 

I couldn’t help but notice how the women looked at me and the other subordinates. I guess we had been brought her to be observed. Our meal came and we ate. I made a quick trip to the lady’s room where I saw Daphne touching up her lipstick. 

“You are going to  love  the show,” she said. “I’m sure Margaret will find some nice things for you. By the way, 

you look great in purple.” 

“Thanks,” I said as I

washed my hands. Appar-

ently she had assumed that

Margaret had told me about

this “show” as she called it. I

had been told that it was a

costume party, even though

none of the managers was

wearing a costume, just the

underlings and, of course, the

sissies. 

The sissy waitress cleared

our table after we finished

eating. Shortly the lights

dimmed and a spotlight went

on near our end of the aisle. 

Soft music began coming

from the corner speakers. 

A sissy in a bright pink

satin puff sleeve mini dress

and pink high heel pumps

began mincing down the

aisle. He wore a pink sissy

bow in his hair and had one

hand on his hip; he held up a

white card with the number

“one” in black ink. He made

his way down one side of the

aisle, then back up the other. 

For the next two hours

there was a parade of sissies
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modeling gowns and dresses in a variety of colors and styles. Margaret made note of some of the numbers. I assumed they would soon be a part of my wardrobe. 

When it was over, everyone applauded and the manager in charge of this show took a bow in the spotlight. The overhead lights came on and everyone got up to leave. As we walked back to the entrance, Margaret chatted briefly with some of the other female executives while I waited patiently by her side. “Be seen and not heard,” I thought to myself. 

Outside, she held the door for me and we got in the limo. She didn’t say anything on the way home as she appeared to be lost in thought. I was tempted to ask what she had picked out for me but I didn’t. 

Back home, she led me into her bedroom. She helped me out of my dress and petticoats. Her eyes got wide as she looked at me in my purple lingerie. Wrapping her arms around me, she kissed me hard. She undressed quickly and strapped on the dildo. I barely had time to slide my panties off before she was inside of me. It was a terrific night of love-making. 

The next morning, I barely had time to pick up my things off the floor and get dressed for work. Judging by the looks on the faces of some of the other employees, they, too, must have had a great night. As I walked past the meeting room that afternoon, there was a considerable amount of giggling and laughter among the all-female management team. 

Work continued to be challenging and the days flew by. It would soon be Thanksgiving, then would come Christmas. It was the first time I would not be around family for the holidays. 

Margaret considered everyone in the company to be family. She lived for her work and, except for me, had no one outside the company either. Despite what some people might think, it was not a lonely existence by any means. We were surrounded by people we liked and enjoyed working with. 

Our days were filled with the challenges that every career, has except we all liked what we did and loved the fashion business. It was a true team; everyone’s attitude defined the meaning of Esprit de Corps. 

At Thanksgiving, we had a company dinner at the hotel ballroom again. I wore a bright orange sleeveless floor-length taffeta gown with black over-the-elbow gloves and of black four-inch stiletto heels. My brown wig was done in an upsweep style with an orange sissy bow pinned in the middle. My nails and lipstick were orange as well. 

I no longer felt like I was walking into a room on Margaret’s arm. It was more like I was floating. Despite the clicking of my high heels on the hard floor and the delicate swinging of my long earrings as we walked to our table, I seemed to be walking more on a cloud or a magic carpet of some sort. 

With my left hand holding the matching orange clutch purse, my left arm looped thru Margaret’s arm, and the other hand grasping the broad skirt of my gown, I walked with Margaret to our table, reveling in the looks I got from the other managers as we walked past them. As the sissy waitress pulled out my chair, I disengaged my arm from hers and smoothed the broad skirt of my gown with my right hand before I sat down. 

Page - 45

PRINCESS FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

All the subordinates were dressed in long gowns like me. Margaret, like the other managers and supervisors, wore a black tuxedo. We all looked each other over. A more perfect example of femininity could not be found anywhere. It was wall-to-wall femininity. Not one hair out of place, not one misstep in those high heels, the perfectly made-up faces, the elegant dresses tailored to fit perfectly all added up to the most glamorous group of people you could find anywhere. If an outsider was here, they would have no idea that most of them had been men, or still were men, biologically speaking. 

The room buzzed with conversation but the conversation was all about fashion and the upcoming new Spring line. It would be released on Monday. There was no gossip or talk of current events around the world. The only subjects of conversation were fashion, makeup, hairstyles, and the jewelry on display around the room. 

Following the finest meal of turkey, dressing, and mashed potatoes I have ever eaten, we were served a small slice of pumpkin pie. The after-dinner mint ice cream drinks, sans alcohol of course, made everything complete. As we left the dining room, I saw Daphne and Frankie but didn’t get a chance to say hi to them. Actually subordinates seldom were allowed to get together except at the office during business hours and even then only to discuss business. No one was allowed to chit-chat or gossip on company time. 

Once we arrived back in our apartment, Margaret swooped me off my feet at her bedroom door and carried me inside as I girlishly flailed my legs under the broad-skirted gown. My high heels fell off and I dropped my purse as she casually tossed me on the bed, then pounced on top of me and kissed me hard. 

We held that kiss for the longest time. When we finally broke, I was nearly out of breath. She grabbed my arms, pulled me up, then unzipped me as I began taking off one of my long gloves. I managed to get only one glove off before I was out of my dress. She was out of her tuxedo and was lubricating the dildo she had quickly strapped on as I unhooked my sheer hose from their garters and slid them off. I took off the girdle and was about to unhook my bra when she kissed me again and pushed me back on the bed. 

Much later, I quietly slipped out of bed as she slept. I picked up the rest of my lingerie off the floor along with my dress, shoes and purse and walked back to my own room, showered and went to bed. 

In December, things began to slow up a bit as the Spring line went into production. The stores in the building got busier. No matter the time of the day, there seemed to be plenty of people shopping. 

The Christmas Eve banquet was going to be held in the same hotel dining room as the Thanksgiving dinner. During the week, I had gone home early most days as I was not that busy. Friday, I left at noon to get my nails done in dark red. 

Back home, I slid into a sweet cherry-scented bubble bath and once again contemplated my life here. Margaret didn’t want to exchange gifts, so after the dinner, we had nothing planned for the evening. I had just dried myself off when I heard Margaret return from work. I dusted myself with the cherry-scented body powder and put on a black bra and panty briefer. 
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Sitting at the vanity, I applied a darker red rouge and lipstick to match my darker nails. 

I added eye makeup because Margaret wanted me to. After donning a shoulder-length blonde wig, I put on sheer panty hose as Margaret walked in. 

She removed the little black dress she had just purchased from its garment bag. After unzipping it, she held it up by the hem. I took the velvet puff sleeve mini dress and slipped it on. She zipped me up and I stepped into the black suede peek-a-boo toed pumps. She fastened a single strand of pearls around my neck and a dark red velvet sissy bow to my wig as I put on the dainty pearl bracelet. I scented myself with the sweet cherry-scented perfume, then put my cosmetics in the matching black clutch purse and stood at attention for her approval. She smiled as she motioned me to twirl around. I did so. 

“You look good enough to eat,” she grinned. “I don’t know whether to take you to the company dinner or ravish you right here and now.” 

“Down, girl,” I replied. “We wouldn’t want to miss a company function, now would we?” 

She laughed as she shook her head. 

“I guess not. Go watch the news while I get dressed.” 

I walked to the alcove and turned on the big screen TV. About twenty minutes later, Margaret returned. Her hair was pulled back and she looked very sharp in her black tuxedo with the red cummerbund and those highly polished black boots. I stood up and took her arm. As we walked to the elevator, I was thinking how good the black velvet dress felt against my hairless skin. Almost as good as the sheer pantyhose felt. This company certainly knew quality and how much women appreciate it! 

We arrived at the dining room and took our seats. All the management people wore tuxes and all the subordinates were wearing little black puff sleeve mini dresses and heels like mine. It was the only time since I had been here that we had all been dressed exactly alike. I wondered if this was a one-time or maybe a once-a-year thing. I was going to ask Margaret but she seemed preoccupied with looking at the other girls or girls-to-be. Again we were being watched closely, so I wanted to be at my girly best. 

The meal was superb. The service was excellent as well, with the sissy service personnel all dressed in red instead of the usual pink. Maybe I should stop questioning all this, I thought. Like Daphne advised Frankie once, “relax and enjoy the ride.” While I didn’t have to face the prospect of going back to Idaho, or anywhere else for that matter, I wondered idly what might happen if I or someone else here decided to do so. My thoughts were interrupted by the lights dimming and a spotlight shining on the front table as the division manager approached the small lectern. 

“Ladies, this has been a good year for the company. Your bonus checks will be in your accounts about the fifteenth of next month. Our new Spring line has gone into production to fill orders which are about 12% over last year. Top management couldn’t be more pleased.” 

“I want to welcome all of our new employees to the Sherrod family. As I look around this gathering, I can see you have all taken your work and the importance of maintaining Page - 47

PRINCESS FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

an exquisitely feminine appearance seriously. Please continue to do so. While you are not eligible for a bonus this year, your dedication to your work and your femininity has not gone unnoticed by me or the staff. In closing, I wish all of you the best of the Holiday Season.” 

She stepped away from the lectern to a burst of applause. The spotlight went off and the overhead lights came on again. Margaret turned to me as the manager sat down. 

“I appreciate your attentiveness to your appearance as well as your hard work, Bree. It should be another six months or so before I can move you up a slot. Finish your soft drink and let’s go home.” 

I drank the last of my soda as Margaret got up. I stood up, picked up my purse and took Margaret’s arm. 

Once again, I became aware of the managers and supervisors watching us carefully as we walked out of the dining room. In the main hallway, as well as outside as we got into our limos, we were all being observed by somebody. 

As the limo pulled away from the curb, Margaret slid over closer to me and wrapped one arm around my shoulders, pulling me close and kissing me hard as her other hand slid up my dress. 

“Margaret, please!” I squealed girlishly as I pulled away from her and pushed her hand down. “Not here in the limo!” 

“Oops, I forgot. You’ve never done it in a limo, have you?” she smirked. “Relax. We’re alone back here. You’re wearing smear-proof lipstick. Besides, the sissy driver won’t say anything. We have twenty minutes before we get back home.” 

She leaned forward again. I pushed her away again and straightened my dress as best I could. 

“No. Wait ‘til we get home PLEASE,” I asked in my quiet girly voice. 

Margaret turned around and looked straight ahead. We arrived at our building and went upstairs. As we entered the apartment, she walked close behind me, her hand on my butt. 

“I love the feel of velvet don’t you?” she giggled. 

“Yes, I do. I love all the clothes you have picked out. You know how I enjoy being a girl. I mean, that’s why I became one. I love everything that goes with being a female. Bubble baths, makeup, lingerie, dresses and heels, the whole nine yards,” I replied. 

“Good, then you’re going to love what I bought for you for Christmas.” 

“I thought we weren't giving each other gifts,” I replied. 

“Oh, we’re not,” she giggled again. “It’s just a little something extra I found that I know you will like.” 

We stopped at her bedroom. I turned around so she could unzip me. 

“It’s on your bed. Try it on and come back here so I can see how it fits you,” she said as she began taking off her tuxedo. 
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I went to my bedroom, took off my dress, and slipped out of my heels. I opened the box on the bed to find a peignoir set. It was red chiffon, fire engine red. I took off my lingerie. I put it and the matching red fuzzy toe four-inch heel slippers on. 

In front of the mirror, I pinned the red satin sissy bow to my wig and re-did my mouth with the tube of bright red lipstick. I pressed the tube to my cheeks and smoothed the makeup around, giving me more of a racy look than the softer dark red rouge I had put on for the evening. I put on a quick squirt of the sweet cherry perfume after which I headed for Margaret’s bedroom. 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for me. Her face brightened as I walked into the room and began sashaying around in front of her. I twirled around once, then stopped. I stood over her and pulled the satin bands that held the robe together. It slid to the floor. She stood up and we kissed as I wrapped my arms around her neck. She held me for a long time. Then we broke apart, got on the bed and soon were entwined. Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night, I thought as once more I became fulfilled. 

It was another slow week as we approached the New Year's party. To celebrate the start of the New Year as well as the success of the company’s increase in business, we would be going back to the main ballroom at the hotel. 

Margaret had picked out a stunning new cocktail dress for me to wear. The dress had three-quarter-length sleeves and a tea-length broad skirt. From the waist up, the dress was black velvet; from the waist down, the broad skirt was a bright magenta as was the large sissy bow at the base of the back zipper. 

That night after work, I put on magenta press-on nails to match the magenta lipstick and did my eyes. After putting on a petti-slip, I slipped the dress over my head and adjusted it. With my long earrings in place, black wrist-length gloves and a matching clutch bag, I walked to Margaret’s room. 

I turned around so she could zip me up. When she finished, I turned around again and she made a slight adjustment to the magenta sissy bow in my black wig. 

“There you are, Bree,” she smiled. “Dressed to thrill for sure.” 

I took her arm and we headed for the elevator. 

The New Year’s dinner was pretty much the same as the other holiday dinners except there was no speech. This time, the tables had been arranged in a semicircle. The open space in the middle became a dance floor and a small band at the front played soft, romantic music for us to dance to. At midnight, the balloons were released and “Auld Lang Syne” was played. At its end, everybody applauded and shouts of “Happy New Year!” 

echoed thru out the room. We walked out to the limo and I got inside. 

As we rode back to our apartment, I thought about what would be ahead for me in the new year. Margaret had told me I would be moving up a slot soon, though that would still be several months away. 

Back at our building, I slid over on the seat and got out. The rustle of the petti-slip under the taffeta skirt as well as the clicking of my heels on the concrete gave me a wonderful girly feeling. Like any girl, I hated to take off such pretty clothes. 
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Monday, it would be back to work as usual in my slim skirt, frilly blouse and heels. I secretly wished I could stay dressed up all the time. Even with a closet full of beautiful gowns, it seemed there were never enough company functions to go to so I could dress up. 

Having a dresser full of the finest lingerie and sleepwear was some consolation. I tried to remember the last time I wore pants but except for the sweat togs at the gym, I couldn’t. 

The next week, everybody got back in the swing of things. My wigs had been fitting a little snugly so I got my hair cut and shampooed. I stopped by the clinic for my annual physical and some girl juice. The doctor was quite pleased with the way I was maintaining my weight and other aspects of my physical health. I asked about breast implants but she shook her head no. 

“Very few develop nice breasts like you have. It’s not for you,” she said. 

The workouts at the gym kept me fit and trim. I must admit there were times since I had transitioned when I could have eaten a second helping or a late night snack but I didn’t and my figure showed it. I was quite proud of my feminine form and, like any girl, loved showing it off. Periodically I would model my new bra and panty sets or sleepwear, both with high heels, for Margaret and she was always pleased. 

As Spring approached, the Fall designs were being looked over. Decisions would be made in about a month; then a month later, we would begin production to have the line out by August first. We did find time to get some golfing in, something that had been spo-radic since my arrival here in Dubai. 

Margaret had picked out a pair of pink culottes for me to wear and a sleeveless pink blouse with a large bow in the front to match the pink socks and golf shoes. I was pretty rusty and Margaret beat me several times. 

The golf course was near the ocean; I longed to take a swim. I wore a hot pink bathing suit with a bit of a skirt that flared out from the side, a large pink floppy hat, and pink beach sandals to show off my pink toenails as well as huge pink rimmed sunglasses. 

“The sun is bad for a girl’s skin,” she remarked the first time we were out. She made sure I had plenty of sunscreen and a thick layer of pink lipstick. She liked seeing me in pink, as you might guess. I never tired of it either. It had not been that big of a step from being a sissy boy to being a girl. 

A month before the Fall showing, Margaret outfitted me for my new position that would be starting soon. Instead of the sissy blouses and skirts, I would now be wearing suits. The jacket and skirt combinations were sharply tailored and the skirts were tapered as well. Some were worn with sleeveless or short-sleeved blouses, some with out. My leather pumps would always be four-inch heel stilettos. I was quite adept at walking in any pump, no matter how high the heel. I had gotten accustomed to taking shorter, more mincing effeminate steps, due to the tapering of the skirts. 

Margaret had me photographed in some of the new Fall line and I would appear, along with some of the other girls, in the sales brochures that would be going out in about a month. I loved doing this for the company as it meant a day away from the office. Margaret liked it, too, as I paraded in front of her with one hand on my hip and the other at an angle, with my purse in the crook of my arm. 
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I was elevated to the administrative assistant post beginning May 1st. A new sissy secretary had been hired to replace me. Margaret and I helped train our new girl Jill, or should I say girl-to-be, in his new job. 

He was twenty-years-old, a shy boy who had been on hormones for two years. Judging by the effect of the hormones and his effeminate manner, he, too, should never have been a male to begin with. Margaret and I agreed it would not be long before he would become a she and one of us. 

I took to my new duties with great enthusiasm and was soon handling everything as if I had been doing it all my life. Nothing had come up that I couldn’t deal with. Jill was a hard worker and very pleasant to be around. He picked up his duties quickly and left no doubt in my or Margaret’s mind that he would be a welcome addition to the company. 

Jill was also a part of the prom show that weekend. The sissies who took part were all stunning. The managers and supervisors were thrilled at the performance of these effeminate boys in their very girly dresses and heels as they minced down a makeshift runway to show off this year’s collection. 

The weekend after the show, Margaret said we would be attending a social gathering hosted by one of the buyers aboard her yacht. Margaret dressed me in one of the gowns she liked at the show. It was a dark pink taffeta sheath from the waist down and pink chiffon from the waist up. She pinned a large pink sissy bow to my blonde wig and handed me the matching clutch purse. 

“Since neither one of us had a real prom of our own, tonight will be our night,” she smiled. 

We went downstairs and got in the limo. It was about thirty minutes before we arrived at the piers several miles from where we lived. I stepped out of the limo and my mouth fell open. When Margaret had said “yacht,” I assumed it was one of those big, elaborately furnished boats you see in the magazines. This was either one very large yacht or a small ocean liner, I wasn’t sure which. 

As we walked up the wide gangway, I was not surprised to see more limos lined up to unload their passengers. At the top, we were greeted by a sissy hostess who checked our names off on his clipboard and directed us downstairs, excuse me, “below” to the main ballroom. I took Margaret’s arm and picked up the slack in my gown as we carefully made our way to the ballroom, then to our assigned table. 

As you might expect, everything was done in a nautical style. The all-girl band, dressed in white tuxedos with massive pink bows under their chins, played soft romantic music. Sissy waitresses flitted about in their pink uniforms, pink high heels and a pink sailor hat pinned to the top of their pink wigs. 

We placed our orders for drinks. I looked around the room and, once again, I was not surprised to see women in black tuxedos and highly polished black boots with their sissy dates, all dressed in pink like me. It was a fine collection of femininity. We sipped our drinks and made casual conversation unless the host or one of our managers stopped by. 

At that point, I shut up and just sat still, smiling politely. 
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We danced a couple of dances, then our meal was served. It was the finest seafood you have ever tasted. I kidded Margaret about getting a “doggy bag” the size of a steamer trunk to haul home. We danced several more dances, then our dessert came. Where they found the chocolate for this chocolate mousse was, no doubt, top secret. I could’ve eaten a ton of it. Margaret just laughed and reminded me that anything this good was either ille-gal, hell on the waistline, or both. I giggled like a schoolgirl as I swallowed the last delightful spoonful. 

Despite not being a teenaged girl, I certainly felt like one as I touched up my pink blusher and lipstick. Later, we danced away the evening. At precisely 2 AM, the lights blinked off and back on again. The band played “Wonderland by Night” and we all slow danced to it. It was a very romantic end to a beautiful evening, even if it wasn’t a real prom. 

Margaret thanked out host and we ascended the steps to the top deck. She stopped me at the railing. 

“Bree, are you happy here?” she asked. 

“Yes, of course I am,” I answered. “Why do you ask?” 

“I want to be certain you are. I know it may have been difficult to cut all ties with your past and start life anew. I hope you are always thinking about what lies ahead and not what you have left behind. Do you understand me?” 

“I understand you completely. I am very happy here,” 

“I put some new earrings in your jewelry box and found this camera card in the drawer. I know this part of your past life, especially since it is your childhood and your relationship with your mom, may be quite important to you but I think your life here is important, too. I think you should sever all ties with the past, don’t you?” 

This took me completely by surprise. For a minute, I felt a terrific pang of guilt but I knew what I had to do for my future and for my relationship with Margaret. I took the card from her hand. 

“You're right, Margaret,” I said as I held the card over the railing and let it slip from my fingers into the water below. 

“Good. I'm glad you feel like I do. Now, let’s get our limo.” 

I took her arm and we walked down the gangway. We waited our turn at the bottom until our limo stopped in turn for us. Back home, we topped the evening off with a terrific sexual ending. As I drifted off to sleep in Margaret’s arms, I couldn’t ask for more. 

Margaret was away on two business trips that summer. I wanted to go along but she was adamant about my staying here and running her office. One of those trips was to New York and I would have loved to have gone back with her. This time we could do some shopping, eat at one of the many fine restaurants or see a Broadway show like any two girlfriends. 

When she returned, we went out to eat and I did wear one of my fabulous dresses. It almost seemed as if she were keeping me to herself and the company, as opposed to shar-ing me with the rest of the world. 
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Once again, I thought about how I never quite seemed to have real freedom. It had been over a year now and I had not left the country. I had my passport and yet I was being kept here. My thoughts turned back to my work which had kept me very busy. Our golf outings had been cut back to about once or twice a month. I hadn’t been to the beach again either. 

All in all, I was very happy with my life, the life of a princess. It was something I had never even dreamed of when I was growing up. It was as if I were living in a dream world. No matter what happened anywhere in the world, I would not be affected by it. I was safe here in the world of Sherrod, a world the company and Margaret had created for me. 

At the end of October, Margaret returned from New York again. When I mentioned my disappointment at not being able to accompany her, she laughed it off, saying, “There will be plenty of other trips.” 

A week later at a company function, I was in a floor-length strapless black taffeta gown with black over-the-elbow gloves and, of course, black stiletto heel pumps. I wore eye makeup again and dark red lipstick and blusher. She had chosen a black wig done in an upsweep style. The taffeta felt so good against my sheer nylon-encased legs. Whether we were dancing or seated at the table, I felt wonderful in my own femininity. 

Later that night, as I lay awake in my pink satin bed, I found it hard to believe how incredibly lucky I had been. I tried not to think of the possibility that, one day, all this might end. 

I had achieved a great deal in transitioning and coming here to build a new life. I had succeeded in most respects. Most importantly of all, I guess, was the fact that I was, for the first time in my life, truly happy. 

Early the next morning, I got up and went over to the window. The stars that shone brightly in the night sky were winking out above me as the light of another day crept over the horizon. It was another day for me to get dressed to meet whatever this day might bring. I loved being a princess whether at home or at work. More importantly, I was now a princess for life. 

THE END
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