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TRANSFORMED

FOR LIFE

By Norman Way


My parents owned a country bar. It was a small place at the junction of two county highways about a dozen miles from the north-south state highway. 

They catered to a mostly beer-brandy crowd. Their inventory was kept to a bare minimum. The menu was pretty sparse too consisting of snacks, microwaveable pizza and sandwiches. 

They were never going to get rich here but it provided them with a decent living. We lived above the bar in a two bedroom, two-bath apartment. It was a bit cramped but it was a roof over our heads. With the ups and downs of the economy it was more than some had. 

I started working when I was five years old. After the school bus dropped me off I took my books upstairs and then went down to the bar to do some stock work. Weekends and summers I helped my mom clean the place up in the morning before we opened at 11 am. Dad worked the afternoon shift until closing time at 2 am. We also had two full time bartenders who worked alternating shifts. All in all it was a good life. 

Despite balanced meals I found the bar food more enjoyable and by the time I finished grade school I had more pounds than I needed. At school I was known behind my back as fat boy or just the fat kid. I had many friends so I guess it didnt really bother me. 

I had no special plans for my life but one thing I knew for sure was that I was NEVER going to own a bar. Years of cleaning up other peoples crap and un-plugging toilets that some people were too dumb to flush was enough. 

When the north-south state highway was re-con-structed we were another twenty miles off the beaten path and despite our sign at the county road exit business dropped considerably. Soon it became apparent that things were not going to get much better coupled with the down turn of the economy in 2008 it seemed pointless to continue. 

My father seemed to be drinking more and selling less. Mom never said anything to him of course. She had always been a woman with a sunny disposition and an optimistic outlook. It hurt me to see what his drinking was doing to her. 

One night dads car went off the road and flipped upside down in a creek several miles from the tav-

ern. It was classified as an accident but I often wondered if he hadnt killed himself for us. The insurance took care of all the funeral expenses and then some. I was left with ten thousand dollars which was put in trust until I turned 18. 

Mom didnt want to continue with the bar so it was put up for sale. We sold off most of the inventory and then closed the place up. Mom found a job as a cashier in a box store about thirty miles away. I continued with my schooling. 

My freshman year I began to be called Blimp. I resented this as I never thought my weight was an issue when it came to making friends. I wasnt able to do as much in gym class as the other kids and more often than not I finished last in just about everything. I never said anything to my mother as she had enough to worry about. I knew we had enough money for awhile but unless the tavern was sold it wasnt going to last forever. 

I began to enjoy solitude more. In good weather I began jogging up and down the county highways. It was easy to loose yourself in your thoughts. Occasionally I would run a few sprints just to break up my routine. Dad had an old set of weights in the basement so I started working out with them on a limited basis. 

In March of my freshman year the realtor called and said he had a prospective buyer. We kept our fingers crossed as the realtor showed the place. The buyer made a low ball offer and at the suggestion of the realtor we made a counter offer which was accepted. 

The next thirty days was spent getting rid of

stuff and boxing up what we were going to take

with us. On her day off mom had found a small two bedroom duplex only ten miles from the box store. 

We spent our evening hours moving things a couple of boxes at a time. 

Finally we had everything in place. We locked the tavern up and turned the keys over to the realtor. 

After the close mom deposited the check, paid off the loan we had on the bar and we went out for a steak dinner with all the trimmings. I never had a bad meal in my life but this one ranked as one of the best. I could see the relief on my moms face. 

I continued my exercise routine only now I was running around the neighborhood. At school I made notes about a better diet from my health class. I was no longer munching on bar food and unhealthy snacks. The pounds began to drop off. 

It was the day before Easter when the store called me on my cell phone. They had found mom lying on the rest room floor. Someone started CPR

but she couldnt be revived. 

The next month was a blur of school, lawyers, and probating the estate. I was so relieved when it was all over. I took out my frustrations on the weights. I began and running longer and longer dis-tances. More weight fell off as I continued my healthy diet too. 

Because I was a minor the court appointed me a guardian. I would check in once a week with him but for the most part I was now left pretty much on my own. I had no real worries since between my inheritance from my mom and the trust from my dads death that I would get at age 18 money would not be a problem for a while yet. 

I sold or gave away the last of moms stuff. Her six-year-old Camry would be good enough to get me around. To be honest except for school and grocery shopping I had no real place to go and no reason to go there. 

My guardian had advised me to look for a part time job. It would be good for me to keep busy with something other than school and working out. The economy was still pretty much in the tank so the few jobs I did apply for had many applicants. Like in gym class I was not chosen for any of them. 

After finishing my sophomore year I applied for and got an interview with AJACK inventory services LLC. Angie and Jack Fillmore, a husband and wife team had formed the company. Their clients were mostly small independent businesses that contracted with them to conduct inventory twice a year. 

I started training right away and upon finishing I was put right to work. My first assignment was at a hardware store whose owner had retired and he was giving up the franchise. It took us a week to count and box up everything for shipment to the regional warehouse. The next job was an independent drug store. The owner had died and his wife had us count everything, box it up, then label the boxes for shipment to another independent store that had bought the stock. 

It was easy work and though it was only a minimum wage job I was happy to be keeping busy. 

Time went by quickly and the couple was pleased with both the accuracy and the promptness with which I completed my assignments. The only glitch in the work was that some of the products had bar codes that didnt register and they had to be entered

manually but other than that things moved along smoothly. 

The summer passed and I started my junior year. 

I had continued eating right and working out on a regular basis. I was short, about 56 so I stayed away from heavy weights since I saw no need to attempt to bulk up. I had lost quite a bit of weight and in addition enjoyed the solitude of running during my free hours. All in all I had managed to transform myself into a much different person than the one who was once known as fat boy or blimp.

A week before the start of the holiday break I got a call from Angie Fillmore about a job that would take up much of the two weeks or so that I would be out of school. The job involved inventorying a department store before the Christmas sale and then again following the New Years after holiday sale. 

The difference was that I would be working nights from about 9pm to around 6am. I agreed to it right away. The hours didnt matter to me as I was glad to get the work even though money was not an issue for me at the time. I would begin this job immediately following semester exams. 

The name of the store was Glendas. It was adjacent to a suburban mall just west of the twin cities. 

Glendas catered to women with lots of money. Mom had spoken wistfully about it once. Most of their clientele were professional women or women who were married to professional men. 

Their stock selection was limited because most of their business came from custom work. The stores

primary focus was on lingerie and formal apparel. In addition the shoe, millinery and business apparel departments were smaller than most stores. Cosme-

tics were sold in the rear of the store next to the beauty and wig salon. This store had been in exis-tence for almost a hundred years and had earned a stellar reputation for the quality of their product line as well as for excellent customer service. 

I reported for work at 8:30 pm the night after my last day of school. We had been told to park at the rear entrance and to use the back employee door for entry. Angie was talking with a stern looking woman in a black pantsuit when I walked in. They both turned to look at me as I approached. 

Frank I want you to meet Wilma Madigan. She is the manger of Glendas. Wilma this is Frank Donaldson one of my employees.

I smiled and extended my hand to her. She gripped it firmly but didnt smile. 

Pleased to meet you Frank, she said in an authoritative voice. 

She appeared to be looking me over as if she were sizing me up for something other than taking her stores inventory. 

Please wait in the employee cafeteria until the others arrive. The soft drink machine is open so help your self.

I nodded and made my way to the cafeteria. I got the feeling that there might be something else afoot here but couldnt quite put my finger on it. 

The cafeteria was empty. I got a can of pop from the open machine and took a seat at one of the tables. There were a number of fashion magazines on the table. I picked one and began paging thru it. The women in these magazines were far and away be-yond beautiful they were absolutely awesome. 

It wasnt long before the rest of the crew arrived. 

There would be two other women and myself. At Ms. 

Madigans request Angie would stay and supervise the work. I wasnt sure what was behind her request since once the work was laid out Angie seldom stayed around. 

When the last of the employees had left we got started. Wilma turned half the store lights back on and then went upstairs to her office. Angie gave each one of us a manila folder of sheets listing the department and items to be checked along with the bar code reader. I worked with Angie while the other two girls set off for the front of the store. 

Angie and I started with the beauty & wig salon. 

We made good headway as did the other two women. We took a couple of breaks and by six we were about half done. The other two girls had completed the millinery department and part of the shoe department. The next night Angie and I finished the beauty and wig salon while the other two girls finished the shoe department and started in the business wear section. 

The last night the two girls did the lingerie department while Angie and I did the formal apparel section. They finished their work before we did and joined us to help finish the job. At six Wilma came in early to get Angies report. Once again I saw her looking at me in a funny way. 

Angie giggled momentarily. She handed Wilma the folders and bar code readers. We left the store just before seven. I was puzzled about their conversation. What had prompted Angie to giggle? Had they been talking about me? In the parking lot I caught a brief snatch of conversation between the other two women we had been working with: �he

would look better in one of those dresses than most women.

After breakfast I showered and went to bed. In my mind I kept seeing those extraordinary beautiful women in gorgeous gowns and high heel shoes. 

Their hair and makeup was perfect and each one was properly accessorized. Did those two women actually think I could look that good? 

I couldnt help but wonder what it was like to be one of them though I know that sounds strange. 

When I feel asleep I dreamed I was one of them parading down the runway in front of an assemblage of fashion writers, reporters and photographers. My alarm clock woke me up and the dream disappeared. 

As I shaved the sparse peach fuzz from my face I momentarily saw my reflection in the mirror with blusher, lipstick, eyeliner, eye shadow, and mascara. I shook my head and finished shaving. I wasnt sure I could look as good as the women in those magazines even with the help of a make up artist. 

At the end of Glendas holiday sale the four of us were back inventorying everything again. The sales had been good and we were finished in two nights instead of three. Angie told us that Wilma had been pleased with our work. As she left I saw Wilma gaz-ing at me again in a funny way. At the back door Angie took me aside. 

Im glad you could make this job. I hope that you didnt feel uncomfortable working in such a feminine environment, she said with a smile. 

No problem at all Angie, I replied. 

Out in the parking lot I saw the other two girls looking back at me and then begin giggling as they

walked to their cars. Whats up with them I thought to myself as I got in my car and fastened my seat belt. I guess it must be a girl thing. I started my car and drove home. 

Once again that night I dreamed I was a model. I saw myself strutting down the runway in stiletto heels, wearing a fabulous gown, with one hand on my hip, twirling around and walking back again. 

At breakfast the next morning I thought more about the dreams I had been having. Had something in my subconscious been unlocked? Should have I been born a girl? I knew I was a nice looking boy but I never thought that I had a pretty face, at least not one that you might call girly. 

School began again and I concentrated on my studies. There was less inventory work because of the time of the year. Things wouldnt pick up again until March which was a month before tax time. 

With time on my hands I continued my workouts and dropped several more pounds. I bought some new jeans and pants because of my slimmer waist. I donated the old ones to the thrift store. 

The first week in February I had another meeting with my guardian. We talked a little about my job and then he asked me about the future. I told him I wasnt real sure what I wanted to do in life. I had seen so many people in debt for student loans and no job in sight even a year after graduation that I wanted to hold off getting an education for a while yet. He just nodded and rather than try to get me to commit to something let the subject drop. 

I had dated very little since my moms death. It was usually dinner and a movie type of thing. Sometimes I would meet a date for pizza after a football or

basketball game. These relationships were what you might describe as casual. I hadnt found a girl to get serious with yet figuring there would be a time and someone in my future eventually. 

Out of the blue I got a voice mail message from Wilma Madigan, the manager of Glendas. It was a Friday night and I had been out grocery shopping. I couldnt imagine what she might want with me but she wanted me to call her back ASAP. When I called she was in a meeting so I left a message to have her call me back. When she did she sounded out of breath. 

I am sorry to bother you at home but I have a special job for you. Please come down to the store tonight just before close. Use the rear entrance and come upstairs to my office. Thank you.

With that she hung up. I didnt have time to ask any questions. It was a little after eight. I left the apartment and drove to the store. I arrived a few minutes before nine, parked my car, and then walked in the rear employee entrance. There was no one around so I walked to the rear stairs adjacent to the beauty and wig salon that led to her second floor office. 

When I got to the top of the stairs half the store lights went out. No one was at the top of the stairs either. I continued to walk down the hall. At the end was a door with her name on it. It was partially open and I could hear her on the phone. 

I knocked on the door, pushing it in slightly. She was seated behind a massive desk. Looking up at me she waved me inside and pointed at the chair in front of her desk. She hung up the phone and sat back looking straight at me. 

Thank you for coming in right away. As you know tomorrow is Valentines Day. I am having a private showing for a special client and her niece. 

The girl who was supposed to be here was injured in a car accident and I cant get someone on such short notice.

Now please dont take this the wrong way but you have a small build and pretty face. I would like to know if you would be willing to wear some dresses for my client. We close at nine Saturday night so I need you to be here about eight thirty to get ready. My client and her niece will arrive just about closing and you will be finished by eleven. I will pay you two hundred dollars for two hours work. Would you be willing to do this for me so I can accommodate my client?

I was very surprised at here request since I thought it might have something to do with inventory. I found it hard to believe they couldnt find a girl on short notice but decided to do it anyway. 

There was nothing wrong with getting paid two hundred dollars for an hours work even if it meant wearing a dress. 

Thank you so much. Go down to the beauty salon. Jenny is going to prep you for tomorrow night.

I turned and left her office. The store was dark as I walked down stairs but the beauty salons lights were on. A middle aged woman was sitting in one of the chairs. She put down her magazine and looked up at me as I walked in. The name tag on her pink smock said Beatrice.

Come with me please, she said. 

I followed her to the rear of the salon. She handed me a small pink box and pointed to the rest room. 

Go in there, take off your clothes and put this on. Come back out when you are ready.

I took the box from her. Inside the small restroom I undressed and put my clothes on the toilet seat. I opened the box to find a G-string. The small pink satin patch barely covered my genitals. I took a deep breath and walked back out. 

Stand spread eagle in the middle of the floor,

she instructed. 

I did as she asked. She began by using an electric device that removed what little body hair I had. 

It was a bit painful and the air smelled more like burnt hair. Next she applied hot wax and strips to my legs and arms. When she pulled the strips off my skin was very smooth. Both my arms and legs had a shiny, feminine look to them. 

Take seat, she ordered when she was finished. 

I sat in one of the chairs wondering what was next. She picked up a scissor like device in her right hand and then placed her left hand on my forehead. 

Just sit still, she admonished. 

After curling my eyelashes she picked up a pair of tweezers and began plucking my eyebrows. It stung a little but I said nothing. I guess I kept seeing that two hundred dollars in my mind. When she finished she stepped back and looked me over. 

Okay were done. Remember to be back here no later than eight thirty tomorrow night,

I will," I answered. 

I went back into the restroom, got dressed and drove home. That night in the shower I was amazed at how good my hair free skin felt as I scrubbed my body. After drying off I looked at my face in the mirror on the medicine cabinet over the bathroom sink. 

I didnt look that much different except that my eyebrows were a little thinner and had a slight arch before tapering off to the end. It was hardly noticeable but I wondered if anyone should see me now if they would see the difference in the way my face looked. In addition when I went back to school on Monday would my classmates or my teachers notice anything different about me and either ask me about it or perhaps say something behind my back? 


***

I lay awake for awhile that night wondering if I had done the right thing. I knew Glendas was an important client for Angie and Jack. I wasnt sure if I had refused to do this whether or not it would have affected their business relationship. Finally I went to sleep. 

Saturday went by ever so slowly. I did a load of laundry and picked up a few groceries. Finally I left the house at eight fifteen and drove to Glendas. I parked in the rear of the store and went in the employee entrance. 

There were a few shoppers still in the store. I walked quickly to the beauty salon. There was a rack of dresses and piles of shoe boxes stacked to one side of the door. Beatrice was ringing up a sale for a woman at the counter. After the customer left

Beatrice motioned me in the back. She handed me a large pink box. 

Place your clothes and shoes in the box on the floor. Put on the briefer and panty hose. Come out when you are ready.

I took the pink box from her, went inside and closed the door. I undressed and placed my things in the box on the floor. Inside the pink box was a white foundation garment without straps. I stepped into it, pulled it up, but couldnt close all the hooks in the back. Next I opened the package of panty-hose. The sheer nylon felt extraordinarily good as I brought it up to my waist and smoothed the legs. 

I had never experienced this kind of feeling before and was quite surprised by how girly I actually felt. I wondered idly if this is how women felt when they got dressed. I walked out to where Beatrice was waiting. 

She placed two weighted inserts in the briefer cups and then closed the back hooks that I couldnt reach. It was a snug fit but it gave me a nice bust line and had reduced my waist by several inches. 

Sit down and I will do your make up, she ordered. 

I took my seat. She worked quickly applying the eye shadow, eye liner and mascara. With a black pencil she made my light eyebrows darker. A single drop of liquid red rouge was spread in circles on each cheek followed by a thick layer of cherry red creamy lipstick. 

Next she matched up red press on nails to my fingernails and then placed a shoulder length black wig on top of my head. A large red velvet sissy bow was then pinned to the top of the wig. After clipping

a pair of long earrings to my ear lobes she left and came back with three pair of high heel shoes. I tried them all on and kept the pair that fit the best. 

Stand up and walk a little, she said I walked slowly and carefully to the front of the beauty shop and then back again. She watched me intently and then made some suggestions. I changed my gait a little and when I turned around to walk back to her she was nodding her head. 

Thats much better. You want to walk like a girl not like a boy in a dress and heels.

From the rack she brought in two garments. The first she called a petti slip. After I slipped it over my head Beatrice adjusted the straps over my briefer cups. The red taffeta prom dress was next. It cas-caded over me and my pulse increased as I felt the slippery material. Beatrice adjusted the hem over the petti slip and closed the long back zipper with a huge red bow at the base. 

She stood back and looked me over. With her right hand she made a spinning motion so I turned around. She was grinning when I stopped. I guess I had passed inspection. She held up a large hand mirror to my face. It was hard to believe the reflection of the very pretty and very feminine image in the mirror was actually me. 

You are a stunner, she said as she handed me the matching clutch purse. Now walk back and forth a little more for me just for practice. Keep your left arm with the purse dangling at your side and place your right hand on your hip. You wont be walking that much tonight but I want you to walk in a proper feminine manner.

I did exactly as she had instructed me. I found walking in those bright red four inch stiletto heels to be quite easy once you have mastered the correct way to balance yourself and walk heel-toe like a lady. After a few minutes Beatrice grinned at me. 

Thats enough. Now wait here until Wilmas guests are ready for you.

In about fifteen minutes Wilma came up to me and looked me over. She still hadnt smiled. 

Perfect, she said. My guest and her niece are waiting. Come with me.

I followed her out to the rear of the store where there was a mannish looking woman wearing a black pantsuit and a young girl seated in chairs. 

This is Francine. She will be modeling some of our latest fashions.

I was surprised that she had addressed me as

Francine but then I didnt expect her to address me as Frank either. I walked around in front of them with one hand on my hip in the prescribed feminine manner. I stopped briefly, turned around, and then walked back to where Beatrice was waiting for me. 

She helped me out of the dress and into a pink chiffon number with matching pink heels and clutch purse. I returned to where the guests were seated and paraded around in front of them again. I continued until I had modeled all the dresses on the rack with their matching shoes and purses. 

After I modeled the last dress for them I saw them get up and leave. Wilma escorted them out the back door while Beatrice helped me out of my dress and petti-slip. I sat down in one of the beauty shop

chairs and took off my heels. Beatrice removed my makeup, wig and press on nails. 

I went into the rest room, took off my foundation garment and panty hose. As I put my male clothes back on they didnt seem to feel right. It was as if I should keep the lingerie, dress and heels on almost as if they were something I should be wearing instead of my usual male apparel. 

When I came out Wilma was standing there with Beatrice. Judging by the looks on their faces I guess they were happy with my performance. Of course I was pleased that Wilma was pleased. Regardless of the circumstances I wanted to earn my two hundred dollars and felt I had. 

Thank you so much for helping us out Frank. 

You did a terrific job tonight. My client and her niece are very pleased. This is for you.

She handed me two small white envelopes. I took them from her. 

Your welcome, I am glad I could assist you, I said as I left. 

Outside in the car I checked myself in the rear view mirror for any traces of make up before opening the two envelopes. In one I found two one hundred dollar bills. In the other there was a business card along with another one hundred dollar bill. 

The card was light pink in color and edged in black. Across the front were the words Drag-On Inn. Below that was a street address in San Francisco and below that was the name Mickey Braden-Mgr.

There was a fax and phone number too. On the back was a handwritten note:

If you want to make some real money call me, followed by a phone number and an e-mail address. 

It made me feel a little queasy. If Wilma knew this person than it was probably legitimate. But just what the offer was I hadnt a clue. 

When I got home that night I showered and splashed on some after shave lotion to kill whatever feminine scent the cosmetics might have left. I checked my appearance in the mirror again. Except for the slight difference in my eyebrows I couldnt detect any change. There was that somewhat erotic feeling I got when I soaped my hair free body up in the shower but I didnt give it a second thought. 

At my computer I googled Drag-On Inn. It was a nightclub. The singers, dancers and other performers were all men who dressed like women. Mickey was actually a woman but living and dressing as a man. They were apparently called Drag Kings.

That night as I lay awake I thought about my cross dressing experience. It had been a thoroughly enjoyable one despite the fact that I was still a male. 

It seemed a contradiction to have the body of one sex but to suddenly find erotic enjoyment in dressing and behaving like the opposite sex. 

I wrestled with this mixture of feelings and emo-tions until I finally fell asleep. In my dreams I found myself wearing a number of fabulous gowns and high heel shoes before a nightclub audience. Their applause was thunderous but it was suddenly interrupted by the sound of my alarm clock. 

I went back to school. No one said anything to me about my eyebrows or curled eyelashes. I felt relieved. If anyone had noticed they werent saying

anything at least not to my face. I guess you could say I had pulled it off. 

In March I got busier with inventory work. It was a real hectic month with tax time just around the corner. I put in some long hours and with my school demands there was not lot of time for anything else. 

Never the less I guess it was better to be busy than it was to be idle. 

Winters chill left us and Aprils warmth was more than welcome. I began running outside again. 

I had shed some more pounds and bought new jeans and pants with a smaller waist line. I was proud of what I had accomplished and even my guardian mentioned it at my next meeting. 

After graduation I had more time to myself. It felt good to be able to spend more time outdoors. My high school counselor was disappointed that I hadnt thought about a career path yet. I couldnt see why I should be in such a rush to sign up for a degree program that might just lead to unemployment and a lot of student loan debt. 

Then there was that business card of course. I had taped it to my PC tower. I went on the website again and looked at the pictures of the men who performed there. It was easy to ask oneself why they had ever been born men to begin with as most of them were positively gorgeous. Then too there was the handwritten note ..make some real money.

That was something that seemed to stick in my mind more than anything. Looking at the pictures of those men in drag I wondered just how much I could make cross dressed. Several of them were singers and though I had never sung anything in my life I would certainly be willing to give that a try. 

As I scrubbed myself in the shower that night I noticed my slight body hair had not entirely grown back. It had been several months since I had modeled the prom dresses for Wilmas client and her niece. My arms and legs still had a bit of that feminine sheen to them. 

The peach fuzz I had for a beard required me to shave about every three days and now I was shaving about once every five or six days. I wondered why the re growth of body hair and my beard was so slow. 

Did it have anything to do with that electric device Beatrice had first used on me? 

AJACK Inventory had landed some new clients. I was kept busy for much of the rest of the summer. 

In addition to more work I kept my exercise routine and extended the length of my runs. I dont recall ever feeling better in my life. 

By August first I had to replace my pants again. I was now down to just below one hundred forty pounds on my 56 frame which gave me a BMI a bit less than a healthy weight. That and my 28 waist made me feel quite proud of my transformation. I vowed to keep things that way. I would never again be known as blimp or the fat kid. 

Two weeks before Labor Day Weekend I got a phone call from Wilma again. She wanted to know if I would be working the pre holiday inventory she had contracted for. I told her I would be and she hung up before I could say any more. 

I couldnt help but wonder if she needed me for something else. If I was going to do some modeling again it wouldnt be because the model who was supposed to be there was sick or injured in another

car accident. With a week before the inventory job and two weeks before the Labor Day Weekend it seemed that certainly would enough time to find a replacement. 

In bed that night I began thinking maybe Wilma and her client or clients werent interested in seeing a female model. Maybe for some reason they enjoyed seeing a man in a wig, makeup, high heels and a dress parading around in front of them. Was it possible I would be asked to model again just so they could get their kicks? 

Once again I saw that pink business card in my mind. Those men at the Drag-On-Inn must be making good money catering to a special clientele that enjoyed watching men in drag. Was I in a sense being trained so that I would see my way clear to moving west and join the other impersonators at the club? 

When I finally drifted off to sleep I dreamt that I was performing at the club. I was dressed all in pink and the audience was applauding me wildly as I sashayed around the stage in front of them. When I finished they tossed roses on stage. After picking up the flowers I curtseyed politely, blew them all kisses and walked off stage. 

The ringing of my alarm clock brought me back to Earth. I sat up and for several minutes thought about the dream I had just had. Could I be an entertainer like those men? I asked myself. I wondered just what it would take to go out there several nights a week and please an audience. 

I went into the bathroom. After urinating I washed my hands and splashed cold water on my face. I looked at my reflection in the mirror over the

bathroom sink and saw the young man I was, a young man with a fairly pretty face. Possibly pretty enough to be the kind of man who could be transformed into not only a beautiful girl but a well paid entertainer as well. 

Driving to Glendas for the inventory job on Saturday night I was still uncertain as to what Wilma had in mind. On the positive side I had made good money for a couple of hours work and there was certainly nothing wrong with that. Despite my male-ness I had to admit that it was an enjoyable experience parading around in front of Wilmas clients while dressed in the latest prom finery. 

Arriving at Glendas I went straight inside. Angie was in the break room and Wilma was not around. 

Shortly two other women joined us and Angie laid out the workload for this particular job. At eight forty five half the store lights went out and the customers began leaving. At nine the doors were locked and the employees went home. The lights came back on again and we began our work. By seven am we were a little more than half done. As I drove home I thought once again about what she wanted me for. 

Sunday the store closed at five. We got started about five thirty and were just finishing up by ten. I saw Wilma standing on the balcony at the rear of the store. She waved me up. Angie and the other girls left the store as I walked up the stairs. My pulse accelerated as I walked down the dimly lit cor-ridor to her office. The door was open but I knocked on the jam anyway. She looked up from her paper-work. 

Come right in Frank and sit down, she said. 

I took the chair in front of her as she shuffled the papers she had been working on and put them in a manila envelope. After setting it aside she took off her half glasses, put them on top of the envelope and looked straight at me. Her face was serious as always and my heart was practically in my throat wondering what she was going to say. 

I am very appreciative of the time you took to help me out with the showing for Mickey and her niece. I am in need of your services once again. 

Mickey has referred two women for some custom work. They will be here on Labor Day after our five oclock close to see the store and more importantly the custom shop.

You need to be here at four thirty so Beatrice can help you get ready. I will pay you five hundred dollars for about four hours work. Is that agreeable to you?

I began thinking about the five hundred dollars more than anything else. It would be another four hours being cross dressed but for that kind of money I could probably work all day that way. Her facial expression didnt change one bit when I answered her. 

Yes, thats fine with me.

Good. Go down to the salon. Beatrice is waiting for you,

I got up as she put on her half glasses and opened the folder in front of her. 

At the salon Beatrice was behind the counter when I walked in. She reached under the counter and handed me a small pink box. 

Same as last time, you know where the john is,

she said with a grin. 

I walked back to the restroom and went inside. 

As I undressed I began to have second thoughts about this. I wondered what she might have done if I had said no. It was a little late for second guessing so I put on the pink g-string and walked back out to where Beatrice was waiting for me. 

She used the hair removal tool and hot wax again followed by some more plucking and eyelash curling. When she finished she also measured my bust, waist, hips and palm width. 

Have you lost some weight? she asked. 

Yes, I answered. 

You look good. Now remember to be here at four thirty next Monday. Come right to the custom shop behind the business apparel department. I will be there to assist you.

I nodded and walked back to the restroom. I took off the g-string and placed it back in the box. I got dressed and walked back out to the counter. 

Beatrice was on the phone so I put the box on the counter and left the store. Driving home I no longer felt concerned. Five hundred dollars is still five hundred dollars no matter how you slice it or no matter what you would be doing for that short a time period. 

The week went by quickly. No one at school said anything to me so apparently my eyebrows and eyelashes were not that noticeable. When I had checked myself in the mirror after getting home a week ago it was hard to tell what Beatrice had done unless you looked real close. 

Arriving at Glendas promptly at four fifteen I walked directly to the custom shop behind the business apparel section. There had been only one customer there and she had not given me a second look. Once inside I found Beatrice was there waiting for me. She handed me a white box. 

You can change in the small office. Leave your clothes on the chair.

I took the box from her and went into the office. I undressed and placed my clothes on the chair. 

Opening the box I found a long line bra, a pair of weighed inserts, a long open bottom girdle and a pair of sheer stockings. I stepped into the girdle and pulled it up to my waist. I rolled each stocking down, slipped it over my foot and brought it up to the garter. After attaching it I used both hands to smooth out the stocking. I put on the long line bra, inserted the forms in the cups, and closed the ten front hooks. 

Standing there in foundation garments and sheer hose I couldnt get over how good I felt. The fabric of the sheer nylons against my hair free legs was especially exciting. I walked out to where Beatrice was waiting for me. She adjusted the bra straps and stepped back. 

Sit here please, she said as she pointed at an office chair. 

I sat down. Once again she darkened my light eyebrows with a black eyebrow pencil. Then she applied lipstick, blusher, eye shadow, eye liner and mascara. After attaching a pair of pearl earrings to my ear lobes and a single strand pearl necklace around my neck she stepped back and looked at me. 
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Satisfied she opened a package of pink press on nails and carefully matched them up with my fingernails. When she was finished she placed a shoulder length blonde wig on my head and then set a pair of four inch stiletto heel black leather pumps at my feet. I slipped them on and stood up. They were a perfect fit. 

Okay walk around for me a little. I want to be sure you remember to walk like a lady.

I walked around the room as she watched me closely. She corrected me once and then after several minutes nodded her head. 

Very good, I think you are as ready as you are ever going to be. I will go out and see if everyone is here so we can get started.


***

I sat down. With both hands I smoothed the nylon hose on each leg. It was hard to admit how good I felt. I wondered if women felt the same way when they were stockings or panty hose. 

Beatrice came back with Wilma right behind her. 

I stood up for Wilmas approval. She looked me over carefully. 

Put one hand on your hip and walk away from me to the end of the room and then come back.

I followed her instructions and stopped in front of her. 

Perfect, now come with me.

I followed her out of the shop to the business apparel department. There were not two but four women seated in chairs, with two women on each side of the aisle. 

Ladies I want you to meet Francine. Francine is one of my newer customers and she will be helping me out this evening.

Wilma stepped aside and I smiled at the women in front of me. They were eyeing me closely as I

stood there. Perhaps they were trying to find some imperfection in my make up or possibly a run in my hose. 

To begin my show this evening Francine is wearing foundation garments. Please walk around for the ladies Francine.

I began walking down the short aisle with one hand on my hip. 

Our custom made garments can be made in either short or long open bottom girdles or short or long panty girdles. Our bras come in regular and long line styles as well as strapless. All in ones, either open bottom or panty girdle, regular or strapless are also available. You will find the color selection chart on your top sheet. Francine, please walk again for the ladies.

I made a second trip and then returned to where Wilma was standing. 

Thank you Francine. Ladies while she is changing please look at the next sheet.

Wilma nodded towards the custom shop door. I walked back to where Beatrice was waiting. She handed me a pink camisole with a splash of lace at the top. I slipped it over my head and then she adjusted the straps. Next I stepped into a pink half slip with a wide band of lace at the hem and brought it up to my waist. Beatrice handed me a pink full slip which I put over my arm. I walked back out to where Wilma was standing. 

Ladies our camisoles, half slips and full slips are of high quality nylon tricot, taffeta or silk. Check your color sheet. Francine please walk for the ladies now.

I began my walk with one hand on my hip, the pink full slip draped over it. I stopped at the end, turned around and held up the full slip before returning it to the crook of my arm. When I got back to where Wilma was standing I stopped and turned around again. 

Would you put on the full slip please? one of the women asked. 

Her question took me by surprise but I wanted to please a potential customer of Wilmas I handed the full slip to Wilma. In my best lady like fashion I slid the half slip down and stepped out of it. I handed it to Wilma and then pulled the camisole over my head and gave it to her too. Then I put on the full slip. 

After smoothing it over my foundation garments I walked in front of the women, turned around and then stopped in front of the woman who had asked me to change. I turned around once and then walked back to where Wilma was standing. 

Thank you so much, said the woman who had asked me to put it on. 

Ladies Francine will now change into business wear. Please look at the next sheet. 

I returned to the custom shop. I handed Beatrice the pink camisole and half slip. She set the items aside and handed me a navy skirt. I stepped inside, brought it up to my waist and closed the side zipper. 

I slipped on the navy short sleeved jacket and buttoned the two front buttons. Beatrice affixed a small hat to the top of my wig and brought the dainty veil down to eye level. I put on a pair of navy mid length gloves and walked back out to where Wilma was waiting. 

Ladies we have only the basic styles of short or long sleeve jackets and the matching slim skirts in several hem lengths. I added the hat because I think millinery gives a woman a much more feminine appearance and makes her feel much more feminine too. Francine, please walk for me now.

I walked among the ladies again, turned around walked back. I stopped by Wilma and then repeated my walk again. I was feeling almost a little giddy as I tried to walk effeminately among Wilmas guests. I guess you could say I was enjoying being a girl. 

Ladies Francine will now change again. When she returns you will see some blouse and skirt combinations. Please check the next sheet for color, fabric and style options.

Wilma nodded at me and I returned to the custom shop. I changed in to a long sleeve peach colored satin blouse with a huge bow under my chin and a brown skirt. I slipped off my black pumps and stepped into a pair of brown ones. I was about to take off the hat when Beatrice shook her head. Returning to Wilmas side I placed one hand on my hip and turned slightly to one side like I had seen professional models do. 

Ladies as you can see your blouse can be made in sleeveless, short or long sleeves and in a variety of colors. I especially like the style Francine is wearing as the large bow under the chin is quite feminine though not as feminine as the next style you will see.

When I returned from the custom shop again I was wearing a black skirt, black pumps and a long sleeve soft pink blouse with a huge spray of ruffles down the front. It was hard to admit but I felt quite

feminine as I walked among the women. Wilma nodded towards the shop so I continued walking away from her. 

Back in the custom shop Beatrice helped me out of the skirt and blouse. After taking off my hat she handed me a bright pink peignoir set. I put it on and then slipped a pink chiffon robe with billowy sleeves over it. I kicked off my pumps and stepped into a pair of pink fuzzy toe slippers. 

As I walked out again with one hand on my hip I dont think I had ever felt more girly in my life. The pink chiffon that was flowing around me gave me an exquisite feeling that I had never felt before. 


***

Ladies I am sure you will agree that nothing, even millinery, makes a woman feel more like a woman, than sleepwear like this. Check your sheets for fabric, styles and colors. Please walk for me now Francine.

I walked among the women feeling about as deli-cate and feminine as any woman could who was swathed in pink chiffon and pink slippers. As I turned around on my second trip one of the women looked up at me and smiled. 

You should have pink toe nails too Francine,

she giggled. 

I just smiled and kept on walking as the women broke into laughter. As I got back to Wilma I saw that she too had managed to crack a smile. 

Ladies this concludes my presentation. Thank you for coming and special thanks to Francine for helping me out tonight.

I smiled as the women broke into applause. I went back to the custom shop. Beatrice removed my wig, jewelry, make up and nails. I stepped out of the slippers then took off the robe and peignoir set. In the office I put my male clothing back on and walked out to where Beatrice was waiting. 

Wait here a few minutes. I want to be sure Wilmas guests have all gone.

I nodded and sat down. A few minutes later Beatrice returned and smiled. 

All clear, she said. 

I walked back to the rear of the store as Wilma was returning from seeing her guests out the back door. 

Come upstairs and I will pay you, she said. 

I followed her up to her office where she handed me a small white envelope. 

Thank you again Francine, she said. 

Your welcome, I replied and left her office. 

As I walked down the stairs it occurred to me she had addressed me as Francine even though I was no longer cross dressed. I wondered if it had been a slip of the tongue. In my car I opened the envelope and counted the five hundred dollar bills then stuffed it in my pocket. 

That night in the shower I found enjoyment in soaping myself up. The slippery suds felt good against my hair free skin. Momentarily I thought

about sitting in a perfumed bubble bath while scrubbing myself with perfumed soap. 

Why was I thinking like that? I was a man. Ever since the first time I had been made up and cross dressed in prom dresses with matching high heel shoes I had been thinking more about femininity. 

This was the second time I had been en femme. I found myself enjoying it more and more. 

Did Wilma sense this? Is that why she asked me to come back for the custom shop showing? Again I had the sense that this woman and maybe Mickey or possibly Angie too were involved in some scheme to get me en femme to the point where I would like it and want more of it. It was some time before I fell asleep that night and a restless sleep it was. 

I began my senior year. My class work was less as I had taken extra courses as a sophomore and junior. There was only an eight oclock and a nine oclock class before a study hall and then my eleven oclock class before I was done. My afternoons were pretty much my own. 

My dreams en femme was periodic but seemed to end quickly. My work load was light largely because of the time of the year. There was one big job the week of Thanksgiving. An auto parts store had gone out of business and we inventoried not only the store but the local warehouse too. I put in almost thirty two hours from Friday thru Sunday. It was going to be a healthy paycheck even though finances were not an immediate problem. 

Before and after the holiday sales at Glendas we inventoried them again. I saw Wilma only once and she wasnt looking in my direction though Beatrice

waved hello to me with a big grin. I waved back but didnt get a chance to talk to her. 

On my break I saw myself made up and cross dressed walking in heels in front of several women seated in chairs with Wilma looking on. It had been three months since my last job for Wilma and I wondered if there was going to be any more. 

Again and again in idle moments I saw myself en femme. I couldnt seem to shake it. It was almost as if something had been implanted in my psyche. I seemed to be drawn more and more towards feminine things. While watching TV I found myself paying more attention to how the models were dressed and made up rather than to the products they were advertising. 

Just before going back to school I was standing at the magazine rack in a box store looking wistfully at the covers of the prom and bridal magazines. After several moments I turned away to see two teenage girls looking at me. When I walked away I heard them burst into giggles. 

That night after a shower I sat in my recliner chair wearing my briefs and a tee shirt. I sipped a soft drink and looked down at my almost hair free legs and arms. It was three months since Beatrice had shaved and waxed me. My fuzz was just now getting back to where it had been. Both my arms and legs were still a bit shiny though, just like a girls. 

In about five months I would be graduating and I had no plans for my future yet. I had a B+ average. I was confident I was capable of handling college level work. The question was studying what? I sure didnt want to borrow fifty grand to get a degree and find

little or no job prospects. One or two year technical schools offer training in less time but after graduation would there still be any jobs? 

These arguments fell on deaf ears from both my high school counselor and my guardian. They wanted me to get enrolled in SOMETHING which they felt would be better than NOTHING. I disagreed and even declined to look at school catalogs. 

Most of my mothers money was gone and I couldnt touch my trust until June first when I turned eighteen. Her Camry now had 130,000+

miles on it and would have to be replaced soon. I had no need for a lot of things but I still had living expenses. 

I had scored high in my midterm exams and felt well prepared for my SATs. Work picked up in March and I become busier. My workouts continued and my weight had stabilized. I felt better than I had in years. It had been several months since my last dream where I was en femme. 

There were more ads on TV and in print from the formal apparel stores for the May junior and senior proms. Once again I found myself looking at the dresses and high heel shoes the girls were wearing as well as there make up scheme and how their hair was fixed. 

I hadnt dated much and since I wasnt going with any particular girl I wouldnt be going to the senior prom. I was pretty busy between my school and my new work schedule. Two of AJACKS girls had quit and they were in the process of hiring replace-ments. 

Wilma at Glendas hadnt called me yet though I was certain I would be there after the prom sales to

do their inventory just like I had done last year. I found myself wishing I could be alone in the store to try on all those pretty gowns and high heel shoes. I shook my head to clear my thoughts. Not going to happen I said to myself. 

Sometimes with thoughts like that I felt like I was being pulled apart by two different worlds: The mas-culine one where I had originated and the feminine one that I had sort of fallen into but that I now had found to my liking. This was a real conundrum. I knew I had to find a solution soon or go crazy. 

At my last meeting with the high school counselor I picked up some brochures from two local tech schools. The public tech school was much cheaper but the private school offered a broader curriculum. 

I tossed the brochures on the table at home intending to look at them later. 

Saturday as I sat at the Laundromat I paged thru the brochures but couldnt find anything that really interested me. The private school did offer courses that led to becoming a licensed beautician, nail or skin care tech. If I couldnt find a way to resolve this new found interest in femininity maybe I should take one of those courses. I could live and work en femme though it would not be here in the Midwest. I would most certainly have to relocate, perhaps closer to the Drag-On-Inn. 

When I got home I put my clothes away. Sitting at my computer I typed an e-mail to Mickey with the message Tell me more. I signed it Wilmas friend

Francine. Before pushing the send button I sat there for several minutes thinking about whether or

not I should send it. When Mickey answered it what was I going to do then? 

In my mind I saw myself enjoying being en femme. I took a deep breath and pushed the send

button. When your message has been sent appeared I immediately had pangs of regret. Had I really done the right thing? I guess only time will tell. 

I shut off the computer and tried not to think about what may lie ahead. With no current prospects for a job and being unsure what I should train for I guess you could say I had nothing to lose. It was like a friend of my moms once said: There was no real point in worrying about something you cant control

A week went by and I still hadnt gotten an answer to my e-mail. I wondered if Mickey had actually received it. E-mails do get lost in cyberspace from time to time and I hoped that this wasnt one of them. I really wanted to know more and this delay was keeping me in the dark. 

AJACKS got busier as we closed in on April 15th. I got home late Sunday night after a long weekend job. After a hot shower I turned on my computer. I saw an e-mail in my inbox. It was from Mickey. I sat there for a minute almost afraid to open it. I had been afraid to send Mickey one and now I had a reply to the one I had finally sent. 

You will be interviewed first. We will go from there. Most start waiting on tables. Singing and dancing part time when I need you. We will discuss details further when you get here. Regards, Mickey

I sat back in my chair. Okay she knew I was interested. The only trouble was if I went out there and the interview didnt go so well or she wasnt

putting anybody on I could be jammed up. I didnt want to quit AJACKS until I had something for sure. 

The best thing to do was to take a week off from work after school ended, travel out to see Mickey and then go from there. 

The month of April had a lot of inventory work. 

School would be over in another month. I arranged to have the first week in June off. I contacted a local travel agent mom had been acquainted with and made reservations for a round trip flight to San Francisco. 

I e-mailed Mickey and she said to call her when I got in. I had never flown before and of course had never been away from home before either. Since I began with AJACKS I had applied for and been granted two credit cards but because of my age there was only a five hundred dollar limit on them. 

May seemed to go by very slowly. The prom pictures were in the papers. I actually felt glad I didnt have a date. I wasnt much for crowds and did not particularly care for the amplified noise my genera-tion called music. 

In a way I almost felt sad that I couldnt wear one of the dresses I had modeled for Mickey and her niece. What girl would date a boy who wanted to wear makeup, a gown, and high heel shoes? Then there was the awful truth that I might look better than her or the average girl who was there at the dance. 

On June first I took possession of my $10,000.00

inheritance plus a little accumulated interest. I banked it right away. I had already withdrawn a thousand dollars in travelers checks. I now had my fathers ten grand, three grand left from my mothers

estate, and another two grand left in my checking account after I got my travelers checks. 

Monday morning my neighbor gave me a ride to the airport. I went thru security and soon boarded my flight. It was a pleasant trip. I picked up my rental car and got directions to an inexpensive, at least by California standards, motel. After checking in I grabbed a sandwich and a soft drink. When I called Mickey I got her voice mail so I left I message where I was. 

I watched some TV to kill the time. It wasnt until later that afternoon that she called me back. She said she would pick me up at nine the next morning, take me to the club and then she hung up before I could say anything. 

In the lobby I got a cup of coffee and read the local paper. I was a bit tired but didnt want to sleep until later that night so I could be fresh in the morning. I had some questions on a note pad that I wanted to ask. I wanted to be sure I knew exactly what I was getting into before moving two thousand miles on a whim. 

Returning to the sandwich shop down the block I ate my supper. As I sat in the booth I thought about what was ahead of me. I was now a high school graduate, totally unsure of what I should do with my life. I had enough money along with my part time job to get by for a while. I hoped the interview would provide me with enough information to make my decision. 

That night as I showered, I momentarily saw my body completely hair free. It had that shiny look as if Beatrice had just finished waxing me. I got into

bed and watched the news, weather and sports. I shut the set off and set my alarm for eight am. 

Lying awake I began to have misgivings. Was I doing the right thing coming out here? Did I actually think I had a future performing in womens clothes? 

Would anybody back home ever find out what I was doing? 

My classmates only knew me as a male. What would they think if they found out? Angie, Wilma, and Beatrice were the only ones who knew I had modeled as a girl. I had no doubt that they hadnt told anyone about me. 

Finally I dozed off. I slept soundly and didnt even have a dream. The alarm clock went off and I got up right away. I shaved again and got dressed. At the sandwich shop I had an egg sub and a cup of coffee. 

Back at the motel I changed into a suit, white dress shirt and a black tie. 

In the lobby I read the morning paper and had another cup of coffee. For the most part I seldom drank any caffeinated beverage but I wanted to be sharp for the interview as well as be able to spend the full day looking around the area. Since Mickey was picking me up I could drive myself around tomorrow. 

Mickey arrived right on time. We walked to her Mercedes and I got in. 

Did you have a good trip, she asked me. 

Yes, I replied. It was very pleasant. 

In about forty minutes we arrived at the club and she parked in the back. Inside the office I took my seat opposite her. She smiled at me. 

So you think youd like to work in drag?

Well I am not sure what I want to do period. I enjoyed helping Wilma out. I know I can pass easily and you did say there was money to be made here.

That there is Frank. For right now I dont need anybody. However in August two of my girls are leaving for surgery to become actual girls. They wont be coming back for several months and maybe not at all. One of them already has a diamond on her finger.

I see. Just how do things work here? I asked her. 

I would need you to be here the first week of August. I will start you hustling drinks. Then I will fit you in with the dance routines. You look like you are not only healthy but in excellent physical shape so I am sure that you can stand the rigorous moves that dancing here requires. I take it you have never danced before correct?

Yes.

Have you ever done any singing?

No.

Not even Karaoke?

No. I just turned eighteen so I wasnt able to get into bars.

Okay. Lets go out to the stage.

I followed her out of the office and down the hall to the stairs. On the way I noticed a single door on my right. We walked up the steps and turned left. 

The curtains were open and a microphone was at center stage. 

Stand in front of the microphone. When the music starts just sing happy birthday.

My heart was pounding as I walked to the microphone. I was afraid my mouth might be too dry to sing. I adjusted the microphone for my height and tilted it towards me slightly. I almost felt a little dizzy. 

Mickey had walked back the way we had come, then down some steps at the side of the stage. She pushed some buttons on a large box and then walked to the front of the stage. She sat down at one of the tables and looked up at me. 

There was a brief intro and then the music started. I opened my mouth and started to sing. I dont think I was really conscious of how I sounded. 

Halfway thru the song I glanced at Mickey and saw that her mouth was open, like she couldnt believe what she was hearing. I finished the song. Mickey went back to the box and shut off the machine. 

When she came back up on stage to where I was standing she was grinning. 

You were fabulous with a capital F, she said. 

You sing just like a girl, even better that a real girl in fact. Lets go back to my office.

I followed her backstage and took my seat across from her again. She opened the filing cabinet behind her and took out a manila folder. She sat down and opened it up. After handing me two sheets of paper she began. 

I want you here in August. You are exactly what I am looking for. I just know my clientele is going to love you. We are always looking for fresh new faces and you Frank are certainly one of them. Now then here is what you must do to prepare yourself.

One, continue your exercise routines and if possible drop about another five pounds or so. Your

costumes will be custom made so there will not be a lot of room for you to add or lose weight once youre fitted for them.

Two, keep your hair short so the wigs will fit better but let your nails grow since those press on nails are time consuming and a waste of money. 

You can easily paint and maintain your own nails. 

By the way do your toes too. Of course you can also get periodic manicures & pedicures.

Three, most everyone here is on female hormones whether they plan on changing their sex or not and I suggest you do the same. The latest ver-sion of these drugs will give you a glowing feminine appearance in no time. If you dont care about kids I suggest you get yourself castrated too that way you will not need testosterone blockers, thats one less pill to take. There are names, both here and in Minnesota, on the list that will help you, just mention my name.

Four, start electrolysis treatments for your beard removal as well as laser treatments for your arms, legs and body. Check the list, again mention my name. You will find once you are completely hair free you will not only look more feminine but feel more feminine too.

Five, when you get here dont get an apartment. 

Get a motel room for a month first. Get a basic feminine wardrobe from the local thrift stores. When you look for an apartment go en femme, and mention my name. You will find that vacillating back and forth from being a girl at the club and a guy at home is very taxing. It is better to live completely and totally en femme.

Six, go to the shop on the list to be measured for your wigs, costumes and shoes as well as your make up supplies. Go there at least two weeks before you start. Things are expensive but mention my name and you will get a discount plus thirty days to pay for everything.

Now do you have any questions?

Well how and what do I get paid?

Mickey grinned. 

Spoken like a true lady with a heart of dry ice.

Waiting on tables pays little but the tips are good. You should make at least five hundred a week based on a yearly average. You cant work just weekends so the off nights you will make less but Friday thru Sunday you will make up for it. When you dance you will be paid extra and as a singer you will be paid even more. After the first couple of nights well see what kind of crowds you draw.

I guess that just about covers it, I said. 

Good. I will take you back to your motel.

We didnt converse on the way back to my motel. 

As I got out I turned to her and said:

I have to give notice and need about a month to get rid of my stuff including my old car. I will call you when I get settled.

Sounds like a plan to me, said Mickey with a grin. 

She sped off and I went back to my room. I looked over the names on the sheet she hand given me. I checked my map to see where there were in relation to the motel I was staying in as well as the

clubs location. I changed back into my casual clothes and went to the sandwich shop for lunch. 

That afternoon I drove around to familiarize myself with the area around the club. I found the places Mickey had listed. I made a small check mark next to them and their location on my map. 

After supper I watched a movie and then went to bed. 

The next morning I decided to drive to the custom shop. I felt it would be better to get some of the things out of the way instead of waiting until I moved out here. It was called Klares Krazy Kostumes. I parked nearby and walked inside. 

There was a woman near the back hanging up some petticoats on a display rack. She saw me and came over to me. 

Hi, can I help you? she asked. 

Yes. I am Frank Donaldson and I will be working for Mickey at Drag-On-Inn. I need to be outfitted.

She grinned at me. 

Of course, come with me please.

I followed her to the back of the store. Along one wall was a large shoe display. There were four racks with high heel shoes of several different styles and colors. 

Have a seat. Take off your shoes and socks.

I sat down and removed my footgear while she grabbed several sizes of high heel shoes from one of the racks. She pulled two nylon footies from a blue box and handed them to me. 

I put on the footies and stepped into the first pair of heels. They were too snug but the next pair fit

fine. These black pumps had five inch heels and an ankle strap. 

Walk around a little bit to be sure they fit properly, she said. 

I did so while she took the other two pairs back to the rack. I found there was a bit of a difference from wearing four inch heels to wearing these. When she came back I sat down. I tried on the others in pink, blue and white. I walked around a little in each of them and they all fitted me just fine. 

We start you off with four pair. You can add others later when you need them. Try on each of these and walk around again to ensure a proper fit.

When I finished with each pair she put them in boxes and set them aside. 

Follow me please,

I put on my footgear. We walked to the rear of the store and thru a door to the back room. There were bolts of cloth and two sewing machines on tables but no one was operating them. 

Take off your shirt and drop your pants I need to take your measurements.

I did so without hesitation. Picking up a measur-ing tape from the table she started with my head and neck, then proceeded down my body with my shoulder width, sleeve length, palm width, bust, waist, hip and then from my groin to my knees and knees to the floor. 

Okay lets go back out to the store,

I pulled up my pants and put my shirt back on. 

At about the middle of the store I took a seat in a chair while she sat at a computer screen in front of me. Looking at my face in the computer screen she
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typed the keys until the image she saw pleased her. 

She wrote down the make up scheme on the clip-board. 

Okay, now for your wigs.

At the wig counter I stood in front of the mirror. 

She placed several wigs on my head and to see how each one fit. She took four wigs on their foam heads down from the shelf behind her. The blonde and brown wigs were shoulder length. The pink and black wigs were of shorter length coming to just below my ear. 

Back at the counter in the front of the store she wrote up the order sheet. 

Your four pairs of shoes are $320.00, the four dresses are $1,000.00, the four petticoats are $80.00, and the four wigs are $800.00, the lingerie sets are $300.00 and your makeup including computer scan is $100.00. The accessory set is $300.00. 

That brings your total to $2,900. Mickeys girls get another ten per cent off so you will owe me $2,610.00 plus sales tax of $195.75. Your total will be $2,805.75. I need a twenty percent deposit to begin work. They will be ready for pick up in two weeks.

I swallowed hard at the prices but it was a custom shop I peeled off eight hundred dollar travelers checks and endorsed them, then handed her a ten dollar bill. She rang up the sale and gave me a copy of the order sheet with my change. 

I wont be coming out here to work for about another month if that helps you, I said. 

She nodded and wrote a date on her sheet. 

Okay these will be ready for you then, she replied

I left the shop and walked to my car. That had been a rather pricey experience. I ate lunch and

then went back to my motel room. I watched the news and then checked Mickeys list again. There were the names of two doctors for hormones but I figured that should wait until I moved out here. I decided to drive to the electrolysis shop. 

The shop was located in a plaza with other medical and office buildings. I walked in and a woman behind a small counter wearing a white smock looked up from the magazine she was reading. 

Hi, can I help you? she asked. 

I will be working for Mickey at the Drag-On-Inn. 

I would like a consultation please.

Certainly, please come with me.

I followed her around the counter to one the booths. 

Sit down and lean back please, she said. 

It was almost like sitting in a dental chair. She adjusted it, turned on a small light and then swung a large magnifying glass over my face. She examined me for several minutes. After pushing the glass away and turning out the light she moved my chair back to a sitting position. 

You have a very light beard. I am sure we can dispense with it in no time. We also can shape your eyebrows a little better for a more feminine appearance. Had you planned on laser treatments too?

Yes, I replied. 

Good wait here a minute.

She left the room and returned a few minutes later. 

The laser treatments are done next door. They just had a cancellation would you like to get started?

How much does it cost? I asked her. 

This consultation is free. With a beard as light as your probably only a hundred dollars per session. The lasers are more but your first visit is two hundred dollars.

Okay, I replied

I hadnt really counted on this process being so expensive. I walked back out front with her and then thru the side door. At the counter another woman in white smiled at me. 

Come back here and we will get started.

In forty five minutes she did my legs and arms. It was practically pain less. I paid with my credit card and left the building. I wondered if between the cost of moving and the cost of all these treatments whether or not I was going to be making enough money to pay for all of the things I needed. 

After supper that night I watched some TV and then took a shower. The slight redness on my arms and legs had disappeared. I like the way my smooth hair free skin felt as I got into bed. I was asleep in no time but there were no dreams, en femme or otherwise. 

The next day was my last. I drove around again familiarizing myself with the general area. I found several apartment complexes from the rental ads that appeared to be well maintained. It seemed like a very pleasant area to live in. It least it wasnt going to get cold and snow here. 

The return flight seemed shorter than the one out west. I felt upbeat about the trip as well as my future en femme. That night it was good to sleep in my own bed. Once again there were no dreams as I slept right thru until the alarm clock went off. 

That morning I made an appointment to see a doctor that was on Mickeys list. I was a bit unsure about hormones and castration too. I didnt have plans to for a family but my main concern was the fact that there might be side effects that could cause trouble. 

There seemed to be a lot of conflicting information on the internet and I wanted to speak with a doctor before deciding on any course of action. In the back of my mind though was the thought that if I could look more attractive to my audience it would mean more and larger tips. There certainly was nothing wrong with that. 

I went back to work. A bowling alley had gone out of business but it was only a two day job. There wasnt much else for this time of the year. It was good to keep busy though. Idle hands are the devils workshop as they say. 

I began selling off some of the furniture. I kept the bed, dresser, one chair, and the TV. I ate at the kitchen counter and used up all my groceries, then began eating out. I donated some more of my stuff to the thrift store. Before I left I looked the womens apparel section over quickly to see what might be available. There wasnt much of a selection at this particular store so I decided to wait until I was out west and buy everything there. 

I continued my exercise routines and tried to eat a little less each day. I dropped some additional

weight. My skin was still pretty much hair free. 

Looking in the full length mirror I could easily see it wouldnt take much to transform myself into a pass-able female. 

My appointment with Dr. Swanson was on a Tuesday afternoon. I filled out the medical question-naire. While I waited I wondered how a female doctor would feel about giving hormones to a male who just wanted to look like a female but not necessarily be interested in becoming one. 

The doctor will see you now, said the receptionist. Go down the hall, second door on your right.

I walked down the hall and entered the room. Dr. 

Swanson was at the small desk. She got up and smiled at me as I entered. 

Sit down on the exam table Mr. Donaldson, she said. 

After she took my pulse and blood pressure she sat across from me at her desk. 

I am here for information only, I began. I know very little about this except what I was able to find on the internet and I am not sure if any or all of that information is valid. I only know my job and income would depend on how feminine I look.

I understand Frank. I have dealt with Mickeys people before. I am obligated to tell you that hormones will not only provide you with a more feminine appearance but they may also have other effects. You might have a change in personality, becoming more emotional and/or docile.

You arent going to get a great set of boobs overnight. It will be about a year before your breasts get much bigger and then you may want to consider im-

plants as they wont be as big as you might have thought they would be.

Being castrated would speed things up but you eventually would loose the ability to get an erection. 

Another thing is the risk of blood clots though that is something that doesnt happen very often but is serious and could lead to your death.

Studies of HRT in women have shown that they are more susceptible to breast cancer and even though you are a male you could be looking at that possibility too. All in all the ultimate decision rests with you. If you feel the benefits outweigh the risks I can get you started right away.

I listened to her intently. It seemed that what was being offered to me had a fifty-fifty chance of being something either good or bad and there were no guarantees of it being either one. I decided to take the bull by the horns and get started. You only live once I thought to myself. 

I understand doctor and I would like to begin.

All right, I will need you to sign some consent forms. I will be right back. Please remove your clothes, put on the hospital gown next to you, then lay back on the table.

She left the room and I began to undress. I put on the gown and waited for her to return. I was about to cross the Rubicon. There would be no turning back. From now on I was going to be living and working en femme. I wasnt sure for how long that would be but in view of the fact that I had nothing else in my future I saw no harm in giving it all I had at least until something better might come along, whatever that may be. 

Dr. Swanson returned accompanied by a nurse. I read the forms quickly and signed them. 

Okay lay back and just relax, said the doctor. 

On the opposite side of the exam table the nurse handed the doctor two wide belts. One was placed across my chest and the other across my upper legs. 

When the straps were tightened my arms were pinned to the sides of my body and my legs were im-mobile as well. 

The nurse lifted my gown and the doctor inserted a needle on either side of my scrotum. She made a small incision and shortly she held up my two testes. After putting them aside she stitched me up and sprayed both incisions with an antiseptic spray that also sealed the stitches. When the belts were un-done I received a shot in my buttocks from a very large needle. 

Okay you can get dressed now. When you get home put some ice cubes in a damp wash cloth and hold them against your scrotum to reduce the swell-ing. You will feel some discomfort for about 24

hours. If pain persists or there are other complica-tions call my office right away. Do you remember the name of the West coast doctor Mickey gave you?

I believe it was a doctor Judith Crane.

I will call and transfer your medical information to her right away.

Thank you doctor, I replied. 

Both women left the room and I got dressed. At the counter I wrote a check out for the full amount since I knew my parents health insurance that I had carried over at their death wouldnt cover this procedure since it would be considered voluntary

not necessary surgery as well as the cost of the hormones. 

As I left the building I was feeling much more relaxed. I had started down the path to a new life in femininity. There was no longer any reason for concern. I had made a choice and I was going to have to live with it come what may. 

That night I kept the ice packs on my scrotum for about fifteen minutes at a time. It was more than a

little discomfort but I managed with the help of a couple of glasses of wine. I hadnt bought any alco-hol since turning eighteen but it tasted good and helped me get to sleep that night. The next morning I felt much better. By the next day the stitches had healed nicely and I was feeling like my old self again. 

After finishing a two-day warehouse job on Friday and Saturday I checked my voicemail to find a message from Wilma. I couldnt figure out why she would be calling me now. It would be several months before we would be working at Glendas for any inventory work. Her voice was a bit terse but then she had always talked in an authoritative manner. 

Shave and be at my home, 2237 Birch Place Road, Sunday evening at 6 pm. Beatrice will be here to assist.

It wasnt spoken like a request, more like an order. If Beatrice was going to be there it must be that I was going to be en femme. It had been quite some time since I had modeled en femme for the custom shop at Glendas. This couldnt be more of the same since she wanted me at her house. That night in the shower I shaved my body though it didnt appear

that I needed to do so. I slept rather fitfully that night despite several glasses of wine. 

I shaved my face after supper Sunday night and drove to the address she had given me. At ten minutes to six I arrived at the complex. After parking in the visitors lot I went inside the building and found Wilmas number on the register. When I rang the bell Beatrice answered and buzzed me in the building. I took the elevator to her place. When Beatrice opened the door she was smiling. 

Good to see you again Francine, she said calling me by my femme name. Follow me and I will help you get ready.

I followed her into the beautifully decorated condo. She led me down a hallway and into a bedroom. 

Your lingerie is on the bed. Come out and I will help you with everything else.

She left and I walked over to the bed. There was a black bra, panty and garter belt set along with a pair of fishnet stockings and two weighted inserts lying on the bed. I felt more than just a twinge of ex-citement as I undressed. 

After putting my clothes on the chair I put on the bra first and closed the front hooks. I put the weighted inserts in the cups and adjusted the straps. The black satin panties with four rows of pink ruffles along the back were next. I was begin-ning to feel very girly as I put on the black garter belt. I almost let out a feminine giggle as I slipped the fish net stockings on over my freshly shaven legs and hooked them to the garters. 

I walked to the bedroom door and let Beatrice back in. Her eyes widened in surprise as she looked me over with a grin. 

Wilma is having some guests over for wine and conversation. She wanted them to meet you. Sit at the vanity please.

I took my seat and Beatrice stood to one side. 

Follow my instructions. Its time you learned to do this yourself.

She instructed me on the proper way to apply the red rouge and fire engine red lipstick followed by grey eye shadow, black eye liner and mascara. After matching a set of red press on nails to my fingers she clipped a pair of long earrings to my earlobes. 

She placed the black wig on my head and fastened the white maids cap to it. Next I slipped on the ruffled wristlets while she fastened the ruffled choker around my neck. After spraying me behind each ear, across my neckline, and then on both wrists with some very sweet perfume she stood back and looked at me. 

You really do look fantastic, she exclaimed. 

Now lets get you dressed.

At the closet she took two white petticoats from their hangars and slipped one inside the other. I took them from her and stepped into them. Next she took the black satin puff sleeve French Maid mini dress from the hanger and held it up by its hem. 

I put my arms thru the sleeves and slipped it over my head. Beatrice adjusted the hem over my petticoats, zipped me up, and then closed the hook at the top. From the shoe rack she placed a pair of black leather stiletto heel pumps at my feet. I stepped into them to find they fit me perfectly just

like everything else. I guess by now my sizes for everything wee no big secret. 

It was hard to describe just how exquisite I felt as I walked away from her, turned around and walked back to where she stood. From the scent of my sweet perfume to the rustle of my petticoats under my mini dress I was feeling delightfully feminine almost to the point of being giddy. 

Curtsy for me please, asked Beatrice. 

I grabbed the hem of my dress and petticoats. I lifted them up slightly, bent one knee, and performed my curtsy. Beatrice smiled at me. 

Thats pretty good but I want you to practice a little more. Lets go out to the living room. Walk ahead of me please so I can see that you are walking a girly walk.

I felt quite comfortable in my stiletto heel pumps as I walked towards the door. I kept my upper arms at my sides and my lower arms across my body with my hands dangling at my wrists in the proper effeminate manner. 

In the living room I walked around the room several times stopping in front of Beatrice to curtsey before making another circle. She seemed to enjoy watching my lady like deportment. 

Walk over to the chair. Smooth your dress and petticoats with one hand when you sit down, then cross your legs. Uncross them, get up, smooth your dress, and then walk around the room. Stop in front of me and curtsy again.

I followed her instructions to the letter. I was performing in a perfectly effeminate manner. I was also enjoying myself tremendously. For a male to enjoy

being cross dressed and acting effeminately was hard for me or I am sure anyone else to understand, but here I was feeling absolutely, positively, girlishly giddy as I minced coquettishly about the room. 

I was a boy who had discovered girly heaven. 

Now I understood what Mickey had said about living and working en femme rather than vacillating back and forth trying to live a double life. I couldnt wait to get to the west coast and start working for her. 

Wilma and her friends should be here soon. 

Come to the back of the bar.

I followed her and watched her set a tray on top of the bar. 

The wine glasses are in the small refrigerator. 

Place them on the tray when the women are all seated. The wine bottles already been opened and are in those two ice buckets. Pour each glass half full then set them on the tray. Serve the guests first and then Wilma. Come back to the bedroom and wait with me. 

Got it, I replied. 

She smiled at me again grabbing the hem of my mini dress and petticoats. Pulling them up she looked at me and shook her head. 

I just love the way you look en femme. I especially like you in lingerie. Those black panties with pink ruffles and little pink bows on the garters are just adorable. I cant understand why you werent born a girl in the first place.

Before I could answer I heard the front door open. Beatrice dropped my skirts and walked past me to the hallway leading to the bedroom. I stood

there trying to be calm as Wilma and three other women came into the living room. 

Sit on the couch girls. Francine, please bring us some wine.

I put the chilled glasses on the tray and then filled each one half full of wine as the women took their seats. I picked up the tray and walked confidently in my stiletto heel pumps to where her guests were seated. I smiled as I bent over part way to extend the tray to them. 

The women were eyeing me very closely as each one took her glass. I turned and walked across the room to where Wilma was sitting. As I bent over and extended the tray to Wilma the short skirt of the mini dress rode up revealing the four rows of pink ruffles on the back of my black satin panties. There was a ripple of giggles from two of the women. I straightened up. 

Francine, please wait in the other room. I will ring you when we want a refill.

Yes mam, I replied. 

As I walked past the seated women to the back of the bar I added a little girlish wiggle to my effeminate walk. After I set the tray down on the bar I went back down the hall to the bedroom where Beatrice was waiting for me. She was sitting at the vanity reading a magazine. 

Everything ok? she asked

Just fine, I answered. 

I turned from her, smoothed the skirt and petticoats of my mini dress as I sat on the stuffed chair opposite her and crossed my legs. 

Listen carefully for the bell, she cautioned. 

Wilma wants you to answer it promptly.

She handed me a fashion magazine. As I paged thru it I saw myself wearing the fashions displayed there. The women were all perfectly made up and properly accessorized. There was not a hair out of place on any one of them. I knew I could never look that good but one can always dream. 

About a half hour went by. We couldnt hear their conversation but there was an occasional out-burst of giggles and laughter. I wondered if my being en femme was a part of any of that frivolity. My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the tin-kling of a bell. Beatrice looked up at me and nodded. 

I got up right away and smoothed my skirts. I took my time walking carefully in my stiletto heel pumps. In the living room Wilma held up her glass. 

Francine, please give us all a refill.

I went behind the bar and retrieved a full bottle. I stopped in front of each guest and poured the wine in their glasses. I filled Wilmas glass last and then returned to the bar. All the women were watching me very closely, even more closely than they had at the custom shop modeling gig. After placing the bottle on ice I returned to the bedroom and sat across from Beatrice again. 

There was more laughter from the living room. I finished my magazine and leaned back in the big stuffed chair to await the bell again. When it rang I walked back out to the living room. 

Francine we have had enough wine. Please come to the center of the room and curtsey.

It seemed a bit odd that she would ask me to do that but I complied. When I completed the curtsy Wilma got up and walked over to stand beside me. 

Francine I want you to meet Gina Henderson, her sister Gracie and Gloria Stein.

I stood in front of each of the women. I smiled, curtsied, and then gave each of them my best effeminate, limp handshake as I said Pleased to meet you.

These ladies are the investors in the Drag-On-Inn nightclub. I invited them here to see you in person before you left for the west coast. 

They thought perhaps Mickey was exaggerating a little bit when she described you. Now that you have seen Francine for yourselves girls what do you think? Wont Francine make an excellent addition to your night club?

The women were all smiling as they began applauding in unison. They got up and I stepped aside. 

Thank you so much Wilma, said Gloria. I dont know how you do it but keep your eyes peeled. We are always on the lookout for new talent.

Wilma walked the women to the door. After they left she came back to where I was still standing by the couch. Apparently I had been a bit miss-lead as to why I was asked to be here tonight. I wasnt going to ask for an explanation as I was already commit-ted to go to the west coast and work for Mickey. 

I guess you could say this was sort of a trial run for you Francine. The investors wanted to be sure that Mickey wasnt stretching the truth a little about you. Of course I already knew just how well you would look having hired you for two previous jobs. 

Lets just say you passed your test with flying colors. Now go back to the bedroom and Beatrice will help you change.

I left the room walking with even greater confidence in my stiletto heel pumps. More than ever before I was now looking forward to my trip west. 

Being hired for any job because they NEED you is one thing but in this instance I was being hired because they WANTED me. 

Beatrice helped me remove my make up, nails, jewelry and wig. After she unzipped me and pulled the dress over my head she left the room. I left the lingerie on the bed and put my male clothing back on again. 

Francine disappeared and I became Frank again. 

I felt sad but I knew my sadness would last only as long as it would take for me to get to the west coast where I would become Francine only this time on a permanent basis. Frank would die, at least for awhile anyway. 

In the next thirty days I got rid of most of my stuff and gave away what I couldnt sell. My moms old Camry sold quickly and I rented a car for the last week I would be in Minnesota. I had given notice to my landlord and Angie telling them I was taking some age old advice: Go west young man. I picked up my last paycheck and cashed it as I closed out my account taking a cashiers check with me. 

Arriving in San Francisco I rented a car for a month, then a spacious motel room. I spend the first few days getting reacquainted with the area again. I called Mickey and told her I was at a motel. 

She asked me to stop by the next day. 

In her office she handed me a pink ruffled apron with two front pockets, one for the order book and one for tips. There was also a menu of snack foods and drinks that were available at the bar. 

Put the apron in locker number 11. Bring you own padlock when you come in with your costumes and make up. Take the menu home and memorize it. It maybe a couple of months before you will be a part of a dance routine so call Shots for an appointment this week. Here is your work schedule. If you cant come in for any reason be sure to let me know.

I will.

I got up and left the club. Clipped to the top of the menu was a note with Shots, followed by an address and phone number written on it. I called the number and using Mickeys name made an appointment. The deep voiced person told me to come in sweats and sneakers. 

I made standing appointments for electrolysis and laser treatments. At my appointment with Dr. 

Judith Crane she gave me a cursory exam and another shot. I made appointments for the tenth of each month to continue the hormones. 

I had brought only a single suitcase of mens clothing with me. I hit the thrift stores hard buying a basic feminine wardrobe of skirts and casual dresses. I bought my lingerie from the internet. At a local Cheepie store I purchased several pairs of mid heel pumps and one pair of wedge sandals. The female clerk never blinked when she saw me trying them on. 

A specialty store had a good price on two sets of pink satin sheets and pillow cases. A pink down

comforter, set of pink bath, hand towels & wash cloths plus pink toilet and tub mats rounded out my purchase. 

My spacious motel room was getting less and less spacious. My cash was also getting more and more depleted. I didnt want to get a checking account until I had an apartment so I had been using travelers

checks to pay for everything. 

Wednesday July 15th I changed into sweats and drove to the address Mickey had given me for the appointment with some one called Shots. It was a small dance studio. In side I met a woman with very short blonde hair who was built like a beer barrel. 

She was wearing tight jeans and a sleeve less t shirt which showed off her muscular arms and barbed wire tattoos. 

Im Frank Donaldson. I have a one oclock appointment with Shots.

Im Shots, she declared in a deep voice as she eyed me carefully. Come with me.

I followed her thru the back door. There were other men and women waiting in a large room with a hard floor and no furniture. All the men had a very feminine face and like me were dressed in sweats. The women were all beautiful and wore sweats too. 

The other two will be here shortly, Shots an-nounced. Ill be right back. 

Shots went back out front. In a few minutes she returned with two feminine men in sweats. Shots walked to the front of the room. When she spoke her voice thundered out like a Marine Corps drill ser-geant. 

All right girls watch this DVD clip and then we will get started.

We watched women in tight pink spandex go thru dance exercise routines. It was a short DVD. 

Shots turned off the player and walked to the front of the room. 

You four, she pointed out four of the people in the room, Up front. The rest of you fall in about ten feet behind them making four rows of four.

When we were all lined up according to her directions she looked us over as if we were a platoon getting ready for a long march. 

You have seen the DVD so lets begin.

She placed her hands on her hips and began the exercise routine. We all followed suit. Over the next thirty or forty minutes we were all put thru the most excruciating routine I had ever experienced. I mean I had been in very good shape to begin with but I was getting close to the point of stopping when Shots hollered out: STOP!

All of us ceased our movements. Some were panting more than others. Nobody was looking at anyone else. Everybody was just trying to catch their breath. 

Thats all for today girls, she Shots with a grin. 

Sign up for more on the sheet by the door.

I signed up for another session the next week. I wanted to be ready in the event Mickey would ask me to be a part of the dance routine. 

I slept well that night but the next morning when I tried to get out of bed I found I had sore muscles in places I didnt know I had muscles. Who ever said

no pain, no gain was obviously an idiot. 

I checked out several apartments and then went to Klares to pick up my costumes. The lady behind the counter brought out four garment bags and two large boxes. From one of the large boxes she opened the smaller accessory box and held up two large safety pins with forty inch shoe laces tied to the bottom. 

Put the pin thru the eye of the dresss zipper and close it. Put on the dress and then hold the base of the zipper with your left hand. Reach behind you and bring the shoe lace over your shoulder, then pull it up. Remove the safety pin. Reverse the procedure when you take off the dress.

She put the pins back in the accessory box. I paid the balance due and took my purchase out to the car. I couldnt wait to get back to my room to try them on. As you might expect everything fit me like a glove. I could hardly wait to start work at the club. 

In my dreams that night I saw myself wearing all of my lovely new lingerie, clothes and high heel shoes. 

The next day I bought a padlock and took my stuff to the club. I placed them in my locker and checked in with Mickey. 

I will have an apartment by the end of the week. 

See you Monday night for my first shift, I said. 

Mickey looked up at me with a grin and nodded. 

Friday I found a furnished apartment I liked and gave them my last four travelers checks as a deposit. I went to a nearby branch bank and set up a checking account. After paying the rest of the first and last months rent I began to move in. When I had mentioned I was working for Mickey my landlady put a small pink vanity in the bedroom. 

After checking out of the motel I leased a compact car and took the rental car back to the agency. 

After paying for some insurance I found I had just less than eight grand left in my checking account. 

That was more than enough to keep me going until I began work next week. 

I continued my laser and electrolysis treatments. 

My visits to Shots were no less painful. Just before my first shift I saw Dr. Crane again for another shot. 

She asked me how I felt and I told her I was getting along just fine but was a little anxious starting a new job. 

Saturday I got up early and dressed in a blouse, a denim miniskirt, and four inch wedge sandals. I put on the brown wig and then sat at the vanity to apply some lipstick and blusher. I was pleased at the reflection of the young girl in the mirror. 

I put my male clothing in a box and carried it down to the basement storage area. As I closed and locked the door I wondered if I was ever going to wear them again. That afternoon I had my first manicure and pedicure. I was feeling quite girly as I left the salon. 

Klare had included a bath set with the accessories. That night as I sat in a strawberry scented bubble bath scrubbing myself with a bar of scented soap I looked down at my ten pink toenails and then examined my ten perfectly shaped pink fingernails. 

If my classmates could see me now I thought to myself. I couldnt help but giggle out loud. 

Monday at three I went to the club. I would be all in pink tonight from my wig to my high heel pumps. 

I finished getting dressed by pinning the pink satin sissy bow to the top of my pink wig. I walked to
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Mickeys office as I wanted to go over a few things. 

She stopped me in the hallway. 

Wow! You look as fabulous as I thought you would, she exclaimed. 

I held my hands out in front of me so she could examine my pink nails. She looked them over carefully then pulled up the hems of my dress and petticoat. She smiled at the sight of my pink panties. 

I am a little nervous, I said as she smoothed out my petticoats, dress and frilly apron. 

Dont be, she replied. Just be your girlish feminine self.

I walked out to the front to begin my shift. He was right. Now I was Francine, a sissy waitress, not Frank the inventory clerk. It seemed as if everyone in the place was looking at me as I came onto the floor. I took a deep breath and smiled. 

Things went pretty well. At my first break I counted out my tips and put them in my locker. My nervousness had subsided as I got busier and busier. I found myself enjoying my new found femininity as I behaved in a girlish and effeminate manner. I had become quite comfortable being Francine. 

At the end of my shift I removed my makeup and costume. I loved being all in pink. After getting dressed in a plain blouse, denim mini skirt and wedgies I stuffed my tips and a few business cards in my purse. Stopping by Mickeys office I asked her about the business cards. She shrugged. 

I cant stop two people from hooking up but I would discourage you from seeing one of the customers. It could get a little dicey.

I thought for a moment and then with a smile I said: Isnt that how I met you?

She grinned and shrugged again. 

Be careful is all I can tell you.

I went home and once again enjoyed my perfumed bubble bath. Afterwards I sat in the recliner chair with a glass of wine and looked at the business cards. One was from an insurance salesman. 

On his card annuities was underlined. Another was from a stockbroker and the last two were from car salesman. I tossed them all away. 

A month passed. I was now making good tips. My mincing, effeminate manner had become second na-ture to me. I was behaving just like a girl not only at the club but in everything else I did and where ever I went. 

In addition I couldnt help but notice the attention I was getting from men. When I walked into a restaurant, or when I was walking thru a mall there were those quick glances in my direction. If they were with someone, especially a woman, they would look away just as quickly. 

The only exception was occasionally at the mall there would be those hormonally charged teen aged boys who would elbow each other as they watched me walk by in a short skirt and heels. I wondered how they would feel if they knew what was really in the crotch of my pink panties. 

I had to admit that I loved being noticed. I kept up my exercise routines and weekly trips to Shots. 

The vicious dance routines had become more bear-able. I wondered when I might get to use some of these moves at the club. 

My hormone shots hadnt brought about any sig-nificant changes yet but that was to be expected according to both doctors. I did notice some softness in my skin, especially my face. My laser trips would

now be infrequent but my electrolysis treatments still continued. 

It was the second week of October when Mickey left a note on my locker. When I reported for work I went right to her office. 

Next Friday and Saturday you will be a part of the dance routine at nine and eleven. I called Klares. She said your costume and shoes should be ready next Monday. Come here in sweats Sunday morning at nine for a brief rehearsal.

Okay I will.

It had been a good week for tips. I was in my royal blue satin sissy dress with white petticoats and blue heels. My black wig was topped with a royal blue satin sissy bow. I loved the other colors of jade green and bright yellow but of course pink was still number one with me. 

Sunday I showed up at the club to find Shots and three other sissies waiting for me. 

Okay girls lets get started, said Shots. 

After viewing the two dance routines we went thru them about a dozen times to the accompani-ment of recorded music. Shots was a demanding in-structor and she made sure we were giving every ounce of our energy in the shimmy, shake and kick routines she was putting us thru. Finally to the relief of us all Shots shut off the music. 

Thats it girls. Remember to shake, jiggle and bounce. Thats what our customers come to see.

I left the club with the other sissies. Mentally I had crossed fingers, toes and whatever else you could cross hoping that I wouldnt screw up my first

night performing in front of an audience that was used to seeing me waiting on tables. 

At Klares Monday afternoon I went into the back room to try on my costume and shoes. The pink satin top had puff sleeves, a scoop neckline revealing my false cleavage, and came down to about six inches above my belly button. The pink garter belt held up my pink seamed stockings. The pink petticoat was very short but flared out the pink satin micro skirt so my garter tops were visible. The shoes had flat three inch heels and a strap over the instep. 

They were a perfect fit. The pink satin sissy bow was twice the size of the one I normally wore with my pink sissy dress waiting on tables. 

I stepped back. With both hands on my hips I tried a few kicks and turns. Klare was grinning at me as I pranced around a little giving her a little shimmy and shake. 

Fits and feels perfect, I said. 

Klare nodded. I undressed and boxed up the costume, then walked with her out front to the counter. 

I paid for my purchase. Handing me my receipt she grinned at me and said: Break a leg!

I took the box out to the club and put it in my locker. I could hear the music playing for the afternoon jiggle show but I didnt stop to watch. That night I saw myself dancing like crazy, tripping here and there and finally being roughly escorted off stage by Mickey on one side of me and Shots on the other. 

When I woke up my heart was pounding. It was several minutes before my pulse returned to normal. 

I looked up at the ceiling. Please God dont let me screw this up, I prayed. 

***

I went to the club a little earlier than I usually did. The mob of butterflies in my stomach were riot-ing and completely out of control. I walked out into the hallway and joined the other three sissies waiting to go on stage. Only one of them had not danced before either. It was the first time for both of us and I think we each saw the nervousness in the others eyes. 

Mickey came out of her office and looked us over. 

Okay girls you all look fabulous. Lets go out there and entertain the hell out of them!

Mickey walked down to the music box and we lined up behind the curtain on the small stage. She turned up the volume of the music and the curtain parted. I took a deep breath and we began our dance routine. 

Everything went off with out a hitch. So did the second show. We were all relieved that it had been a perfect routine. Mickey came backstage after the second show and complemented us. The customers were happy which was the important thing as well as the fact that that there was going to be a little extra in our paychecks. 

I danced on and off over the next month or so. I found the exercise routines with Shots to be much less taxing. Between my regular exercises, her routines and dancing I was probably in the best shape of my life. I had even lost a few more pounds. 

Looking in the mirror I saw my face had a softer, more feminine look. My skin had begun to feel softer too and there was some tightness in my nipple area. 

When I mentioned this to Dr. Crane she said that it was normal and that I was coming along quite nicely. She also mentioned it would be several months before I would really begin to blossom. 

In the shower that night as I soaped up my hair free body I had to admit that I was feeling quite wonderful about the way I was becoming feminized. 

With both hands I pushed up under my nipples but there was not much fleshy ness there yet. 

It sounds funny for a male to say this but I was looking forward to becoming more busty Perhaps I would be able to reach a point where the weighted inserts would no longer be needed. Despite Dr. 

Cranes admonition that I probably wouldnt get really big breasts I found the prospect of getting implants something to look forward to rather than be apprehensive about. 

The month of November passed. The week of Thanksgiving was especially slow. Most customers were with their families. It was my first Thanksgiving alone. I made a reservation for one at a local restaurant that was going to be open over the holiday. 

I bought a little black dress and a pair of black suede peep toe pumps with a matching handbag. 

Despite being alone and a bit emotional, which could be attributed to my hormone therapy, I felt good about what I was doing. I was certainly enjoying being Francine much more so than I ever had being Frank. 

On December first Mickey handed me a notebook when I came into work. It contained sheet music. 

There were six songs in all. She called them torch

songs. 

These are old standards. They date back to the era of what were called girl singers. You are going to be my girl singer. You go on this Saturday night. 

Klare said your dress will be ready on Thursday.

Okay, I answered. 

I put the notebook in my locker. I got made up and dressed for my shift. I was wearing a bright yellow sissy dress and black heels. The yellow sissy bow in my black wig was a good combination. 

As I worked I kept thinking about Saturday night. I had never sung anything before in my life until my interview with Mickey. I had been working here about six months and had been dancing on and off for the last three. I was popular with the customers as evidenced by the tips and my paychecks. This was going to be my acid test so to speak. 

Thursday morning I went to Klares. She took me into the bag room and took the dress out of the garment bag. My mouth dropped open in surprise. 

Its just gorgeous, I said with girlish delight. 

The sheath dress was a bright gold color with black lace overlays. It had a slit up both sides and a high collar. She called it a Mandarin dress. I took off my miniskirt and blouse while Klare unzipped the dress. 

You should wear foundations and hose under this dress, she said as I slipped it over my head. 

I shivered with delight as Klare zipped me up. I walked over to the mirror and couldnt believe what I

was seeing. She handed me a black hair piece that was done in an upsweep. 

Pin this to your black wig with the gold sissy bow in the front. Wear long earrings and your black pumps.

I shook my head at the stunning image I saw in the mirror. I took everything off and Klare put the items back in the bag. I got dressed and paid for the costume at the counter. At home I put my long line bra and long open bottom girdle in the garment bag along with a pair of dark seamed stockings with Cu-ban heels. 

That evening as I concentrated on memorizing the songs I was going to sing I couldnt get the image of me in the gold mandarin dress out of my mind. I shook my head several times as I went over the lyrics of Mickeys selection of songs. 

Saturday night as I drove to work the butterflies had reconvened in my stomach. This was more than a full blown riot this was a complete insurrection. I never drank anything before work but now I had second thoughts. Perhaps a glass of wine just might drown out those suckers and leave me the hell alone. 

In the dressing room I put on my foundation garments and stockings. After I did my makeup I put on my long earrings and black wig with the upsweep attachment followed by the gold sissy bow. I slipped the dress over my head. Using the safety pin and shoelace Klare had given me I zipped myself up and stepped into my black stiletto heel pumps. I guess I was as ready as I was ever going to be. 

I walked out of the dressing room as Mickey was coming down the hall. I saw her mouth drop open when she saw me. 

Holy shit! If you dont look like a zillion bucks. 

They are going to love you my sweet canary!

Gee thanks Mickey. I trust my paycheck is going to reflect that?

She stopped short and then grinned at me. 

Ah yes, the girl with a heart of dry ice. Me and my big mouth!

Okay girlie I will set your music up. You might as well get behind the curtain as it is almost ten.

I walked confidently in my stiletto heels to where the mike was set up. I adjusted it for my height and waited for the intro music to start. When it did I heard Mickeys voice boom out thru the PA system. 

Ladies and Gentlemen as you know we always try to bring you the best talent around. I have found a new canary I think you are all going to be crazy about, a warm welcome for our newest girl

Francine!

The applause started as the curtain parted in front of me. There were a few hoots and catcalls as the intro music died. Then it got real quiet as the music for my first number began. I opened my mouth and began to sing. 

I continued singing with only a half minute or so between the ballads. The audience seemed mesmer-ized. There were no more hoots, hollers or catcalls. 

As I finished the last torch song I turned slightly sideways and with my right hand at the top of the slit in my dress began to slowly pull it upwards. I was totally unprepared for what happened next. 

There was a brief period of silence and then the audience went berserk. The noise from the applause and whistles was deafening. I walked off the stage but sound of the applause kept going, in fact, it was even a bit louder. 

Mickey was grinning and waved me back out. 

Take another bow, he said. 

I walked back out with a little extra effeminate wiggle. I bowed slightly and then bowed again. I turned around and walked off stage once again with a little extra wiggle. 

Congratulations Francine, said Mickey with a grin. You really wowed them.

I just smiled and returned to the dressing room. 

As I sat there sipping a soft drink I thought about the thunderous ovation I had received after my set. I had never done any singing before in my life and here I was thrilling an audience even though I sang like a girl. Before the twelve thirty show I checked my appearance in the mirror, added some lipstick and walked to the stage again. 

Mickey introduced me and I walked out. I sang again and got a similar response. The audience for the late show was not as large as the one at the earlier show but they were just as appreciative. Once again I went back to bow again and then with a girlish wiggle walked back offstage. 

Later at home I took a steamy shower. After drying off and dusting myself with the perfumed body powder I slipped on a pink satin chemise. Stepping into my pink fuzzy toed slippers I walked to the kitchen and poured myself a glass of wine. 

I sipped the wine as I watched a late night talk show but it didnt hold my interest. My mind was

back on stage accepting the applause from my appreciative audience. I took another sip of wine and set the glass down. 

Running my hands down my smooth, shiny, hair free girlie legs they felt almost like the satin chemise I was wearing. Looking at my pink toenails and then examining my long pink fingernails I was pleasantly surprised at how feminine I had become. 

After finishing my wine I brushed my teeth and slipped between my pink satin sheets. I fell asleep quickly dreaming of pink lingerie, petticoats and sissy dresses. When I finally woke up I was sorry to have those dreams come to an end. 

I saw Dr. Crane and received another shot. There was just a barely noticeable rise under my nipples and they felt a little sensitive. She cautioned me again about expecting too much too soon. I left her office and went to my electrolysis appointment. 

My beard was nearly gone, not that I had much to get rid of to begin with. My laser treatments were now going to be months apart. I saw Shots about twice a month now as I was spending about half my time dancing and half waiting on tables. I also spent several mornings at the club with Shots learning some new routines. 

The weekend before Christmas Mickey had me scheduled to sing again. Saturday I would sing at ten and one while on Sunday I would sing at seven and eleven oclock. Mickey said to go to Klares and pick up another dress for that weekend. 

When I walked in Klares she had a big grin on her face. 

You are going to love this dress, she exclaimed. 

In the back room I undressed. Klare unzipped and I stepped into a very sharply tailored pink, strapless, floor length satin sheath. She closed the long zipper that had a huge pink satin bow at its

base. The dress not only was a tight fit it had been slightly tapered near the floor, almost like a hobble dress. I had to walk carefully with smaller, mincing steps. 

Mickey saw an old Marilyn Monroe movie where she wore a dress like this while she sashayed around the stage singing Diamonds Are A Girls Best Friend.

Klare helped me out of the dress and put it back in the garment bag. She held up a three row fake diamond necklace, a pair of over the elbow pink gloves and a fake diamond bracelet. 

Wear your blonde wig with these and your large pink sissy bow. I just know you are going to knockem dead, she said with a grin. 

I took the garment bag up front and paid for them. I stopped off at the club and left the bag in my locker. At home I researched the movie and watched a clip of Marilyn on YOU TUBE. I replayed it several times while imagining myself wearing that dress and dancing on the clubs small stage. 

I practiced some of her dance moves at home allowing for the fact that the clubs stage gave me much less room to move around in than Marilyn had on a movie soundstage. In addition I would be wearing five inch stiletto pink heels instead of the square, low heel dance shoes. 

Most of the customers probably wouldnt have seen the movie or even know who Marilyn Monroe was. What mattered to them and to me too was that

I had to be that perfect picture of femininity as I sashayed around in front of them while I sang my col-lection of songs. 

Saturday night I wore a strapless body briefer and a pair of panty hose One of the sissy waitresses had to help me as I struggled to get into the dress and put on the over the elbow gloves. I applied some gloss over my pink lipstick for a shiny wet look. The large pink sissy bow pinned to the top of my blonde wig completed my Marilyn look

When I walked out of the dressing room Mickey was waiting for me in the hallway. She opened her mouth and then pursed her lips to let out a low whistle. 

You couldnt look any more Marilyn unless you were Marilyn, she said with a grin. 

I walked out to the stage and stood before the microphone. If the kids at school could see me now I said to myself again. Most of them were probably sweating thru a college curriculum or busting their ass in some dead end job or possibly both. The music started and the curtain opened. 

I sang six romantic ballads. As I sang I glanced around the room and tried to look each of the men in the audience in the eye as if I were singing only to them. After the last ballad Mickey turned up the sound a little and I launched into Diamonds Are a Girls best friend.

As I sashayed back and forth along the small stage with my girlish wiggles the audience went wild with hoots, hollers, and whistles. When I finished I blew them a kiss and with another exaggerated wiggle I walked off stage. 

The noise continued so I went back out and took a bow. After the second show it was more of the same. I never thought that an audience, especially in a club like this, would be so appreciative of a performer like me. I wasnt even a real girl, just some-body who looks and sings like one. 

One of the sissy waitresses helped me out of the dress. I took off the stage makeup and changed clothes. Before I left the club Mickey handed me some envelopes. I looked at him quizzically as I took them from him. 

Fan mail, she said with a grin. 

I went home and tossed the envelopes on the end table next to my recliner chair. After a soothing perfumed bubble bath, a liberal dusting of perfumed body powder I put on my baby doll nightgown. It had a pink chiffon top over a pair of pink satin panties. After stepping into my pink fuzzy toed slippers I went into the kitchen and poured myself a glass of wine. 

Sitting back in the recliner I put the wine glass down and opened the first letter. It was one of those gushy complimentary ones. I put it back in its envelope and opened another one. It was also comple-mentary but wanted me to help them become as feminine as I was. I returned it to its envelope as well. The third one contained a card with a picture of Jesus Christ on the cover. Inside was a handwritten note asking me to give my life to Christ and give up my sin full ways. The next several letters simply asked me for my phone number so they could show me a real good time. The next three were from insurance, annuity or car salesmen. The last envelope had a business letterhead that read: New Talent Studios. It was located in Las Vegas, Nevada. Inside

I found a business card and a handwritten note that said call me. I set that aside. 

I took another drink of wine. Leaning back in my recliner I remembered what Mickey had said: Be careful. I went on my computer and created a file called MAIL. I made a list of the names and addresses on the letters as well as what kind of letters they were. It wouldnt hurt to keep track of everyone who tried to contact me. You never knew what sick-os might be out there. I finished my wine and went to bed. 

On my next day off I checked out the website for New Talent Studios. I learned that they were a fairly new, but very reputable business. They were members in good standing of the BBB and the Las Vegas Chamber of Commerce. The Studios function was to sign and develop new talent. I had a hunch this might be a good thing. 

Before shutting off the computer I went on the Drag-On-Inns website. I was surprised to see a picture of me. It had been taken just as I was teasingly pulling up the skirt of my mandarin dress before exiting the stage. My first name Francine was in big letters below the picture. There were additional pictures of several new sissy waitresses and dancers. 

I exited the internet and sat there thinking about that Las Vegas agency. I knew that my income, besides the generous tips I was already getting, would be increasing with more dance time and of course with my time onstage singing. As I clicked off the internet I made a mental note to ask Mickey about them when I reported for my next shift. 

Two nights later after looking at the card Mickey handed it back to me with a shrug. 

Ive never heard of them but it certainly wouldnt hurt to check them out.

I put the card back in my purse. I dressed for work and went out on the floor. As I minced coquettishly among the customers I kept thinking about that agency. Maybe they could be a stepping stone to something a whole lot better than what I was now doing. 

Working here at a small drag club outside San Francisco was providing me with a better than average income. Nevertheless a Vegas size income would be quite a bit better, not that I would be bringing in what the headliners command. I decided to wait awhile before contacting them. 

Time passed by quickly. I guess it always does when you are doing something you like. I replaced some of my foundation garments and other lingerie. 

My weight was pretty stable but now my nipples were more sensitive and there was some increase in my chest. I bought some smaller weighted inserts to put in my new bras. They fit much better and if everything went according to plan I would be able to stop wearing the inserts in about six months or so. 

Dr. Crane was not as sure about that as I was I guess primarily because doctors tend to want to stay on the conservative side of most everything. 

Remember Francine it will probably be another year or so before you will have breasts of any size. 

Keep up your health regime and see me once a month. For Gods sake dont buy any of that crap off the internet either. That stuff might kill you, she admonished. 

I left feeling pretty good about the way I had progressed not only in terms of my physical appearance

but that now I was singing two weekends a month and dancing two weeknights and two weekends a month. Mickey had hired another sissy waitress to take my place when I was doing either one. 

In February I had a manicure and pedicure changing my nails to bright red. I bought a fire engine red lipstick to match. My new puff sleeve sissy dress of red satin with a red sissy bow in my black wig gave me a great look with my five inch stiletto heels of bright red. 

The week of Valentines Day was a lucrative one. I was back in my mandarin dress singing for that weekend and the weekend after next. The stage was littered with flowers. Mickey handed me another bundle of mail with a grin. 

You are becoming quite a popular attraction,

she said. 

It is nice to be wanted as well as appreciated, I replied. 


***

I called New Talent Studios. The name on the card was Sylvia Newton. She was out of the office but the receptionist switched me over to her voice mail so I could leave her my name and phone number. 

After I hung up I had a pang of regret. I was already doing well here why should I risk going some-where else? That evening Sylvia still hadnt returned my call. A glass of wine at bedtime helped me get to sleep. There were no more dreams just a long and peaceful sleep. 

The next afternoon, just before I left to go to work, Sylvia called me. She would be in San Francisco on business and wanted to meet me in person. 

She gave me the name of her hotel, a time, and stated that I was to be en femme. I jotted them down and went to work. 

All evening as I worked I thought about my up-coming meeting with Sylvia. There were pros and cons to everything in life. Would this be an opportu-nity or perhaps a dead end? If some one from the studio had seen me they must have liked what they saw otherwise I wouldnt have gotten the letter in the first place. 

I sang again on Saturday and Sunday to a packed house wearing my Marilyn costume. More flowers and of course more mail. This time Mickey handed me a bundle. I asked that my next days off coincided with my appointment with Sylvia citing I wanted to take care of some personal business and Mickey agreed. 

The interview was at eleven am. The hotel was about an hours drive from where I lived. In order to allow for traffic and not being familiar with the area I decided to leave two hours prior to my appointment. 

Without a pantsuit I chose to wear my little black dress, black wig and my black peep toe suede pumps. I decided not to wear any eye makeup, just red blusher and red lipstick. As an after thought I bought an inexpensive single strand pearl necklace and its matching bracelet. After a generous spray of sweet perfume behind my ears, across my neckline, and on my wrists I was out the door. 

I drove carefully and arrived at the hotel forty minutes before my appointment. I parked near the front of the hotel. As I sat in the car listening to the radio I asked myself if I was really doing the right thing. Maybe I had come all this way for nothing. 

Pangs of doubt are often hard to get rid of. Then again someone once said dont worry about things you cant control.

After about twenty minutes I decided they were right. I turned the ignition key from accessory to off and put it in my purse. Looking in the rear view mirror I saw a pretty girl looking back at me. Satisfied I got out of the car and locked it. Inside the hotel I had the desk clerk call Sylvia. He said I should go right up. 

Going up in the elevator some of those butterflies made a return appearance. I thought maybe they had left for good now that I was happily dancing and singing before a very appreciative audience. Walking from the elevator to Sylvias room I thought to myself nothing ventured, nothing gained.

At her door I knocked and in a minute it opened to reveal a slender, gorgeous, blonde woman who immediately extended her hand. I took it and gave her a limp dish rag, effeminate handshake. 

Hi I am Sylvia Newton, please come in have a seat on the couch, she said with a smile. 

I walked past her to the couch, turned, smoothed my dress, and sat down crossing my legs as I did so. 

I set my purse down next to me. She sat in a stuffed chair opposite me and for a moment looked me over carefully. I hoped that my feminine appearance was making a favorable impression on her. 

She picked up a notebook and pen. Looking straight at me she began asking me questions. 

They say honesty is the best policy and I decided that if ever there was a time to be honest it was now. I answered her questions to the best of my ability. I talked a little more than I thought I should. 

I was very open about my childhood and first cross dressing experience, leading to the sissy waitress job, part time dancer and then vocalist at the club. 

She seemed to take it all in stride. After several more questions she closed her notebook. 

Thats all the business questions I have. What would you like to know about us?

If I come to Vegas exactly what would I be doing for you? I asked. 

You would only be singing at various clubs thru out the strip and adjoining area. You wont be a waitress nor will you be dancing with a pole or in a jiggle joint. You will be contracted for vocal work only. In addition to that the other half of the business involves doing production work making commercials and/or websites for small businesses. You may appear in those TV commercials or model for websites as well as for print ads for the newspapers and magazines.

What and how will I be paid?

That will vary with the contract but you will be told in advance and you are free to reject any offer. I would suggest however that to get started you might not want to turn down many things.

I understand. Could I see what these contracts look like so I can contact an attorney for advice?

Yes. I will give you a blank one before you leave.

When would you want me to be in Vegas?

In addition to a copy of the contract you must sign a contract with us to act as your agent in not only developing your talent but in getting you work for which of course we will get a percentage. When we get the agent contract back we will contact you so you can give ample notice to Drag-On-In.

Currently I buy my own costumes, dresses, shoes, etc for work. Will I have the same expense working for you too?

No. We supply the wardrobe but if you come bring everything with you. You will always do your own makeup.

I tried to think of another question but couldnt. 

It seemed to be a lucrative offer but I wanted to see an attorney about those contracts before making any decisions. 

I guess thats all I have to know for now except to take the contracts to an attorney.

Of course, thats all I have too so come with me and I will take you to the dining room for lunch.

She handed me the two contracts as I got up. I followed her to the hotel dining room feeling very relaxed. We took a side booth. I smoothed my dress again as I sat down. Setting aside my purse and contracts I took a menu from the waiter. We both ordered soft drinks. 

Tell me about your self, I said as I sipped my drink. 

After high school I, like you, didnt want to start school right away. Tried waitress, bar girl, and then danced for awhile too. I had a couple of relationships here and there, nothing particularly good or

bad. I took some computer courses and learned enough to design websites. Worked for a production company whose owner died so I took it over and here we are.

She smiled and we both sipped our drinks. The waiter came back and we placed our orders. I asked about the city of Vegas as I place to live. 

Like a lot of places I guess. There are some good things and some bad. Its basically a hustle town. 

People come here on vacation or for a convention so theres a limited amount of time to separate them from their money.

I nodded and took another sip of my drink as the waiter brought our order. We ate in silence. As I finished she signaled the waiter for the check. 

Before you go I want you to do one small thing for me, she asked. 

What? I replied. 

I want to see you touch up your make up please.

I opened my purse, removing the compact and lipstick. She watched me closely as I brushed the red powder over my cheeks, then applied some red lipstick and pressed my lips together. I replaced the cosmetic items in my purse and looked up at her. 

Perfect. Its a very feminine and lady like ges-ture. You did it exactly the way a lady should and your deportment is perfectly feminine as well. I am looking forward to hearing from you Francine.

Thank you, I said as we both stood up and shook hands. 

I left the hotel and got into my car. The drive back seemed shorter. At home I looked the contracts

over and jotted down some questions I wanted to ask the attorney. After updating my mailing list I took a hot bubble bath, slipped into my red baby doll and went to bed. 

I went back to work and continued as a vivacious sissy waitress. Because I was dancing more which kept me in good shape so I saw Shots a lot less. On the nights when I sang I was packing them in as they say. It would be another three days before I had my appointment with an attorney. After that I wasnt sure exactly what I was going to do. 

Dr. Crane was pleased at my progress. She said I was developing a little faster than most. Her re-mark pleased me as she gave me another shot. I had an hour to kill before seeing the attorney so I stopped at a sub place and ate my lunch. 

The attorney explained each paragraph of both contracts while I made some notes. I asked some questions and jotted down his replies. It took less than an hour. I wrote a check at the front desk and went home. 

Back at home I set the envelope containing the contracts on the small table next to my recliner. It wouldnt hurt to put the contracts aside for a while. 

I wanted some time to think before I signed them and mailed them in. This would entail another move and I had to consider that too. 

I let two weeks pass. I glanced occasionally at the envelope containing the contracts and my notes. 

When I had time off I considered my options. I hadnt exactly had a plan for my life. I certainly never thought I would be making this kind of money at anything to start with, nor had I even given a

thought to working en femme but that was already paying big financial dividends. 

After several glasses of wine one night I read everything over including my notes and signed the papers. The next day I sent them to Vegas by overnight express. Now it would be wait and see. I wondered just how long it would take to hear from Sylvia now that the ball was in her court. As it turned out it wasnt very long at all. 

Three days late the phone rang. Sylvia asked me to fly to Vegas for a one night gig. It would be sort of a trial run. It was a good cash offer plus expenses for a one night stand so I agreed. I had the next weekend off so I flew down Friday night and checked into the hotel room Sylvia had booked for me. 

Saturday afternoon I went to Sylvias office and we went over the show. She would pick me up and take me to the club and return me to my hotel. I would dress at the club and do six songs that I already knew finishing up with a show tune I Enjoy Being A Girl. 

At nine pm Sylvia picked me up and drove me to the club. In the small dressing room I put on pink blusher and lipstick followed by a pink satin bra and ankle length pink satin ruffled petti pants. After putting on a pink floor length petticoat she slipped the pink pettislip over my head and adjusted the straps. The pink chiffon gown was next. It had big puffy short sleeves to show off my hair free girly arms and a broad floor length skirt with tiers of ruffles. On my pink wig she placed a pink floppy hat and tied the pink satin straps under my chin in a large bow. I stepped into my pink stiletto heels and then put on a pair of pink chiffon gloves. Sylvia opened a pink chiffon parasol and handed it to me. 
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Show time, she said with a grin. 

I followed her out to the stage. Waiting for the curtain to part I dont think I have ever felt more girly or more feminine in my life. The music stopped and the MC introduced me. The curtain parted and I walked out to the microphone. I smiled as I sur-veyed the audience and then began singing. 

The audience was very quiet as I sang. No hoots or catcalls. When I finished with I Enjoy Being a Girl I curtseyed politely. I turned around and with a girlish wiggle minced off stage as the applause broke out. 

This club was much larger than the Drag-On-Inn. The response was much louder too. It was like a tidal wave that came crashing down on the now empty stage. The roar of the applause continued and Sylvia waved me back out to take another bow. I did so and we walked back to the dressing room together. 

About two hours later I repeated the set to the same result. The response to my singing was more that overwhelming. I was thrilled that they loved me. 

I had no doubt the paycheck for pleasing a larger audience would thrill me too. Following the second show even the stage hands were applauding me as Sylvia and I walked back to my dressing room. 

She helped me out of my very girly costume. I removed my makeup and she drove me back to my hotel. I watched some TV and then went to bed. The next morning I checked out and flew back to San Francisco. 

That night over a glass of wine I wondered if I had passed my audition so to speak. I knew the audience liked me. In Vegas or anywhere else for that

matter it was what mattered the most. Now I just had to wait for Sylvias call. 

It was an agonizing couple of days. I continued at the club. Mickey had not said anything to me for quite a while. I am sure it was no secret that I had something in the wind. Clubs like hers had turn-overs all the time though it wasnt always because something better had come along. 

Payment for my two shows and my expenses came. I deposited the checks. There was no note from Sylvia inside. I wasnt sure why. Maybe she was keeping me in the dark on purpose. I had no idea how her business was run. Maybe there was more than one person making decisions like this. 

I saw Dr. Crane again for another shot. She mentioned that in another year I probable should make a decision whether or not I was going to stay en femme or transition thru surgery. As much as I loved the feminine person I had become I was still a bit uneasy about that final step. I had never been really comfortable around nor been attracted to men. If I did transition would I then become a lesbian? 

My electrolysis was nearly finished and I was at the laser clinic only sporadically. The money continued to roll in. I bought another mandarin dress, this time in jade green with the same black lace overlays. 

With the green sissy bow pinned in the middle of my upswept black wig and my black stiletto heel pumps I knew the audience was going to love the image I presented when I went on stage. 

Sunday, just before leaving for work my phone rang. The caller ID showed it was coming from Ve-

gas. My pulse increased as I sat down to answer the call. 

Pack your bags! shouted Sylvia. I mailed you a newcomers guide to the area. You will find all the information you need about relocating here. If you have any questions just give me a call.

Thank you Sylvia, I will, I answered. 

After I hung up I sat there for a few minutes to catch my breath. This was going to be more that just an adventure in drag this was going to be a career in every sense of the word. When I had calmed down I drove to work but I didnt say anything to Mickey or the other sissies I worked with. 

On my next day off I began to box up all the un-necessary things first. I made a list of notifications I would have to make. I got referrals from Dr. Crane, my electrolysis tech and the manager at the laser clinic. Sylvia did not mention any time restraints but I figured I should be there ASAP. 

I studied the newcomers guide and made some phone calls to arrange to see apartments. I debated whether or not to make another trip to get a place first but then decided to stay at a motel while looking for an apartment. The car dealer arranged for a transfer of my lease to a Vegas dealer. 

After letting Mickey know I was leaving in thirty days she just shrugged and said Good Luck kid.

Several of the other sissies wished me well too. I gave my landlady my notice and the final months rent. 

Following my last show at the club I cleaned out my locker and said my good byes. I still had ten days before my lease was up so I boxed up all my

things except for one suitcase of clothes that I was going to take with me. 

The box of male clothing I had in the basement was donated to a thrift store. It had been down there for almost a year as I had been living en femme the whole time and would be continuing to do so when I got to Vegas. I wasnt sure if I was ever going to be back in pants or flat shoes ever again. 

UPS showed up and I sent the boxes to myself in care of New Talent Studios. As I handed my landlady the keys she smiled and gave me a hug. 

Good luck kiddo, she said with a grin. 

Thanks. Im going to Vegas so I will probably need it.

I left and got in my car. As I headed for Vegas I felt good about myself. I thought I might be feeling more apprehensive but I actually felt more calm and relaxed than I had ever been. I wondered idly if the female hormones hand anything to do with it. I was essentially taking the bull by the horns and in my own mind was fully prepared to take on what ever came. 

It was a busy couple of weeks. I didnt look at too many places since after awhile they all look alike. I opened a checking account and made a trip to the DMV. At both places when they saw my male DL

and me en femme they never blinked when I said I was an entertainer. 

After making two contacts for electrolysis and laser treatments I saw another female doctor by referral from Dr. Crane. She was a much older woman and gave me a thorough going over before I got my shot. A manicure and pedicure was the last thing that afternoon. It had always made me feel better

leaving the salon. Like the song I too was enjoying being a girl. 

I met with Sylvia and we went over my performance schedule. She gave me some music sheets for some new songs that I would be singing in addition to the ones I already knew. These too were old standards that were called torch songs. 

My first month would bring me more than I had made in my first three months at the Drag-On-Inn. I am sure Sylvia had a good laugh when my eyes widened as I saw the amounts typed in the contract. In a way I almost felt it was too good to be true and you know what they say about things like that. 

Just before my first weekend a package arrived. 

It was from Mickey. I contained my last check and another bundle of fan mail. I updated my mail file on my computer and thru the letters in the garbage. 

This time in addition to the usual stuff there was one very crude and obscene letter and I made a special note about it in my file. 

I was back in my lovely and very feminine floor length pink gown for my opening at a club called

The Pink Garter. Those pesky butterflies were no where to be found. I walked to the microphone with all the confidence of a veteran performer. The curtain parted after my introduction and I began my set. I knocked them dead as they say and continued to do so. 

Sunday night in the shower as I lathered myself up with perfumed soap I thought back to how this had all begun. I had transformed myself from a fat, pimply kid to a lithe healthy teenager. Then I became an attractive model in a prom dress and later in adult female clothing for the custom shop. 

Now with hormones, electrolysis, and laser treatments I had transformed myself again into a beautiful girl singer and was happier than I had ever been in my life. I absolutely reveled in all things feminine and could not even remember what it had been like living like a man not that I would care to do so. 

I looked down at my shriveled male genitals. In the course of another year I would have to make a decision that would be my ultimate transformation. 

I wasnt sure about that just yet but if in fact I chose to go down that road it was a certainty that it could be quite honestly called a transformation for life. 

THE END
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