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SISSY FOR LIFE

By Norman Way

I turned 17 on the first of June and had just finished my junior year of high school. 

Military life is not easy for anyone but it is especially hard on kids. About the time you make friends and get to know someone, you have to move and the process starts all over again. I was pretty much a loner but I had made a few friends wherever we had been. 

Dad flew transport aircraft and my mom was working part-time while taking classes at the local university extension. I liked California. The weather was almost always perfect. 

When my dad was home, the first thing he would do was grab his golf clubs. I took les-sons and was good enough to make the high school team but I doubted if I would ever go beyond that. I enjoyed spending time with Dad in the sun and we always did well in the father-son tournaments. 

I was sitting at the kitchen table polishing off the last of my birthday cake when the doorbell rang. I heard mom gasp and then let out a scream. I ran into the living room to find her sobbing on the couch. 

There were several uniformed men in the room, including the base chaplain. 

My dad had been killed in a training accident. The men stayed only a few minutes. After a prayer with the chaplain, they left. I sat down next to mom and tried to comfort her. I had no idea what we were going to do next. I felt helpless and numb all over. 

Somehow we got through the funeral and getting the insurance, bills, etc. taken care of. 

Mom decided the best thing to do was to move back to the Midwest. She wanted to be near her sister Helen, her only relative. 

Helen’s husband Dan had passed away and she had leased the farm out while she worked in the office of a medical clinic. She had three daughters, Diane, who worked as a manager in training for a women’s department store; Carol, who had just completed her Page - 3
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second year of nurses training and Connie, who had just completed her first year of beauty school. 

I had just received my driver’s license the week before so we would be splitting the driving. We began disposing of things we wouldn’t need and got rid of a lot of stuff at a garage sale. We packed the U-Haul with the things that were left and hooked it up to the car. We spent the night in a motel and left very early the next morning for Minnesota. 

Summer is a good time to travel. We had an enjoyable and uneventful trip. We arrived at an inexpensive motel on the outskirts of Rochester, Minnesota and Mom paid for a week in advance. Aunt Helen arrived and took us out to eat. A newcomer’s guide was in the room; the next day we began apartment hunting. 

After the funeral and all the bills had been paid as well as the cost of the trip, Mom had about twenty thousand dollars left. I had been left ten thousand dollars but Mom felt I should keep it in reserve for my education. Money would not be an issue for a while but the sooner we got settled, the better. She had two interviews lined up for the next day. We hoped to move in to a two-bedroom duplex as soon as Mom could get a job. We were both pretty anxious about the future. What happened next was a continuation of a nightmare I thought we had left behind. Returning from an interview, Mom’s car had been broadsided at an intersection by a bank robber fleeing the police in a stolen car. 

Aunt Helen took charge and helped me through the funeral and legal affairs. I checked out of the motel and moved in with Aunt Helen and her daughters. She was now my guardian and had control of my money and me until I was eighteen. 

After the funeral, we disposed of Mom’s possessions and placed the money in a savings account for my future. I moved into Diane’s old bedroom upstairs. I would share the large bathroom with Carol and Connie who were still living at home while they finished school. 

The bedrooms were all about the same size with ample closet space and a very feminine décor. The walls were pink with white trim and ceilings. Pink curtains adorned the window and the beds were all 4-posters with pink bedspreads, sheets and pillowcases as well as a pink chiffon canopy. 

Despite these feminine surroundings, I was very glad to have a supportive family around me. I did not do much for the first week after the funeral except apply for some part-time jobs to work after school. At seventeen I was still too young for most places but I was confident I would have something before school started. I got my driver’s license changed over and I bought a used compact car and insurance with the proceeds from Mom’s life insurance. 

With two months to go before classes began, Aunt Helen announced a family meeting for Sunday night to discuss the new arrangements I would be living under and go over my duties and responsibilities while I was living with them and going to school. 

Shortly after we finished supper Sunday night, Diane arrived. After shutting off the TV, I joined them at the dining room table to discuss the future. Aunt Helen sat at the head of the table with Diane and Carol on one side and Connie and me across from them on the other side. She placed some papers in front of her and adjusted her glasses before she spoke. 
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“Now that you are settled in Patrick and your family’s affairs are in order, I wanted to go over some things with you and the girls. I know the past month has been a terrible time for you. However, what has happened is over and done with and we must put it behind us and prepare for the future. The past cannot be changed. Life goes on. Do you understand, Patrick?” 

“Yes,” I replied. 

“Very good, I want you to feel as welcome here as if it were your own home. However, there is no free lunch, as someone once said. You will have to pull your weight here by helping out around the house. I wanted you to relax for the first week and get used to your new surroundings and get over the shock and grief of losing your family. You will be expected to keep things neat and clean around here not only in your room but the rest of the house. You will help with the laundry, ironing, cooking, doing dishes and general housecleaning, as well as mowing the lawn, raking leaves, snow removal this winter and so forth. Is that understood?” 

“Of course. I am only too glad to help out when I can. I have applied for several part-time jobs around here but I haven’t heard anything yet. I do need time for that as well as school.” 

“You have a part-time job starting tomorrow evening from 5 to 10,” interjected Diane. 

I looked over at her in surprise. 

“I got you a job as a stock and clean-up person at the store where I work. It’s only mini-mum wage to start with but you can work around your school hours as well as on weekends,” said Diane. 

“Thank you very much, but you work at a women’s department store. What would I be able to do there?” 

“Mostly unpacking and preparing the merchandise for the floor. You won’t have any dealings with the customers; after closing at nine you will help straighten things up, clean the restrooms as well as what ever else might come up. The night stock supervisor, Miss Wong, will fill you in tomorrow night when you report for work at 5. Just be sure you follow her instructions and do exactly what you are told. They haven’t hired someone as young as you for quite awhile as they have found teenagers to be very unreliable. I vouched for you, so don’t let me down.” 

“I won’t. You can count on me for sure,” I replied. I was feeling relieved that my job search was over and I would be able to leave most of my savings untouched, for a while anyway. 

“Your savings have been combined with your mother’s and placed in a CD until you are eighteen. The CD, along with your car title, car insurance, and birth certificate as well as the death certificates for your parents are in the safe in the basement. If there is ever a question about any of those things, just ask and I will open the safe and give you access to what you need. Do you have any questions?” 

I shook my head. “I think we have covered everything.” 

“See you at work tomorrow at 5 PM sharp,” said Diane as she got up from the table. 
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I walked back to the living room and turned the TV on while Helen chatted with the girls about Diane’s new job. After watching the movie, I went upstairs to clean up, then went to bed. 

The next morning after I finished breakfast, Carol came into the kitchen and handed me a pink ruffled apron and a pair of pink latex gloves. 

“Put these on and when you are finished washing and drying the dishes, come into the living room. I will get you started on the rest of the chores.” 

I slipped the apron over my head and was fumbling with the strings when Carol slapped my hands down and tied the apron snugly with a large bow in the back. I put the pink gloves on as she walked out of the kitchen. After filling the sink with soapy water, I washed and rinsed the dishes, then placed them in the drip dry. I took a dishtowel from the rack and, after drying the dishes, placed them back in the cupboard where they be-longed. I removed the pink gloves, placed them on the edge of the sink, then walked into the living room where Carol was reading a magazine. She looked up and smiled at me. 

“Vacuum the carpeting, sofa, and the chairs. When you are finished, dust and clean the windows. The stuff is on the dining room table. I’ll inspect the dishes while you begin.” 

I nodded as she left the room. I started up the vacuum cleaner and followed her instructions. When I finished, I dusted and cleaned the windows as she had instructed me to do. I felt a little silly in the pink ruffled apron but I was no stranger to housework as I had always helped out at home before. 

Carol returned from the kitchen as Connie entered the house with two bags of groceries. 

“You did a fine job with the dishes. Please help Connie put away the groceries while I check out the living and dining room,” She said it with that same smile again as I walked past her to the kitchen. 

Connie’s face lit up as she saw me in my pink apron. She opened the cupboard doors and showed me where things went. I began putting things away as she put the perishables in the refrigerator. When I finished, I walked back to the living room to check with Carol. 

“Everything looks good. You did a good job. Hang up your apron in the kitchen. Normally we don’t clean until Sunday night, but this week with the meeting it had to be done today.” 

I removed the apron and hung it up on the peg. After lunch, I spent the afternoon walking around the farm and checking things out. I ate an early supper, then drove into town to report for work

Leslie’s Department Sore was located on the edge of town about twenty miles from where we lived. It was directly across an expressway from a shopping mall. I parked the car and walked through employee entrance next to the loading door. I found Miss Wong’s office and introduced myself. 

“I’m glad to see you are on time. We think punctuality is very important here,” she said as she extended her hand. I noticed her nails were well manicured and polished as well as the fact she was immaculately dressed and made-up. 
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I filled out the W-2 and printed my name on a time card and followed her out to the time clock where I punched in. I started my work by separating a shipment that had just come in that afternoon into various piles according to the department they were going to be sold in. When I finished, I walked back to Miss Wong’s office and let her know I was thru with the shipment. 

“Excellent!” she exclaimed. “I’m glad you’re fast as well as efficient. Before I forget, here is a medical form. You have an appointment for an employee physical on Thursday afternoon at 4 PM. The address of the clinic is at the top. You will be off Thursday and the rest of your schedule is on the bulletin board. Make a note of the days you work. The new schedules are out about the 25th of the month. 

“If you have any questions or need to make changes, let me know well in advance. Except for this week when I need you tomorrow, Wednesday and Friday through Sunday you will always work five to ten PM and nine to five on Saturday and Sundays until you start school. Let me know your class schedule immediately so I can plan your work schedule well in advance. Do you have any questions?” 

“No Ma’am,” I replied. 

“Good. Follow me and I’ll show you what I want done next.” 

She removed a three-ring binder from the shelf and we walked over to one of the piles of boxes. 

“Drag that large table over here” 

I pulled the table over to the pile where she was standing. 

“Take the shoe boxes out of each case and after taking out the right shoe, apply the small adhesive tag to the inside bottom of the shoe as close to the toe as you can and then put it back in the box. Then look up the stock number of the style in the binder and apply the price stickers on the box. Let me know when you are done. Any questions?” 

“No.” 

She turned and walked back to her office as I got started. 

It was about 8:30 when I finished the last of the shoes and walked back to her office. 

“Take a thirty-minute break. I’ll check your work, then we’ll close the store.” 

I walked to the break room and opened a can of pop. This was going to be a fairly easy job. I didn’t need the money right so I could sock most of it away for school. I needed to get some additional clothes before school started as well as the usual school supplies but I would have several paychecks under my belt before then. 

I finished my drink and walked back to Ms. Wong’s office. 

“Put the cases on the handcart and take the shoes out to the shoe department. The girls will show you where to stack them.” 

I returned to the pile of boxes and made three trips hauling them out to the shoe department on the main floor. There were a few customers in the store but most had left as half the lights were turned out. I returned the cart to the storage area where Ms. Wong was waiting for me. 
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“Go to the janitorial closet next to the main doors and use the wide dust mop to do the main aisle, then use the smaller one to do the side aisles between the counters. When you’re finished, wheel the large garbage can to each cash register station and empty the small cans underneath the counter, then dump the large can in the dumpster out back. 

Next, clean the two restrooms and replenish the toilet paper, paper towel dispenser and the soap containers where necessary.” 

I nodded and began working as the employees were lining up to punch out. I was done with everything about five minutes of ten and walked into Ms. Wong’s office. 

“All finished,” I announced as she looked up from her paperwork. 

“Okay. Punch out and you can go home. Remember your physical on Thursday.” 

“I will.” 

I punched out and drove home. 

When I walked in the house, Aunt Helen was watching television and the girls had gone to bed. 

“So how was the first day of work?” she asked

“Piece of cake,” I replied. “I will work tomorrow and Wednesday and then I’m off Thursday to take a physical. I’m going to clean up and then go to bed.” 

“Okay, sleep well. I’m glad things are working out for you.” 

I walked up the stairs as quietly as I could, though the old steps would creak every third step or so. I closed the bedroom door and turned on the light. I found two bottles of vitamins on my dresser with instructions from Aunt Helen to take one of each at bedtime and after breakfast. I read the labels and opened the bottles to find one contained small white pills and one contained large pink ones. I had never seen vitamins like these but after showering and brushing my teeth, I swallowed one of each and went to bed. 

Work went smoothly and I drove to the clinic on Thursday afternoon. I checked the suite number on the sheet Ms. Wong had given me against the directory in the lobby and found the right office. The receptionist checked my name against the appointment list and with a rather mirthful smile, she asked me to have a seat and fill out the informational form on the clipboard. 

Shortly a nurse came out and I walked back to the exam room with her. She glanced over the medical form. 

“Remove your clothes and put on this hospital gown. The doctor will be with you shortly.” 

She left the room as I began undressing. I placed my clothes on a chair and sat down on the exam table. In a few minutes, the door opened and a stocky, middle-aged, woman in white walked in. 

“Hi Patrick, I’m Dr. Gilbert,” she said extending her hand and pronouncing her name

“Gil-bare.” 
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I shook her hand. She began the exam, occasionally making notes on her clipboard. 

When she finished, she swabbed my arm with alcohol, removed a hypodermic needle from her pocket and gave me a shot. 

“Flu season will be upon us shortly so you’re getting yours early. Now roll over.” 

I did so and she swabbed my left buttock. This time she used a larger syringe; it stung as she injected me. I winced and she laughed. 

“That’s a doozy, isn’t it? It’s a massive dose of vitamins to compliment the flu shot on top of the ones you are taking in pill form. It’s another safeguard against the flu and various other infections. You can get dressed now. We are finished.” 

She signed the form and handed it to me. 

“Take this back to your employer. You’re fit for work or anything else!” she said with a grin. 

I got dressed as she left and drove home, my left hip still smarting from the booster shot. 

The next few weeks went by quickly. It was getting close to school time and I wanted to get things in order. I spoke to Aunt Helen about it and she said we would discuss it the following Sunday night. After work, we had supper, then sat at the dining room table. 

“I have pre-registered you for school,” she announced matter-of-factly. “I don’t believe in public schools and private ones are far too expensive. You are to be home schooled. 

There are several parents in the county who feel the same way I do who have also pulled their kids from public schools. The Johnson farm is about eight miles down the road from here. Mr. Johnson passed away several years ago and Mrs. Johnson had their house re-modeled to accommodate six students. You will be going there to be educated until you finish the twelfth grade. Then you will take a state test, the passing of which is equivalent to getting your high school diploma. You will get your textbooks and other supplies at the school on the first day. Understood?” 

I was quite surprised by this but nodded in agreement. I was only too happy to abide by it since school is school no matter where it is and the small group meant less congestion and hassle going from class to class as well as a much shorter commute each day. 

“What about clothes?” I asked. “I just brought the bare essentials with me and I need to replace my underwear and socks as well as get my hair cut.” 

“Actually, I have some things for you already. After you bathe tonight, you can try them on and see how they fit. Your hair looks fine to me but Connie can snip a little off later this week. By the way, you are taking your vitamins, aren’t you?” 

“Yes I am.” 

“Good. Starting tomorrow, first thing in the morning you will join the girls in the basement for an exercise routine. We all believe in eating healthy and exercise. Now run upstairs and wash up. Leave your dirty clothes in your bedroom and put on the robe I left for you on the hook in the bathroom.” 

I went upstairs, undressed in my bedroom, and left my clothes on the bed. After showering, I slipped on a pink fuzzy bathrobe that was on the hook and the pink scuffs that Page - 9
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were left on the floor. I wasn’t crazy about all this pink stuff or the fact that the only bar soap in the place had a slight feminine scent to it. I walked into the bedroom and opened the top dresser drawer where I usually kept my clean underwear. 

My briefs, t-shirts and white socks had all been replaced with an assortment of pastel colored panties. The socks were pink and the t-shirts had been replaced with slip-type garments in colors that matched the panties. I could hear Aunt Helen coming up the stairs. As she walked into the room, I wanted an explanation. 

“These are a girl’s underclothes not a boy’s,” I said. “I can’t wear these!” 

“Nonsense!” she screamed. “These are perfectly good for you to wear. Diane and Carol have outgrown them and they are too good to throw out. Now, take off your robe and try on a pair of the panties and one of the camisoles to see how they fit!” 

I picked up the first pair of panties. They were powder blue. The elastic waist and leg bands as well as the four rows of ruffles across the back were white. I put them on, then slipped the matching camisole over my head. Aunt Helen adjusted the straps and stood back. 

“They fit you just fine. The panties are a little tight but with the exercise program, you will be losing a little weight anyway. Now, take off the camisole and put another one on.” 

I removed the blue one and proceeded to try each of the others on. Aunt Helen adjusted the straps so they fit. I was angry and concerned about all this femininity. I had to admit the nylon tricot had a very cool, sensuous feel to it. At the home school I would not be undressing for gym class, so there was no way anyone would find out I was wearing lingerie under my boy clothes. 

“Your old pajamas and jeans were pretty ragged so I cut them up for dusting rags. 

Open the second drawer and try on one of the baby dolls.” 

I was incredulous. I opened the drawer to find a half-dozen sets of a similar fabric, also in pastel colors. I was about to voice my objections when a stern look from Aunt Helen stopped me cold. 

“These are perfectly good for you to wear to bed. There is no sense spending money on what we don’t need. Now, take off your camisole and panties and try them on.” 

I removed the lingerie and stepped into the baby doll panty, then slipped the top on. 

This set was a deep purple color. The waist and leg elastic was black as was the lace-trimmed neckline. The shiny fabric looked and felt like satin. Again I was struck by how wonderful it felt next to my skin. I tried on the other sets and they all seemed to fit pretty good except for being a little snug in the waist. 

“Good enough,” remarked Helen. “Now go to bed. Remember, tomorrow you start exercising with the girls so set your alarm for a half-hour earlier. You will find sweatpants and a top in the closet. I noticed you haven’t begun shaving. Hair is a breeding ground for disease. Starting tomorrow night, shave your beard AND your body when you take your bath. You will find a razor and shaving gel in the cupboard in the bathroom.” 

I nodded and got into bed. 
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I lay awake for over an hour. I wondered what I would be doing if my mother had not been killed. I guess I was lucky to have a roof over my head and some money in the bank. 

I just couldn’t figure out what the deal was with having me wear all this girly stuff and now having to shave too. I barely had enough peach fuzz on my face to see and not much more anywhere else. Finally, I drifted off to sleep. 

The alarm went off and I got up quickly. The girls were already up and had gone down stairs. I walked into the john and for the first time in my life had the experience of sliding panties down and sitting down to pee. Afterwards, I went to the closet and took out the sweat suit. It was pink of course. Around the hook was draped an athletic supporter. After removing the purple baby doll, I put on the support. The cup was made of a satin-like material and was sewed to a four-inch elastic waistband with black ruffles. 

I wondered what company would make such a thing until a closer look revealed it was hand-sewn. 

After donning the sweat suit, I put on the pink cotton socks. When I retrieved the box containing my running shoes from the closet, I found they had been replaced with a pair of pink ones. I put them on and laced them up. They fit perfectly; as I walked down to the basement, I began to seriously wonder exactly what was going on here. 

I joined the girls and we did ten minutes of basic calisthenics. Next, I jogged on the treadmill while Carol worked on the stationery bike and Connie lifted some light weights. 

After ten more minutes, we switched off until each of us had used all the equipment. 

When we finished, I sat downstairs and watched TV while the girls showered and dressed. 

I could hear them giggling about something as they came back down. 

I went upstairs and showered. I dressed in a camisole and panties for first time. My old blue jeans had been replaced with pink ones. I put them on and was surprised to find they had a zipper on the side instead of the front, again requiring me to slide both pants and panties down in order to pee. I spent the rest of the day doing some laundry and helping fix a roast for the evening meal, once again having to wear the pink ruffled apron. 

The rest of July and half of August passed by quickly as I settled into a routine. We would all be starting school soon. I felt pretty good all in all. I was more relaxed and comfortable in my new surroundings, feminine as they were. I had lost some weight and the exercise had tightened me up quite a bit, particularly in the waist and buttocks as I followed the girls’ directions during our exercise routine. My skin was softer to the touch and it seemed to enhance the feeling of the lingerie and baby doll nightgowns. The only odd thing was a funny feeling in my chest. My nipples had become more sensitive. I chalked it up to the exercise routines. I was eating healthier since junk food and snacks were forbidden here. I was also continuing the vitamin supplements. 

I drove to the Johnson’s farmhouse on a Wednesday for a half-day of orientation. I parked my car next to several others along one side of a machine shed adjacent to the house. I walked up to the front door and rang the bell. 

A short frail-appearing woman in black slacks and a plain white blouse answered the door. 

“Hi, my name is Patrick Dunn and I’m here for orientation.” 
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“Come in!” she barked as she stepped aside. “Go down the basement steps off the kitchen and have a seat at one of the tables but NO TALKING! The others will be here shortly and we’ll get started.” 

For a frail-appearing woman she had a voice like a drill sergeant. When I got to the bottom of the stairs, I found six small wooden tables, each with a bare wooden high back chair, arranged in three rows of two each with an aisle between them and a lectern at the front. There were three boys seated in the front row. I took my place in one of the three remaining chairs in the back row. The boys were all the same age, and about the same height, weight, and build as I was. We were all wearing pink polo shirts, pink side zip jeans, pink socks and sneakers. 

I turned my attention to the row of books between two bookends on the left side of the table. There were three large black volumes: Science/Math, History/Geography, and Eng-lish Grammar/Composition. The next three were blue and slightly smaller in thickness. 

They were titled Sewing for Beginners; Cooking Essentials and Etiquette. The remaining book was a large red volume entitled Appreciating the World’s Greatest Music, Art and Poetry. The large pink three-ring notebook in front of me had a good supply of paper di-vided up into eight sections as well as a plastic zip close container for pens and pencils. A calculator in a black leather case was next to the notebook. 

Shortly, I heard the sound of footsteps. Two more boys followed by Mrs. Johnson came down the stairs. The boys seated themselves and Mrs. Johnson walked to the front and stood behind the lectern. 

“Good afternoon and welcome,” she began. “You will find the learning here to be an enjoyable experience if you follow the rules and do as you are told. Most of the time you will spend here will be reading or watching DVD training videos. There will be limited lab work because of the small space we have. Pay attention to what you are told and what is in the training manuals. You can be tested at any time on any subject. There is a final writ-ten exam at the end of the semester in December and another one in late May. 

“Unless you are informed otherwise, you should be here ready for class at 9 am. We have a thirty-minute lunch break at 12:30 and you will be through for the day around 4pm. 

Except for your notebook and calculator, all materials stay here. If you need more study time, you may take a textbook home with you. However if you take good notes, that won’t be necessary. Lastly, I will not tolerate any rude, insubordinate, or rowdy behavior. Attached to the schedule I will give you when you leave is a rulebook. Any infraction carries serious consequences. DO NOT test me! Are there any questions?” 

I raised my hand. 

“Yes, Patrick?” 

“I understand the importance of the three R’s, but why must we study things that in public schools are electives. What is the point of learning sewing or about poetry and mu-sic?” 

Her facial expression tightened and she glared at me as she pointed a finger in my direction. 
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“It is important that you be exposed to the finer things in life. There is so much crap in books, magazines, movies and television. That hodgepodge of filth, bad language, and reprehensible role models has been carried over to society in the form of a distinct lack of manners, cultural knowledge, and abhorrent human behavior in general. It is our policy here to send you out into the world not only educated but refined, well-groomed, well mannered, in good health and properly dressed for any occasion.” 

“Thank you,” I replied. 

“Anyone else?” 

No one raised their hand. 

“Good. Here are the daily schedules for the last two weeks of August and the month of September as well as a copy of the rulebook I spoke of earlier. Leave the materials on your table and enjoy your time off. See you all back here Monday morning ready to learn!” 

I stood up and took my copy of the printed materials. As I walked up the stairs, there was no conversation among the other boys. They seemed to be a rather quiet bunch. Once outside the house, everyone walked past me to their cars. Maybe they all thought of me as an outsider. Perhaps in time they would loosen up and conversation would come more readily. 

Back at the house, I looked at the course schedule first and then began reading the rulebook. The first thing on the list was a prohibition against talking in the classroom, during lunch or even on the grounds. “Senseless chatter” was forbidden. No wonder they wouldn’t talk to me. I had forgotten that they had been coming here for several years and I was the only one who really had to study the rules. Strict, almost military-type discipline was going to be enforced. I read and re-read the booklet to make sure I would not be the one to be caught in any infraction of the rules. 

I spent my time off doing a little yard work and changing the oil and filter on my car. I was busy at the store as well. A large shipment of fall items had come in and I spent most of the time getting them sorted by department, unpacked, priced, tagged, racked and taken to the appropriate department. I saw less of Ms. Wong as my hard work had gained her confidence and I needed less and less supervision. 

Sunday night before the start of school, Aunt Helen scheduled another meeting. I wasn’t sure what this could be about since everything seemed to be going smoothly. The girls wouldn’t start school until next week so I was sure it was not about scheduling. I had ceased complaining about the feminine apparel I had been given to wear since it wouldn’t do me any good. I had become quite accustomed to it. In fact, it was downright enjoyable now that my skin was hair free and significantly smoother. 

After the four of us were seated at the table, Aunt Helen began to speak. 

“You will be starting school tomorrow so you should be in bed an hour earlier. Remember, you are still responsible for the chores around the house as well as your job at Leslie’s. I noticed you’re getting a little sloppy with some of your cleaning as well as the fact that you nearly did a wash load of lingerie on the regular instead of the delicate cycle. 

Good thing Carol was there to notice that or you could have ruined the lingerie. Your studies are important but that doesn’t excuse slacking off at home. The girls will start a Page - 13
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week later than you so it could get pretty hectic here at home. Things have been quite har-monious so far and I want that to continue so be aware of each other’s schedules and plan accordingly. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Of course,” I replied as the girls nodded in agreement. 

“Alright then, that’s it. Connie, give Patrick another trim tonight so it will look good for school.” 

We got up from the table and I followed Connie into the kitchen. I sat on a stool and she wrapped an old sheet around me. A few snips later, she pronounced me done. 

I went upstairs as Carol exited the bathroom. I closed the bedroom door and undressed. I put on my robe and walked into the bathroom. After adjusting the water, I removed the robe and hung it on a hook. 

I caught my reflection in the medicine cabinet mirror. Connie had been cutting my hair close in the back but had taken very little off the sides and almost nothing off the top. It was getting quite long, longer than I had ever worn it before. In fact, it was getting close to the same length and style as Connie’s. I was becoming more girlish in my appearance but I felt almost powerless to do anything about it. 

I showered, shampooed and dried my hair, brushed my teeth and put on a jade green baby doll and went to bed. Tomorrow would be a long day and I wanted to get a good night’s sleep. 

The first day of school turned out to be not so bad after all. I had gotten good grades in California and had no trouble with the subject matter except the introduction to sewing and cooking were new to me. Mrs. Johnson ran a tight ship and we moved quickly from one subject to the next. During the break, I introduced myself and while the other boys were friendly, there wasn’t much conversation. What there was had more to do with the subject matter as opposed to sports or social activities. I found this to be a bit odd, but then Midwesterners tended to be more close-mouthed. Perhaps as we got to know each other better, things would change. 

After school, I drove home and helped the girls with supper. I was no longer working as much during the week but still would have about three evenings, plus Saturday and Sunday. I was off until Tuesday so after the dishes were done, I went upstairs to study my notes. I used Diane’s old vanity as a study table and reviewed my notes from the days’ lec-tures. Mrs. Johnson relied on the DVDs for most of the subject matter but would occasionally add something here and there. 

September and most of October went by quickly. I lost a few more pounds but I had begun to feel much better. Keeping busy made the time go faster; I had adapted to my new lifestyle rather well. I was doing OK with my schoolwork except for the sewing. A couple of the one-hour labs were devoted to operating one of the three small sewing machines in the basement as well as using a needle and thread. I saw no point in my learning these things but kept my objections to myself and finally got the hang of the machine. Cooking labs were more enjoyable as we got to eat what we prepared. 

The week before Halloween, Connie came down the basement where I was doing a load of laundry. 
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She looked a little apprehensive, a little unsure of herself. 

“What’s up?” I asked as she approached me. 

“I need a favor. I need a really BIG favor. You won’t like it but it would mean a lot to me if you would help me out.” 

“Well what is it?” I asked. 

“We’re having a style show at the beauty school and the girl who was supposed to work with me is very sick and can’t make it.” 

“What would I have to do? I mean, I don’t know anything about the stuff you have been studying.” 

“You have beautiful hair. I just need to restyle it a little and have you looked at by the judges, then be photographed for the show’s booklet.” 

“I don’t know. After the show, can you change it back to the way it is now? It’s still longer than I usually wear it. Maybe you could cut it again? 

“Oh sure, I’d be happy to. This is just for the style show, then I could change it back any way you want it.” 

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

Her face brightened up as she smiled with gratitude. 

“I see by the schedule that you work Friday until ten and then you have the weekend off. You could come to the school after work Friday night to be prepped and then I will take you back Saturday morning for the style and show. Following the show Saturday afternoon there is a Halloween party at the Cardinal Inn motor lodge just a few blocks from the school. After the party, I will bring you home.” 

“All right, I will help you out.” 

“Super! I’ll have things ready at the school when you arrive from work. Thanks again!” 

I wasn’t exactly sure what I had got myself into but I wanted to keep peace in the family and Connie had sounded desperate. After finishing the laundry, I went upstairs and washed up. I stood in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door and looked at myself. My body was now much slimmer and hair-free. I still had that tenderness around my nipples and closer examination revealed a slight swelling of my breasts. I was sure it was because of the increased exercise and the change of diet since nothing else I knew of could cause those kinds of changes. I made a mental note to talk to Aunt Helen about it later. 

After putting on a pink baby doll, I wrote a note on my calendar for the weekend, and then went to bed. 

The week went quickly with nothing more said about the show. I finished work a little early and left around nine-thirty and arrived at the school about fifteen minutes later. After parking my car in the guest lot, I rang the front buzzer and was let in by a middle-aged black woman. 

“Hi, you must be Patrick. My name is Mildred. I am the assistant manager here. I’m glad you are early. The girls are all set up and waiting for you in the back.” 
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As the front door closed and locked behind us, I followed her down a corridor to a brightly lit room. Once inside, I saw Connie and two other girls waiting by one of the beauty shop’s chairs. 

“Sit here, Patrick, and we will get started.” 

The two girls were all smiles as I took my assigned seat. Connie placed a pink smock around me and secured it in the back. Next, she combed my hair forward and cut it off square to form bangs that covered my forehead. After several more snips, she stood back as the other two girls looked on. 

“He looks great! He’s almost too pretty to be a boy,” remarked one of them. 

As the giggles tapered off, Connie reclined the chair and gave me a shampoo, rinse and conditioner. 

After blow-drying my hair, she brought the chair up about half way. 

“Just sit still now, this is going to sting a little,” she said as she held up a gun-like device. 

I winced as she pierced both my ears and inserted little gold plugs. Next, one of the other girls placed small wax strips near my eyebrows and pulled them off quickly. I almost yelped in pain. With tweezers, she plucked a few stray hairs and then continued plucking, giving my eyebrows a slight arch and a thinner, more feminine shape. When she finished, she picked up a scissor-like device and, after placing one hand on my forehead, she gently placed it over each eyelash and squeezed it twice, giving my lashes a feminine curl. Mildred came over to inspect the girls’ work and smiled with approval. 

“Connie, I thought this was going to be about hair. What’s going on with all this other stuff?” 

“Oh, stop whining. It’s just for tomorrow, besides you already agreed to help me and you aren’t going to back out now, are you?” 

“Well no, but…” 

“Good, then be quiet so we can finish up here,” she barked as she brought the chair up-right. 

“Take off your sneakers and slide your jeans down around your ankles.” 

I did as I was told and Mildred affixed larger wax strips to my legs. The girls tried to stifle giggles at the sight of me wearing pink panties and pink socks under my male work clothes. Shortly, Mildred pulled the strips off and I pulled my pants back up. I had been keeping myself relatively hair-free so there was little discomfort, but the girls seemed to enjoy the procedure very much. 

“That’s all for now,” announced Connie. As we left the beauty shop and walked into the corridor, I could hear laughter behind me. I was locked into this thing and I knew I would have to just grin and bear it. We drove home and, as we entered the house, Connie reminded me again of tomorrow’s schedule. 

“We have to be at the school at nine AM to get you ready for the showing at ten. That means we have to leave here by eight, so set your alarm for seven. Shower and shave your face. I have some other things for you to wear tomorrow.” 
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I nodded and said nothing as I made my way upstairs. I washed up and glanced at my reflection in the mirror. I was quite surprised to see that I could pass easily as a young girl with my thinner eyebrows, curled eyelashes and pierced ears, which were still a little sore. 

The next morning, Connie was waiting for me in my bedroom after I finished shaving my face. 

“Put this pink bra on so I can adjust the straps and cups; we need you to be more filled out.” 

I put my arms through the straps and she secured the hooks in the back. Next, she inserted two small breast pads in the cups and adjusted the straps. 

“That looks pretty natural. Now the blouse.” 

She removed a long-sleeved pink chiffon blouse from a hanger and I put my arms through the sleeves. After fastening the back buttons, she handed me a pink miniskirt. 

I couldn’t believe I was actually doing this but I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up to my waist. I closed the side zipper and buttoned the top button. 

“Put on your pink socks and sneakers and we’ll go.” 

The ride to the school was brief. Connie always liked to drive fast, the speed limit at the very least. I was scared to death of getting into an accident and being taken to the hospital emergency room in my feminine apparel. She parked to the car and we entered the school through a side door and walked to the salon. Several girls as well as Mildred were already there. 

“Take a seat and I will fix your hair for the photo shoot,” said Connie as she arranged some things on the table behind me. 

I sat down and she began combing my hair the way she wanted it. When she was done, she attached another hairpiece she called a “fall” on the back of my head with a clasp, on top of which was a large pink satin sissy bow. 

“Now tilt your head back slightly and don’t move,” were her next instructions. 

She stood in front of me. She took a large, soft brush, swished it around a palette of pink powder and then proceeded to apply the blusher to my cheeks. When she finished, she removed a mascara wand from the tube and did my lashes. Finally, she outlined my mouth with a lip pencil, then filled my lips in with a thick layer of creamy pink lipstick. 

“Press your lips together like this,” she instructed as she closed her lips. 

I did so. With her little finger, she smoothed over the make-up and removed some of the excess. 

“All done!” she announced. “Stand up and take a look in the mirror.” 

When I did, I couldn’t believe the reflection in the mirror. Staring back at me was a young girl. “She” had a pretty face, long, gorgeous hair topped with a pink bow, a ruffled pink blouse and miniskirt ensemble. I was speechless to say the least. 

“I’ve decided not to have you wear earrings today but you will have to wear a name tag.” 
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She picked up the nametag

from the table. It was a round

white oval with a pink border; in

pink letters was the name “Patri-

cia.” She removed the backing and

pressed it on my left shoulder. 

“Remember, just for today you

are Patricia. I doubt if anyone will

think you are a boy, but if the

judges or the photographer speak

to you, be alert to answer to a girls

name and also modulate your

voice a little bit. Your voice isn’t

very deep, but you should try to

speak more softly, like a girl does.” 

“I’ll try to do my best. What do

I do if they ask questions or if…”? 

“Don’t worry, nobody is going

to do or say anything to make you

look foolish or stupid. They are all

here to see your hair. Each stylist

has only a few minutes to show her

style. The photographer will take

some pictures and then it will all

be over and we can get to the

party. Just relax and be yourself, or

Patricia, I should say.” She giggled. 

“I will take care of everything else, 

now let’s go.” 

We walked out of the salon and

down the hall towards the audito-

rium. There were several girls and

their stylists behind us; judging by

the giggles and laughing, they must have been enjoying a good joke. 

“Slow down,” hissed Connie as we approached the auditorium. “You’re walking too fast. Take smaller steps, like a girl.” 

I slowed up and tried to mimic the girls ahead of us. As we entered the rear of the auditorium, Connie gave her name and mine to a lady with a clipboard. 

“Chair seven”, she announced. We proceeded over to a padded high back stool with a white placard and a black number seven on it. 

“When you sit down on the stool, be sure to smooth your skirt with your left hand and don’t cross your legs. Don’t fidget or move. We won’t be long.” 

As several other girls took their places, Mildred came over and looked at me. 
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“Wow! You are absolutely gorgeous, Patrick, oops! I mean Patricia. Some of the girls are SO jealous! I’m glad you are willing to help Connie out today. She has a good chance of winning and that would be great for our school. It’s been a while since we have had a top winner here. Maybe today’s the day.” 

I managed to squeak out “thanks” and “I hope so too” as Mildred smiled and walked down the line, checking on her other entrants. 

***

After what seemed like an eternity, a group of two men and three women got up from the front row of chairs and walked up the steps to the stage. They proceeded to the first chair and examined the hair of the first girl and asked the stylist several questions. Two of the men and two of the women made notes on their clipboards. When they were finished, the third women took several photos, then they all proceeded to the next stool. 

I was trying not to be nervous but the closer they got to me, the more apprehensive I became. I was certain that they were going to see through this charade and one of them would jump up and scream “Imposter!” Or maybe there was a sign above my head that read “boy in girl’s clothes”. 

Finally, they stopped in front of me. I smiled slightly as one of them touched my bangs and asked Connie about the conditioner she had used. Another asked about the brand of fall I wore. There were some style-related questions, then they walked to stool number eight. The photographer took several pictures of me and one of Connie standing behind me before they moved on to number eight. 

After they had moved down the line, Connie squeezed my shoulder and said, “You did fine. Just relax. 

Another half an hour and we will head for the party.” 

Finally, the last style was looked at and the last picture was taken. The five judges con-ferred among themselves and they beckoned Mildred to join them. After several minutes, Mildred came back up the steps with a smile on her face as the judges left the auditorium. 

We crowded around her for the results. 

“Out of fifteen styles, we will have three entered in the state show. They have selected the styles by Doris, Valerie and Connie. Let’s all wish our finalists the best!” 

Cheers erupted as the girls all applauded and the losers began congratulating the winners. Mildred held up her hand for silence. 

“Okay girls, go to lunch and then be back here about one to dress for the Halloween party. The party starts about two, so don’t be late.” 

I followed the girls out the back of the auditorium as we headed for the cafeteria. I remembered to walk slower this time. As we approached the cafeteria, I almost walked into the men’s room. Connie grabbed my elbow and steered me ahead to the ladies’ room. 

Once inside, I walked in one of the stalls and closed the door. I fumbled with the button and unzipped the miniskirt. I slid my miniskirt and panties down and sat on the com-mode. The room was noisy with the girls’ chatter. After I finished, I pulled up my panties, Page - 19
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zipped and buttoned my miniskirt. I opened the door and walked over to the sink to wash my hands. Connie joined me there. She winked at me as she wiped her hands on the towel. 

“You look great and I appreciate what you did for me today. Now, let’s go get something to eat.” 

We walked out of the ladies room and down to the cafeteria. We got in line and Connie turned to me. 

“Get the seafood salad and the diet soda. Most of the girls are diet conscious.” 

I nodded and moved thru the line. We sat opposite each other and began to eat. 

“Eat slower, and take smaller bites. You want to be more lady-like.” 

I nodded and followed her instructions. We finished eating and walked back to the beauty salon. Some of the girls were already undressing as we walked in and for an instant I felt like a voyeur or a Peeping Tom looking through a keyhole. Connie jabbed me from behind. 

“Hey!” she said. “Don’t stare too much, you don’t want them to think you are a les-bian, do you?” 

“No.” I replied. “It’s just that if they ever found out, I mean they could get angry and…” 

“Stop it! You pass easily. Nobody is going to find out our little secret. Now wait here while I get your costume out of the back.” 

I sat down in the chair closest to the door to wait for her to come back. I paged thru a fashion magazine as the other girls were getting dressed and applying their makeup. One of them, looking like the proverbial Barbie doll, dressed in a floor-length pink chiffon gown, walked over to where I was sitting and turned around. 

“Zip me up, will you please?” 

I stood up to accommodate her. 

“Thanks. You look fabulous, what do you use on your skin?” 

I was sort of caught off guard by her question. 

“Um, well not much actually, cleanser and cold cream. Connie keeps me well supplied,” I answered. 

Connie returned from the back room, carrying two boxes and a garment bag. She set the boxes on the table and unzipped the bag. 

“Take off your sneakers, skirt and blouse.” 

I removed my sneakers and skirt. After turning around, Connie unbuttoned my blouse and I took it off and set it on the chair with the skirt. From the garment bag she handed me a petticoat. I took it by the waistband and stepped into it and pulled it up to my waist. 

Next, she removed a pink short-sleeved cotton dress with a white front. She unzipped the back and held it up by the hem. I put my arms through the sleeves and she pulled the hem down around the petticoat. I turned around and she zipped me up. 
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“I have one just like it in the back. We’re going as twin Mary Janes. Now slip into these pink patent leather shoes.” 

As I sat down, I remembered to smooth my dress underneath me. I put on the shoes and buckled the strap. I stood up and found they were a little tight. 

“That’s OK. It’s only for a couple of hours. Now, sit down again so I can fix your wig.” 

From the larger of the two boxes, she removed a blond wig styled with two long pigtails. She removed the hair bow, clasp, fall, then placed the wig on my head. After adjusting it slightly, she used bobby pins to hold it in place and tied a small pink bow on each pigtail. From the bottom of the garment bag she removed a small pink purse with a long gold chain. 

“While I’m in back getting my costume on, apply some more blusher and freshen your lipstick. I won’t be long.” 

I swung around in the chair and looked at my reflection in the mirror. I saw no differ-ence in my appearance since this morning but wanted to do as I was told. I opened the palette of blusher and after several strokes with the brush, I smoothed some on my cheeks using a circular motion like I had seen her do. Next, I picked up the lipstick, removed the cover, and turned the base. I pressed the tube against my mouth and moved it back forth. 

After pressing my lips together, I turned down the tube, replaced the cover and again looked straight ahead at the reflection in the mirror. It was unreal to see the image of a pretty girl while knowing that underneath the feminine appearance was a male. 

“Admiring yourself?” cooed Connie from behind me. “You look fabulous, you know.” 

I looked up to see Connie dressed in an identical costume to mine. 

“I just want this day to end, so let’s go,” I said in a tired voice. 

“Oh geeze! I almost forgot!” Connie opened a drawer and began rummaging thru it. 

“Forgot what?” I asked

“Oh, your nails. Here they are!” 

She opened a package of pink press-on nails and proceeded to fit one on each finger. 

After placing the makeup items in the small purse, she closed it and slipped it over my shoulder. 

“Now we’re all set, let’s go!” 

I followed her out to the car with the other girls in the class. 

“Remember to smooth your dress underneath you as you swing your butt in first and then your legs.” 

I did as she instructed and we headed for the motel. 

The room was decorated with the usual Halloween stuff along with pink crepe paper. 

The theme being “Pretty in Pink” had everybody in pink costumes from the pink Barbie doll, to a fairy princess, to Mildred who was dressed as a pink Queen Bee. 

The bartender served up the drinks but I stayed with a soft drink. We were seated around tables for four and the conversation drifted for about an hour around boyfriends Page - 21
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and fashion. I kept quiet most of the time, afraid to betray myself. About four, we gathered around the buffet table and helped ourselves to a delicious supper. 

Following the meal, Mildred stood up and congratulated the contest winners, then presented Connie and myself first prize in the costume contest. We stood up and did a polite curtsy after each of us received a perfume, bubble bath and body powder set. Several photos were taken for the school newsletter and then we left. 

Back at the school, I changed back into my jeans and sneakers. Connie helped me remove the nails and my makeup. I picked up the comb and ran it through my hair to the back. I was Patrick once again. I was very tired by then and dozed off on the short ride home. At least the masquerade was over and I could relax and be myself once again. 

***

The next several weeks went smoothly. The holidays were approaching and people were in a more festive mood. School was OK but I was still having trouble with some things. I had finally mastered the sewing machine but was having some trouble with knit-ting and crocheting. I stuck with it and as we neared the end of the semester, I was near the top of the class. 

Connie had brought home pictures from the contest as well as the Halloween party and we all had a good laugh over my charade. The finals at the state produced a first for Valerie, a third for Doris and an honorable mention for Connie. For a small private school, they had done pretty well. Just before the week of Thanksgiving, Carol came up to me with a concerned look on her face. 

“Our class is hosting a Thanksgiving party on Tuesday, two days before the holiday for some of the students who can’t go home. My roommate Veronica is in the hospital after having her appendix taken out and we are short one hostess. Would you mind helping us out just for one night?” 

I was a little perplexed by this request since you’d think they would be able to find a replacement even on such short notice. 

“Well, I don’t know. Carol, can’t you just ask another girl?” 

“Most everyone has already left for the holiday. You helped Connie out last month. 

Please? I’m kinda in a bind here and could sure use your help.” 

“Well, I guess I could. What do you need me for?” 

“It will be a small gathering at a local motor lodge. There will only be about a dozen girls there. I need you to fill in as a punch girl and greeter as they arrive. After the dinner, I will drive you back here. Simple enough?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” I replied. 

“Great! Now here is what we’ll do. I’ll drive you to the school and we’ll change in my dorm room and then I will take you to the motor lodge. Afterwards, we’ll go back to the dorm, change and come home. 
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Because it’s a more formal occasion than Halloween, we will have to dress you up a little more. Tomorrow night I’ll take you for a fitting. Thanks again, I appreciate your help.” 

I nodded and walked upstairs to my room. I was getting tired of being the “girl of the month.” I was a young man, not a young  girl. Despite having to admit the feel of the feminine fabric against my skin was quite erotic and that I enjoyed playing a masquerade as much as anyone, I seemed to becoming more and more feminine, not only in appearance but in mannerisms and my way of thinking. Ever since I had begun the exercise and vitamin regime, I had less and less will to resist or object to anything. It was almost as if I was being re-programmed. Perhaps brainwashed was a better word. Trying to sort these things out just seemed to make matters worse since I wasn’t going anywhere until I was eighteen and had finished school anyway. I shrugged it off, took a scalding hot shower and went to bed. 

Sunday afternoon, Carol drove me to the dorm. After parking the car, she opened a box she had kept on the back seat. She removed a brown wig and handed it to me. 

“Men aren’t allowed in the dorm so just slip this on. With your pink jeans and sneakers, no one will be the wiser.” 

I did as she instructed and we got out of the car and walked inside. The place was deserted. The sound of a TV or stereo could be heard from several of the rooms but for the most part, we were alone. Carol unlocked the door to her room and we stepped inside. 

“Go in the john and take your clothes off and put on the garments on the hamper,” she instructed. 

I closed the bathroom door and after undressing, I hung my clothes on a hook. I picked up a panty girdle and struggled to get into it. Next, I put my arms through the straps of a long line bra but could only manage to get two of the back hooks closed. I stepped out of the bathroom, walked over to Carol and turned around so she could close the rest of the hooks. 

“It looks like I figured the size OK,” she said as she closed the last one. 

“I think these are two small, they’re pretty tight,” I complained. 

“No,” she said as she began laughing, “that’s the way foundation garments are supposed to fit. Now you know how women feel!” 

She placed two small breast forms in the cups and adjusted the straps. 

“There, that seems to be right. Walk over to the window and back for me.” 

I did as I was told. She smiled that coy smile. “Perfect!” she exclaimed, “now for the dress.” Then she walked over to the closet and removed a bright orange satin sheath from its plastic cover. 

She unzipped the long back zipper and handed the dress to me. I took it from her, stepped inside, and then put my arms through the puffy sleeves. I turned around and she zipped me up. It was hard to describe the feel of the satin against my hairless body. I could tell by the look on her face that she liked what she saw. 

“That’s almost perfect!” she squealed with delight. “Turn around so I can put some pins in.” 
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She made some adjustments, then she stepped back. 

“Okay, now let me get the shoes.” 

She went to the closet and brought back two boxes. She opened one of them and set the right shoe next to my foot. The shoes had been dyed to match the dress but were too small. 

She opened the second box and these fit perfectly. 

“Walk over to the window again and see how you manage in heels.” 

I started walking gingerly towards the window and back. 

“Not bad for your first time in heels. I picked ones with three-inch heels to make it eas-ier on you. Watch me walk now.” 

I watched her walk back and forth. 

“See, that’s how a girl walks in heels. Now because the dress hem is a little long, pick up the dress by the sides with both hands and walk the way I just showed you.” 

I followed her instructions and after several more trips to the window and back, I got the hang of it. 

“That’s pretty good! Come with me.” 

I followed her out the door and into the hallway. 

“Walk down to the end of the hall and back.” 

“I don’t know, what if somebody sees me or...” 

“Oh, don’t be such a worry wart! There’s nobody’s here! Just start walking!” 

I began my walk down the long hall. My heart was pounding in my chest. I was still afraid of being found out. At the top of the stairs, I turned and came back to where Carol was standing. 

“Not bad at all!” she said. 

“This way,” she said as she led me down the hall and stopped at the top of the stairs. 

“Pick up your dress with the left hand and hold the railing with your right as you go down the stairs. Remember to take your time so you won’t stumble and fall.” 

I proceeded down the stairs, then turned and walked back up on the other side. The dress was tapered towards the bottom. I couldn’t raise my foot as high as I wanted to but at least I didn’t fall. 

“You handle yourself very well. Now get changed.” 

I followed her back to the room and slipped off the shoes as she unzipped me. I took the dress off. She unhooked the bra and I went into the bathroom. After removing the foundation garments, I put on my regular clothes. As we walked back to the car, she was all smiles. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll do just fine,” she said as we got into the car. 

On the way back home, I kept quiet. I got the cleaning and laundry done. After reviewing my homework, I washed up and went to bed. 
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Tuesday after an early supper, I took I hot bath and shaved myself. I seemed to have less and less body hair each time I did this. In addition, what hair I did have seemed to be softer. I shaved my face quickly and got dressed. Carol drove me back to the dorm where I changed into my foundation garments. This time she added a pair of panty hose. I stepped out of the bathroom to see her face light up as she held out the dress. After putting it on, she zipped me up and I slipped on the heels. With the adjustments she had made, the dress fit a little tighter around the bust and hips. 

“Have a seat at the vanity and I’ll make you up.” 

She quickly applied some blusher and lipstick. Next she did my eyes, then put on the false fingernails. When she was finally done, she placed the makeup in the matching purse. After pinning a large orange bow at the top of my bangs, she stepped back. 

“Stand up and walk to the window and back again so I can see the full effect.” 

I did so and she seemed quite pleased. 

“You’re looking ravishing!” she said. “Now have a seat and relax while I change.” 

I sat down on the small easy chair while she walked into the bathroom. She came out a few minutes later dressed in a sharply tailored black pants suit and put on a pair of black flat shoes. 

“I’m all set, so grab your purse and we’ll be on our way.” 

After we put our coats on, I picked up the matching bag, slipped the gold chain over my shoulder and we walked out the door. I remembered to walk slower in a more ladylike fashion as we proceeded down the hallway. At the top of the stairs, I pulled the dress up and carefully took one step at a time. At the bottom Carol walked around me and opened the door. 

“The parking lot is old blacktop and there may be a few rough spots, so watch your step. I don’t want you to catch your heels and fall.” 

I walked down the sidewalk and when we got to the car, she opened the door for me. 

“Slide your hand over the back of your dress and swing your butt in, then swing your legs in after you are seated. At the motor lodge, do the reverse when you get out and after you stand up, smooth your dress again.” 

I nodded and got into the car. 

The drive took only a few minutes and she parked the car at side entrance of the motor lodge. She turned to me and gave me some final instructions. 

“Remember, you are a lady. Walk like one, talk like one, act like one. Walk with small, mincing steps. Sit down and get up gracefully. Watch your mannerisms. Hold the punch cup in your left hand and grasp the handle with your thumb and forefinger with your pinkie extended like this.” 

I watched her form a grip on an imaginary cup. 

“When you eat, take small bites and chew your food slowly. Try not to look like a pig at the trough. When you drink, tip the cup and take small sips. Instead of wiping your Page - 25
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mouth with the napkin, blot it. After the meal is over, take out your compact and touch up your lipstick and blusher. Got it?” 

“I think so,” I replied. 

“Good, lets go inside.” 

I unfastened my seatbelt as she got out and, as I reached for the door handle, I saw her point at me through the windshield. When she opened the door on my side, she spoke sharply. 

“Always let someone open and close doors for you,” she admonished. 

I nodded as I swung my legs out and then stood up. I smoothed my dress and walked to the sidewalk while she closed the door and locked the car. 

We walked to the side entrance. She opened the door for me and I stepped inside. As we walked down the corridor, I caught my reflection in a hallway mirror. I was in awe of the way I looked. As a motel employee walked by, he smiled and said:

“Good afternoon, ladies!” 

“Good afternoon,” we answered back in unison. 

“See?” giggled Carol. You are passing easily. Just relax and be Patricia. You can do this, I know you can.” 

We stopped at the entrance to the dining room. It had been nicely decorated with paper cutouts of the pilgrims, turkeys, and brightly colored leaves. The punch table had just been set up and two of the motel employees were placing stacks of cups adjacent to two punch bowls, one containing pink lemonade, the other yellow lemonade but with a black skull and crossbones on a white sheet of paper taped to the front. 

From a box underneath the table, Carol removed a black ruffled apron. She slipped it over my head and tied it with a large bow in the back. She pressed a white oval tag with the name “Patricia” on my left shoulder. 

“You are all set. Here is what I want you to do. When the guests arrive, smile and ask them which drink they would prefer. After they make their choice, pick up a cup in your left hand. With your right hand, ladle the punch in the cup, then put the ladle down, place a napkin underneath the cup and hand the cup to them with the handle facing them. As they move down the serving line, serve the next one and so on.” 

“I got it,” I said as I set my purse down at the end of the table. 

“Good. Have a seat. It will be about fifteen or twenty minutes before the guests start arriving.” 

I turned and smoothed my dress as I sat down and folded my hands across my lap. 

The last of the tables had been set up and the motel employees were uncovering the containers at the food table. I was still a little nervous. I felt like everybody might be staring at me because they knew my secret. Shortly, two girls dressed like myself arrived, escorted by two girls dressed like Carol. I stood up as they came in. 

“What would you like?” I inquired as they approached the table. 
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“Lemon for us and pink for the two food servers, sweetheart!” snapped one of the girls in black. 

I ladled out two pink cups for the girls in orange and two lemon cups for their escorts. 

“Thanks much!” said the taller one. As she walked past, she gave me a sly wink. 

I didn’t say anything as they made their way to the food table where the girls in black put black ruffled aprons and name tags on the two girls in orange who then took their places behind the serving table. As the two girls in black joined Carol at her table there was a momentary eruption of laughter. I wasn’t sure what was so funny. I took a second glance at the two serving girls only to find, despite the makeup and dresses they looked somewhat familiar. Then it hit me they were two boys from my class! I wanted to walk over to them and say something but more guests were coming and I couldn’t. 

It took about an hour but finally the tables were full. Carol came over to me with that bright smile of hers. 

“You did a great job. Get a cup of punch, something to eat, and then join us at my table.” 

I filled a cup with pink lemonade, retrieved my purse, and walked to the food table. I set the cup on a tray, picked up a plate and some silverware and got in line behind the two serving girls. After helping myself, I followed them over to Carol’s table and sat down. 

The meal was delicious. I remembered Carol’s instructions and conducted myself in a proper and ladylike manner, though I got the impression that Carol and her friends were more amused than they were grateful to have me there. As I finished, a photographer entered the room and began taking pictures of the guests at each table. I smiled with the rest of the girls as the flash went off but wondered where these pictures would eventually wind up. When he was done, Carol got up and wished everyone happy holidays and thanked them for coming. She nudged me as I started to get up. I sat back down and opened my purse to freshen my makeup. When I finished, we all got up to leave. 

Once outside, we walked to the car and she opened the door for me. I smoothed my dress and got inside. After she got in, she looked over at me and smiled again. 

“Thanks again, Patricia. I appreciate your willingness to help out. By the way, you look stunning. Several of the girls made comments.” 

“You are very welcome. Now can we get back to the dorm? I want to change clothes. 

I’m not comfortable all trussed up like this.” 

She threw her head back and laughed. 

“Of course, I guess you have been through enough for one night.” 

She started the car and drove back to the dorm. Once inside, I changed clothes and she helped me remove the makeup. As we walked out to the car, she looked at me in a funny way and said:

“Don’t be offended by what I’m about to say but I almost like you better as Patricia than Patrick.” 

“Gee, thanks. It’s comforting to know you think I should have been a girl,” I retorted. 
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“Now, don’t get all bent out of shape. It’s just that you’re much too pretty to be a boy. 

When you are all dolled up, you look better than half the women out there.” 

I said nothing as we got into her car. I kept silent on the way home too. I went straight upstairs and took a hot shower. As I lay in bed in my bright red baby doll nightie, I con-templated what she had said. It made for a restless sleep. 

The month of December was warmer than usual and it went by quickly. More people were out shopping and I was busy at the store. I passed all my midterm exams; I now had a solid B average. I would be off from school from about mid-December to Mid-January. I asked Aunt Helen about seeing a doctor. There was something wrong as I was definitely growing breasts. I was going to have to start wearing a bra pretty soon if this wasn’t brought to a halt. Her answer was that I should wait until after the first of the year. I sus-pected the girls knew about it because occasionally I would hear them giggling, then they would clam up when I walked into the room. 

A week before Christmas, I found a note on my timecard when I got to work. Ms. 

Wong wanted to see me ASAP. Now

what? I thought as I punched in and

walked towards her office. Things

had been going so well here. I had re-

ceived a probationary increase as

well as a raise for next year in addi-

tion to getting a nice Christmas bo-

nus handed out before the holidays. 

She was on the phone so I waited

outside a few minutes until she fin-

ished. 

“Come in Patrick,” she said as she

hung up the phone. “First of all I

want to thank you for all the hard

work you have put in here. All the

girls are pleased with the way you

perform your duties. The stock is al-

ways priced right and put in the right

place. We are all grateful to you for

maintaining the high standards the

store sets for its employees. The fact

that I don’t have to monitor your

work makes you an exceptional

young man. 

“It seems one of the temps hired

for the holidays left with no notice

and we need someone to fill in for

her right away. We aren’t expecting

any shipments until January so there

wouldn’t be any stock work for you
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to do and since you know where and how the stock is placed as well as the current prices, you won’t need much training.” 

“I don’t know anything about sales. Besides, this is a woman’s store. I can’t be doing that!” I saw her face turn serious as soon as I closed my mouth. 

“Now Patrick, don’t make this anymore difficult than it already is. It’s important that we think of the company, not ourselves. This year has not been particularly good but the holidays can make up for that if our sales are high enough. I need you on the floor Tuesday through Friday from one to nine.” 

“Where would I be working? I don’t know anything about clothes or fashion. Even if I did, women aren’t going to buy from a man. They want to talk to a woman!” 

“Not necessarily. I spoke with Diane, our manager in training, and she said you were quite adept at helping your sisters out ‘en femme’ and I can see no earthly reason why you can’t help us out in that way too. I’ve seen the snapshots from the styling contest and the Halloween party and you do make a lovely girl! And by the way, I am your supervisor and you’re here on Diane’s recommendation, right?” 

I could see no way out of this so I didn’t put up any argument. 

“Where do you plan on putting me, Ms. Wong?” I asked. 

Her face broke into a smile and she picked up a folder with several sheets inside. 

“You will work with Sheila at the cosmetics kiosk on the main floor. She said you have stocked the kiosk many times and without any mistakes, so you know where everything is. I want you to study the product information in this folder. Sheila will be here shortly and go over it with you. You will have the rest of the day off to study the materials. Be sure you are here at least forty-five minutes before your shift so that we can get you ready, so to speak!” 

I just nodded. I knew by that big smile Ms. Wong was very pleased, not so much that the store would be covered, but that she could see for herself just what Diane had been talking about. My thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. 

“Come in, Sheila,” said Ms. Wong. 

As Ms. Wong got up to leave, Sheila entered and flashed me a big smile as she sat down behind Ms. Wong’s desk. After opening a similar folder, she looked up at me. 

“We’ll begin with the bath sets of soap and body powder, then perfume, then makeup, nails and other accessories. There really is not a lot to learn since you are already familiar with where these things are and their prices.” 

I said nothing as she proceeded to go through the lists. Under each item was a description of the product, the size in ounces and the price. In addition, the skin care line had outlines of the benefits to the user according to the woman’s race and skin type. She breezed through it quickly and I had no trouble picking things up. When she finished, she closed her folder and looked up at me with that same big smile. 

“Any questions, Patricia?” 

I shook my head. Objecting to being called Patricia, even when I wasn’t dressed, would do no good. I got up and left the room. After finishing the work I had to do that morning, I Page - 29
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punched out and drove home. Trying to find a way out of this mess was going to be harder than I thought. More and more people now knew me as Patricia instead of Patrick and I had to find a way to put a stop to it, though at least until after Christmas, I was stuck with it. 

When I got home, I did a few chores around the house, then I went upstairs and reviewed the materials in the folder along with the notes I had made in the margins. I slept fairly well that night and came down to breakfast to the sounds of the girls giggling and laughing in the kitchen. As soon as I walked in, they stopped. I could only guess what they had been laughing about. I left the house about eleven-thirty and arrived at the store about twelve-fifteen. I walked directly to the beauty salon in the basement where Sheila was waiting for me. The beauty shop was deserted except for her and one beautician. 

“I’m glad to see you are on time as usual. We’re ready for you. Step into the manager’s office and change in there. Your stuff is in the box on the sofa.” 

I walked down a small hallway at the back of the beauty shop, entered the manager’s office and closed the door. After undressing and placing my clothes on one of the chairs, I opened the box on the small sofa. I put on a red, short leg panty girdle and a pair of sheer panty hose. Next was a red bra. This one had hooks in the front and when I closed them, it fit perfectly, almost if they knew how the straps should be adjusted. I placed the two small breast forms in the cups and they filled out the bra nicely. At this juncture the pads had gotten smaller as I had begun to “blossom.” 

The dress, a short sleeve red velvet mini dress, was hanging on the coat rack behind the door. I removed it from its hangar, unzipped it and put it on. I took the shoes, a pair of red suede four-inch heel pumps, from the box and put them on. I hadn’t worn shoes with four-inch heels before but these heels were square and not the pointed ones I had been wearing. 

I felt more confident after walking back and forth across the office a few times. It seemed funny that they would know my shoe size too. I opened the door and walked down to the salon. 

“Wow!” exclaimed the beautician as she zipped me up. “You are absolutely stunning!” 

“Thank you,” I said quietly as I took a seat in one of the chairs. 

After securing a pink smock around me, the beautician proceeded to apply foundation, blusher and bright red lipstick. She plucked a few stray hairs from my eyebrows and curled my eyelashes again before applying eyeliner, eye shadow and mascara. She removed the gold plugs from my ear lobes and attached a pair of teardrop pearl earrings dangling from a three inch gold chain. After affixing a set of bright red press-on nails, she turned me around and began combing my hair up and pinning it back, then covered it with a nylon wig cap. She placed a black shoulder-length wig on my head and secured it with a couple of bobby pins. Instead of a red velvet Santa’s cap like the other girls were wearing for the holidays, she placed a large red satin sissy bow on top of the wig and pinned it in place. She removed the pink smock and put the makeup items she had used in a red suede clutch bag that matched my shoes. 

“Okay Patricia. You are all set,” said the beautician with a big smile. 

Sheila beamed as she handed me my time card. “You can punch in and out here. Now let’s get to work! When you walk, keep your right arm across your body and let your right Page - 30
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hand dangle at the wrist. Keep your left arm at your side. Periodically throughout the shift, but especially after coming back from your lunch break, touch up your blusher and lipstick here on the floor using the large mirror. By doing it in front of the customers, they can see how good the products look on you.” 

I picked up my purse and walked over to the time clock by the reception desk and punched in. Sheila walked behind me as we went up the stairs and out on to the main floor to the cosmetics kiosk. I couldn’t help but feel all eyes were on me as I passed other employees and several customers in the main aisle. Arriving at the kiosk, the girl on duty left as Sheila and I entered the enclosure. 

“The main thing is to find what they are looking for. Always be as accommodating as you can. If anything comes up that you can’t answer, the phone is underneath this display. 

Just punch #31 and I will pick up. Do you have any questions, Patricia?” 

I still couldn’t get used to being addressed by a girl’s name but I shook my head no and Sheila left me alone. I took a deep breath and looked around the store. There weren’t many women in the store but it was the early afternoon of a weekday and I was certain that things would pick up as the day wore on. 

As the hours dragged by with only a few customers, I busied myself reviewing my notes and checking to be sure I knew where everything was. I made several more sales and then Sheila came over to relieve me at four-thirty. 

“Remember, after you finish eating, wait until you get back here to touch up your makeup,” she admonished. 

I nodded and proceeded to the small break room next to Sheila’s office behind the beauty salon. Two of the beauticians were just finished with their break and were giggling about something as I entered. 

“Hi Patricia!” one of them said as I entered. “That’s a pretty dress!” 

“Thank you,” I answered. I retrieved my lunch and diet soda from the fridge as they left and the giggling continued out in the hall. 

I was alone during the break, which gave me the quiet time I liked. I looked at the ele-gant nails on my hands as I ate my sandwich. The velvet dress felt  so  good against my nylon encased legs. I felt very feminine and more relaxed than when I had been dressed as a man. Soon it was time to go back to work. I tossed the lunch sack in the garbage and the pop can in the recycling container. As I walked back up the stairs to work I felt more and more confident. 

Sheila’s face brightened she watched me approach the kiosk. Once inside the kiosk, I opened my purse and took out my lipstick and blusher. As she instructed, in full view of a dozen women in the store, I touched up my lipstick and applied some more blusher on my cheeks. 

“Very well done, Patricia!” she remarked as she left. 

The rest of the shift went much faster. As more women came into the store I was kept busier and busier. I was able to find the products quickly and answer any question thrown at me. A half-hour before close the phone buzzed. I picked it up and said “Patricia speaking. How can I help you?” 

Page - 31

SISSY FOR LIFE

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“This is Sheila downstairs. The cashiers asked me to forward several compliments from our customers. They were very impressed with your knowledge of the products and the speedy service. Keep up the good work.” 

“Thank you. I’m glad the customers were satisfied,” I answered. 

At nine PM I locked the sliding doors in the kiosk, walked back to the beauty shop and punched out. Sheila had already left and the beautician helped me remove the makeup and the wig. After unzipping, I went into Sheila’s office and changed clothes. 

“Have a good night, Patricia, see you tomorrow!” the beautician said with a big smile. 

I drove home and took a hot soak. I massaged my feet, though the shoes hadn’t both-ered me as much as I thought they would, maybe because I was spending most of the time standing behind the kiosk instead of walking in them. 

Wednesday and Thursday were busier than Tuesday. In addition to more customers, other female employees stopped by to give me the once-over and let me know about the current sale in their respective departments. 

On Thursday, a saleswoman from the lingerie department stopped me on the way back from lunch. 

“You must come with me for just a minute, Patricia,” she said. 

I followed her over to the lingerie department directly across from the cosmetics kiosk. 

She held up a pair of bright pink panties with black elastic trim on the waist and legs. 

“Aren’t they just darling?” she cooed. “And they come with a matching camisole, half and full slip in this and many other pastel colors!” 

I nodded. 

“They are very nice but right now I have all I need,” I answered I turned and walked back to the kiosk with the giggles of her and another saleswoman in my ears. Nothing like rubbing a guy’s nose in it, I thought. Just how many people knew about me? I wondered. At least tomorrow was Friday and I would be done with this once and for all. 

Friday was THE busiest day I ever had. I even skipped lunch to be sure all the customers were taken care of. After closing, I walked down to the beauty shop to change and found the staff still there with their coats on. 

“Slip this on,” said Sheila. I’m taking everybody out for a few drinks. I’ll bring you back here afterwards so you can change.” 

I put on the ladies coat she gave me and we walked out to the parking lot. I got into Sheila’s car and we followed the others to a nightclub several blocks away. Once inside, we were seated at a booth near the back and Sheila ordered a round of drinks. Sheila was driving so she had a soft drink and I decided to try the eggnog. As the drinks came, Diane walked in and joined us. 

“What a dish!” she exclaimed as she sat down. Patricia, you are gorgeous! You look better than most of the women in the store!” 

I took a sip of my eggnog and nodded as the girls broke out laughing. 
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“It’s always nice to be complimented but this is not what I had in mind,” I answered. 

The girls chatted on about their husbands, boyfriends, fashion, and movies for about an hour. I kept silent most of the time except for asking for a refill of eggnog. 

It was almost eleven when Sheila stood up. 

“Happy Holidays, everyone!” she said. 

We clinked out glasses and cups and finished our drinks. 

I was silent on the ride back to the store. I wasn’t really in the mood for conversation or drinks. For four days I had been everyone’s joke behind my back. At least now it was over. 

Once inside, Sheila helped me become Patrick again and after thanking me for helping her out, we went our separate ways. 

Back home, I walked quietly upstairs and undressed. I put on my pink shower cap and adjusted the water. 

I stepped into the shower and as the hot needles dug into my skin, I thought about my situation. 

I was tired, not only from the day’s work, but from my three-day charade. I had managed to pull it off, though it seemed that only the customers were in the dark as to who I really was. Despite being male, I did get a kick out of fooling everybody. There was something thoroughly enjoyable about passing myself off as a female and getting away with it. 

The pure pleasure I felt when putting on lingerie and dresses was something that was hard to explain. I was slowly but surely being drawn into femininity. My mind was being overridden by feelings I couldn’t control any more as my masculinity was being subdued with the physical changes my body was undergoing. After drying my self off, I wrapped the pink towel around me as I walked back to the bedroom. I shut the closet door and looked at myself in the full-length mirror. As the towel fell to the floor, I cupped my hands under my small breasts. I knew I was at a crossroads. I could not continue living like this, part-time boy, and part-time girl. Maybe after the holidays when I saw the doctor, things would change. I put on my jade green baby doll and went to bed. 

Following the holidays, the store slowed down a bit and my hours were cut back accordingly. No one at the store or at home mentioned my three-day sojourn into femininity. 

Occasionally at work there were giggles behind my back or sudden silence when I walked into the lunchroom. 

At home my requests for a haircut from Connie had gone on deaf ears. It was getting quite long. Aunt Helen’s commented “Lots of men wearing their hair longer these days.” 

This was in line with her comment when I came home with pierced ears and wanted to take the plugs out. “Lots of men have their ears pierced these days, I think you should leave them in.” Her words were final and I knew better than to argue. 

Just before school started again, Aunt Helen took me to see Dr. Gilbert. The doctor examined me and took another blood sample. She called back several days later to advise me that I was perfectly fine except for a low testosterone count, probably due to the stress I had been under. She described my “pigeon breasts” as something more common in younger boys going through puberty but the condition would probably be gone in six months. If things didn’t change by then, I should come back and see her. 
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When I returned to school, I noticed the other boys were changing just like me. Their hair hadn’t been cut either. Their ears had been pierced, lashes curled, eyebrows plucked and shaped too. Like myself, they were unsure what exactly we could do about it when we talked during our limited conversations over lunch. Mrs. Johnson kept a watchful eye on us at all times and was seldom out of earshot. 

It was the Monday of the last week in January when I reported for work to find a note on my time card that Ms. Wong wanted to see me. Everything had been going so well, I thought. Now I was worried. Whatever this was about, I was sure it wasn’t going to involve Patrick. If this was going to involve Patricia, then I had better put my foot down and stop this once and for all. 

I punched in and walked to her office. She was sitting behind her desk; Diane sat in one of the chairs. Both women smiled as I entered the room. 

“Sit down, Patrick,” she said. 

I took a seat next to Diane and tried to act like I wasn’t nervous or apprehensive about what she was going to say though it probably wouldn’t matter anyway. I had a feeling that there was no way I would be able to wiggle out of it, though I would have to try. 

“As you know, the last shipment was quite large and it contained our selection of prom dresses for this year. In addition to the many compliments the store has received about your salesmanship, the manufacturer of our line of formal apparel has also contacted us. 

The sales rep's sister was in the store buying makeup and she noticed you. She wants to know if you would model some of their line in the upcoming show next week. I only have a few days to let them know as I told them you were only a temp working for us through Christmas Eve.” 

“I’m sorry but I just don’t want to do this. I’m not a girl. I’m sure there are girls working here that would do a much better job and know more about modeling than I do. Besides, there must be modeling agencies in a city of this size, why can’t you hire girls from one of them?” 

“I understand completely, Patrick but this doesn’t happen very often and it certainly would be a boon to our store to have one of our own modeling our new line of Junior Miss fashions. I doubt we could get anybody on such sort notice. I would hate to disappoint our manager since she and the other women here liked the way you handled yourself. You pass very easily and would be a perfect Junior Miss for the debut of the store’s new line. 

“Diane and Sheila would be assisting you and it would only be for Saturday and Sunday next week. You have a great work record so far. Remember, your job description states you are required to perform ‘other duties as assigned at the discretion of supervision for the good of the company.’ You  are  aware of that, aren’t you, Patrick?” 

“Yes, I am aware of that,” I answered. “But I thought that had to do with the job I was hired for, not just anything!” I had almost cringed at the term “Junior Miss.” 

Miss Wong’s expression turned more serious. I didn’t want to lose my job or create a rift between us; after all, Diane had gotten me the job but I felt I was being taken advantage of. Instead of arguing any further, I nodded my head and said, “Okay, I’ll do it.” 
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“Splendid!” she said as her face lit up. “There’s not a lot for you to do tonight. When you finish, Diane will give you all the particulars. Now get to work.” 

I got up and began my duties, cursing my self for being spineless. When I finished, it was just after nine so I walked up to the administrative offices to see Diane. Her face brightened as I walked in. She handed me a sheet of paper. 

“For the next three days after breakfast, take a hot shower and drive to this address for some preparatory work. Be there at eight AM and BE ON TIME. Friday morning, you will report to the store at seven AM sharp for a fitting. Saturday and Sunday, be here at eight AM to be made-up and dressed. Sheila and I will take care of everything else.” 

I said nothing, walked back to my car and drove home. I couldn’t get interested in TV

so I went upstairs, cleaned up and went to bed. The next morning, I showered and dressed. I ate a light breakfast and drove to the address on the sheet Diane had given me. 

I followed the directions and pulled into the parking lot of a small complex of office buildings. I went to the building indicated on the sheet and found the directory in the en-tranceway. I went down the steps to the basement, found the correct suite, and walked in. 

“Hi, I’m Patrick Dunn. I have an eight AM appointment.” 

The receptionist smiled at me and checked my name off the appointment book. 

“Go back to Room Number Four, they are ready for you,” she said. 

I walked down a short hallway to Room Number Four and went inside. I was surprised to see Connie there with two other women. All three were garbed in white. 

“Undress and put this on,” said Connie as she handed me a small envelope. “Let us know when you are ready.” 

The girls left the room and I undressed and put my clothes on the chair. I opened the envelope and removed what appeared to be a cross between a man’s athletic support and a woman’s G-string. Carefully, I stepped into it and adjusted my genitals in the small pink satin cup. I knocked on the door and the girls came back in. 

“Just lie down on the table and stay still. You will feel a mild tingling sensation. If you have any discomfort, let us know right away.” 

I said nothing as one of the girls turned on some equipment. With an attendant on each side, they began moving a wand-like instrument over my legs. The machine made a slight clicking noise. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine myself somewhere else. I lost track of time until they stopped. 

“Roll over now, please,” said Connie. 

I rolled over and they began again. I closed my eyes again and tried to think of all the things I’d rather be doing. Preparing for a modeling show as the newest Junior Miss wasn’t something I had ever thought about. Soon the clicking noise stopped and one of the girls shut the equipment off. 

“That’s all for today, Patrick, stand up now and spread your legs,” said one of the other girls. 
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After I stood up, both girls dipped their latex gloved hands in a large jar of cold cream and slathered a generous amount on both legs. The cream felt soothing on my freshly lasered and now totally hair free legs. When they finished, they removed their gloves and covered the jar. 

“You can get dressed now, Patrick,” said Connie. “See you here tomorrow.” 

They left the room and I removed the G-string and put it back in the envelope. After dressing, I walked back out to the front office where I could hear them giggling and laughing. They quieted down as I approached. After walking out the door, I heard them start up again. 

The next day they worked on my arms and upper body. The third day, I was directed to another room and seated in what at first appeared to be a dental chair. Connie came in first to get things ready. 

“Hold still while I get you ready,” she said. 

I sat still as she strapped my wrists down on the chair’s arms and then strapped my forehead to the back of the headrest. 

“What is this all about?” I asked. 

“We have to be sure you don’t move around during the electrolysis phase,” she said. 

Now just sit still and we will get started.” Another woman came in and, with a foot pedal, reclined the chair back further. 

When she was comfortable with the setting, she turned on the equipment and began. 

She started with my eyebrows. After she was finished, she worked down the left side of my face and neck. In about twenty minutes, another woman came in and relieved her and continued the process. 

I was immobilized for the most part. I felt some occasional discomfort but things proceeded smoothly. The women continued to change off until both sides of my face had been done. 

“That’s all for now. You’ll need to come back in a month for a follow-up,” said one of them as she smeared my face with some more of the white cream they had used on my legs. 

I left the building and got into the car. I looked into the rear view mirror. My eyebrows had not only been thinned out but now they had a definite feminine arch to them. My face seemed a bit red but the cream, which had a feminine scent, had relieved the slight burn-ing sensation I felt. I was now fully “prepped” as they put it, and about as ready as I was ever going to be for what lay in store for me this weekend. 

Friday morning just before seven, I rapped on the back door and Sheila let me in. 

“This won’t take long,” she said as we walked to the front of the store and then to the back of the formal apparel department. She pointed to one of the dressing rooms. 

“Change in there and come out when you are ready.” 

I stepped inside and closed the door. I removed my clothes and put them on the bench. 

I removed a garment from a package labeled “body briefer” and put it on. It was similar to a woman’s swimsuit but made of the same spandex and satin-like material as the panty Page - 36
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girdle I had worn before. I stepped out to find Sheila chatting with a short, older woman. 

Both women smiled at me as I walked towards them. 

“Patrick, this is Jean, our seamstress. She will take your measurements for the dresses you will be wearing tomorrow.” 

“Hi,” I said. I was a bit embarrassed to be a man standing in front of her in women’s underwear

“I’m pleased to meet you, Patrick. Let’s get started, shall we?” 

I nodded as she handed the clipboard to Sheila and removed the measuring tape from around her neck. 

After measuring my

bust, waist and hips Sheila

wrote down the measure-

ments. 

“Okay. Now the

dresses if you would, 

Sheila.” 

Sheila walked over to a

rack on wheels and

pushed it closer to us. She

removed the first dress

from the hangar and un-

zipped it. It was a light

blue chiffon sheath with

billowy long sleeves. After

putting it on, I turned

around and Sheila zipped

me up. Jean put pins in

here and there, then

stepped back. She seemed

satisfied so next I tried on

the matching shoes to be

sure of their size too. 

For the next thirty min-

utes or so I was in and out

of a dozen or so chiffon, 

satin or taffeta dresses of

various lengths and colors. 

Each time Jean would

make some adjustments

and then I would try the

matching shoes on. Finally

we were done. I went into

the changing room and
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got dressed. Jean was pushing the rack of dresses towards the alterations room as I came out. 

“Remember to be here at eight,” said Sheila as I walked to the door. 

Ever since I had agreed to do this, I had second thoughts about it. I was trying to please my sister, teacher, and my boss. Vacillating back and forth between Patrick and Patricia was taking its toll. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could continue. The teasing at work had become more frequent. Twice in the last two days, one of the sales clerks reminded me of the fact that in addition to the current sale my discount as an employee would bring the price of a certain coat or dress down to X dollars. They would always walk away laughing. 

It was almost bordering on harassment. 

I kept busy the rest of the day with my household chores. As usual, I was adorned in my frilly pink apron and pink latex gloves. After supper, I finished the dishes and went upstairs to study my school notes. I found it hard to concentrate, knowing what the weekend would bring. A hot soak in the tub made me feel better. I put on my bright red baby doll and went to bed. 

***

My alarm shattered a peaceful sleep. I got up and shaved my face, finding very few hairs. After getting dressed, I decided to skip breakfast to be sure I was on time. I arrived at the store around seven-thirty and rang the buzzer at the back door. Sheila let me in and we walked down to the beauty shop. 

“I’m glad you are early, Patricia. The photographer is setting up near the main entrance. The other girls aren’t here yet so I’ll get you made up right away and then we’ll go up front,” she said. 

I was being addressed as “Patricia” even though I hadn’t been transformed yet. I sat down and after nails, makeup and earrings, she picked out a blonde wig and fixed it in place. 

“You are good to go!” she announced. 

We walked up the stairs as several young girls and one of the beauticians were coming down. 

“Have a seat, girls, I’ll be right back,” said Sheila as we passed. 

Once we got to the front of the store, Sheila directed me to one of the changing rooms. 

“Put your clothes in the bag after you’ve changed and bring them out with you,” she instructed. 

I stepped into the changing room and undressed, placing my clothes and shoes in the brown grocery bag she had left on the chair. I put on the body briefer and a pair of sheer panty hose and walked out to find Sheila chatting with the photographer. 
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***

The photographer was a tall woman with a slim build. Her jet-black hair was cut short and she wore no makeup. She seemed to be eyeing me up and down as I approached them. 

“Patricia, this is Ms. Wall. Ms. Wall, this is Patricia Dunn, the girl who is filling in for one of the models who has become ill and couldn’t be here today.” 

I extended my hand and gave Ms. Wall my best limp, wet dishrag handshake. She gripped my hand firmly, almost like a man would do, and said, “I’m very pleased to meet you, Patricia and I’m glad you’re here. It’s difficult to work when you’re short-handed.” 

“I don’t have any experience at this but I’m glad I could help out,” I said. 

The photographers’ assistant, a petite blonde girl, came over to where we were standing. 

“Hi Patricia, my name is Maxine but call me Max. I’m ready when the girls are, Ms. 

Wall,” she said

“Okay. Help Patricia get dressed and we will get started,” said Ms. Wall. 

I walked over to the formal apparel department where an area had been cordoned off. 

Behind the walled off area was a rack of dresses. I removed the first one from the rack and unzipped it. After putting it on, Max zipped me up and I slipped on the matching four-inch heel pumps. 

“Walk up those steps and down to the end of the window display area,” instructed Ms. 

Wall. 

I took my time, trying to walk like a girl. I pulled up my skirt and climbed the three steps to the window display area. As I did so, I overheard Max remark, “Oh, how I’d love to see him in just a bra and panties!” I continued down to the end of the display area and turned around. 

The window display area had been cleared of mannequins. At this hour there were no shoppers walking by to look in the window. Ms. Wall walked behind her camera. She instructed me how she wanted me to pose and then began taking pictures. When she finished, she hollered out, “All right, next!” 

I walked past her, then down the steps. Another girl was ready and as she passed me, she smiled with a twinkle in her eye and introduced herself. Several other girls were getting their gowns on as I got back to the rack. Each one glanced at me, then looked away as they tried in vain to suppress their giggles. 

Momentarily, Max came over, unzipped me, and helped me into another gown. I stepped out of the shoes and into another pair as she zipped me back up. I walked to where the other girls were waiting and stood in line. This continued for about an hour and each time I was photographed, more customers were watching us from outside the store. 

As we approached the time for the store to open, Ms. Wall hollered out, “That’s it for now, girls, thank you!” 

As the last dress was hung back on the rack, Sheila came up to me. 
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“You did a great job. Even some of the girls were impressed with your appearance. 

You will be working the cosmetic kiosk again until noon. After a thirty-minute lunch break, come back here to model again. When you finish modeling for the day, you’ll work in the kiosk until five. I have another dress for you in the changing room.” 

I went in the changing room and put on a black, short puff sleeve, velvet sheath dress. I stepped into the matching four-inch heel suede pumps and came back out. Sheila removed my long pierced earrings and replaced them with pearl clip-ons. After zipping me up, she graced my neck and wrist with a single strand pearl necklace and matching bracelet. 

Sheila handed me a matching purse as we walked to the kiosk. The store opened and the customers began to come in. 

“Apply some blusher and freshen your lipstick for the customers,” she said with a grin. 

“You did a great job before and I’m sure you will again. I will be back to relieve you at lunch.” 

She walked away as I entered the kiosk. As the customers milled around, I opened my purse and applied more makeup as Sheila had instructed. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Ms. Wall and Max grinning from the upper balcony as they talked with Diane. I could only imagine the gist of that conversation as I began waiting on customers. 

The store was moderately busy until I took my lunch. After I finished eating, I stopped at the kiosk to touch up my makeup and walked to the front where Sheila was waiting for me. There were quite a few more women in the store; most of them were accompanied by young girls, who were prom bound. 

“I want you to wear the same dresses you wore this morning for the pictures, only this time instead of modeling for the camera, I want you to walk around this area and mingle with the customers. About every half-hour or so, change your dress and shoes. If the customer has any questions, refer them to one of the sales people. I’ll be back at five to help you change.” 

I went behind the screened-off area and Max helped me put on my first dress. I slipped into the pumps and walked out onto the floor. The afternoon went by quickly, though I felt uncomfortable at being stared at all the time. Of course the customers weren’t staring at me, they were looking at the dresses I was wearing. Finally, it was close to five and I saw Sheila approaching. 

“Another day, another dollar,” she laughed. 

Sheila helped me out of the dress and I slipped the pumps off. I went into the changing room to put on my other clothes and overheard Max make another remark about dying to see me in a pink peignoir and fuzzy slippers. I took off my hose and briefer. I could hear giggles and laughing from outside the door as I put on my clothes. After placing the lingerie in the bag, I walked out. Sheila and I went down to the beauty shop where she took off the wig, then removed my makeup and nails. 

“See you tomorrow bright and early!” she said. 

I walked quickly out the door and drove home. I wasn’t real hungry so I ate a light supper. I was tired from spending a third of my time in and out of dresses and heels, a Page - 40
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third selling makeup while standing still in those four-inch heel pumps, and the other third walking around the store in prom dresses and four-inch spike heels. 

Sunday was pretty much a re-run of Saturday except it was much busier. More pictures were taken in the morning. These dresses were more “girly,” as Max said. They were mostly chiffon, with hemlines above the knee and some were flared out with petticoats. 

The matching shoes were of course four-inch spike heels. I had become quite adept at walking in them and found myself becoming more and more confident as I walked back and forth among the customers though my feet were getting tired by the end of the day. 

Finally, the store closed and I headed back to the dressing room to change. 

“Nice working with you, Patricia,” commented one of the girls as I headed for the beauty parlor. I glanced up front as Ms. Wall and Max were getting their gear together. 

They were laughing about something with Diane. Sheila caught up with me at the top of the stairs. 

“You did a great job today, Patricia. It’s good to know we can always count on you.” 

I took a seat in one of the chairs. As Sheila removed the wig and makeup, I began to wonder about her remark “we can always count on you”. I was hoping this would be my last trip into femininity but something told me it wasn’t. 

I drove home and heated some leftovers in the microwave. After my evening chores were completed, I went through my notes for school. Even though I was upstairs, there seemed to be an inordinate amount of giggling and laughing from the girls downstairs both before and after several phone calls. 

The next eight weeks or so went by quickly. Except for a stint at the cosmetic kiosk on Valentine’s Day, when I wore the same red velvet mini-dress and four-inch heel suede pumps, and again on St. Patrick’s Day, when I wore a similar dress and heels but in bright green, I had been free of any more journeys into femininity. 

The day after the St. Patrick’s Day sale, I went to see Dr. Gilbert. I needed to have a yearly exam required of all employees as well as discuss the physical changes my body was undergoing. I reported to the clinic at seven AM Saturday morning and was directed to a different room this time. After un-dressing and putting on the hospital gown, I sat on the exam table. The nurse took a urine and blood sample and a few minutes later Dr. Gilbert came in the room. 

“Good morning Patrick!” she exclaimed as she put my folder on the small table. After putting on a pair of latex gloves, she began the exam. She began feeling my scrotum and let out a “hmm” in an alarming sort of way. She pulled the gown up further and poked and squeezed my budding breasts. She finished the rest of the exam and made some notes on her clipboard. 

“Wait here, Patrick, there’s something I have to check on,” she spoke with a worried look on her face. 

She returned a few minutes later with a nurse who was carrying a tray. 

“Lie down on the table and spread your legs,” ordered Dr. Gilbert. 

I did as I was told and the nurse pulled up my gown. From the other side of the exam table, Dr. Gilbert brought up one end of a large strap and handed it to the nurse. She put it Page - 41
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through the loop and pulled it tight, pinning my arms at my sides and my body to the table. 

“What are you doing?” I asked in a frightened voice. 

“Just relax and sit still, this won’t take long,” said the nurse. 

I couldn’t see what they were doing but shortly I felt the pick of a needle on both sides of my scrotum. It seemed like an eternity but it was only twenty minutes later when Dr. 

Gilbert spoke quietly as the nurse left the room. 

“It could have been worse, Patrick,” she announced. “Fortunately we caught this in time and you should be OK.” 

She produced a large hypodermic needle. After swabbing my right buttock, she gave me an injection and then unbuckled the strap. 

“Are you taking your vitamins and eating healthy like Aunt Helen asked you to?” she asked. 

“Yes I am. What did you just do?” I asked

“I removed your testes because of a cancerous growth that was inhibiting the produc-tion of testosterone. That’s why you were developing breasts. All men have some female hormones but the testes produce enough male hormones to override it. Continue your regime of proper diet, exercise and vitamins. When the anesthesia wears off, you will have some discomfort. Place an ice cube in a damp wash cloth and hold it on either side of your scrotum for about ten minutes every hour to keep the swelling down. Take a warm bath before bedtime. It may be a little sore tomorrow but you will be able to carry on a normal routine.” 

“Thank you, doctor,” I gulped. 

“You can get dressed, Patrick. Make an appointment at the front desk for a follow-up in six months. By the way, you would be more comfortable if you wore a bra for a while. It would provide you with support until that shot of male hormones I gave you takes effect. 

Aunt Helen can help you with that.” 

She smiled again as she picked up the folder and walked out. 

I sat another minute or two and then got dressed. I had just dodged the proverbial bullet. I walked out to the desk and made my appointment, then drove home. 

Aunt Helen measured me and Diane said she would pick up some bras at the store the next day. I went upstairs and placed an ice cube in a damp washcloth to subdue the swelling. There was a small line of stitches on each side of my scrotum and the pain was more than just discomfort. My scrotum hurt like hell. I sat on the sofa and watched television for most of the rest of the day between trips upstairs to apply the ice. That night I took a warm bath but I was still a little sore. Sunday was better but I didn’t feel well enough to do much walking and I skipped my exercise routine and spent most of the day in front of the TV or reading. 

Monday morning I felt good and went to school. By that evening there wasn’t any more pain and I asked Diane to cut my hair. It was now quite long, longer than most girls’, in fact. 
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“Actually, I think you should wear it this long, except let’s do this,” remarked Aunt Helen as she walked into the kitchen. Diane brushed my hair back into a ponytail and secured it with a rubber band. 

“Lots of men wear a pony tail now, you know,” said Diane. 

Later that evening, she fitted the bras for me and I washed and dried them for the next day. I thought about arguing but deep down inside I knew it was fruitless. 

***

That night, after a warm bath, I stood in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door. With my hair brushed back into a ponytail, you would have sworn the person in that powder blue baby doll was a young girl. I got into bed. It had been a trying weekend and I was emotionally exhausted. I was glad to be alive but becoming more and more alarmed about my female appearance. My will to rebel against this was ebbing away. I closed my eyes and fell into a deep sleep. 

Another month went by. When I complained about the bra straps, Diane just smiled and bought a new set in a larger cup size. If they were supposed to be decreasing in size, why was I getting larger breasts? By now they were quite noticeable, pushing out the pink polo shirt I wore to school and work. 

I noticed the other boys in the class were appearing the same way but nobody wanted to talk about it. We had become more feminine and girly, not only in our appearance but in our mannerisms as well. We all wore pink polo shirts, pink side zip jeans, pink socks and sneakers but we could just as easily be wearing pink dresses and carrying pink purses. 

It was near the end of May, just before school was about to end for the year when Ms Wong called me into her office at the end of my shift. I was almost willing to bet money on what was coming. Another day in the cosmetic kiosk or God-only-knows what else someone had thought up. I guess it didn’t matter’ at this point there was no way I was getting out of it. I might just as well grin and bear it. 

“Sit down, Patrick. I have some good news,” said Ms. Wong as she spread some 8X10

photos across her desk. 

I took my seat across from her and glanced at the pictures. Ms. Wall had taken these photos earlier in the year when I had agreed to wear the prom and party dresses. They were sharp and clear and there was no way you could tell I was a boy. I took a deep breath and looked up at Ms. Wong. 

“What is it you need me for, Ms. Wong?” I asked in a dry voice, almost afraid to hear the answer. 

She smiled as she folded her hands across the pictures in front of her. 

“Ms. Wall asked me to speak to you. Our store has always handled several lines of prom dresses but we have never gone into formal apparel much further. Our headquarters in San Francisco has faxed all the stores for the names of any employees that might be interested in modeling some of the styles for a proposed—and I must emphasize that word

‘proposed’—line of bridal wear. In addition, there is the possibility of a line of cocktail and Page - 43
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formal occasion dresses for professional women. Because this is one of the older stores in the chain, most of the women who work here are older also. Karen, who works full time at the cosmetic kiosk and for whom you subbed recently, has volunteered and the manager was hoping you would too. We NEED at least two people from each store for the session. 

“Sheila is well pleased with your work in sales as I am with your work here. Both Ms. 

Wall and Max remarked how professionally you handled yourself and they would like to have you work with them again. In addition, the sales rep saw these photos and specifi-cally requested you to model their line if you were available. I can’t tell you how important this would be for the store, not only to be able to sell this high quality line of dresses but to have two of our own employees be the models in our advertising would be a tre-mendous boost to our sales if and when we introduce the line. Can I count on you, Patricia?” 

I sat silent for a minute, not even correcting her when she called me Patricia. I looked down momentarily at my budding chest and the fact that under the pink polo shirt I was wearing a pink bra and matching panties. I could see no way out of it, so for the time being, I felt I had to agree. 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“That’s wonderful! I know you will make us all proud. In addition, you will be com-pensated with a bonus if the chain decides to bring in this line of apparel. Your willingness to help make our store look good has not gone unnoticed by the management either. I’ll notify Ms. Wall and Max that you and Karen will be available to represent us. They will contact us when they want to shoot. I will notify you and Karen, then fill you in on all the details later. That’s all for now, Patricia, have a good night!” 

I stood up and left the office. Here we go again, I thought, another day, another dress-up assignment. It seemed I was spending almost half my time “en femme.” Back at home, the girls were watching TV. I went right upstairs and showered. After removing my pink shower cap, I toweled myself dry. Standing in front of the mirror with my satin smooth, hair-free skin, girlish face and long hair, I fully understood what they saw in me. I put on a yellow baby doll and went to bed. 

The last week of May, the class was given exams. We all passed with better than average scores and were awarded our diplomas. I hadn’t given post high school a thought as I had been so busy with work, school and of course the medical scare. I wasn’t sure exactly what I wanted to do either. Perhaps the best thing to do was to continue to work for a while and save my money before making a definite career choice. 

Friday night of Memorial Day Weekend, Ms. Wong was waiting for me at the time clock. Karen was walking away as I approached. Ms. Wong's face broke into a smile as she handed me several sheets of paper. 

“Here is the schedule for the upcoming shoot. The store will be set up for the shoot next Saturday night after close. While the inventory is being taken on Sunday, you and Karen will be up front doing the shoot. You will work late Saturday night, helping with the set up and pretty much all day Sunday doing the shoot. You have Friday off for a follow-up appointment for electrolysis. Report to the front of the store after work and you will be told what to do. Thanks again for helping us out.” 
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She smiled broadly as she walked away. I folded the sheets and stuffed them in my back pocket. I completed my work for the night and went home. 

The next week went slowly and I couldn’t help but wonder what the next weekend would be like. Except for a lightning strike that took out a big tree just north of the house, it was a quiet week. Friday, I reported for my follow-up appointment and spent several more hours in the chair, having the last of what little beard I had left removed. My body and legs got the once-over with the laser but they had stayed pretty much hair-free. 

Saturday was not real busy. With the warmer weather, people were busy outside. A little after nine, I reported up front to help set up a makeshift stage and walkway. It didn’t take very long and when we were finished, Ms. Wall and Max looked things over and set up their equipment. When we were done, Karen walked over with Diane to survey our set up. 

“Everything appears to be ready. See you all here tomorrow morning about eight AM. 

Patrick, you are to report to Connie in the beauty shop before leaving. The rest of you can go home.” 

I walked to the beauty shop and as I descended the steps, I could hear the girls laughing about something as they walked out. Connie was setting some things up as I walked in. 

“Sit here,” she said as she motioned me to one of the chairs. 

I sat down and she placed a pink smock around me. 

“What’s going on?” I asked as she removed the rubber band that held my ponytail. 

“We just need to make a few changes for tomorrow. Sit still and relax,” she said. 

After brushing my hair out, she gave me a shampoo, and then began putting my hair in rollers. A horrible smell soon wafted around me but at this point it wouldn’t do any good to complain. 

“The perm takes a while, so read a magazine,” she said as she handed me a fashion magazine. 

She flipped the dryer over my head, turned it on and adjusted it, then set a timer. I had no knowledge or interest in women’s fashions but it was something to do to pass the time. 

They hadn’t mentioned anything about my getting a perm but it was too late now. 

Later, she turned the dryer off, checked the rollers, then turned it back on again. 

“We’re about half done, everything looks good. Give me your magazine and I will get your nails done.” 

“Wait a minute, I thought….” 

“Press-on nails look to artificial for this shoot,” she interrupted me. “They may do close-ups of the long sleeved dresses from the side and this will look more natural. Now, hold your hands out and rest them on the arms of the chair.” 

I followed her instructions and watched her begin. My nails weren’t very long but she trimmed and shaped them into small ovals and then began applying pink nail polish. She finished just as the timer went off. 
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After removing the rollers she held a large hand mirror in front of me. I couldn’t believe the reflection. I was staring at a very pretty girl. If you hadn’t known me before, you would never know me now. I stood up and looked in the bigger mirror behind me and almost felt like reaching out and touching the reflection to see if that was really me. 

“Tomorrow morning at eight, come here first for makeup, then go up front for the shoot. See you then.” She smiled as I turned to leave. 

When I was about halfway up the stairs, I overheard her talking on the phone. “He’s just adorable, wait ‘til you see him tomorrow morning. You’re going to love it!” 

I went home and walked very quietly into the house and upstairs. I still couldn’t believe the image I saw in the mirror as I washed up. I was tired from the long day so it didn’t take long to fall asleep. 

The alarm jolted me awake

and I got out of bed. Momen-

tarily, I stood in front of the

full-length mirror on the closet

door and stared at the pretty

girl with her first perm looking

back at me. I dressed quickly

and went downstairs to fix

breakfast. The women were all

still asleep as I left for the store. 

Occasionally, I glanced at

myself in the rear view mirror

as I drove into town and still

had a hard time believing it

was really me. Just a year ago I

had been a young boy looking

forward to going to college and

now here I was headed for a

bridal show with me as one of

its centerpieces. 

I parked the car and walked

in the store. Karen was already

there and he instructed me on

applying my makeup which

consisted of pink blusher and

lipstick to match my nails. 

When I was finished, I put on

pearl earrings and a single

strand pearl necklace, then we

walked to the front of the store. 
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Ms. Wall was sitting in a folding chair behind one of her cameras. Max walked over to us as we approached. 

“Karen, you will use Dressing Room Number 1 and Patricia, you will use Number 2. 

We’re shooting lingerie first. There are four boxes containing the outfits we want you to wear. Put on the one in the top box and come out when you are ready.” 

Max walked away as we headed for our respective rooms. 

I entered the room, undressed and placed my clothes on one end of the bench. I opened the first box and removed the garments inside. After putting on a white satin bra and panties, I stepped into the garter belt. Next, I rolled each stocking down, put it on and smoothed it up my leg. I emerged from the dressing room and walked over to join Karen who was already in front of the camera. 

Off to one side there were several boxes of shoes on the floor. Max opened the first box and set a pair of four-inch heel dyeables in front of me. I tried them on but they were a bit too small. The next pair fit perfectly and I walked to the front of Ms. Walls’ camera as Karen headed back to her dressing room. 

After the pictures were taken, I went back to the dressing room and changed into a longer bra, girdle, and a different style of white hose. I had managed to get the hooks fastened with the short bra but Max had to help me fasten the top two hooks with this one. 

After being photographed, I returned to the dressing room and this time wore a panty girdle and white panty hose. The last outfit was the most difficult. The girdle was full-length and I struggled to get it on, as it seemed too small the way it compressed my hips and waist. The stockings were sheer this time and there was no design around the anklebone. 

Once again, Max had to fasten the last several hooks on the long line bra. The bra also felt tight and pushed up my budding breasts to show more cleavage above the cup line. 

“That’s it!” announced Ms. Wall. “Leave your lingerie and heels on and take five minutes. We’ll get started on the dresses next.” 

I sat next to Karen on one of the folding chairs. Max pushed two racks, one of dresses and one of petticoats, closer to where we were shooting. Next she adjusted some lights and their reflectors as Ms. Wall made some adjustments to her cameras. 

“You look terrific, Patricia,” commented Karen. “If I didn’t know you, I would swear you were a sixteen-year-old girl!” 

“Gee thanks. I’m sure work like this will help me get a good job someday,” I responded. 

“Okay girls, back to work!” ordered Ms. Wall. 

We both got up and walked to the rack. Max selected two petticoats from the rack and we put them on. Next she selected the dresses. After unzipping them, she helped us into them and then zipped us up. After adjusting the hem around the petticoats, she affixed the veils to our hair. Then we waited until Ms. Wall motioned us forward. 
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***

Over the next several hours, we modeled numerous styles of dresses flared out by petticoats and sometimes with the addition of a petti-slip, a garment that was a petticoat from the waist down but a slip from the waist up. We took another break about ten; then, after touching up our makeup, we took off our petticoats and modeled the sheath style dresses until about noon. I had more difficulty with this type of dress as they constricted my walk somewhat, much to the girls’ amusement. My feet were getting sore, too, as the flimsy con-struction of the four-inch heel dyeables didn’t offer much support whether I was standing or walking. Finally the last shot was taken and we could break for lunch. 

After slipping on a pink chiffon robe and kicking off my heels, I joined the girls at a large table that had been set up near the middle of the store. The inventory takers, all of whom were women, had just finished their lunch as we sat down. The lunch that had been delivered consisted mostly of salads and diet soft drinks. I could’ve eaten two of them but didn’t. When we finished eating, Connie joined us and touched up our blusher and lipstick. 

The afternoon was spent modeling bridesmaids’ fashions. The shoot began with sheath-type dresses, both floor- and mid-length with matching shoes, hairpieces, and gloves. Next up was a variety of broad skirted dresses flared out with petticoats in short, tea, and floor lengths, again with matching shoes, gloves and hairpieces. 

As the day wore on, I made the same walk to the front of the camera, posed the same poses, and then made the walk back to change into another dress many times. Surpris-ingly, I did all of this with the confidence and poise that you would expect from a model, a female  model, yet here I was, a young boy, playing this masquerade as if I had done this all my life. 

The sensuous and erotic feeling of the sheer hose on my bare legs, satin gowns on my skin, as well as the sound of petticoats rustling under the dresses with the click of my high heels on the stage was impossible to describe. I was not only completely calm and at ease while enfemme, but it felt “natural,” if it’s possible for a boy to feel that way. I had become more at ease as Patricia than I was as Patrick. 

I had made an entry into a world few males knew about and was making my way easily. 

“Last one!” exclaimed Ms. Wall as Karen walked back to where Max was helping me out of my dress. 

She unhooked my long line bra and I walked to the dressing room to change. I pur-posely left the door open a crack to eavesdrop on their conversation. 

“That pink satin sheath was my favorite, he looked so pretty!” squealed Karen as Max unzipped her dress. 

“Yes, but that last long sleeve bridal sheath was really gorgeous too. He could be anybody’s blushing bride, that’s for sure!” laughed Max, “including mine!” 
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All three women burst into laughter. I undressed and put the lingerie back in the boxes. After dressing, I put on my clothes and walked back to the stage. I watched as Max and Ms. Wall took down their equipment. Karen joined us shortly. 

“Come with me to the beauty parlor,” she said. 

We walked to the shop where she helped me remove my makeup. I took off the earrings and the necklace and set them on the counter. 

“What about my hair?” I asked. “Aren’t you going to cut it or change it back?” 

“Not really!” she smirked. “You’ll need to keep it that way until the proofs come back from the photographer. If we had to shoot some of the pictures again, you wouldn’t want different hair in one shot than the originals, would you?” 

“Well I guess not,” I answered. Though I didn’t really think it mattered all that much. 

I left the shop and drove home. I was tired and my feet hurt. I ate a light supper, then, after a hot soak in the tub, I went to bed and was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. 

The next day the girls said nothing about my perm. 

“Lots of men have perms today,” commented Aunt Helen, just as she had commented about them having ponytails. I wondered if they also spend half of their time in dresses, heels and makeup. 

I was supposed to be off for the next couple of days so I kept busy around the house in my pink ruffled apron, getting some laundry and ironing done. The phone rang Tuesday afternoon. When I answered it, a familiar voice asked, “Is Patricia there?” 

I could hear muffled giggles in the background as I answered, “Speaking.” 

“This is Ms. Branson, the manager. Karen, our cosmetics saleswoman, has resigned to move to the west coast and we need you to fill in until we find a replacement. She spoke highly of your salesmanship and since you are already familiar with our product line, you can step right in with minimal training. Be here tomorrow morning early, about eight AM

so we can get you ready.” 

She hung up before I could get a word in edgewise. I would be back enfemme again but at least the pay, a small base plus a generous commission, would be better. 

The next morning I arrived early as instructed and Karen walked me to the beauty parlor. 

“I love your hair that way,” she commented as we went down the stairs. I took a seat in one of the chairs and she swung me around to face the mirror. 

“It’s time you did this yourself,” she said, and proceeded to teach me techniques in applying my blusher, lipstick and eye makeup. When I was finished, I swung around and stood up. She put several makeup items in a black clutch bag and handed it to me. 

“Now, let’s get you dressed for work,” she smiled as I followed her up the stairs. We walked over to the women’s department and she pointed to one of the dressing rooms. 

Your clothes are in there, I’ll wait for you at the kiosk.” 

I stepped inside and undressed. I pulled on the girdle and fastened the stockings. Next came the long line bra with, thankfully, front hooks. My budding breasts felt comfortable Page - 49
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in the cups and the bra fit perfectly without adjustment. I put on a pale blue camisole with black lace trim and then the matching half-slip. 

The light blue blouse had long billowy sleeves and, after fastening the three button cuffs, I buttoned the front. It was made of a soft, sheer fabric and my lacey camisole and bra straps were clearly visible through it. I stepped into the navy skirt, pulled it up and tucked the blouse and camisole inside, then closed the side zipper. After stepping into the four-inch heel navy leather pumps, I checked myself in the mirror. Everything looked okay so I picked up my clothes and walked to the kiosk where one of the other sales-women was chatting with Karen. She heard my high heels clicking on the tile floor as I approached and gave me a big smile as she walked away. 

“You look terrific, Patricia,” said Karen as she fastened the nametag just above my left breast. “I’ll take those.” She took the clothes from me and put them in a bottom drawer. 

In the thirty minutes before we opened, she showed me the location of each product, some basic information about the benefits of using our brands and price information. 

There were numerous brochures to read until we got busy. I was pretty confident I had everything down pat when we opened at nine and a few early customers walked in. 

“I’ll be in the beauty shop office most of the day except to relieve you at ten-thirty and three-thirty for break and for lunch. If any thing comes up, just buzz me and I will help you. Remember to touch up your blusher and lipstick throughout the day. Customers love to see a pretty girl primping and it shows off our product line as well.” 

I nodded as she left and turned to face the first customer of the day. I smiled as the middle-aged woman approached and asked about the cleanser products. I extolled the vir-tues of each one. 

“Which one do you use?” she asked. 

I held up the most expensive one and she exclaimed, “I’ll take it! By the way, where did you get that gorgeous blouse?” 

“It’s the Uptown line that just came in,” I responded. “Talk to one of the girls in the clothing department.” 

I placed another jar of cleanser on the display shelf as she walked away. The rest of the day dragged on, as midweek was not particularly busy except during the holidays. I sold a few things here and there. After lunch, I applied blusher and fresh lipstick. While doing so, I noticed several of the women from other departments glancing coyly my way. They seemed to be enjoying my trips into femininity. 

At the end of my shift, a young lady came up to me and introduced herself. 

“Hi Patricia, I’m Bonnie,” she said as she extended her hand. “I’ll be working five to nine this week.” 

“Pleased to meet you,” I said as I gave her my best limp handshake. 

I turned to remove my clothes from one of the bottom drawers where I had seen Karen put them but found the drawer was empty. I picked up my purse and walked quickly to the beauty shop. When I entered the office, Karen was just leaving. 

“Where are my clothes?” I asked. 
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“You’re wearing them, of course,” she said with a smirk. 

“No, I mean the other ones. The ones I wore this morning to work.” 

She smiled a leering kind of smile as she stated “Oh,  those  clothes! You won’t be wearing them anymore! They hired another stock girl, I mean boy. Diane and I, along with the other girls here, picked out a new wardrobe for you and had it delivered to your house. 

Your Aunt Helen said half of your savings has been well spent. She will explain everything when you get home, Patricia! Here is your work schedule for the next month.” 

I stared at her, open-mouthed, not believing what I had just heard. I took the schedule and walked out to my car. I tried to hurry but mincing in that tight skirt and four-inch heels slowed me up quite a bit. I drove slowly as the last thing I wanted to do right now was explain to a cop why my DL said male but I was dressed and made up like a female. 

When I got home Aunt Helen and two of the three girls were at the dining room table, finishing their supper. 

“What is going on here?” I asked. 

“First go upstairs, shower and change into the clothes on the bed. When you come back down, eat your supper and we’ll talk.” 

I turned and walked upstairs. When I walked into my bedroom, I found a well-stocked vanity next to the dresser. I put my purse on top of the dresser next to an open jewelry box with an assortment of earrings, bracelets and necklaces. I took off my skirt and blouse. After putting them on hangars, I hung them in the closet where I found many other blouses, skirts and suits but of course not a single pair of pants. On the top shelf, a half-dozen wigs sat on their plastic foam heads next to several purses. I stepped out of my heels and set them next to the other five pairs in the shoe rack. Except for my pink running shoes in the corner, all were four-inch leather pumps. 

When I opened the top dresser drawer, I found it was full of pastel-colored satin and nylon tricot brief style panties, nylon stockings and panty hose in various shades. There was also a collection of pastel colored garter belts, and my pink cotton athletic socks. The second drawer was slips, camisoles, and half-slips. The third was bras, girdles, and panty girdles. The fourth drawer contained baby dolls and peignoir sets in pastel colors. Each drawer had a bar of scented soap to keep everything sweetly feminine. 

I took off my lingerie and put each item in the proper drawer. I put on my pink shower cap and, after a quick shower, I dried off and put on the pink baby doll nightie as well as a pair of four-inch heel fuzzy toe slippers. I went downstairs, sat down at the kitchen table and quickly ate the food they had left out for me. When I finished, I walked into the dining room and sat down in the chair opposite Aunt Helen. Diane had arrived while I was upstairs and their conversation died when I sat down. 

The girls tried to mask their giggles by holding their hands over their mouths but Aunt Helen’s face remained expressionless as she spoke. 

“You have completed your home schooling and have done remarkably well as have the other students in the class. Connie has you pre-registered for the coming year in her beauty school where you will be trained to become a makeup artist and nail technician. 
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The store is due to have several openings by the time you graduate and you will be able, with your work experience in cosmetics, to fill any of them.” 

“But I don’t want…” 

Her glare cut off my objections to this career path they had chosen for me. 

“Don’t argue, Patricia. You are a perfect sissy boy and I can’t conceive of you choosing a masculine career path when you are so well suited to what we have chosen for you. Your mother once told me she had always wanted a girl and that you were much too pretty to have been born a boy. I think we all can see she was right. Remember how she used to dress you up and take you shopping when your father was away on those long military deployments? Now don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy them because she told me that you did.” 

“Yes, but that was when I was a little boy and I wanted to please my mother.” 

“Of course you did. Now you will please all of us by not being such a whiner. You are a very pretty sissy and you will go far in life selling makeup or making other women look good by teaching them makeup techniques as well as doing their nails. In addition, your housekeeping skills are excellent and you will make a fine sissy maid, speaking of which, you may start tomorrow by giving this house a thorough cleaning. 

“When you’re finished, the laundry and ironing will also be done as part of your new maid’s duties as well as being a serving maid to our guests and us when we need you. 

Now, be a good obedient sissy and go to bed. Your uniforms are hanging in the other closet. After breakfast, you will dress and begin your household chores.” 

With that, she simply nodded in the direction of the stairs. I got up and went up to my room. I lay awake for a while and tried to find a way to resolve my situation but finally gave up and went to sleep. 

***

The next morning after breakfast, I opened the other closet door to find many maid costumes hanging there along with petticoats and several pair of black leather high heel shoes, some with four-inch heels and some with five-inch heels. 

I removed my baby doll and put on a black bra, panties, garter belt and fishnet stockings. 

I sat in front of the vanity and applied my makeup. Diane came up behind me and gave me a healthy squirt of perfume behind each ear as I fastened my earrings. 

“You have to keep yourself smelling sissy sweet as well as made-up,” she cooed. 

I placed one of the short petticoats inside the other and put them both on. After I slipped on the black satin French maid uniform, Diane zipped me up and I stepped into the four-inch heel leather pumps. She fastened the maid’s cap to the top of my hair. I put on the white apron and she gave me the once-over. 

“Perfect!” she said. “Now curtsy for me!” I managed to do so correctly and she laughed as I walked past her to the stairs. With each step of my high heels, the petticoats jiggled under the skirt of the costume. 
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I began my cleaning chores as the girls left for work. I found myself doing everything as I had done before, only this time in a maids’ uniform. I was moving effortlessly in those four-inch heels. I knew before long they would have me serving their guests as well as themselves. 

After finishing my cleaning chores, I began to do the laundry. I passed the full-length hall mirror on my way to the laundry room in the basement and saw the reflection of a very pretty French Maid. When the laundry was done, I stopped to have lunch and went back upstairs to apply fresh lipstick and blusher. I had done so without a prompt from anyone and Aunt Helen was quite pleased. 

I had resigned myself to what life was ahead of me. There was no turning back. It would be a life of servitude. I would be enveloped in femininity and in essence be a sissy for life. 


###
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