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SECRETARY FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

My parents’ marriage had been rocky from the start. Counseling didn’t help matters at all. In an effort to salvage the marriage, my mom got pregnant with me in the hope that another kid might bring her and my dad closer together. I was what they called a “late” 

baby. Though my father never said anything, I’m sure he resented being saddled with the responsibility of raising one more. 

I was a frail child. Maybe the stress of a marriage going sour or the worry about whether or not this was the best thing to do contributed to my being born “small,” weigh-ing in at a mere three and a half pounds. 

Growing up, my older brother didn’t have much time for me, describing me as a “little tyke.” He was a rough and tumble guy who had excelled in sports and later joined the Army. I was not athletic by any means; because of the fact that I was small, I could not try out for football. Despite being short, I tried out for basketball, fracturing my ankle coming down with a rebound. A few months later, I broke my arm in a collision at home plate while trying out for the baseball team. 

The doctors have a term for it consisting of most of the letters of the alphabet. Essentially the translation was “brittle bones.” So despite a healthy diet and a strong willingness to try, I found myself relegated to non-contact sports. I wasn’t particularly fond of either golf or tennis but I chose tennis and managed to make the junior high squad even though my brother called them “sissy sports.” 

I did have a love of Rock and Roll. After pounding on the chairs, sofa and mattresses enough, my parents broke down and bought me a set of drums at a pawnshop. I loved beating out various rhythms, using them to take out the normal frustrations every kid has. 

My music teacher called me a “natural” and with his encouragement I became an accomplished musician by the time I entered high school. 

Page - 3

SECRETARY FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

I turned sixteen on June First as I finished my sophomore year. I had had a number of chances to join a couple of local rock groups but I shied away from them as many of the band members were older and my parents seemed to think I would be falling in with the

“wrong crowd.” 

I got my driver's license and began working for my dad shortly thereafter at the call center where he was the manager. The call center took inbound orders for a number of companies but most notable for a large women’s department store with a mail order affili-ate. The center occupied the entire top floor of a large two-story office building not far from where we lived, making my commute back and forth to work a very pleasant bicycle ride in the summer. 

I started taking orders for a mail order electronics company specializing in car stereos, speakers and related equipment. I could see why my father's philandering was so easy. 

Most of the employees were women who took orders for the women’s clothing store and many of them were young college students working part-time around their class schedules. My father had a good eye. Except for a few middle-aged women and some who were retired, the majority of the females were very good-looking. 

A year went by. Just as things seemed to have stabilized, my brother came back from the Middle East in a box. After the funeral, my mom became more and more distant. My father didn’t seem to care. I felt powerless to do anything about it; I continued to work and play my drums. I enjoyed my job and soon my own car sported a new stereo and a great set of speakers. 

Another affair surfaced and this time Mom filed for separation. I was very uncertain of my future at that point, knowing I would have to live with one of my parents. My problem was solved when, coming home late from work one night, Mom lost control of her car, crashed through a bridge railing, rolled down an embankment and into a creek. 

Her death was ruled an accident. Despite her normally moderate use of alcohol, her blood alcohol level was almost twice the legal limit. Afterwards there were rumors and speculation that the cause of death was what the cops call “auto-cide.” Deliberately getting loaded and running off the road to kill her self. 

She had switched the life insurance beneficiary from my dad to me and thirty days after the funeral, I found myself with a check for twenty-thousand dollars. Because of my age, the money was placed in trust until I was eighteen. My father said nothing; he seemed to be impatient about getting the funeral over with and getting on with our lives. 

Dad decided to sell the house and we rented a small two-bedroom duplex about the same distance from work. I had not been aware of it but my parents had been mortgaged to the hilt and the sale resulted in very little net cash in my father's pocket after the sale was completed. 

We had very little money but no debts either. I continued to work part-time and got good grades in school though my drumming was now relegated to daylight hours in the basement of our rented duplex. 

As graduation neared, I still had not decided on a career path. I had seen lots of people who jumped from high school right into college and then either couldn’t find the job they wanted, or found the job they wanted but it didn’t pay much and they couldn’t find any-Page - 4
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thing else. I decided to work full-time for a year and then consider my options. In addition to my job, I was now filling in occasionally for a number of local rock groups. The extra money would come in handy. 

A month from graduation, my world collapsed around me. My father and one of the female employees were shot to death outside a motel about thirty miles away. The woman’s ex-boyfriend set the car on fire and then shot him self in the head. 

Following the funeral, I got rid of a lot of stuff in the apartment. My dad's life insurance was minimal but it covered all the expenses with a little left over. The insurance company said the car wasn’t worth much but they gave me a little over three grand for it. With the leftover money, I bought a used subcompact car for the winter commute to work. 

A corporate guy came in to run the place and brought news that a buyout was in the works. There would be layoffs due to more orders being placed over the Internet; about 60% of the employees would probably be retained. I had concerns about that word “probably.” 

A week before graduation, all employees were required to attend one of two meetings at a local motor lodge where we would be given information about our status and the changes that would be implemented by the new owners. 

I attended the second meeting on a Sunday morning. Several members of the Walworth department store were there, including the manager. She was a tall silver-haired woman, immaculately groomed and impeccably dressed. From the podium she spoke briefly about the company, its goals for us and the new wage and benefit package they offered. Following the short speech, each of us met briefly with one of the company reps who answered questions and passed out benefit literature. 

Following the meeting, I played at a graduation party. I don’t remember much about the party because I didn’t have much experience with alcohol and it cost me. I woke up Monday morning under the bleachers with my pants down around my ankles. In addition to my virginity, I had also been relieved of my watch and $37.00. I’m sure my father would have gotten a laugh out of my first experience. I managed to drive home slowly and with the help of an ice pack and some hot coffee, I was feeling well enough to go to work at 3

PM. 

Arriving at work, I was greeted by a stocky blonde woman with a stern look on her face. 

“You are?” she asked in a husky voice. 

“Carl Winston, ma'am,” I answered. 

“I am pleased to meet you, Carl. I am Donna Price, the new manager. From now on you will address me as Ms. Price, understood?” 

“Yes, Ms. Price,” I answered. I had the feeling the relaxed atmosphere my father had operated under had just gone out the window. 

“Good. Please step into my office, there are some things we need to go over before you start work.” 
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She turned away and I followed her into what had once been my dad’s office. I noticed the desk did not have its usual mess on the top and that a large, nearly full garbage bag was on the floor next to it. 

“Please take a seat. I have been doing some house cleaning and purging the filing cabinets of some of the things we won’t need. Please take the bag out to the dumpster when you leave work tonight. Now then, have you read the benefit book?” 

I nodded. I had hoped they would keep me on full-time until I could decide on a career path. 

“Do you have any questions?” she asked

“No, Ms. Price,” I answered. 

“Good. I want you to understand I run a disciplined organization and I will not tolerate insubordinate behavior by anyone. Punctuality is important as well. I want you to be at your terminal, on time as you are scheduled. I’m fully aware of the recent tragedies in your life. Those things are in the past and we must move on. Your father ran a rather loose ship here. On occasion, he saw fit to dip his pen in the company ink, as they say. That will not be tolerated either. I expect you to conduct yourself like an adult. Behave yourself, do your job and we will get along just fine. Is that perfectly clear, Carl?” 

“Yes, Ms. Price, it is.” 

“Excellent. Your wage will be the same but we are offering a substantial bonus for those who exceed their sales goals. Now get to work,” 

I got up, went to my station and logged on the computer. On my breaks, there was no conversation about the new ownership or the new manager. Most people had a “wait and see” attitude. The first week went by quickly and the transition seemed to be going smoothly. 

Saturday's mail included a notification of a rent increase. I had two months to decide whether to renew the lease or find a different place. I liked the area but thought it wouldn’t hurt to look at a few one-bedroom apartments to see what was available. I looked at several places before reporting to the clinic for the required pre-employment physical. I passed and was surprised at having to get an early flu shot. It was a very large and unpleasant hypo shot in the buttocks. I was also given a three-month supply of vita-min tablets with the instructions to take two a day without fail. 

There was something funny about the way the female doctor and the nurse smiled at me as I got dressed to leave their office, as well as the doctor's admonition that I could stand to loose a few more pounds. Between tennis and biking, I thought I had kept myself pretty trim but maybe to keep my job and be on good terms with the company management, I should lay off the pizza, burgers, and fries for awhile. 

That night I played another gig and slept in late Sunday morning. I spent the afternoon looking at a couple more places but found nothing I liked as much as the roomy duplex I was in now. It was more expensive but the thought of packing up stuff and moving as well as changing over the utilities to another address kept me from making a decision right away. 
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On Monday morning, I reported for work on the day shift and immediately sensed something was wrong. I walked in the door and saw two female police officers talking with Donna in her office. Several of the women looked up at me, then quickly looked away. 

I walked to my work station and was about to log on when Donna waved me into her office. The two police officers walked outside and waited by the door. 

“Sit down, Carl, we have important things to discuss,” she said with an expressionless face. 

I took my seat and said, “What’s up?” 

“I understand you had a great time after your graduation party gig?” 

Her face was serious. I couldn’t understand what that had to do with my work at the center. 

“Well I’m not sure what you mean,” I answered. 

“Oh come now, dear boy. Who is kidding who here? Did you see those two cops who were just here and who are waiting out in the hallway?” 

“Well, yes, I did see them,” I replied. “But what does that have to do with my work here?” I asked

“Did you enjoy yourself under the bleachers?” she queried. 

“I don’t think that is any of your business!” I shouted. 

“Oh, but it is, dear boy! It seemed the young lady celebrated her birthday and loss of virginity on the same day you did! Now I have good news and bad news. The bad news is it was your 18th birthday but her 16th birthday. In this state, do you know what that means?” 

“Wait a minute, that little hot pants trick and I had consensual sex under the bleachers…” 

She cut off my words with a wave of her hand. 

“Consensual or not, in this state, do you know what happens to adults who screw chil-dren?” 

The serious expression on her face gave me a sinking feeling in my gut. I didn’t know what to say so I just kept quiet. 

“I take it by your silence that you admit what happened and want some help getting yourself out of this mess?” she asked. 

“Yes ma'am, I would,” was the only answer I could give. 

“Well then, I do have some good news.” She had a smirk on her face as she finished the statement. 

“First and foremost, you will have to undergo some behavior modification and sensitivity training. In addition to changing your attitude towards women, much like your father, you will also under go physical training to conform to our standards here. By agreeing to do this, you will avoid prosecution on a sexual assault of a minor charge. The Page - 7
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only other alternative is to go to trial where you will most assuredly be found guilty and sent to prison where you will spend some time keeping your cell mates Leroy and Bubba happy. Do I make myself clear?” 

I was stunned to say the least. I saw no options except to agree to this woman’s terms so I nodded meekly and asked simply, “What do you want me to do?” 

She smiled a tight little smile. “There are going to be some personnel changes as you were told at the meeting. Right now we are reducing the size of the call center due to more orders being placed over the Internet as well as an increase in our department store sales. 

Therefore, effective immediately, you are being laid off from your job receiving inbound calls. Since you haven’t been here very long, you won’t be eligible for unemployment but I would like to keep you here to fill a new position. I know you want to make amends for your recent dalliance under the bleachers. I suggest you take it to remain on good terms with me and the company.” 

“What exactly would this job be?” I inquired. 

She smiled again. “You will be my personal secretary. Just for a short time, of course. 

You are well organized, have excellent communication skills, are computer literate, get along well with others and can handle multiple tasks with relative ease.” 

“But that’s a woman’s job! I’m not…” 

Her stern looks stopped me cold. “There is no such thing as women’s work or men’s work anymore! That’s something else you and other men have to learn. It’s a different world today. Everybody is equal. There are no sexual definitions as far as work or job de-scriptions are concerned. You should feel lucky we are keeping you at all. You will have a slight reduction in your salary until you complete the training program. Then you will get a raise and your benefits kick in.” 

I nodded. “All right,” I said glumly. “What do I have to do?” 

Over the next thirty minutes, she went over the job responsibilities I would have as well as the hours I would be putting in. When she finished, she looked at me and said:

“Do you have any questions about what we are going to require you to do?” 

I shook my head. “No, I can’t think of anything offhand.” 

“Very good, I’m glad to see you are cooperating with us. Now there is one other thing. 

As I stated earlier, there are no sexual connotations to any jobs, however in this instance, corporate prefers to have a female in the position. Therefore you will be required to dress and act like a female. You will have the assistance of several people to transform you, tem-porarily of course.” 

“Wait just a minute here!” I interrupted her. I’m not going to come to work dressed like a girl. I can work dressed just like I am today. Further more, I…” 

Her icy glare cut me off once again and she got close to my face and spoke softly. 

“Perhaps you would like to have me call those two police officers in the hall back in here and have them take you down to your holding cell?” 

She had a deadly serious look on her face and I knew this was no time for an argument. 

Page - 8

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

“No, I guess not” I stammered. 

“Good. I am so glad we understand each other, Carla. Now your new job begins in thirty days. I know you keep your hair long because of your association with rock groups, but it is still too short so let it grow out more as well as your nails. Also, you have a soft voice, which is fine, but try modulating it just a little so you sound more like a girl. Here is a list of things for you to do, the people who will help you, and a schedule that you AB-SOULTELY MUST KEEP. Do you understand, Carla?” 

I winced at being called Carla instead of Carl but nodded in agreement. 

She smiled broadly. “Here is your itinerary for the next month. Be back here in thirty days ready to start work and I will give you another one. At ninety days, corporate will be here to see how I am handling things and I want you good and ready for them. Don’t screw this up for me. I’ve worked long and hard for this company and I won’t let some twit like you mess up my future. Anytime you feel like quitting on me, just remember one thing: working for me can be a bitch, but a dozen years downstate and you will be every-body’s bitch!” 

She was very convincing. “Yes, Ms. Price,” I squeaked out. My mouth had dried up and I couldn’t believe the mess I had gotten myself into. She stood up. 

“Go home and get started. By the way, at the bottom is the name of a nice little old lady. She has a small apartment for rent that is cheaper than the duplex you are renting now and closer to work. You should consider moving since it will be a month before you get paid and your new salary is less than you are making now.” 

I said nothing as I walked out of her office. At the door, the two female cops chatted briefly with Donna, then broke into laughter as I went out the door. At home, I tossed the itinerary on the table and plopped down on the sofa, contemplating what my next move was going to be. I wasn’t sure how all this was going to shake out. I got up and went to down the basement to beat the skins for a while but that didn’t help either. After making lunch, I sat down on the sofa and read through the list of things she wanted me to do. 

The first item was the word “move.” I glanced at the name at the bottom of the page and decided to call her in the morning to see the apartment. 

The second item was to maintain my diet and exercise regimen. I looked at the second page and found a list of foods to eat and what to avoid, as well as portion size. I never kept much food stock in the kitchen but most of what I had was on the “avoid” list. 

The third item was a list of appointments to be kept. The first one on the list was for that night at 8:30 PM at a beauty salon in the mall across the highway from the call center and the second was for 10 PM at the Walworth department store in the same mall. The words “back door” were in parenthesis. To say I was apprehensive was an understate-ment. 

I decided to see the apartment that afternoon instead of waiting. A Miss Everts answered the phone and said I should come right over. 

When I arrived, she walked me around the back to the entrance. Once inside, I saw that this place was quite a bit smaller than the one I had but completely furnished. I could sell all of the old furniture I had which needed to be replaced soon anyway. The decor was Page - 9
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something else. The whole place was done in pastels. The small kitchen-dining area was pale yellow with white trim. The living room was all white with white curtains and a cream-colored sofa and chair. The bedroom and full bath were pink with white trim. The large dresser and lighted vanity were white with gold trim. The four-poster bed was draped in pink chiffon. It was a very femmy place, to say the least, but not wanting to get on the wrong side of Ms. Price again, I said I would take the place. 

I wrote out a check for a month's rent and the security deposit and was given a set of keys. I went home and wrote a letter of notice to my landlord that I would be leaving and spent the rest of the day packing up some non-essential items and storing them in the basement of my new place. 

After supper that night, I watched some TV and then drove to the mall. Promptly at 8:25, I pushed the buzzer at the back door of the beauty salon. The door opened and a short, chunky woman let me in. 

“I’m glad you’re on time, Carla. I’m Ms. Baines, the manager. We are ready for you, so come with me, please.” 

I followed her inside where she motioned me to the small restroom adjacent to the office. She handed me a large brown envelope. 

“Take off your clothes, put this on and come out when you are ready, Carla.” Sensing my apprehension, she added, “The shop is closed now so just relax. There are no customers just me and two staff members.” 

I stepped inside and closed the door. After undressing, I opened the envelope. I found a paper jock strap inside. I put it on carefully, then opened the door and walked to the front of the salon. I could hear giggles as I approached. 

“Carla, please stand in the middle of the floor here,” motioned Ms. Baines. 

I walked to where she pointed, still uncomfortable with being nearly naked in front of strangers as well as being addressed as “Carla.” 

The other two women, each holding an electric clipper in one hand, knelt at my feet and began removing what little body hair I had. Next they put on wax strips. Much to their amusement, I winced and almost cried out as they yanked them off. Ms. Baines in-spected me after they were finished and nodded her approval. 

“Okay Carla, sit down here please,” said Ms. Baines as she gestured to one of the shops chairs. 

I sat in the chair she had indicated. In short order my ears were pierced and my eyelashes were curled. Next, one of the attendants turned on a machine behind me. She held up a device with a small needle at the end and began inserting the needle in my eyebrows. 

She worked quickly and when she was finished with both eyebrows, she held up a mirror so I could see the results of her work. My eyebrows had been thinned out and trailed off to a fine line as well as having a slight arch to them. 

Standing behind the operator, Ms. Baines commented, “Fabulous.” “Leave the hair and nails for now. The beard is last.” 
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My facial hair was fine, barely noticeable. Instead of shaving, I would often use a fine grade of sandpaper wrapped around a small piece of wood. By brushing it across my face and neck, it gave me the appearance of being smooth-shaven. 

The attendant soaked a towel in hot water and wrapped it around my face. After several minutes, she removed it and began applying some thick, creamy pink foam to my face and neck. It took only a minute or so before I felt a burning sensation. 

“This stuff is starting to sting,” I commented. 

“It’s  supposed  to sting a little,” said Ms. Baines. 

Shortly, the attendant tilted the chair back and rinsed the foam off with warm water. 

After drying me off, she ap-

plied some sweet smelling face

cream and the burning sensa-

tion went away. 

“That’s all for tonight, 

Carla,” announced Ms. Baines. 

Get dressed and you can go.” 

She handed me a large paper

bag as I headed for the

restroom

I changed back into my

clothes. I looked inside the bag

and found three paperback

books: one on nail care, one

about make-up and one about

hair and wig care. In addition, 

a small bag contained an eye-

brow tweezers, eyelash curler

and an assortment of manicure

utensils. As I left, I could hear

more giggles and fits of

laugher coming from the front

of the salon. I got in the car

and put the bag on the front

seat. Glancing in the rear view

mirror, I saw my face was very

smooth. With the thinner

arched eyebrows, I definitely

had a feminine appearance. 

I drove around the mall to

the back door of the Walworth

department store. I pushed the

buzzer and was admitted by a
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mature woman in a gray pantsuit. 

“Hi Carla, I’m Cindy. Please come with me.” The corridor was dimly lit and I could hear giggling coming from behind the door marked “Employees Only.” I followed her out on to the store floor. With the store closed, only a few small overhead lights were on. We stopped in the shoe department. 

“Have a seat and remove your shoes and socks please,” ordered Cindy. 

I sat in one of the plush chairs and took off my shoes and socks. She handed me a pair on nylon footies and I put them on. She opened one of several boxes on the opposite chair and handed me a pair of three-inch heel, black leather pumps. I tried one on and found it to be short. She tried another pair and it was long enough but tight in the width. The third pair was long and wide enough and I slipped them on easily. I stood up, a little unsteady and walked slowly towards her. 

I felt awkward, to say the least. It was a weird feeling to be up at an angle like this. 

“Take your time and walk slowly, heel to toe, like this,” she said. 

I watched her walk away from me, then turn and come back. I wasn’t sure I could duplicate what she was doing naturally. 

“Don’t be in a hurry. Men always walk too fast anyway. Take small steps, one foot in front of the other. You want to be poised and ladylike. It’s important for you to exude confidence, especially when you walk in heels.” 

I started out and found it wasn’t that difficult. I managed to walk about twenty feet and then I turned around and came back to where Cindy was standing. 

“Not bad, not bad at all for your first time in heels!” she commented. “Practice makes perfect, you know. Do you happen to have a treadmill at home?” she asked. 

“Yes I do, though I don’t use it much. I like to bike and play tennis though since graduation I haven’t been on the courts.” 

“Well, you should be on it at least an hour each day to insure you will develop a ladylike walk, though I can see you are doing remarkable well already,” 

She smiled broadly at her remark as I sat down and took off the heels. I put my sneakers back on and stood up. She handed me the box of shoes and a CD-ROM. 

“Study this carefully as well as the books Ms. Baines gave you. You have a short time to get all this down pat. Donna doesn’t want any slip ups.” 

I nodded in agreement and followed her to the back door. As we passed the break room door, I overheard a woman say, “Baines says he has killer legs and the cutest butt! I can’t wait to see him in a tight skirt, hose and heels!” 

“Or just a pink bra and panties would do for me!” chimed in another one. 

I let the comments slide as Cindy let me out the back door. I drove home and wondered about all of this. I packed up some more stuff and put it in the basement. I took a shower. Soaping my hairless body was much more enjoyable. After drying myself off, I stood in front of the sink and looked at my face. If my hair was longer, you would not have known you were looking at a male, that was for sure. My face was smoother than if I Page - 12
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had shaved and the thinner arched eyebrows completed my new, very feminine look. 

Standing in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door, I saw that my body and especially my freshly-waxed legs had a feminine sheen to them. 

I slipped on a robe and curled up on the sofa to read the books Ms. Baines had given me. I placed the CD-ROM in the computer. Over the next hour, I listened and watched the attractive woman explain feminine deportment. When I was finished, I opened the package of knee-high nylons Cindy had given me. I put on a pair and slipped into the pumps. I walked down to the basement. I adjusted the treadmill for a lower speed and began walking the way Cindy and the woman in the disk had explained. To my amazement, it wasn’t all that difficult. 

It was a little after midnight when I finished my walk. After shutting the machine off and replacing the items I had been given in their respective bags, I went to bed and fell asleep right away. 

The next week I maintained my exercise routine and continued to practice my walk. 

Thursday, I picked up a pair of Velcro strap ankle weights at a sporting goods store. Cindy suggested them to strengthen my ankles for walking in heels. I also bought a colon cleanser. I had never used a product like that before but after three days of staying close to the john, I was quite certain I would not buy one again; I doubted if my insides could possibly be any cleaner. 

The third week, I attended make-up classes at the beauty shop and was given a supply of cosmetics. I had additional electrolysis treatments as well. The latter part of the week was spent at the department store learning about clothing, what goes with what and how to accessorize. I hoped I could remember all this stuff so I would look right at work as well as passing myself off to the corporate bigwigs. 

I placed an ad in the local papers for my furniture and sold everything. I even hired two of the college kids to move the last of my stuff to my new apartment. I was finally settled in during the fourth week. I stocked the small vanity with the makeup items I had been given. Ms. Everts never said a word to me and I seldom saw her. 

On Friday night, I reported back to the beauty salon for the last time. My hair was trimmed a little, then shampooed and dried. Ms. Baines had combed some of the hair forward to serve as bangs, then pinned a small pink bow at the top. Next, I received a complete manicure and pedicure. My fingernails had been long for some time, so they were cut and shaped. Then both finger and toenails were given two coats of hot pink nail polish. 

As I sat there waiting for my nails to dry, I actually felt quite girly. 

I left the beauty shop and drove to the department store where Cindy took me to the lingerie department. I stripped down to my T-shirt and briefs so she could measure my chest, waist and hips. When she was finished, I got dressed. 

“Be back here tomorrow night about 9 PM and we will get your wardrobe together,” 

she instructed. 

I left the store and went back to my apartment. I re-read the books and watched the deportment disk again. After practicing my walk, I went to bed. 
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I arrived back at the store about 8:45 the next evening. Cindy met me at the door as the salesgirls were just leaving. The girls said nothing as I walked past them but I heard them erupt into laughter as soon as they got outside. 

I followed Cindy back to the lingerie department. There were several boxes and packages lying around the area where she stopped. 

“Go into the changing room and put this on,” she instructed. 

I went inside and closed the door. I removed my clothes and opened the small box containing a black girdle. I stepped inside and pulled it up to my waist, then stepped out and stood in front of Cindy. 

“It seems a little snug. Maybe we should get a bigger size,” I suggested. 

“No. Foundation garments should always fit that way. It shapes your figure, especially your hips, since you don’t have any...at least not yet!” she laughed. 

I let her remark go without commenting as she handed me a white, longline bra. I put my arms through the straps and closed the eight hooks down the front. Cindy inserted two plastic breast forms in the cups and adjusted the straps. She stepped back and looked me over. 

“Perfect fit!” she exclaimed. “Unhook your bra and we'll fit the others.” 

I tried on several more bras, all longline but in taupe, navy and black. When she finished fitting the black one, she picked up a camisole. 

“Leave the black bra on and slip this over you head,” she said. 

I took the garment from her and put it on. The soft tricot fabric felt absolutely wonderful. She adjusted the straps; then I took off the garment. I tried on several more in different colors and she adjusted them as well. Next, I put on half-slips, then the full slips. Finally, she had me put on a pair of nylon hose and I attached them to the garters. 

“Okay, that’s it for lingerie. Follow me over to the clothing racks,” 

I walked gingerly in my stocking feet, remembering to take small, mincing steps. In the clothing department, I tried on several slim skirts and a couple of frilly, very feminine blouses. Some had short puffy sleeves to show off my bare, girly arms and some had long billowy sleeves. Several were quite filmy and you could see my bra and camisole straps right through the blouse. 

“Are you certain I should be wearing a blouse that everyone can see through?” I inquired

“Of course!” answered Cindy. “It’s a very nice expression of your femininity. Besides, all secretaries are required to wear the same outfits. You will be no different,” 

I fumbled with the buttons again as I took it off. Of course the buttons were on the

“wrong” side for me so I was a little slow. 

“You can get dressed now. In about an hour, a van will deliver your clothes to your apartment and I will help you arrange things.” 

I got dressed and went home. Within an hour, a white delivery van with Cindy and one of the sales girls stopped out front, then backed up the driveway to my apartment Page - 14
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door. It was after midnight when everything had been unboxed and arranged. She had brought some additional makeup items as well as perfumed bubble bath and body powder from the beauty shop. Once the vanity had been arranged, she placed a small jewelry box on top of the dresser and removed a pair of teardrop pearl earrings. 

“You must always were earrings. In addition to being made-up, don’t forget to scent yourself with perfume or cologne. Now before we go, get undressed and take a hot steamy bubble bath. Put on one of the nightgowns in the middle drawer of your dresser. We will pack up you male clothing in these boxes and store them in the basement.” 

“Okay, I guess,” I answered, though I was concerned about the mirthful smiles both women had on their faces. 

As I sat in the tub surrounded by the froth of pink foam and smelling sweetly of straw-berries, I tried to look ahead to where this might end. I scrubbed myself with the perfumed soap and luxuriated in the slippery sensual fluid caressing my hair-free body. When I finished, I removed the drain plug and stood up. I took the pink shower cap from the nozzle and put it on. I turned the warm water on and rinsed myself off. As the needle spray removed the slippery substance from my body, I reveled in the way my skin felt as well as the way it looked. I shut off the water and took off the cap, placing it back on the shower head. 

I stepped out of the shower and toweled myself dry with one of the big fluffy pink towels that the girls had brought to replace the well worn ones I had been using. Looking in the mirror, I could hardly recognize myself. I dusted myself with the matching scented body powder and walked out of the bathroom to my dresser. From the middle drawer, I removed a pink baby doll night gown and put it on. The top and the panties felt  so  good against my skin. 

The bedding I had brought with me had been well worn. The girls had replaced it with pink satin sheets and pillow cases. The bed was covered with a pink chiffon bedspread. I walked out to see how the girls were doing and found them putting the last of the boxes in the basement. 

“We are all finished,” said Cindy. “Tell Donna hi for us when you get to work tomorrow!” 

“I will,” I answered though I wasn’t sure just what tomorrow was going to bring. 

I was pretty tired as it had been a hectic week and a long day. I brushed my teeth and set my alarm for thirty minutes earlier than usual. I wanted plenty of time to get ready. As I slid between the pink satin sheets, I found the sensual feel of my surroundings hard to describe. In a short time, I was fast asleep. 

The alarm shattered my peaceful slumber. I got up quickly and shut it off. I walked into the kitchen and poured myself a glass of juice; I didn’t feel like eating breakfast. I went back to the bedroom and took off my baby doll nightie and put it back in the drawer. 

I put on the white girdle and the matching longline bra. The breast forms filled out the cups nicely and they felt good as I walked over to the full-length mirror on the bathroom door. 
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The reflection was that of a pretty young woman. I turned around and removed a package of sheer nylon stockings from the dresser. I rolled the first stocking down as Cindy had taught me and slipped it over my foot. Slowly and carefully, I pulled it up my leg. With both hands, I smoothed it out and then attached it to the garter. I did the second stocking the same way and was exhilarated at the feel of the nylons on my bare skin. Next, I put on the white camisole and matching half-slip. I sat down at the vanity and applied mascara, blusher and lipstick. I fumbled with the plugs in my lobes but managed to get the earrings on. 

I got up, went to the closet, and removed one of the frilly blouses. I put it on and buttoned it up. I stepped in one of the black skirts, pulled it up to my waist, and zipped it up. 

Bending over, I picked up the pair of black leather pumps from the rack. I was startled to find they were not the shoes I had been practicing in. Those had been replaced with these which had four-inch heels instead of three. To make matters worse, these had more pointed, stiletto heels and I was nervous about walking on those sharp pointed ends. 

I put them on and walked slowly back and forth in the apartment. There wasn’t much difference but I would have to be careful. I took a black purse down from the top shelf. I placed my makeup items, perfume and wallet inside. I glanced in the mirror one more time. Everything seemed to be OK so I slipped the purse over my arm and walked out the door. 

Of course I became the World's Most Careful Driver on the way to work. I couldn’t imagine explaining to a cop not only why I was going too fast but why I was dressed this way, especially when my driver's license said I was male. I’m sure the hospital admittance staff would be amused as well if I was brought in and they discovered a male under the feminine apparel. Shortly I arrived at work and parked my car. After checking myself in the rear view mirror one more time, I opened the car door, swung my legs out, and stood up, smoothing my skirt as I did so. I looked around and no one else was there. I retrieved my purse from the front seat and slipped it over my arm. I shut the door and began walking towards the building entrance. 

I walked slowly across the blacktop parking lot. There were some rough spots and I didn’t want to snag my stiletto heels in one of them and fall down. I got on the sidewalk and walked to the front entrance. Once inside, I turned left and walked up the stairs to the second floor. It was early and there were few people in the building. 

Opening the door to the call center, I stopped when I saw what had been done in the month I had been gone. Ms. Price’s office had been enlarged and the number of work sta-tions had been reduced. I walked to her office and saw she was on the phone so I took my seat at the desk which I presumed would be mine and sat down. When she finished, she got up and walked towards me. 

“Well, good morning, Carla! I must say you are looking great this morning!” 

“Thanks, uh, I would like to get to work. What is first on the agenda this morning?” 

She was apparently pleased at my appearance and quickly went over some of the things that we had discussed before as well as the week's agenda. When she finished, she went back into her office and closed the door. 
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In about thirty minutes, the day shift arrived and the night shift left. The men seemed to pay no attention to the “new girl” but most of the women looked me over pretty good. 

Some even smirked as they walked by on the way in or out. It was almost as if the women knew who I was and the men didn’t. 

I kept busy most of the day and was glad to see 5 o’clock come. I hadn’t made any blunders. I used the ladies room after lunch and, despite a bit of a struggle getting the skirt and half-slip to look right after I peed, I felt good about the way I handled myself. When I had taken out my compact and lipstick to freshen my makeup, none of the girls said a word to me or gave me a second glance. 

“You had a great first day, girly,” said Ms. Price as I got up to leave. “See you tomorrow.” 

“Thanks,” I answered as I left. I was a bit puzzled at being addressed as “girly” rather than as Carla. 

This was supposed to be a professional environment and I didn’t think nicknames like that should be allowed. 

I drove home carefully as usual. I took the mail out of the box and let myself in the apartment. There were a few bills and some advertising. I tossed the whole bunch on the table and went into the bedroom to change. I kicked off my heels and quickly got the blouse, skirt and lingerie off. I wanted to get back into my jeans and sneakers, though the sensuous feel of the lingerie had not been lost on me. 

I put on my pink fuzzy bathrobe and sat at the vanity to remove my makeup. I took the earrings off as well. I was still amazed at the image I saw in the mirror. I got up and opened the large bottom dresser drawer to get a pair of jeans. There were two blue jean skirts in there instead. I yanked open the top drawer and rummaged around the lingerie, looking for my cotton briefs. They were gone too. 

I walked over to the phone and called Ms. Price at work. The recorded message said she had left for the day but I was sure she used call forwarding so I would hear from her soon. “Soon” turned out to be five minutes

I answered the phone and she said, “Hi Sissy boy! What’s up?” 

I was taken aback by her tone and addressing me as “Sissy boy” instead of Carla. 

“Where are my other clothes?” I asked. 

“What other clothes? Everything you need is in your closet and dresser,” she answered

“I mean my male clothes, my casual stuff. You know like my jeans, cotton socks and sneakers?” 

“Your casual clothes are the denim skirts in the bottom dresser drawer or the shirt dresses hanging in the closet. I suggest you wear a regular bra and panties underneath. 

You will find them in the top drawer where your men’s underwear used to be. I would also suggest you wear the three-inch heel sandals with them,” Her voice sounded like she was trying to hold back laughter. 
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I was surprised at this because I had hoped to be able to change back to my male clothes after work. Eight hours in foundation garments, a tight skirt, hose and heels was enough. I was too tired to argue so I hung up without saying anything further. 

I walked back to the bedroom and took off the robe. I put on a pink bra and panties, a pink peasant blouse and one of the skirts. The low-heeled sandals felt good after a long day in four-inch heels. I fixed supper and when I finished eating, I did the dishes. On a hunch, I walked down the basement to where the boxes were stored. My drum set was sitting in the corner. I picked up the first box from the stack and to my amazement, it was empty. So were all the other ones! Apparently, Cindy and her assistant had taken the clothes out to the truck, then left the empty boxes in the basement. I was angry at having been deceived and wondered what else I wasn’t being told. I would take this up with Ms. 

Price in the morning for sure. 

I watched some TV, then took a steamy bubble bath and went to bed. 

The next morning, I was still angry as I put on my lingerie and makeup. I selected a peach-colored blouse with billowy sleeves, a brown skirt and brown stiletto pumps. I transferred my things from the black purse to the brown one and left for work. I went early again as there were a number of things I wanted to talk about. 

Arriving at work, I tossed my purse in the bottom drawer of my desk and knocked on her office door. 

“Yes Carla, what is it, dear?” she said trying to hide the smirk on her face. 

“You know what it is. What I called about the other night,” I answered. 

“Oh, that. I thought it was something serious,” she said dryly. 

“I  am  serious. You had no right to take my clothes! This was supposed to be a tempo-rary thing. What’s going on here?” 

“Don’t get your panties in a knot, girlyboy. Every thing's going to be fine. Ms. Walworth wants to keep you 'en femme' the whole time. It goes towards your sensitivity training.” 

“Well, speaking of sensitivity training, why am I being addressed by those nicknames you have been using?” 

“Because I like them and I guess because I CAN, sissy boy! Now get back to work!” 

I turned and walked back to my desk, smoothed my skirt and sat down. This was turning into something far different than I had anticipated. 

I contemplated calling Ms. Walworth but she would be here in several weeks and I would take it up with her then. 

For the next several weeks, there were no problems. There was only one odd thing. Pe-riodically, I was asked to retrieve certain files from the cabinets in the very back of the main room. This necessitated me to walk the length of the room, past all the terminals, most of them operated by female employees. I was puzzled at first until I caught Ms. Price watching me one day. Apparently, the girls, as well as Ms. Price, enjoyed watching me walk in my slim skirt and spike heels. 

The last Friday of the month, when I came in to work, Ms. Price stopped at my desk. 
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“You have to leave today at 3 PM. The clinic called and said the early flu shot you got last month may have been part of a watered-down batch that won’t do you any good. 

They got another batch in and you have to get yours as soon as possible,” she said. 

I simply nodded and continued my work. I found it was best not to engage her in conversation whenever possible. At three, I got my purse from the bottom drawer and drove to the clinic. 

I checked in and waited about twenty minutes before the nurse came out and announced my name. 

I walked back to the exam room with the nurse. 

“Take off your clothes, put on this gown and get on the exam table. The doctor will be in shortly,” she said. 

I undressed and put my clothes on the chair. Then I put on the exam gown and lay down on the exam table. 

Shortly there was a knock on the door and the doctor came in. 

“I’m sorry you had to come in but with the counterfeit vaccines becoming more and more of a problem, I felt it best for you to get another shot.” 

As she prepared the injection, she seemed to be glancing at my bust line. “Now roll over,” she ordered. After a quick swab, she stuck the needle in. 

“How are you feeling otherwise? Anything I should know about?” she said with a smile on her face. 

“No. I am fine, thank you very much,” I answered. 

“Good. Get dressed and you can go,” She made a couple of notes on her clipboard and left the room. 

I got dressed and picked up my purse. I left the room and walked down the hallway to the sounds of laughter coming from the adjacent room. I overheard a comment about “almost nothing left down below,” followed by more laughter. 

I went home and got undressed. I looked at myself in the mirror. Over the last week or so, there had been a little tightness in my chest and the nipple area was more sensitive. I thought it was due to my increase in exercising or because I wasn’t used to wearing a bra, which is why I hadn’t said anything to the doctor. In addition, my skin felt different. It was softer and was it my imagination or was I developing a glow, almost the way a pregnant woman looks because of her elevated estrogen level. 

With two of my three probationary months behind me, I was looking forward to the visit from the corporate executives. I had followed my itinerary to the letter and had become an accomplished secretary. I certainly had kept my end of the bargain. Lately, even Donna had behaved herself. 

The funny feeling in my chest persisted but I found by re-adjusting the bra straps, I would be more comfortable. 

Two weeks before the corporate visit, a short, thin woman in a T-shirt, jeans and mo-torcycle boots came in and walked over to my desk. 
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“Hi, Toots! Is Donna in?” 

I was surprised by her loud voice as well as being addressed as “Toots.” 

“Yes, but...” 

She cut me off as Donna opened the door. 

“Never mind,” she barked as she walked past me to the office door. 

Just as the door was closing, I heard her ask Donna, “Who’s the hottie?” followed by laughter. 

They talked for a few minutes and then as she was leaving the woman said to Donna, 

“Thanks, Big D.” 

She winked as she walked by me to the door. 

“Carla, step into my office for a minute, will you?” 

Her tone was soft and polite. I wondered what was in the works now. 

“Sit down please,” She smiled a polite smile this time so I knew something was up. 

“You are progressing through the probationary period in an outstanding manner. Both Ms. Walworth and I are quite pleased with your work as well as the fact you have maintained a delightful feminine appearance. Now to the matter at hand. That was Ms Walworth's niece, Ricki Lane. She manages a rock group that is appearing at the L Club Friday and Saturday night. Unfortunately their drummer has made a slight miscalculation as to how much dope to put in the needle and got so high she is now resting comfortably in that great rehab clinic in the sky. Would you please fill in for her this weekend? As you know, it’s hard to get someone on short notice. Both Ricki and Ms. Walworth would be happy if you could accommodate them.” 

I knew she had pointed out the relationship between Ricki and Ms. Walworth for a reason. If

I said no, perhaps my working relationship would suddenly take a turn for the worse and I preferred not to think of the consequences of that. 

“Yes, I would be happy to help you out,” I replied. 

“That’s wonderful!” said Donna with a big grin on her face. “I knew I could count on you. Here is the address of the club. Be there at 10 AM Friday for a short rehearsal. Come casual by the way, then report back to the club at 8 PM. You will play two sets, one at 9

PM and one at midnight both nights. You will get a check after the second set on Saturday night. Any questions?” 

“No,” I said as I got up and walked back to my desk. 

I parked at the rear of the club just before 10. I walked to the back door and pushed the buzzer. In a minute, the door was opened by Ricki. 

“Hi gorgeous!” she exclaimed. “Come on in and follow me.” 

She led me down a dimly-lit corridor to the stage entrance, then up a short flight of stairs to the stage itself. The other band members were already there. Directly above the stage was a large red banner outlined with yellow flames. In black letters were the words Page - 20
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“Hell's Kittens.” The band's founder had been a native New Yorker and the title came from a play on the Manhattan neighborhood Hell's Kitchen. 

“Girls, this is Carla Winston, your substitute drummer. Carla, this is Judy Knight, lead guitar; Barb Wright, bass guitar and Sue Minton, lead vocalist and rhythm guitar.” 

We exchanged pleasantries as Ricki left us. I took my place in the back and made some adjustments to where things were placed. Then I nodded to Sue that I was ready. We jammed for about an hour and a half with a combination of their own compositions and hits by other artists. When we finished, Ricki motioned me to stay. After the other girls had left, she led me to a small fitting room just off the stage. 

“This is Marge who assists us on occasion with costume design and make-up.” 

Ricki turned and left. 

“Take off your blouse and skirt, please. I need to measure you,” 

I took my clothes off and stood before her in my pink bra and panties. She pulled the measuring tape from around her neck and measured my bust, waist and hips. She jotted the figures down on her clipboard. 

“What is your shoe size, dear?” she inquired. 

“I usually wear a size nine and a half wide but it can vary with the brand,” I answered. 

“Okay, that’s it then. Be back here at 8 sharp and I’ll get you ready for the show.” 

I got dressed and went back home. I hadn't thought to ask what kind of costume or shoes I would be wearing; I hoped it would be nothing too outrageous. 

I did some laundry and ate a light supper. I left for the club around 7:30 PM and got there just before 8. Marge opened the door and we walked immediately to the fitting room. None of the other girls were there yet and the customer parking lot had only a few cars. 

“Put on the stuff in the box and then I will do your make up,” said Marge as she left the room and closed the door. 

I took off my heels, skirt and blouse, then put them on the small table next to the box she indicated. I looked inside the box. Outrageous would be an appropriate word. I removed my pink bra and panties and put on the red satin ones that were in the box. Next was the red garter belt and black fishnet stockings. Two black elastic garters with little pink bows were next. A red satin long-sleeved blouse tucked into a black leather micro skirt that didn’t even cover the garters was last. At the bottom of the box was a pair of red patent leather knee high spike heel boots. I put them on and zipped them up. It was a tight fit but it would only be for two nights and as the drummer I wouldn’t be walking far in those six-inch heels anyway. 

I walked carefully to the door and opened it. Marge was talking with Ricki, enjoying a good laugh about something. I motioned to her and she came back inside. 

“Wow!” she exclaimed. “I guessed right on everything. You look really hot! Now sit at the table and I’ll do your makeup.” 
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I took my seat and she did up my eyes with dark eye shadow, black eyeliner and large false eyelashes. Next, she spread a large amount of red rouge over my cheeks. After outlin-ing my lips with a lip pencil, she filled them in with a thick layer of bright red lipstick. She finished by attaching long red press-on nails over my pink nails and then attached 8-inch long fake diamond earrings to each ear. Finally, she covered my hair with a nylon wig cap and placed a large black wig on my head. In the middle of the black wig, she secured a large red satin sissy bow. 

“There, you're all set. Let’s see what Ricki and the girls think.” 

We stepped outside and I saw Ricki do a double take. 

“Holy shit! Sissy boy looks hot enough to set the place on fire!” said Ricki as she took a few steps back in mock horror. 

The girls looked up from the table where they had been applying their own makeup and let out some wolf whistles of their own. 

“Finish up, girls,” ordered Ricki. “It’s just about show time.” 

The girls got up from the table and we lined up at the stage entrance in the order we would be introduced. I would be last. No mention would be made of the departed drummer due to the circumstances of her death. 

Ricki came up behind me as we were waiting and whispered in my ear. 

“Did I tell you how hot and slutty you look tonight, sissy boy?” 

“Yes, I think you mentioned it once and that was enough! Now please leave me alone,” 

I asked. 

“Oh, a little testy, are we? What is it, that time of the month? Whoops, I forgot! For you that would be impossible!” 

I turned away from her as the girls broke into laughter. As I did so, she took the cap off of a perfume bottle and pressed it against my neck. After several up and down strokes, the sweet, sick smell of cheap perfume assaulted my nose. I stepped forward as she burst out laughing. 

“You can’t just look like a slut and walk like a slut, you also have to smell like one!” she screamed. 

I positively reeked of that awful stuff. “What is the name of that crap?” I asked

“I can’t remember. The label is rubbed off but I think it's called either Truck Stop Hooker or Slut of the Month.” 

The girls broke into laughter. “Oh come on, Ricki, lay off. Give the sissy a break,” said Sue, the lead vocalist. 

The lights on the stage came on as the M.C. strolled up to the front with a wireless mic in her hand. 

“Ladies, I’m pleased to introduce the country’s hot new rock band. They call themselves Hell's Kittens and here they are! First off, the lead singer, Susan Minton!” 

Susan walked across the stage, did a polite little curtsy, then stood behind the M.C. 
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“Second, the lead guitar player, Judy Knight!” 

Judy followed Susan and did the same little curtsy, then took her place to Susan’s left and slipped the guitar over her shoulder. 

“Third, the bass player, Barb Wright!” 

Barb skipped happily out to the M.C. and did her curtsy before moving over to Susan’s right. 

“Last and certainly not least, the drummer, Carla Winston!” 

A smattering of applause had greeted each one. I walked out, a little unsteady on those six-inch heels to a burst of very loud applause with several wolf whistles thrown in. I did my curtsy and turned to walk back to the drums with no doubts about what the “L” in Club L stood for. 

“All right, settle down ladies and mind your manners!” bellowed the M.C. “If you can’t, call Carla! We all know HE’S NO LADY!” 

The audience roared their approval of the M.C.'s joke at my expense. The laughter and wolf whistles died down as the M.C. dashed off the stage. Judy hit the first chords of our opening number and we began. 

The set went extremely well and so did the second. Afterwards, Marge helped me remove my makeup, nails and costume. I dressed and went home, turning down Ricki’s request to stay and have a few drinks. The last thing I wanted to do was risk getting drunk with Ricki and that wild bunch out front. 

The next night went smoothly as well. I got my check and went straight home to a hot soaking bubble bath. It was scented of course, but sweetly, not like the raunchy stuff Ricki had dumped on me. 

I was certain the next two weeks would go by very quickly. Donna had been behaving herself and I was nearly completing my three month probation. As I got dressed that morning, I saw the breast forms I had been using appeared to be much smaller than the original ones, like someone had switched them. They fit nicely in the cups and the bra felt good. Maybe I was just getting used to them, or was I growing breasts? I took a second look in the mirror as I placed my hands under the bra cups. There seemed to be more flesh there, but maybe it was just the “push up” effect of the well-fitting bra. I applied my makeup and finished dressing. 

The two weeks did go by quickly and I was given Friday afternoon off to “get ready,” 

as Donna put it. I reported to the beauty shop where I got a manicure, pedicure, facial treatment and my first perm. The smell was horrible but when the girls finished, I looked positively radiant. In addition, though I didn’t think I really needed it, I was waxed again. 

Ms. Baines gave me a set of curlers, a styling gun and a curling iron as well. That evening, I studied the books again to be sure I would be able to use them properly. Sunday, I did my nails, using a darker pink shade to match my new lipstick. I was as ready as I was going to be. I now had two days to kill before my acid test Monday morning. 

I had trouble getting to sleep Sunday night but when I finally dozed off, I slept until the alarm went off. I put on my foundation garments and sheer stockings. Standing in front of a full-length mirror, I had to agree with Ms. Baines, I  did  have great legs. The Page - 23
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stockings felt  so  good against my newly-waxed legs. A pink camisole and half-slip were next. The soft coolness of the tricot garments made me feel good. I sat at the vanity and applied blusher, lipstick and scented myself liberally with perfume. After attaching my earrings, I walked to the closet and selected a light pink, billowy sleeve, see-through blouse. I put it on and stepped into a black skirt. The black leather stiletto heel pumps were last. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror one more time, then left the apartment. 

Ms. Price wanted me at

work earlier than usual to

be sure everything was

ready. I saw her walking

in the building as I was

pulling in the parking lot. I

walked inside and entered

the call center as she was

arranging things on her

desk. She had gotten a

haircut and was wearing a

black pantsuit and white

shirt. 

“Good morning, Ms. 

Price,” I said. 

Donna barely glanced

at me as she answered

“morning” and continued

working. 

I booted up the com-

puter and turned on the

phone system. After check-

ing the schedule, I sat back

and waited for our visitors

to show up. The night shift

left and the day shift be-

gan their days work. 

A few minutes after 8

AM, Ms. Walworth and

two other women came

through the door. 

“Good morning, la-

dies,” I said cheerfully. 

Though my heart was

pounding as they stood at

my desk and looked me
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over, I tried to remain calm and unruffled. 

“Good morning, Carla,” answered Ms. Walworth. “This is Ms. Williams and Ms. West. 

They will be working with Donna most of the day and I will be with you.” 

“I’m pleased to meet both of you,” I said as I extended my right arm, hand dangling effeminately at the wrist as we were introduced. I gave both women a limp dishrag handshake as they smiled at me. Both women wore tailored pantsuits, flat heel shoes and carried a briefcase. Their hair was short and neither one wore any jewelry or makeup. 

The two women then walked into Donna’s office and Ms. Walworth took a seat next to me. Over the next several hours, we went over payroll, inventory and numerous other things, breaking only once for lunch and finishing up by 3:30. The women left and every-body was breathing easier. Sitting back in her chair, Donna held up her fist and gave me the thumbs up signal. We wouldn’t be getting the full written report for about a week but I was pretty confident we would get a favorable review. Then I would be out of skirts and back into pants sitting at my terminal just like nothing had ever happened. I couldn’t wait! 

I kept myself busy the next several days and tried not to think about the audit. By Thursday, no word had come yet. When I got back from lunch, I had a message to call Ms. 

Walworth. I wondered what she would want since the report would come in written form. 

I called her back immediately and was put on hold. After what seemed like an eternity, Ms. Walworth came on the line. 

“Good afternoon Carla, did you have a pleasant lunch?” she asked. 

A can of diet soda and a cup of yogurt had been lunch though I’m not sure I would have called it “pleasant.” 

“Yes, of course. What can I do for you, Ms. Walworth?” I inquired politely in my best girly voice. 

“Well, first of all, please inform Donna the evaluations have been delayed until Monday. Second, I hate to impose on you but I invited several managers from the Midwest dis-trict to my home for lunch, followed by a short business meeting. One of the service staff injured her self in a fall and I need your assistance to help serve my guests. I know this is a bit of an imposition but would you be available Saturday? I desperately need your assistance at home.” 

I wasn’t sure if my refusal would reflect on the evaluation but I knew I couldn’t take the chance. 

“Yes, I would be glad to help you out. What do you need me to do?” I answered. 

“Tell Donna you have Friday afternoon off. Then come to my home about 1 PM. It’s on Hillside Drive, number 800. Ramona, the cook, will show you what has to be done. Then come back about 10 AM Saturday morning. You should be done by about 3:30 or so.” 

“Okay,” I answered. “I’ll be there.” 

“Thank you so much,” she replied and then hung up. 

I stood in the door way of Donna's office and gave her Ms. Walworth’s message. She looked as if she already knew what the message was she but simply nodded and then added:

Page - 25

SECRETARY FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“You are gonna love her place. It’s a three-bedroom condo up in the hills, simply gorgeous.” 

I went back to my desk and finished up the day's work. Friday morning, I performed the usual tasks, then skipped lunch and drove to Ms. Walworth's condo. I parked in the visitor lot and walked to number 800 and rang the bell. A stout Hispanic woman opened the door. 

“You must be Carla. Please come in,” she said as she stepped aside. 

Ramona was dressed in a plain gray cotton dress with a white cotton apron and black flat heel shoes. I walked inside and the place took my breath away. It was way past gorgeous. 

“This way please,” directed Ramona as she walked ahead of me. 

I followed her to the dining room and we stopped in front of the china closet. 

“Tomorrow we will start by setting the table,” she began. “You will greet Ms. Walworth and her guests when they arrive and escort them here. After they are seated, come back to the kitchen and bring in the wine cart. I will have the wine poured in the glasses. 

All you need to do is set a glass of wine in front of each guest and Ms. Walworth last. 

Leave the cart to one side. If they want more wine or anything else, Ms. Walworth will ring a small bell. You will return to her side and find out what she wants. Be careful when you pick up the wine bottle as it will be damp from the ice bucket. Wipe the bottle off with the small towel, then proceed to fill the glasses. Do not fill the glass more than three-quarters full. 

“When Ms. Walworth is ready for lunch, Rosa and I will serve the meal. After they have finished eating and we have cleared the dishes away, you will serve the cake and coffee. Be careful when pouring the coffee and do not fill the cup more than three-quarters full as some of them may wish to add cream or sugar. When they are finished with dessert, they will go into the living room for their meeting and we will clear the table and do the dishes. 

“After the meeting Ms. Walworth will see her guests to the door and we will put the dishes back in the closet. Remember to stay in the kitchen unless you hear the bell. Do you understand everything I have explained to you, Carla?” 

“Yes, I guess so,” I answered. 

“Good. If you’re not sure about anything, ask me or Rosa right away. Once you begin serving, you are on your own. See you tomorrow about ten. I expect Ms. Walworth and her guests to be here around 11:30 so we have time to get things set up and you properly outfitted. See you then.” 

I turned and walked to the door thinking that this didn’t sound so bad. I was curious about her remark that I needed to be properly fitted but assumed I would wear what they were wearing so I thought nothing more about it as I drove home. 

I reported back to the condo promptly at ten the next day and rang the bell. Another Hispanic woman opened the door. 
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“Hi, I am Rosa,” she announced. “Ramona is busy in the kitchen. Please come with me and I will get you ready.” 

I followed her through the dining room, then down a hallway to the left of the kitchen. 

“This is the maid's quarters,” she said opening the door. “You can change in here. Your things are on the bed. When you're dressed, let me know, I’ll be in the kitchen with Ramona.” 

I walked inside and closed the door. I wasn’t totally surprised by what I found on the bed. I had dressed casually so I quickly slipped out of my three-inch heel sandals. Next, I removed my blue jean skirt, peasant blouse, bra, panties and put them on a chair next to the bed. 

I picked up a pair of black satin panties with four rows of pink ruffles along the back and put them on. The black bra with inserts already in the cups was next. After securing the front hooks, it fit perfectly with no adjustment of the straps necessary, almost as if they knew my size. I put on the black garter belt and opened a package of nylon stockings. 

They were black seamed stockings but not fully opaque except for a six-inch patch in the heel area. The label on the package read “Cuban Heels.” Carefully, I rolled each stocking down, slipped it over my foot and worked it up my leg. After attaching it to the garter, I walked over to the full-length mirror. I turned around and looked over my shoulder to be sure the seams were straight. 

They were fine so I walked over to the bed and picked up two short white petticoats. I put one inside the other. I stepped into them and pulled them up to my waist. I slipped the black taffeta puff sleeve French maid mini dress over my head. The soft fabric felt wonderful. I adjusted the hem over the petticoats as best I could, then tied the white tricot apron in the back with a large bow. Rosa would have to zip me up. 

The shoes were another matter. They were 5-inch stiletto pumps. I had mastered 3- and 4-inch heels but I had doubts about these. I sat down on the vanity chair and slipped them on. They were a perfect fit, almost like they had been made for me. I stood up and carefully took a couple of steps. As I walked across the room and back, everything seemed to be OK, so I opened the door and walked down the hall to the kitchen. Both Ramona and Rosa had their backs to me as I walked towards them. The sound of my heels clicking on the hard floors got their attention and they both turned around. The faces of both women brightened into smiles as I approached them. 

“I’m not sure I can manage in these higher heels. I have only worn 4-inch heels before and I am a little unsteady,” I remarked. 

“Don’t worry about a thing,” offered Rosa. “You will be okay, just relax and mince like you usually do. Now, turn around so I can zip you up.” 

She adjusted the hem of the mini dress around the petticoats, then zipped me up and hooked it at the top. 

“Let's go back and get your makeup on,” said Rosa. 

I took a seat at the vanity. Rosa fastened the choker around my neck and then the maid's cap in my hair. She opened a package of what she called “French” press-on nails Page - 27
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and helped me attach them over my shorter pink nails. After attaching the four-inch long earrings to my lobes, I was ready for makeup. 

“Turn your chair towards me and tilt your head up a little,” said Rosa. 

I did so and in quick succession she applied my eye shadow, eyeliner and mascara. She used dark red rouge on my cheeks and finished up with a thick layer of dark red lipstick. 

Finally, she picked up a perfume bottle and removed the cap. She sprayed a generous amount on both my wrists and lower arms. Then she gave me a couple of more healthy spurts behind each ear and across my neckline. After capping the bottle, she put it back on the vanity. 

“Ms. Walworth wants you to not only look sweet but to smell that way too. Now let’s see what Ramona thinks.” 

I followed her out to the kitchen. Ramona was at the sink and when she turned around, her face broke into a big smile. She walked over to me and after looking me over carefully, she motioned me to spin around. I managed to twirl around without losing my balance. 

“You look marvelous. Do you know how to curtsy?” she asked. 

“Well not exactly, I never had to do that before,” I replied Ramona grabbed the edge of her apron on both sides, placed one foot behind the other and squatted down a little, then stood back up. 

“See? It’s very easy. Now you try it.” 

My first effort wasn’t very good but on the third try, I got it right. 

“It’s important to do it properly,” she intoned. “You must always curtsy when you enter the room and stand before them as well as curtsy again when you leave. Understood?” 

“Yes Ramona, I understand.” 

“Very good, you’re picking up on this real fast, which is good because there is very little time left. Oh! The serving maid who couldn’t be here due to her injury is named FiFi, so for today you will always be referred to by that name. Rosa, take FiFi into the dining room and set the table. Ms. Walworth and her guests will be here in a few minutes.” 

Rosa and I walked into the dining room. We set the table for four. When we finished, Ramona came in to see if we had done everything correctly. She nodded her approval as we heard Ms. Walworth’s key unlocking the front door. 

“Quick! Fifi, go to the front door and greet Ms. Walworth and her guests! Don’t forget your curtsy!” 

I minced towards the front door as quickly as I could and arrived just as Ms. Walworth opened it and walked in with her guests trailing behind her. 

“Good afternoon, Ms. Walworth and ladies,” I greeted them as I curtsied

“Good afternoon, FiFi,” answered Ms. Walworth as she and her guests breezed past me. 

“Have a seat at the table, ladies. FiFi, please bring us some wine.” 
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“Yes, Ms. Walworth,” I answered as I curtsied again. I headed for the kitchen as the women took their seats at the table. 

Ramona had four glasses of wine on the cart. In the middle was the half-empty wine bottle sitting in a silver bucket surrounded by ice. I pushed the cart back to the dining room. I picked up a glass in each hand and walked around the table. I set a glass in front of each guest. Returning to the cart, I picked up the other two glasses, setting one in front of the third guest and one in front of Ms. Walworth. 

As I straightened up and turned to leave, the woman closest to me spoke up. 

“That’s a very enchanting perfume you are wearing, my dear. What is the name of it?” 

“It’s called  Ravishing,” I answered promptly. “It’s something new at Walworth's cosmetic department. You may have seen the print ads with supermodel Brittany Kane who is now under contract to us.” 

“Thank you,” she replied. “I  have  seen the ads and I will have to try it myself.” 

I curtsied and pushed the tray to the end of the table and walked into the kitchen. My heart was pounding. I hadn’t expected a question like that but thank God I had been reading fashion magazines at the beauty shop as well as being familiar with the Walworth clothing and cosmetic lines. 

Ramona was slicing up a small beef roast and Rosa was mashing some potatoes as I entered the kitchen. 

Ramona put one finger up to her mouth and then spoke softly. 

“Stay close to the door so you will hear the bell. They may want more wine before they eat.” 

I walked back and stood ready at the entrance. I wasn’t able to hear the conversation well but they seemed to be enjoying themselves as they broke into laughter on several occasions. In about twenty minutes, I heard the tinkling of the bell. 

I took a deep breath and walked into the dining room. I stopped at Ms. Walworth's side and curtsied politely. 

“We would like some more wine, FiFi. Please fill our glasses.” 

I turned and walked to the cart. I picked up the large wine bottle in one hand and with the white towel in the other, I wiped the moisture off. 

I started with the lady to Ms. Walworth's left and filled her glass. I proceeded around the table, filling the glasses of the other two guests, then filling Ms. Walworth's glass last. I put the bottle back in the silver bucket and turned to Ms. Walworth. 

“Will there be anything else?” I asked. 

“Please tell Ramona and Rosa we are ready to eat.” 

“Yes ma'am,” I said. I curtsied again and pushed the cart out to the kitchen. 

Back in the kitchen, I parked the cart to one side of the door in case they wanted the last of the bottle. 

“They want to eat now,” I said to Ramona. 
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“Okay, fine,” she answered. “Go back to the maid's bedroom while we serve the meal. I will come and get you when they are ready for their dessert and coffee.” 

I turned and walked back down the hall to the maid's room and sat down on the bed. I was pretty sure I had done a good job. I hadn’t stumbled in my five-inch heels nor made any serving blunders and I had kept my poise answering a question I hadn’t anticipated. 

My curtsying and other effeminate demeanor had been, as near as I could tell, almost perfect. 

The time passed much too slowly. I wanted to bite my nails but I didn’t. I wished the day was over so I could go home and soak in a soothing bubble bath, even if it was perfumed. I heard someone coming down the hallway so I stood up and smoothed my dress as Rosa walked in the door. 

“Ramona is just finishing clearing the table. Touch up your blusher and lipstick.” 

I walked over to the vanity and brushed on some more rouge and applied additional lipstick as Rosa fussed with my dress, making sure the hem was just over the petticoats. 

“Okay, let's go. 

I followed her back to the kitchen where Ramona was putting a stack of dishes on the sink. 

The cart had been brought in the kitchen. In the middle of the cart was a silver coffee pot surrounded by four china cups on four saucers. There was a small pitcher of cream and a sugar bowl. 

“I have already served the cake, so just pour the coffee, one cup at a time. Ask each lady if she wants cream or sugar. Follow their instructions, then set the cup down in front of them. When you're finished, leave the cart near the entrance, come back in here and wait for the bell,” instructed Ramona. 

I pushed the cart forward to the dining area and stopped. I curtsied, then poured each lady a cup of coffee and added the sweetener they requested. When I was finished, I curtsied again and walked back to the kitchen to await the bell. 

In about fifteen minutes, the bell tinkled and I returned to the dining room. I stopped beside Ms. Walworth and curtsied as the ladies were getting up. 

“We are finished with dessert and coffee, FiFi. We will be in my study. Please clear the table and help with the dishes.” 

“Yes, Ms. Walworth,” I said as I curtsied and the women filed past me to the study. 

After clearing the table, I helped dry the dishes and place them back in the china closet. 

The tablecloth was removed and a fresh one was put in its place. A spray of flowers was set in the middle of the table and we went back to the kitchen to eat. 

I passed on finishing off the wine and had a cup of coffee with my meal. Ramona was a great cook. 

We chatted over cake and the last of the coffee. 

About three, we could hear the women laughing as they returned from the study. 

When the guests had left, Ms. Walworth came into the kitchen. 
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“You all did a splendid job! Thank you so much.” 

She turned to face me. 

“They were especially impressed with you, FiFi, I mean Carla of course. You were not only the perfect picture of femininity but of professional service as well. I hope I can count on you in the future if I ever need you again.” 

I certainly hoped not but I managed to say, “Oh certainly, Ms. Walworth. I would be glad to help you out again if the need arises.” 

“Thank you. Rosa, help Carla get changed, please. I’m going back to the office for a few more hours.” 

I walked with Rosa back to the maid's room as Ms. Walworth headed for the door. I slipped off the pumps and sat at the vanity. She removed my makeup, earrings, choker and maid's cap. I stood up. She untied my apron and unzipped the dress. Carefully she pulled it over my head, then put it on a hanger. I slid the petticoats down and stepped out of them. Rosa put them in the closet and left the room. I took off my lingerie and put it on the bed. I got dressed and slipped my purse over my arm. 

I had just reached the front door when I heard a burst of laughter coming from the kitchen. I didn’t know what was so funny but I was glad this day was over. I walked to my car and drove home. 

After a light supper, I took a hot soaking bubble bath and slipped into a pink peignoir. 

I had come to enjoy my feminine surroundings more and more. I hadn’t missed my male clothing at all. I even enjoyed the occasional admiring glances from men as I walked to and from my car at work. The longing to return to my male self was becoming less and less strong. My initial rebellion at this charade had been reduced to almost nothing and it didn’t seem to concern me much. 

Sunday, I did some laundry and drove to the supermarket to buy groceries. I was buy-ing healthier foods, eating less; with regular exercise I had trimmed down to 120 pounds on my 5’4” frame. That afternoon I played my drums a little but my heart wasn’t in it. I curled up on the couch and touched up my nails. I re-read some of the fashion magazines I had gotten in the mail. Since I began as Carla, I started receiving six of them in the mail with a gift card signed “anonymous.” I had read them for informational reasons at first but now I found them more interesting and wanted to keep up with current trends. 

Monday morning, I reported for work and Donna was already there. She had a big smile on her face as she stepped out of her office to greet me. I pretty much knew we had gotten high marks on our evaluation but I wanted to hear it from her. I sat at my desk and put my purse in the drawer as she stood before me. 

“Good morning, Fluffy!” she boomed. “I mean FiFi, oops I mean Carla. Did you have a great weekend?” 

More sexist crap, I thought, and how did she know I had been called FiFi at Ms. Walworth’s luncheon? 

“Good morning, Ms. Price,” I answered. I thought it best not to comment about her use of nicknames. 
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“I just got a fax from corporate and we passed with flying colors. I landed a promotion which will take effect in December and get me out of this deep freeze you call Minnesota. 

You have also been promoted, girlie, but the details I am withholding as Ms. Walworth wants to tell you herself when you see her on the first of next month. Let me just say you will probably enjoy working under one of her assistants more than you have enjoyed working for me, though in all honesty you are one of the best sissy secretaries I have ever had. Incidentally, you have Friday afternoon off to go to the clinic. A computer hacker screwed up their files and you have to retake your physical. Your appointment is at one PM.” 

With that, she returned to her office. I was glad we had a top evaluation but I had no idea I was being promoted. I thought I could go back to being Carl. The loss of my medical records was of concern to me as well. I would have to talk to Ms. Walworth about that. 

The rest of the week flew by and at noon on Friday, I left for my appointment at the clinic. 

I checked in just before one PM. At one-fifteen, the same nurse I had seen before took me back to the exam room. This room was a little different. It was larger and the exam table had a large strap across it. 

Take off your clothes, put on the gown and get on the table,” she ordered. 

I did so and a few minutes later, the nurse came back with the doctor. She drew a blood sample and the doctor examined me. After asking me the same questions, she filled out the forms. 

“Sign on this line,” ordered the doctor. 

“What is this?” I asked. “I’ve never had to sign for a physical before.” 

“It says you have read this and the information is true and correct. You have agreed to undergo this procedure and will not hold the clinic liable for the recent loss of your records.” 

I took the pen from her and signed at the place she indicated. 

She took the clipboard and pen from me and smiled again. 

“Stay here. I’ll be right back to finish up.” 

She left the room. I wondered what she had meant by “finishing up.” 

Shortly, the nurse, followed by two large male nurse's aides, came in. One nurse aide stood on each side of me. The one on the right brought the wide strap up and over my arms and chest and handed to the other one who pulled it tight and secured it in place. 

“What’s going on here?” I asked the nurse

“Just relax, girly boy, this won’t take very long. Thanks guys!” she said as the two aides left the room. 

The nurse slipped a mask over her face and donned a pair of latex gloves. She lifted the gown and spread my legs. 

“Lay still and don’t move,” she instructed. 

The doctor came back into the room, slipped the surgical mask over her face and put on a pair of latex gloves. My mind was racing. I was tied down and had no way of know-Page - 32

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

ing what they were planning on doing. I felt the prick of a needle on both sides of my scrotum. Within a few minutes, I had no feeling at all in that area. I was lying flat on my back. 

I tried tilting my head a little but I could not see what they were doing. 

“Done,” the doctor exclaimed about ten minutes later and pulled down her mask. She removed her gloves and tossed them in the waste basket. The nurse did the same with hers. The doctor walked out and the nurse stood at my side holding a small clear plastic bottle. She smiled broadly as she held the bottle close to me so I could see my testes float-ing in the solution. 

“You won’t need these any more,” she said with a smirk on her face. Then she placed the container in a medical disposal bag. 

“Lay still, girly. I will check on you over the next couple of hours and then you can go home.” 

I said nothing as she left the room, taking my manhood with her in the little pouch. An hour later, she returned with two small ice packs. She placed them on either side of my scrotum to reduce the swelling and dull the pain as the anesthetic had worn off. She undid the belt. 

“Leave the packs on for about ten to fifteen minutes and then off for the same time,” 

she instructed

I followed her instructions and over the next four hours, I began to feel better. At six PM, the nurse returned and took away the ice packs. 

“Roll over,” she ordered. 

I did so and felt her swab my buttocks and inject the needle. 

“Okay. You can get dressed and go home now. Don’t do anything strenuous for the next couple of days. The stitches look good and the swelling has gone down. Hold an ice cube to each side for a few minutes every hour or so and you will feel better. Call us tomorrow if there are any problems.” 

I said nothing to her as she left the room. I got dressed and walked gingerly to my car. 

Back home, I sat in a warm bubble bath and examined my scrotum. There were several stitches on each side and the swelling had gone down. I dried off and after powdering myself, put on a blue baby doll nightie. I was exhausted and went to bed, falling asleep right away. 

The next morning, I slid my panties down and examined my scrotum again in front of the full-length mirror. I had very little discomfort and the swelling had gone down consid-erably. Yesterday had seemed like a bad dream but I was awake now and it had not been a dream. I stayed inside most of the day except for getting the mail. Saturday TV wasn’t much for adults so I beat the drums for a while, then read the two new magazines that had come in the mail. 

I got up Sunday morning and felt much better. I bought a paper and relaxed most of the day. I did jog a little on the treadmill and had no discomfort. I was powerless to change what had happened but I was certainly going to talk to Ms. Walworth when I saw her on the first. 
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The next morning, the nurse called me at work to check on me. I told her everything was fine. Several weeks went by without incident. Donna was behaving herself. I went back to my normal exercise routine. I hadn’t had even a single thought about becoming Carl again. As the first of the month approached, I became more apprehensive about what was in store for me. 

The night before my appointment, the area was rocked with a horrific thunderstorm. 

Hail, high winds and several inches of rain came down in a few minutes. I wondered if this was a foreboding of things to come. 

I reported to Ms. Walworth’s office promptly at nine the next morning. The sky had cleared out and it looked to be a bright sunny day. I had hopes my future would be similar. 

I stopped at the secretary’s desk and introduced myself. 

“Hi. I am Carla Winston. I have a 9 AM appointment with Ms. Walworth.” 

The moment she looked up at me, I got a slight pang in my gut. She smiled. 

“Of course Carla, she is expecting you. I will let her know you are here.” 

She got up and walked to the inner office. She was wearing a pink frilly blouse, tight black skirt and black spike heel pumps. 

For a fleeting instant, I wondered who he had been in his previous life. It didn’t really matter. I seemed to be at a crossroads, similar to the one he would be facing in a few short months. 

The secretary came back. 

“She will see you now, Carla. Go right in.” 

I walked past her as she sat down at her desk. Ms. Walworth’s face brightened as I walked in. 

“Good morning, Carla, please have a seat. This is Vera Wilson, my administrative assistant.” 

I offered my limp handshake to a tall woman seated to Ms. Walworth's right, then I sat in the other large leather chair in front of her desk. 

“I’m pleased to offer you a promotion to administrative secretary under Ms. Wilson. 

You have done a fine job under Donna and I know you will work well here at corporate headquarters. Now then…” 

“Wait just a minute,” I interrupted. I thought when these three months were over, I would be put back in the call center and would go back to being a man again!” 

Both women tried to stifle their laughter. 

“Oh! My Lord! “What ever gave you  that  idea? Just look at you, dear. You were hardly a man to begin with and you are certainly much less than that now! That minuscule lump of flesh you were born with is obviously one of God’s mistakes!” 

Both women erupted into laughter as I tried to get a grip on myself. I was angry at being deceived and I felt taken advantage of, to say the least. 
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Ms. Wilson sat back with a bemused look on her face as Ms. Walworth leaned forward. 

“Now let's face facts, Carla dear. You have an extremely pretty face, lovely lashes, good cheekbones, full lips, a small nose and chin as well as a perfect complexion. Your hair is well-groomed and your make up and nails are immaculate. Do you know how many women would kill to be able to look like you?” 

I opened my mouth to say I didn’t care but I never got the chance to speak. 

“Listen to me! You are never going to make it out there in a man’s world. Trust me. 

You belong here with us. In the last twenty years we have hired many sissies and placed them in various positions. They are doing extremely well. Word has spread. Many female managers and executives all over the country and the world are adopting this trend. Sissies like you are very dependable. They are not uppity, won’t get pregnant or run off and get married. You are competent, punctual, a joy to work with and present a perfect image of poise, grace and femininity. The way you carry yourself when you walk as well as the way you sit, eat and drink exemplify female deportment.” 

Ms. Wilson cleared her throat and spoke softly as she leaned forward. 

“Just look at young women today,” she began. “Is femininity dead? They’re wearing jeans and a T-shirt with sneakers or flats. I wonder if any of them even owns a dress or a pair of heels. Most don’t wear any makeup and those who do look like someone going to a Halloween party. Speaking of parties, prom dresses today look more like cocktail dresses for thirty-year-old divorcees. Today's girls seem to have no concern for their appearance or their conduct. Their manners and language are atrocious. Vulgarity seems to be the norm and if that isn’t bad enough, most of them have a cigarette flapping between their lips. I have no doubt they use other substances to poison their body with as well. You are the exact opposite of those people and I want to have you working for me.” 

Ms. Wilson sat back and Ms. Walworth began again. 

“Look at most women’s mail order catalogs or stroll through a woman’s department store, particularly the lingerie department, and you will see what I mean. Except for Walworth's and a couple of others, few take great pride in selling feminine, quality clothes. 

Styles change from season to season but femininity is never out of fashion. In most stores and catalogs, women’s panties are nothing more than men’s cotton briefs without the fly. 

Slips and camisoles are cotton or polyester with either a tiny bit of lace or none at all. Our panties, in high quality nylon tricot or satin, are brief style and have ruffles or lace. The slips and camisoles are made of the same high quality materials including taffeta and all have at least several inches of lace at the top and the hem. 

“Now Carla, you know deep down inside you have come to love the submissive sissi-fied secretary you have become. Don’t tell me you don’t enjoy those scented bubble baths followed by perfumed dusting powder, to say nothing of sliding between those satin sheets in a baby doll nightie or those filmy peignoir sets you’re so fond of. Am I not correct?” 

I nodded in agreement rather than speak. There was no point in my saying anything further and bringing up my castration would serve no purpose. They had me right where they wanted me. Both women were smiling as they stood up. 
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“That’s wonderful!” said Ms. Walworth. Ms. Wilson has to leave for a meeting but I want you to stay, I have some things for you to sign.” 

Ms. Wilson got up and left as Ms. Walworth handed me a sheaf of papers. 

“The originals stay with the company and you will keep the pink carbons. Sign them now, you can read through them at your leisure when you get home.” 

I signed them all and she tore out the pink carbons and handed them to me. After fold-ing them in half, I put them in my purse. 

“Welcome aboard, Carla! You will be getting a substantial increase in pay as Ms. Wilson’s administrative secretary. You’ll be just down the hall from my office here. You have a week off with pay. Before going home, I want you to stop at the store and see Cindy to be measured for your new wardrobe. Don’t forget your twice-monthly visits to the beauty shop for maintenance. Ms. Wilson will get you acquainted with your duties and responsibilities when you return. Enjoy your time off and I will see you when you get back.” 

I got up and left. I drove to the store and found Cindy. I was measured again as another sales girl made notes on a clipboard. Afterwards, I got dressed. 

“See you Saturday evening around nine-thirty,” she announced. 

I nodded and left the store. Back at home, I read through the papers. The first was my letter of promotion indicating my start date and new salary. The second was my evaluation. The third was the call center's evaluation. The fourth one stunned me. It was a written authorization to deduct “expenses incurred” from my savings account. I didn’t understand what expenses they were talking about until I looked at the fifth page and saw the list. Doctor appointments and shots, beauty shop appointments and supplies, shoes, clothing and uniforms, lingerie, nail and hair care utensils, wigs and wig care products, books & deportment CD-ROM. At the bottom was the total: $4,081.17. 

Even with my employee discount, the largest expense had been the selection of lingerie, shoes, clothing and uniforms. I didn’t have any uniforms but then I remembered my brief afternoon as a serving maid. My new fall wardrobe hadn’t been deducted yet either. 

That would have depleted my checking account down to very little. 

I booted up my computer and looked at my bank balances. The checking account had $749.37 left. I knew that wouldn’t cover the next month's rent and utilities. My car insurance renewal had just come in the mail and that was another two hundred dollars; it was two weeks before I would get paid again. I went into my savings account that hadn’t been touched since my mother’s death and transferred five thousand dollars into the checking account. This left a balance of fifteen thousand, not a lot of money but at the rate I was having it deducted, it wouldn’t last long. 

I enjoyed the week off as much as I could. Saturday night, I was in my pink sweat suit on the treadmill when I heard the van backing in the driveway. I stopped and went to the back door and held it open as Cindy and another woman from the store began bringing in boxes and garment bags. 

“Finish your jog,” said Cindy. “We can take care of everything!” 

I went back down stairs and started running again. 
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About a half-hour later, Cindy stood at the basement steps. I shut the machine off. 

“Everything is unloaded and put away, we’re leaving.” 

“Okay,” I answered and got on my stationary bike. 

When I had finished biking, I walked upstairs. There were no empty boxes by the recy-cling bin so I went into the living room. There were none there either. I walked into the bedroom and checked the closet. My new wardrobe consisted of mostly jacket and skirt combinations with a couple of sheath and A-line dresses thrown in. There were some new blouses too. In the shoe rack beside the original four pairs of leather four-inch heel pumps, there was a new pair of black knee-high lined boots for winter as well as a new pair of pink running shoes. A pink raincoat replaced my old one and a long black winter coat was hanging there too. Two more purses were on the top shelf as were two more wigs sitting on their foam heads. 

I closed the closet doors, took off my sweats and walked into the bathroom. I put on my pink shower cap and took a hot shower. After drying off, I walked over to the large four-drawer dresser. All the foundation garments had been replaced with ones that were smaller in size. The breast forms had been taken. I put on one of the longline bras and found it fit snugger than the previous ones but held my budding breasts much more comfortably. The label read 36C. One of the girdles fit tighter and I saw it was a size smaller. I tried on a slip, camisole and half-slip. These items fit much better than the previous ones did also, almost like they were tailor-made just for me. I took off my lingerie and put on a jade green baby doll nightie. The fit was perfect and the satin panties felt good against my smooth skin. Cindy had done her job well. 

My blissful week off was nearing an end. I was confident I could manage my new job and was anxious to get started. I set my alarm to go off thirty minutes earlier than usual. I did my nails and then went to bed. 

I was peacefully dreaming of party dresses and petticoats when the alarm went off. I got up and decided to skip breakfast. I put on my black foundation garments and sheer hose. Sitting in front of the vanity, I made doubly sure my makeup was perfect, then scented myself with  Ravishing  perfume. I chose a navy camisole and half-slip with black lace. The navy skirt and jacket were next. After slipping into my four-inch heel navy pumps, I stood in front of the mirror.  God, I am gorgeous, I thought. I put my makeup items and wallet in my purse and walked out to the car. 

Arriving at work early, there were few cars in the lot so I parked close to the door. I checked myself in the rear view mirror before getting out. I walked to the upstairs offices. I arrived just as Ms. Wilson was booting up her computer. She looked me up and down. 

“Good morning, Carla,” she said. “Be a dear and get me a cup of decaf from the break room, please.” 

“Of course,” I answered. I put my purse in the drawer and walked down the hall. I glanced in the hall mirror above me and saw she was watching me walk. I probably should have added a little extra wiggle but I didn’t. After pouring a cup of decaf in the foam cup, I brought it back to her and sat it on her desk. 

“Thank you. Sit at your desk. I’ll be a few minutes and then we’ll get started.” 
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“Yes, Ms. Wilson,” I replied and walked back to my desk and booted up my computer. 

When she was ready, she came out and we went over what I would be doing. I asked a few questions, then I got started on a report she needed to be done. When I came back from my morning break, she stepped in front of me. 

“Whenever you come back from break and lunch, I want you to sit on the edge of your desk, cross your legs, hold up your compact and lipstick. After brushing the pad over your face, apply some lipstick and then return the items to your purse. Then continue working. 

Is that understood?” 

“Well, I guess so. I just

checked my appearance in

the ladies room and it

seemed OK.” 

“It is. But I want you to

do it three times a day in

front of my office and

whoever happens to be

here. It is a very feminine

gesture. You WILL do this

for me, is that PERFECTLY

CLEAR?” 

“Yes Ms. Wilson,” I an-

swered, though I was quite

puzzled by this. 

“Well, what are you

waiting for? DO IT NOW!” 

she barked. 

I place both hands on

the edge of my desk, 

pushed myself up and sat

down, then crossed my

legs. I opened my purse, 

took out the makeup items

and proceeded to primp in

the manner she described. 

When I finished, I replaced

the items in my purse and

looked up at her. 

“That’s perfect. That’s

exactly the way I want you

to do it every time. Don’t

forget after every break

and lunch.” 
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I nodded as I slid off the desk. I put my purse back in the drawer and went back to work. The day went smoothly after that. Just as I was leaving for the day, Ms. Wilson made one more comment. 

“You had a good first day. Tomorrow, I want you to start wearing eye makeup. That means pastel eyeshadow, eyeliner and mascara. As Donna’s sissy secretary, it wasn’t war-ranted but as my sissy ad-sec, I want you to have a more professional appearance. In addition, after your next appointment at the beauty parlor, you will come back as a blonde.” 

“Yes, Ms. Wilson,” I replied. 

I left the office and walked to my car. I drove home thinking that all in all, it hadn’t been a bad first day. Except for inserting the word “sissy” in the two job titles, she hadn’t been rude or crude like Donna had been. 

The next several weeks flew by. I got into a routine and was pretty busy most of the time. I even liked myself as a blonde. Donna called me on a Thursday just before close and invited me out to eat. I was suspicious but couldn’t see any harm. 

As I walked outside the building after work, I heard a horn honk. Donna pulled up to the sidewalk in her new pickup truck. I opened the door and got in. 

“Wow,” I gasped. “Some wheels. I guess your promotion must have been pretty good.” 

As we sped off, she laughed and said, “Love the blonde look, though brunette was fine with me.” 

We had a very pleasant dinner. I had a hunch something else was brewing but said nothing. 

Driving back from the restaurant, Donna turned down a different street and parked next to a large office building. 

“What’s this?” I asked. 

“Just get out and come with me or Ms. Wilson is gonna be real pissed.” 

I got out and walked to the entrance with her. We entered the building and Donna checked the registry in the foyer. 

“Downstairs,” she announced. 

I followed her down the stairs to the first suite on the right. “Department of Motor Ve-hicles” in white letters was on the glass door. The hours for Thursday were nine AM to eight-thirty PM. We had made it with ten minutes to spare. The place was empty except for one woman behind the counter. Donna pushed me forward to the counter. The stocky woman with the ugliest black glasses I’ve ever seen looked up and grinned. 

“Hello! You must be Carla. Donna was right, you are a real looker.” 

“What’s this about, Donna?” I asked. 

“We are here to get you a duplicate driver's license to replace the one you lost,” she answered. 

“I didn’t lose my driver's license. It’s right here.” 
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I opened my purse and looked in my wallet to find the license missing. I rarely left my purse unattended while in the office or on break except for one instance that week when Ms. Wilson asked me to retrieve some files from the basement storage area. 

“I guess it  is  gone,” I stammered. 

“Fill this out please and sign it at the bottom,” said the clerk. 

I did so and handed it back to her. 

“That will be $18.50,” she stated. 

I handed her a twenty-dollar bill and put the change in my purse. 

“This way please,” said the clerk. 

With Donna behind me, I walked over to where the camera was set up and had my picture taken. A few minutes later I was in possession of a new Minnesota driver's license with my “en femme” picture and an “F” in the box for sex. 

“All of the sissies in Walworth’s employ have drivers’ licenses with 'F' in the sex box though biologically they are still males. It’s just a precaution in case they are ever stopped or requested to ID themselves. Because you sissies are always 'en femme,' the picture has to match the sex box.” 

I nodded as we walked back to Donna’s truck. 

A few minutes later, we arrived back at work and I got out of the truck. 

“Thanks for the dinner,” I said. 

“My pleasure!” she answered with a big grin. 

As I walked to my car, she spun the wheel of the pickup truck and squealed out of the parking lot. I drove home. After undressing, I soaked in a hot steamy bubble bath. Before going to bed, I took a second look at the pretty girl on my drivers’ license. I had lost my male identity; to the world, I was now a female. 

One afternoon near the end of October, Ms.Walworth approached my desk. Usually I seldom saw her except for meetings so I knew something was up. 

“I trust things are going splendidly?” she asked. 

“Yes they are,” I answered. 

“Good. As you know our fall line is selling better than expected. We are introducing a new product in our cosmetic department. Walworth’s policy is to use our own employees as models for local print and television ads in addition to using well known personalities in our national ads. Would you be interested in helping us introduce this new product?” 

“Of course I would, Ms. Walworth,” I answered. I knew better than to say no. 

“I’m so glad you will. Here is a one-page script for a brief TV ad. Memorize it and be at the store around closing time this Sunday. See you then.” 

She left with a cheery smile on her face as I folded the page and put it in my purse. I finished the day's work and went home. That evening, I took out the page, went over the instructions and memorized my lines. Sunday night, I drove to the store and walked in. 
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A sales clerk locked the doors behind me. Half of the store's lights were out and several of the women were leaving by the side door. I saw Ms. Walworth near the back so I headed towards her. She smiled as I approached and pushed open the stockroom doors. 

“Follow me. They are shooting the commercial back here.” 

We walked into the loading area. A female photographer was behind the camera, one woman was setting up some lights and another was putting a chair near the front of a lighted vanity. The photographer looked up at me and pointed to the lunch room. 

“You can change in there, it's empty.” 

I left Ms. Walworth and walked to the lunch room. I undressed and put on a floor-length pink chiffon night gown and its matching chiffon robe. I stepped into the pink four-inch heel fuzzy slippers and walked back out. A makeup artist applied pink blusher to my cheeks and a thick layer of pink lipstick. 

When she finished, I walked behind a pink false wall with a white door in the middle and waited for my cue. 

At the sound of the buzzer, I took a deep breath and opened the door. After walking through it, I closed the door, twirled around and walked straight at the camera, smiling as I did so. When I got to the vanity, I reached behind me with my left hand and smoothed out the flowing chiffon robe as I sat down and crossed my legs. I looked straight at the camera and began to speak my lines:

“Hi, I’m Carla Winston. Like any fastidious woman, I know the importance of looking good. At one time or other, we have all had a problem with unwanted facial or body hair. 

Depilatory creams only dissolve the hair at the skin line, electrolysis is painful, lasers are expensive, and repeat visits are often necessary. Let me introduce you to a new and excit-ing product that will end your hair problems once and for all. It’s called Fem-Foam.” 

As the camera panned over to the vanity, I picked up a can of the product in my left hand. Then I held it up for the camera with my right hand underneath it, so the name was clearly displayed. 

“Fem-Foam has a patented formula that not only dissolves hair at the skin line but soaks down to the root of the hair and dissolves it as well. For only $249.99, you receive a sixteen ounce can of Fem-Foam, enough for two treatments thirty days apart and an eight-ounce bottle of body lotion to use immediately after each treatment.” 

I put the can back on the vanity, picked up the bath set, and held it in front of me. 

“If you buy now during our introductory offer, you will receive, at no extra charge, this bath set. It includes bubble bath crystals, body powder and puff, an eight-ounce bottle and a two-ounce purse size bottle of  Ravishing  perfume. Be rid of unwanted hair forever! Stop in and get yours today!” 

I held my pose while a male voice intoned, “Not available at all stores until December first” 

“Cut!” screamed the woman behind the camera. “Let’s wrap things up and get out of here!” 

I put the items back on the vanity and stood up as she approached me. 
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“Good job, Carla. I like working with people who do things in one take!” 

“You're welcome,” I said and walked back to the lunch room to change. 

When I got back, Ms. Walworth was waiting for me as the production crew began moving the set out to the truck parked at the loading dock. 

“That went really well. Here, this is for you.” 

She handed me a Walworth bag. I looked inside and found a complementary Fem-Foam kit & bath set. 

“Freebies are only one of the enjoyable things about working here, don’t you agree Carla?” 

I smiled at her and nodded in agreement. 

“Yes, that’s true,” I said. 

We walked out to the parking lot together and went our respective ways. 

At home, I took the items out of the bag and read the instructions on the can of Fem-Foam. I had very little body and facial hair before beginning my transformation and even less now with the hormone treatments but I knew I would be asked if I liked the product, so I decided to apply it that night after I showered. 

That evening, I showered, then applied the foam. I was surprised at how much of the stuff came out with just a slight amount of pressure on the vertical nozzle. I started around my ankles and worked my way up both legs to my groin, then lathered my chest, arms and underarms. I did my neck and face last. It took about five minutes before I felt a slight burning sensation. I looked down and the lather had begun to disappear. When all the foam was gone, I turned on the shower again and rinsed my body off. After toweling my self completely dry, I rubbed the pink lotion all over my body. I put on my nightgown and watched some TV before going to bed. 

The next day, just as I had suspected, Ms. Walworth called around four PM to see if I tried the Fem-Foam. I told her I had and would keep her posted with the results after my second treatment. 

Work had been going smoothly. I was firmly entrenched in my job and my feminine lifestyle. I hardly even had a thought about my previous life. Just before the Christmas Holidays, I received a call from Ms. Walworth. 

“As you know, Carla,” she began. “You haven’t been with us a year yet so you don’t qualify for a Christmas bonus. Nevertheless, I need a special favor from you for which I will reward you. Are you free the Saturday two weeks before Christmas weekend?” 

When the owner calls and says she needs you and in the same breath mentions she will make up for a lack of a Christmas bonus, there is no such thing as “no.” 

“Of course. I will be glad to help you in any way I can,” I answered. 

“One of my managers who attended the luncheon I gave in my home last fall spoke to her sister about the excellent service skills of my staff. Her sister is married to Bill Lyon who owns a bunch of those gas and grocery places around the state. She would like the services of FiFi to assist at the Christmas dinner party she is hosting. Here is the address.” 
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I jotted down the address she gave me. 

“Please be there around four PM to get ready. Everything you need will be there. They will serve cocktails at five and dinner at six. The house is just about two miles down the road from mine but higher on the bluff overlooking the city.” 

“I’ll be there,” I answered and hung up the phone. For a split second, I wondered why she didn’t ask the real FiFi to do it unless she was busy serving for Ms. Walworth. That is, of course, if there  was  a real FiFi. 

I continued my normal routine. The month of December is always festive and Walworth stores were no exception. 

I reported to the Lyon address at ten minutes of four on the appointed day. The security guard eyed my used Honda warily and asked for an I.D. I opened my purse and removed my driver's license from my wallet. After I handed it over to him, he looked at me and then the picture on the license. 

Satisfied, he gave me back the license and buzzed open the gate. 

“Turn left where the driveway curves right and park in the back,” he instructed. 

I nodded, put the license back in my wallet and the wallet back in my purse. I put the car into gear and pulled through the entrance. I drove slowly and turned left at the curve, parking next to several older cars like mine at the back of the house. 

I grabbed my purse and stepped out of the car. It was a huge house. Despite the cold weather, I was certain the grass, trees and shrubs would be as well-maintained as everything else here was. I walked to the door and pushed the buzzer. The Asian woman who came to the door looked me over. 

“Are you FiFi?”she asked. 

“Yes I am,” I replied as she opened the door and let me in. 

“Mrs. Lyon is waiting for you in the guest bedroom, I will take you there.” 

I followed her down a short hallway past the basement steps and the kitchen. We turned right down another hallway where Mrs. Lyon was standing at the bedroom entrance, talking on her cell phone. 

She waved the Asian woman away and continued talking. When she finished, she flipped the phone closed and extended her other hand. 

“I’m Mrs. Lyon. I am so glad you could accommodate me this weekend.” 

“I’m glad I can be of help,” I replied. 

“Put your coat and boots in the closet. Leave your clothes on the chair. I’ll be right back. I have to check on something in the kitchen.” 

I took off my coat and hung it up in the closet. I sat down on the vanity chair and unzipped my high heel boots. I took them off and placed them under my coat in the closet. I undressed, folded my clothes, stacked them in a neat pile and placed them on the big stuffed chair. 

I went over to the edge of the bed where my serving uniform was laid out. I picked up the pink nylon tricot panties and put them on. The waist and leg elastic was black as were Page - 43
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the four rows of ruffles in the back. I put on the bra as Mrs. Lyon returned from the kitchen. She came up behind me and closed the back hooks. After putting on the pink garter belt, I picked up a pair of light pink, seamed nylon stockings and sat down in the vanity chair to put them on. I rolled each stocking down, carefully slipped it over my foot, and then pulled it up my leg, smoothing it as I went, making sure the seams were straight. I attached them to the garter belt and turned around to face the lighted mirror. 

I applied pink blusher and a thick layer of pink lipstick. After fastening the four-inch earrings in place, I swung around to face her. She held up a spray bottle of  Ravishing  perfume and gave me a couple of healthy squirts behind each ear and on my wrists. The choker was fastened around my neck; then in place of the usual maid's cap, she chose instead to pin a large pink satin sissy bow at the top of my hair. After sliding two pink elastic garters up my legs and making sure they were even, I stood up to face her. I was confident I was the picture of absolute femininity. 

“I just love pink, don’t you?” she asked as she placed two pink petticoats one inside the other and handed them to me. 

“Yes of course I do,” I replied as I stepped into them and brought them up to my waist. 

“I knew you would. Now, doesn’t this just take your breath away?” 

She turned from me and pushed the closet door open further. From the rack she removed a pink satin, puff sleeve mini dress and held it up by the hanger. 

“It’s just darling, isn’t it?” she queried. 

“Yes it is,” I answered as she unzipped the dress and removed it from the hanger. 

She held the dress up by the hem while I put my arms through the puff sleeves. She adjusted the dress over the petticoats, then zipped me up and tied the white tricot apron strings behind me in a large bow. I heard her giggle as I bent over to pick up one of the pink patent leather five-inch stiletto heel shoes. I unbuckled the ankle strap, put it on, and secured the buckle. I did the same with the other one. Finished, I turned around to face her, doing a curtsy as I did so. 

“Let's get going and I will explain what I want you to do.” 

I followed her out to the kitchen where I met the other members of the staff. They were all Asian except for one white girl. She was dressed the same way I was but in black and would be assisting me in serving the drinks. 

“The champagne will be poured in these chilled glasses and set on a tray. You and Michelle will bring the trays around to the guests. When the tray is empty, come back here and get another one. When dinner is ready, come back here and wait until the staff has served the meal and cleared the table. Then you and Michelle will serve the coffee. Does anyone have any questions?” 

No one did. 

“Good. The guests will be arriving in a few minutes so you can relax until they get here.” 

A few minutes later, the door bell rang. Mrs. Lyon went to answer the door as Michelle and I waited for the champagne to be poured in the glasses. As the guests filed, in we Page - 44
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picked up our trays. We walked in the living room and began circulating among the guests. About an hour later, Mrs. Lyon clapped her hands and announced that dinner was ready. The guests began setting their glasses on our trays and heading for the table. 

Following the meal, the table was cleared. Michelle and I poured coffee for the guests, then stood by just inside the kitchen to await any request for more. We both sampled some of the food while we waited and found everything to be delicious. 

As the guests got up to leave, we went back to the dining room and cleared the cups and saucers away. 

When the last guest had left, Mrs. Lyon came in and spoke to me. 

“You and Michelle did a fine job. Your service skills are superb and I hope I can count on you two again.” 

We both nodded politely and I said, “Of course, Mrs. Lyon.” 

“Both of you go back to the bedroom and change while the staff cleans up here. I have some calls to make but see me before you leave.” 

“Yes ma'am,” we said in unison. 

Michelle followed me back to the bedroom. We didn’t speak as we unzipped and helped each other out of our dresses. After taking off our shoes, we placed them in the closet. She began putting her things on one side of the bed and I put mine on the other. We turned away from each other as we took off our bra and panties and put on our regular clothes. I’m sure we both knew what we’d see if we glanced at each other's groin. 

We walked out to the living room where Mrs. Lyon walked up and handed each of us a small white envelope. 

“My compliments to both of you,” she said. 

We both thanked her and walked out to our cars. 

As soon as I got home, I tore open the envelope to find two crisp hundred-dollar bills. 

Three hours work had paid for six months' car insurance. 

Monday morning at work, Ms. Walworth came down to see me first thing. 

“I want to thank you again for your fine service and I want you to have this.” 

She handed me a small white envelope. 

“I appreciate this. Thank you very much.” 

She went back to her office as the phone rang. 

“Donna Price calling for Ms. Wilson,” said the familiar voice of Michelle. 

“One moment please,” I answered. 

So Michelle was Donna's new secretary! I stood in the open door way of Ms. Prices’ office. 

“Donna is on one,” I said. 

I turned around and closed the door but not before I heard her say to Donna, “Used to be Michael, eh?” 
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I sat back down at the desk and began my work for the day. I wondered what circumstances had brought Michael to the company as Michelle. 

That night at home, I opened the envelope and found five crisp new hundred-dollar bills. It was a fine Christmas bonus any way you look at it. 

The week of Christmas, we were notified of the company dinner at a nearby motor lodge. The dinner was on the Friday before Christmas Eve. A menu was tacked to the bottom along with a note: Formal attire required. After reading the note, I thought I had better talk to Ms. Wilson as I had only a working wardrobe and no formal wear at all. 

Ms. Wilson smiled when I raised the question. 

“Formal attire means management will wear tuxes. You as well as the other sissies will be outfitted as management sees fit on Friday afternoon. By the way, don’t forget you are due at Ms. Baines for your usual appointment at 1 PM Friday.” 

“I understand,” I said and went back to work. 

That Friday at the beauty shop, I had my hair done, and in keeping with the season my finger and toenails sported two coats of bright red polish with a top coat of clear. My cheeks were liberally brushed with red rouge and my lips had a layer of bright red lipstick. Waxing was no longer necessary. The Fem-Foam had been everything it was advertised to be. In fact, the shop no longer handled any wax kits at all. I put the palette of rouge and the new lipstick in my purse and went back to the store. 

Cindy was waiting for me by the changing rooms in the women’s department. 

“You can change in here. Put your clothes, shoes and purse in the garment bag. Your dress is on the hanger.” 

I stepped inside the dressing room and took off my shoes and clothes. 

The gown was a long sleeve floor-length dress. It was dark red velvet from the waist up and bright red satin from the waist down. I reached up and pulled the zipper down to the end where there was a huge red satin bow. I removed it from the hanger and stepped inside. I loved the soft feel of the velvet top against my smooth, hairless arms, as well as the caress of the satin bottom on my legs. 

I opened the shoe box and put on the matching red patent leather stiletto pumps. The clutch purse was small. I took some money from my wallet, folded the bills around my driver's license and, along with my makeup and keys, I put them inside the smaller bag. 

After putting my work suit, lingerie, shoes, and purse in the garment bag, I stepped out of the dressing room and turned around so Cindy could zip me up. 

When she was finished, she pinned a big red velvet bow in my hair. Next she handed me a large paper clip with a long shoe string tied to it. One end of the clip was bent open slightly. 

“Put this in your purse and use it when you get home tonight. Hook the paper clip through the eye of the zipper and let the shoestring dangle down. Then hold the dress at the top of the zipper. Reach behind you, grab the shoe string, and unzip yourself.” 

“Thank you, Cindy,” I said as I put the item in my purse. 
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Ms. Wilson walked up to join us, looking sharp in her tuxedo and shiny black leather dress boots. 

“You look lovely, Carla. Are you ready to go?” she asked. 

“Yes, would you please get my coat and the garment bag?” I asked. 

She went into the dressing room and brought out both items. After slipping the coat over my shoulders, she picked up the garment bag in her right hand and extended her left arm out to me. I took her arm and as we walked towards the door I caught a whiff of her aftershave. Like a true gentleman, she stepped ahead of me and opened the door. 

Outside, we walked to my car first and I put the garment bag in the trunk. We walked back to where her car, a large black Buick, was parked. She unlocked and opened the car door for me. Carefully, I sat down and swung my legs in. I had become confident walking in tight skirts or short uniform dresses and heels but never had I worn a floor-length gown before so I knew I had to be extra careful. She walked around the other side and got in. 

The soft leather seats were very comfortable. I closed my eyes and briefly fantasized about Ms. Wilson holding me close as we danced slowly to a romantic tune. A few minutes later, we arrived at the motor lodge. 

Again, Ms. Wilson walked around to my side, opened the door and held out her hand. 

I took it and made a graceful exit from the car. We walked inside to the reception room and checked our coats. 

Christmas carols were playing softly from the speaker system as we entered the dining room. I looked around and saw all the supervisory and management women were in black tuxes and black flat heel boots, just like Ms. Wilson. All the sissies were dressed exactly like me with red nails, rouge, and lipstick, a red velvet and satin gown, red patent leather stiletto heels with a clutch purse to match. The crowning glory of course was the red velvet bow in our hair. We were seated shortly and glasses of champagne were set in front of us. 

Across the room, I saw Donna and her sissy secretary, Michelle. A short while later, Cindy arrived with her sissy sales assistant. Ms. Walworth came in with her sissy executive secretary. They were immediately taken to the front of the room and seated at the head table. 

I took small sips from my glass as I made conversation with my table mates I wanted to nurse it until the food came. When it did, it was exquisite. Everything was first class. A girl could get used to this kind of treatment. 

We finished our dessert. As I was sipping coffee from an elegant china cup, Ms. Walworth stood up. She began tapping her water glass with a spoon. The conversation died and we all turned to look at her as she spoke. 

“Good evening. First of all, I would like to welcome the new sissies to the Walworth fold. You all look marvelous. Second, I’m glad all of you could be here to join me in celebrating the holidays in style. It has been a great year for us as well as our parent company. 

Profits are up, as your Christmas bonuses will reflect. The fall clothing line sold out and we are close to doing the same with the winter styles. Our new perfume,  Ravishing, is flying off the shelves as is our supply of Fem-Foam. Carla Winston’s wonderful TV commercial as well as our motivated sales staff have combined to produce results that have Page - 47

SECRETARY FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

exceeded my expectations. My sincere thanks to all of you for your hard work and dedication. Have a Very Merry Christmas and a joyous New Year!” 

The room broke into applause as she and her sissy executive secretary left. I pushed my chair back and stood up. I picked up my purse and took Ms. Wilson’s arm. We retrieved our coats and walked outside. A light snow was falling as we walked back to the car. We had no conversation as she drove me back to the store. 

She parked her car close to mine. After opening the door on my side she extended her hand. With my clutch bag in my left hand, I placed my right hand in hers. I swung my legs out and stood up. To my surprise, she pulled me close and kissed me on the mouth. I was quite flustered, to say the least. 

“Forgive me, I forgot my mistletoe at home,” she grinned. 

I found her kiss to be more delightful than perhaps I was willing to admit, or maybe it was that second glass of champagne she encouraged me drink. I took a step forward and closed the car door. 

“You’re forgiven. Thank you for a lovely evening, Ms. Wilson, but we do work together. I am tired and I would like to go home. Perhaps another time.” 

“Another time it is,” she said. She walked to the other side of her car and got in. 

I drove home. There was no mail. I hung up my coat and emptied the garment bag. After putting my things away, I slipped off my pumps and put them in the closet. From the clutch bag, I removed the large paper clip Cindy had given me. I hooked it through the eye of the zipper and unzipped my gown. I stepped out of it, put it on a hanger and hung it on the open closet door. It was  such  a pretty dress. 

I went into the bathroom, adjusted the water temperature for my bath, then added a teaspoon full of bath crystals to the water. As the red foam began to grow, I walked back to my bedroom. I took off my hose and foundation garments, then placed a red satin baby doll nightie on the bed. Sitting at the vanity, I removed my makeup. I unpinned the velvet bow hair bow and attached it to the hanger the dress was on. 

I stepped in the tub and shut the water off. The foam was close to the top but when I sat down, it didn’t overflow. 

I slid down a little further and let the foam rise to my chin. The sweet smell of cherries drifted up to my nostrils. I felt relaxed and content, even a little giddy...or should I say girly? I raised my legs a little and saw my glistening red toenails as the foam slid away. 

 This isn’t so bad, I thought. I had a good job, decent pay, good working conditions and a safe place to live. Maybe Ms. Walworth and Ms. Wilson were right. This is where I belonged, or had that second glass of champagne really gone to my head? 

I picked up my body sponge and placed it under one leg. I soaped myself down with perfumed bath soap and rubbed myself all over with the soaked sponge. I squeezed the water out of the sponge and set it back on its tray. Looking down, I cupped my breasts in my hands.  A month or two and I will have to go up another cup size, I thought. I looked over at the gown hanging from the open closet door. It was  such  a pretty dress. 

I languished a little longer in my warm, sweet smelling womb. I was getting sleepy. I reached over and let the water out of the tub. I held my hands up in front of my face and Page - 48
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stared at my red, well-manicured nails. The women were right. This really was my place. I would stay. I would enjoy my life, even if it meant being a secretary for life. 

THE END

Page - 49



cover.jpeg
@ Reluctant Press presens:

Secretary For Life

Norman Way

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MISTY MALVEAUX

A *NEW WOMAN' E-BOOK

Copyright © 2007, Reluctant Press - All Rights Reserved





index-11_1.jpg





index-1_2.jpg





index-1_1.jpg





index-38_1.jpg





index-24_1.jpg





