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TRANSITIONED

FOR LIFE

by Norman Way

My first transition in life was from infant to tod-dler. It was easy as I had no idea I was doing it. Aban-doned at birth, I was shuttled through the systemuntil I was adopted by a professional couple.
I am not sure they wanted a child as they had nochildren of their own. They had put their careersahead of raising a family. It was almost as if I wassomething they were going to put up with either forappearance�s sake or some other reason.
As a toddler I was taken each day to a nanny. Momwas an art professor at a local community collegewhile Dad was an environmental studies professor ata large Midwestern university. One of them would
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drop me off early in the morning and one of themwould pick me up later that evening after work.
My nanny�s name was Carla. She and her motherhad moved there after her husband and daughterhad been killed in a drive-by shooting in San Diego.Her mother worked days as a cashier in a box storewhile Carla took care of me. When her mother gothome, Carla would go to bed as she worked the nightshift at a convenience store. The money she earnedas a nanny provided extra income for the both ofthem.
About an hour after I was dropped off, Carla wouldtake me into her bedroom and dress me in her deaddaughter�s clothes. She would lipstick mymouth androuge my cheeks with pink lipstick. Then she wouldteach me how a girl is supposed to walk, smooth herdress as she sits down, and behave in a ladylike fash-ion.
At ten AM she had me sitting at the kitchen table.She would pour water into two cups, then teach mehow a lady sips her tea, followed by the proper way alady eats her cake with a fork. Later she would put apink frilly apron on me and I would don a pair of pinklatex gloves to do the dishes from our lunch.
The afternoon was spent walking through one ofthe nearby malls with me wearing a frilly pink bonnetand carrying a dainty pink purse as we shopped inthe women�s stores. I remember many of the clerk�sremarking about what a pretty girl I was.
Back home an hour before I was to be picked up byone of my step-parents she would take me back toher bedroom. After removing my makeup, she woulddress me in my boy�s clothes and we would watchsome TV while we waited for my ride home. Shewould always caution me about this with a single fin-ger put to her lips and the admonition that this wasto be �our little secret.�
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I didn�t know any better of course. From age threeto age five, I just sort of accepted it. It got to the pointthat I hated to go back to wearing my male clothing. Iloved the way the cool softness of the pink nylon tri-cot panties felt on my skin. It gave me a great deal ofpleasure to try on various dresses, skirts, andblouses in the stores where we shopped.
In addition I enjoyed helping Carla with the house-hold cleaning shores as well as doing the dishes whilewearing that pink frilly apron and pink latex gloves. Ihad no such chores at home but secretly wished I didso I could wear those things, along with petticoats,panties, and dresses.
Because my parents were both well-educated, Iwas told that I would be homeschooled. Several re-tired teachers had begun a homeschool not far fromwhere we lived. I was one of only twelve students.
I missed being with Carla and thought of her often.Looking around at my classmates, I found that boysand girls were dressed very differently. I had to ac-cept being dressed like a boy because that is what Iwas.
Most of the girls wore jeans, sport shirts, andsneakers. I was curious to know why they did. If theywere girls, then why didn�t they wear petticoats,dresses, and shoes called �Mary Jane�s� like I did atCarla�s? Isn�t that what girls were supposed to wear?
Didn�t they like wearing lipstick and blusher? Atlunchtime why did they wolf down their sandwicheslike the boys instead of taking small bites, chewingslowly before swallowing, then blotting their mouthsinstead of wiping them?
Despite being aware of the differences between us,it seemed odd to me that these girls, for whatever rea-son, seemed to want to act like and be boys as op-posed to myself who would have preferred to act lady-like and become a girl.
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At home, my parents provided for me quite well. Ihad a large bedroom, clean clothes and healthy, nu-tritious meals. I made use of their health club mem-bership and came to like running on the treadmill orpedaling on the stationary bike. It was a good way forme to lose myself in my thoughts.
Their careers left little time for us to be together asa family. When we were, it was usually walking in thepark or canoeing on one of the many nearby lakes. Iliked the outdoors and the exercise too. I always feltgood and was seldom sick, unlike some of the otherkids.
I would not describe either my stepmom orstepdad as being cold or aloof. I guess �distant� is amore appropriate word. They were pleased with myprogress at school but compliments were few and farbetween.
Throughout my schooling or during my exerciseperiods, I would occasionally lose myself in thinkingabout wearing lingerie and dresses. When my par-ents were not home, I would go on the internet andGoogle �prom dresses,� �party dresses,� or �weddingdresses� as well as �lingerie� or �high heel shoes.�
Afterwards I would be careful to �clear history� soneither of them would be aware of what I had beenlooking at. Sometimes at night as I lay awake I wouldsee those pictures in my mind. It was fun imaginingmyself wearing each style in each color with the ap-propriate accessories.
The homeschool had no athletic program but wedid have a forty-minute exercise period just beforelunch. Each of us had a small locker in the restroomto change into sweats for this brief period of physicalactivity.
It was here that one of the boys had a porno-graphic magazine. I not only learned what the REALdifference was between boys and girls but also just
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what one of each did when they got together naked.To say I was shocked was an understatement.
Near the back of the magazine was a picture ofwhat looked like a woman with large breasts but whoalso had a penis. There were several more pictures ofmen in wigs and makeup who were dressed inwomen�s clothing. Some wore gowns and high heelswhile others wore French Maid costumes or whatwas described as �sissy dresses.� We all had a goodlaugh before going back to our classroom
That night I wondered if I was what a classmatehad referred to as a �freak.� I didn�t feel like I was one.
As far as I was concerned, I was just like the otherboys. The fact that Carla had kept me dressed ingirl�s clothes and hadmade me into a very pretty littlegirl, just like the men in the magazine had trans-formed themselves into attractive women, didn�tmean anything to me.
If she had wanted me to keep it �our little secret,� itwas OK with me. I am sure those men enjoyed the im-age they presented and derived great pleasure fromit. Why they did was none of my concern but in goodconscience I could hardly think of them as �freaks.� Iwondered if I would be capable of the same thing if Ihad access to makeup, clothes, wigs and high heelshoes.
The next Saturday when my parents were gone, Iwent into their bedroom and opened my mother�sdresser drawers. I was dismayed to find no frillypanties. Her vanity had only a comb and a hairbrushbut no makeup. Her closet contained no dresses orhigh-heeled shoes, just pantsuits and flat shoes. Itwas hard to hide my disappointment. I resorted to go-ing back on the computer and surfing the web.
My life continued but my thoughts were never farfrom the images I saw in the magazine. My subse-quent finds by Googling �drag queen,� �transvestite,�

Page - 5

RELUCTANT PRESS



or �transsexual� only added to my curiosity and de-sire to find out more about this thing that hadbrought me and apparently all those men a great dealof pleasure.
I completed the driver�s education program and atsixteen I earned my driver�s license. I began workingat a pizza joint. My parents helped me with a downpayment on a used hatchback. Since I was living athome with no other bills, I was able to make pay-ments easily.
At eighteen, I graduated high school. I didn�t havethe slightest idea what I wanted to do in life but I hadhad enough of the pizza joint and starting workingnights at a box store. The trucks with incoming prod-uct were unloaded during the day shift, then thenight shift would move the stuff out to the floor.
It was mindless work but I liked it better than thepizza joint. I was busier and it kept my mind off thefeminine things that I thought about periodically. Iwas still mystified by this despite the amount of in-formation that was available on the internet.
After several months, one of my co-workers toldme about sports betting. He was making some goodmoney and offered me an �in.� I agreed and beganplacing small bets on football games that fall. I beganwinning more than I lost and was able to pay off mycar.
It seemed a relatively easy way to make extramoney and it was tax-free. Between some books onsports betting and the internet, I soon had a smallnest egg in a sock I kept under my mattress at home.My parents were unaware of course but, as with thegovernment, I figured what they didn�t knowwouldn�t hurt them.
I was given a raise after my probationary periodwas up and again on my one-year anniversary. Mynest egg increased with the smart betting techniques
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I had honed over the year since I had begun. It gaveme a certain sense of security, I guess, which is why Idecided to move out of my parent�s house and get aplace of my own.
I found a small furnished apartment not far fromthe box store. I could hop the bus to work whichwould save me even more money that would other-wise be used for gas. Things were going prettysmoothly as far as I was concerned, though my par-ents still thought I should have gone to school whilestill living at home.

***
The university had been there for about a hundredyears and the local tech school about fifty. If I decidedto go to one of them, I was certain they were going tobe there for quite a while yet whether or not I chose toenroll there or not.
There were enough college graduates beating thebricks trying to find a job as it was without me be-coming another one in a couple of years with no in-come and student loans to pay off. The night shiftpaid well and I had health insurance as well as a401k plan.
Just before football season started, we got a newsupervisor. Josephine Wall was a mannish-lookingwoman in her late twenties and insisted on beingcalled just �Jo.� She spoke briefly with each memberof the crew before handing out that evening�s assign-ments.
When I was introduced to her, she looked me upand down before taking my extended hand in hersand giving me a very manly handshake. It was almostas if she was sizing me up for something. I wasn�t
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sure what she saw but tossed it off as just my imagi-nation and went right to work.
Normally I worked with two of the guys in automo-tive, hardware, or men�s clothing and shoes. After aweek on the job, I was transferred to the women�s de-partment and was soon replenishing the women�sshoe and clothing department as well as the cosmeticdepartment.
The other women said nothing to me. We had all atone time or another been switched around to variousdepartments to become acquainted with them sowhen someone called in sick, went on vacation, orquit, there would be little disruption in getting thestock on the floor in the proper place, no matter whatdepartment we were assigned too. Being shiftedaround also broke up the monotony of working in oneplace all the time so no one complained.
Early one morning just before we were finishedwith the night�s work, I saw the store manager, BethHowland, talking with Jo. The previous store man-ager had retired and none of us had yet met the newone. The store manager and members of the officestaff were seldom seen by those of us on the nightcrew.
Normally the night crew is locked in after ten PM;no one from the day shift, including the manager andthe office staff comes in before nine. The two of themwere looking at me in a peculiar way as I cut andstacked some cardboard boxes for recycling. I wasn�tsure what their interest in me was but I kept workinguntil it was time to punch out.
Over the next several months I was continually as-signed to stock the women�s clothing, shoes, and cos-metic departments. This was an easy transition forme but it was a bit unusual to keep an employee inone department all the time, particularly to have aman in the women�s departments.
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I chose not to say anything as several people hadquit recently. I just assumed they wanted an experi-enced stocker to insure that things were put in theirproper place until the new people were fully trainedand could be trusted to work on their own with mini-mal supervision.
My bets over the football season had their ups anddowns. I was up five grand by season�s end. Thatalong with another five grand in my sock hidden inmy mattress gave me a warm feeling. I hadn�t exactly�beaten the system� but at least I was up for the year,so far anyway.
My co-worker Hal had warned me not to get whathe called a �fever� or too overconfident in the way Imade my picks. �What goes around comes around,�he was fond of saying. I guess it�s safe to say his ad-monition fell on deaf ears.
I felt pretty smug about the way I had over thecourse of two years built up a considerable amount ofmoney compared to many others who had not onlylost money but were scrambling to pay bills as well astheir bookie.
Getting a credit line with a bookie, even a nice guylike Willie Smith, wasn�t easy but if you didn�t makegood on your loans...well, I didn�t want to think aboutthe consequences. There were plenty of storiesaround about so called �enforcers� that could makeyour life a living hell if you didn�t pay what you owedplus interest and I don�t mean �bankers� interest� ei-ther.
These accounts were not �Hollywood� stories. Imean there were guys who would rob a store or abank, pay off the enforcer, then surrender to thecops. A couple of years in the slammer was betterthan thirty minutes dancing with the enforcer andhis baseball bat or tire iron, followed by severalmonths in the local orthopedic ward. When you gotout, you still owed the money plus interest.
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November was a bad month but I made it all backin December. I had come close to losing everythingbut had managed to scrape by. I was still working inthe women�s department and for some strange rea-son it didn�t seem like that was to change anytimesoon.
The new girls were rotated to automotive, hard-ware and men�s clothing and shoes while I stayedstrictly in the women�s department. Of course by nowI had become quite familiar with all of the makeupand women�s hair care products, as well as the cloth-ing and shoes.
At the end of football season I was up seven thou-sand plus the five grand in my sock. I told Willie I wasgoing to lay off during the playoffs and make onelarge bet on the Super Bowl. He just grinned andsaid, �OK.�
I figured I was going to make a killing by placingone large bet. With the money, I would sell my old carand get myself a decent set of wheels. The old hatch-back had been remarkably trouble-free but it didhave some miles on it. I figured on selling it and thendoling out cash for a new one since its trade-in valuewas practically zilch.
Super Bowl weekend was my weekend off. Fridaynight we had been a little short so we had worked un-til almost the nine AM opening to be certain the prod-ucts for the Super Bowl Special sale were all out onthe floor. Just before punching out, I saw Jo walkingtowards me with Beth Howland.
�Beth, this is Martin Langley, one of our nightcrew. Martin, this is the new store manager, BethHowland.�
I smiled and shook hands with her.
�I supposed you are all stoked up for the big gameon Sunday?� said Beth.
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�I sure am, how about you?� I asked.
�No, I am afraid I have other plans. The store willbe busy but I have numerous items I have to catch upon this weekend. I don�t follow sports much but I amfrom the Seattle area and I am certain that theSeahawks are going to beat the Broncos.�
�I don�t agree. I have a bundle that says PeytonManning and the Broncos are going to skewer thoseSeahawks and send them back to Seattle with theirtail feathers between their legs,� I replied with an airof confidence.
Despite the fact that most commentators thoughtthis would be a close game, I was of the opinion thatjust the opposite was true. Judging by the looks onthe faces of the two women, they didn�t agree.
�Hmm, care to make it interesting with us two?�said Beth with a smirk.
Here was a woman smart enough to be a storemanager who admittedly didn�t know much aboutsports but was willing to put money against PeytonManning? This was too good to pass up.
�Sure. Five grand to each of you that the Broncoswill win straight up,� I said with complete confidence.
�That�s quite a bet, but we have a better idea,� shesaid with a grin as she crossed her arms.
�Like what?� I asked with surprise.
�If the Broncos win, we will give you ten grandeach. If the Seahawks win, you will enter our salestraining program for two years, doing exactly whatwe tell you with no ifs, ands, or buts. Agreed?�
�Well, wait a minute. What kind of sales? Here orsomewhere else?� I said.
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�That�s up to us. You have to do exactly as you aretold and you will sign contracts that say you will doso.�
�I don�t know, that doesn�t sound��
My words were cut short by Jo flapping her armsand making squawking noises like a chicken.
�OK, you are both on,� I said. After all I was nochicken and certainly nobody�s fool either.
I had stood my ground. I wasn�t about to backdown from anybody, especially two women whodidn�t know anything about sports. I had alreadygiven Willie five of my seven thousand season�s win-nings and the five thousand mattress money, plus hegranted me another ten grand on loan. That plustwenty grand from these two dumb broads would besome real icing on the cake.
After punching out, I went home. As I ate breakfastI began to think about the car I was going to buy withmy winnings. I took a shower and had a hard time go-ing to sleep, trying to think of a way to spend the restof the money. Maybe I would buy a big screen TV or awhole theatre system. There seemed to be many pos-sibilities.
Sunday, I read the paper. I began thinking againabout how I was going to spend the money. The dayseemed to drag on forever. I didn�t watch all the hypeabout the game as it was mostly the same crap overand over again. How many opinions do you need?How many highlights of other Super Bowls do youneed to see? How many interviews do you have to sitthrough? Geez, it was all getting to be too much.
The timer went off and I took the pizza out of theover. I finished my beer and opened another one todrink with my pizza. After slicing the pizza up, I puttwo slices on a plate, grabbed a napkin, and sat downto watch the game.
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The Broncos came to the line of scrimmage as Itook a large bite of my pizza. I watched in disbelief asthe snap sailed over Peyton Manning�s head. I almostchoked on my pizza. A quick swig of cold beer, thenthe Broncos started again. By the end of the firstquarter, I had lost my appetite. By halftime, I thoughtI was going to be sick. I put the rest of the pizza in thefreezer and started drinking more beer.
When you work nights and you have a night ormore off you don�t go to sleep; you stay up and keepbusy as you are used to sleeping in the daytime. I be-gan to wonder how I was going to pay back the moneyI owed my bookie as well as about what the womenhad in mind for this training program.
I went to bed. I was angrier at the Broncos for sucha poor game more than anything else. After all, theyhad wrecked my life. I lost ten grand and owed Willieanother ten grand with no way to pay him back ex-cept the two grand left at home. The balance of eightgrand couldn�t be paid back a few bucks each paydayas everybody knows bookies don�t do that.
My alarm shocked me into wakefulness at 3 PM. Iwas pretty fuzzy from all the beer I had drunk aftermy Super Bowl debacle. As I showered and shaved, Icouldn�t help but think of Willie and what he was go-ing to say. After a burger, fries and a cup of black cof-fee, I called him. He met me in the parking lot.
�Here�s two grand. Willie. I don�t have the rest rightnow but I will pay you back, I swear. You know I amgood for the money,� I whined.
He took my two grand and grinned.
�Actually, your boss took care of that so now youowe her the eight grand, plus whatever her interestrate is, of course.�
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I was stunned. I guess I had taken Beth and Jo�sremarks to be just off-the-cuff so to speak. I had noidea that they were even acquainted with Willie.
�Who paid off my debt?� I asked.
�Beth Howland. She used to deal with my brotherin Seattle. When she moved here, she hooked up withme. Why do you ask? Not many people have a bosswho would be willing to bail them out at all but tengrand is lot of credit to extend to an employee.�
�Yeah, I will talk with her when I see her,� I said.
We left the burger joint and I drove back home. Ispend most of the day wondering about that contractI was going to sign, as well as the terms for that eightgrand loan. At least I wouldn�t have to be thinkingabout an enforcer paying me a visit on Willie�s behalfto collect his money plus interest.
I was a nervous wreck when I reported for work.After we got our assignments Jo took me aside.
�Beth wants to see you in her office right after yourshift,� she said with a big grin on her face.
I gave her no reply, just nodded my head and wentright to work. Over the course of the night, I workedthrough my hangover and in no time at all my shiftended. I punched out and went to the front of the boxstore and up the stairs to the administrative offices.My heart was racing as I stopped at her receptionist�sdesk.
�Martin Langley to see Ms. Howland,� I said to her.
She pushed a button on her console, said myname, then looked up at me with a big grin.
�You may go right in, Martin. She is expectingyou.�
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I took a deep breath as I walked to her office doorand opened it. She looked up at me from her deskwith that know-it-all-look on her face.
�Close the door and have a seat, Martin,� she saidin a calm voice.
I took my seat in front of her as she opened a ma-nila folder.
�I have the contracts ready for your signature,� shebegan as she handed me a sheaf of papers.
I started to look at them when she yelled at me in asharp voice.
�I didn�t say READ them, I said SIGN them!!�
I signed all the documents by the �Xs� and handedthem back to her.
�Very good, Martin, remember our agreement. Youdo as you are told. First, you will continue workingyour present shift. Second, you will begin schoolingat the North Country Academy next Monday for fourhours a day, five days a week. Third, continue yourexercise routine but step it up. You will lose twentymore pounds before May first. Fourth, you will un-dergo a complete physical at the Henderson Clinic to-morrowmorning at nine AM, then begin your vitaminand diet routine according to Dr. Henderson�s in-structions. I will give you further instructions in duetime and you WILL NOT discuss this with anyone. ISTHAT PERFECTLY CLEAR?�
�Yes it is, Ms Howland,� I replied with a dry mouth.
�I hope so for your sake. Remember our agree-ment. You owe me eight grand, plus interest. Thesame enforcers that work for Willie can easily be con-tacted to work for me. I am sure you don�t want that,do you?�
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�No Ma�m,� I replied.
�I will be checking your progress periodically andyou better hope there are no discrepancies. Here isyour new work, exercise, school and physical sched-ules. That will be all.�
I got up, took the sheets from her, and left the of-fice. As I walked out to my car. I wondered about theschool that would start next Monday as well as theaccelerated physical routine. Why she wanted me tolose more weight was another mystery. I knew I wasin good health and that extra weight loss would putme under my current BMI which was already normal.
The next night Jo gave me my work assignmentswith a smirk on her face. I said nothing and concen-trated on doing my job. After my shift, I drove straightto the Henderson Clinic for my physical.
At the front desk, I filled out a form and signed it.While I waited, I tried to figure out what all this wasabout. True, I had lost a bet and I certainly wouldhave liked to see what was in those contracts I hadbeen intimidated into signing. My thoughts were in-terrupted by the nurse at the desk.
�Dr. Henderson will see you now. Down the hall,second door on your left.�
I followed her directions and walked in to the examroom. A stout woman was on the phone. She lookedup at me, smiled broadly and pointed to a chair. Itook my seat and waited for her to finish her call.

***
�Take off your clothes, put on the gown, and lay onthe table. I will be back in a few minutes.�
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She left the room and I undressed, placing myclothes on the chair. After putting the gown on, I laidback on the exam table. Dr. Henderson returned afew minutes later.
After a thorough exam she had me turn on my sideand gave me an injection in the buttocks with a largeneedle. She wrote something on the clipboard, thenhanded me a prescription.
�Get this filled at the pharmacy in the basement,then go to the top floor, Suite #300. You will finish upthere, now get dressed.�
She left the room. I took off the gown and put myclothes back on. I couldn�t read the script on the pre-scription sheet. In the basement the female pharma-cist handed me two bottles of pills. The first was filledwith small white pills; the other larger one containedhuge pink pills. After I left, I could hear her gigglingwith a co-worker.
I got off the elevator on the third floor and walkedto Suite #300. It was a hair removal clinic. I hesitatedat the door but remembered Ms. Howland�s wordsabout following instructions to the letter. I went in-side where a receptionist looked up at me. Shegrinned.
�Youmust be Martin Langley, correct?� she asked.
I nodded.
�They are ready for you in Room 2.�
She pointed to my right. I went into Room 2. InsideI found two women in white uniforms. One of themstood up.
�Undress, put this on, then lay on the table,� shesaid as she handed me what was essentially a paperjockstrap.
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They both left the room. Once again, I undressedand slipped on the paper jockstrap. A few minuteslater both women came into the room. They slippedwhite masks over their faces and turned on someelectronic equipment.
Over the next hour they moved the wands over thefront of my legs; then after I rolled over, they did thesame to the back of my legs. There was an audibleclicking noise and I could feel a slight burning sensa-tion. When they finished, they smoothed a whitecream over my legs. It made the burning sensation goaway but it had a slight feminine scent to it.
�You can get dressed now,� said one of them.
I dressed and left the room. At the desk, the recep-tionist handed me a card.
�I know Ms Howland has already given you aschedule but here is a reminder to put on your calen-dar.�
I took the card from her as she grinned.
As I walked to my car, I tried to figure out what allthese women found so amusing, to say nothing of thefact that I had no idea that hair removal was in mycontract. I had no choice but to go along with it.
After I ate, I took a hot shower. My legs weresmooth and hair-free. It gave me reason to thinkabout what else was in those contracts I had signedbut not read.
On my computer, I found the North Country Acad-emy was, of all things. a private beauty college. Fri-day morning when I showed up after work for orien-tation, I was handed my books and class schedule.The woman at the book store smiled at me and saidMs Howland had taken care of everything.
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I left the school and thought about the cost of thetuition and books at this private school. I guess itwas safe to assume they would add the cost of every-thing to what I already owed them. It seemed to bewhat might be an insurmountable amount. But atthat point I guess it really didn�t matter whether Iowed the girls ten or twenty grand.
A month passed. The makeup artist course was in-tensive. Like with most private schools, a lot of sub-ject matter was covered in a short time, plus youdidn�t have to bother with liberal arts courses as partof the curriculum.
The class consisted of mostly women but therewere two other men. There was one muscular blackguy and another �swishy� white kid whose orienta-tion was never in doubt. Several students droppedout before the month was up and now the class sizewas down to twelve from sixteen at the start.
I had been following the schedule Ms Howland hadgiven me to the letter. I was eating less and morehealthy foods. My exercise routine was harder and Ihad already begun losing weight by my second ap-pointment with Dr. Henderson. She checked me overbriefly and administered another shot.
At the laser clinic, the girls worked on my armsand chest. I was still puzzled by this. I had very littlebody hair to begin with and having it all removedwithout an explanation seemed rather pointless tome but I had signed those contracts without beingable to read them. I wondered just how much of whatI had signed was going to come back and bite me inthe ass.
With schooling added to my life, I now had littletime for anything else. I still talked with my step-par-ents about every two weeks or so. Our conversationswere usually short. It was almost as if they were gladto be rid of me, not that we had ever been close in thefirst place.
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At work, I was kept stocking only the women�sproducts and of course the cosmetic department.Once Jo came up to me, smoothed her hand over mybuttocks. �Hope it isn�t too drafty or cool in here foryou now that your body hair is gone,� she cooed, thenwalked away, giggling.
I hadn�t noticed any difference since I had littlebody hair to begin with. I guess it was just her way ofrubbing my nose in it so I made no reply and contin-ued on with my work. None of the other employeeshad said anything to me so it became apparent thatnone of them, particularly the female ones, wereaware of what was going on because of my losing abet.
The end of the second month brought exams. Theclass was now down to ten. I got another shot and atthe laser clinic, the girls worked on my legs again,then my back and underarms. My body was nowpretty much hair-free, except of course for my neckand beard. I refilled my prescriptions for the ex-tra-strength vitamins I had been taking.
By the end of the third month, I noticed a little�fleshiness� around my nipples and they seemed tobe a little tender at the touch. My hair-free skin hadtaken on what you might call a feminine glow.
In addition it seemed to be softer to the touch. Al-most like a girl�s skin. I made a mental note to ask Dr.Henderson about it at my next appointment. I didn�tthink it was do to my increase in exercise routine orchange in diet. Maybe it had something to do withthose shots and pills I was taking. Could they besomething other than prescription vitamins?
One of the benefits of being a student at NorthCountry Academy was that all of us were entitled tofree haircuts, perms, manicures, pedicures and fa-cials, as well as massages from the students in themassage therapy program.
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I needed a haircut badly because my schedulekept me hopping. When I got into the chair the in-structor stood behind me and whispered in my ear,�Ms Howland told me what you need, so just sit backand relax.�
�OK, students, gather around and pay attention,�said the instructor.
She proceeded to begin snipping and talking whileshe worked. When she finished, she held up a mirrorso I could see the results. I was surprised to see whatshe had done to me. I looked like a cross between amale with longer hair and a girl with short hair. Theinstructor had called it a �pixie� cut.
The instructor ordered one of the girls to give me amanicure and pedicure. When the student finished,the instructor examined her work. Satisfied, sheturned to her and said, �You can skip the polish, butMs Howland wants him to have pierced ears.�
I winced as the girls erupted in laughter. A shorttime later when I returned to class, my earlobesstung from the two gold plugs that had been insertedin them. My nails were still short but had beentrimmed a bit and buffed. I couldn�t say anything ofcourse as I didn�t want it to get back to Ms Howlandthat I had refused to go along with anything or hadcomplained.
When I went to work that night, no one said any-thing about my pierced ears or new haircut. The nextmorning after I showered, I looked in the mirror overthe bathroom sink. I took a comb and brushed someof the hair on top of my head over my forehead forbangs.
I was surprised to see I had a very feminine look. Iput the comb down and examined my fingernails.Another month and they would look just like a girl�s.It suddenly struck me that maybe they were trying toturn me into a girl...or was that just my imagination?
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I shook my head. No, that couldn�t be. It was just toofar fetched to be believable.
Work and school continued. By June, my weighthad reached Ms Howland�s goal. Dr. Henderson toldme not to worry about my expanding chest as shegave me another shot and added that I should con-tinue to take the pills. I was more concerned now as itappeared that I was growing breasts but of course Ihad no recourse but to follow the doctor�s orders.
At the end of June I met with Ms Howland. The re-ceptionist had that same smirk on her face as shetold me to go right in. I hoped it would be a shortmeeting. It was the first time I had seen her since los-ing the bet on the Super Bowl. I wasn�t sure what shemight want. If there was going to be more changes tomy life, I couldn�t imagine what they might be. So farnothing had been said to me about the money I owedher so maybe that was it.
I walked into her office. She motioned me to closethe door. I did so as she got up from her desk andcame over to stand in front of me. She took both ofmy hands in hers and examined my nails. With onehand she fluffed my girly hairstyle, then with a singlefinger she lifted each earlobe to see the little goldplug.
�Pull up your shirt!� she commanded.
I pulled my shirt out of my pants.
�Up to your eyes!� she yelled.
When I did so, she placed her hands on my chestand squeezed my breast area. This took me com-pletely by surprise but I was afraid to say anything.Next I felt her unbuckle my belt. I was now alarmed.She yanked my pants down and ran a single fingerup and down my hair-free legs.
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�Pull up your pants and tuck your shirt in now!�she yelled again.
I did as I was told. She walked back and stood be-hind her desk. There was no expression on her faceas she pointed to the pen and papers on the front ofher desk.
�You will graduate in another month. Sign theleave of absence and consent forms for the next stepin your transition.�
I hesitated. What transition? I thought to myself.Leave of absence for what? Her sharp voice cut intomy thoughts like a butcher knife.
�I SAID SIGN THE FORMS NOW!! HAVE YOUGONE DEAF?� she barked.
I walked to the front of her desk, picked up thepen, and signed the papers by the �X.� I put the pendown and she scooped up the forms and put them inthe manila folder on the right side of her desk. Shelooked up at me almost with a scowl.
�That will be all, Martin, you may go now.�
I left the room. As I walked past the receptionist. Isaw she seemed to be having trouble not to smirk orgiggle. Out in the parking lot, Beth Howland�s wordswere echoing in my mind as I fastened my seatbelt.�The next step in your transition� was what she hadsaid. Transition to what? I asked myself as I startedthe car.
Back home after my shower, I stood in front of thefull-length mirror on the back of my bedroom door.My hair-free body had become much softer andsmoother. To be honest it resembled a woman�s bodymore than that of a young man.
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With both hands I pushed up the flesh under mynipples. They were definitely getting bigger. I grabbedmy penis and tried to masturbate but couldn�t evencome close to getting an erection. Something wasvery wrong here. I was still in the dark as to what wasgoing on but I was powerless to stop it.
Another month went by. I skipped the graduationceremony but the instructor made sure I received an-other trim and a manicure and pedicure sans polish.My nails were longer and shaped to a fine point, justlike a girl�s.
When I went to see Dr. Henderson at my next ap-pointment she had me undress and lay on the examtable. A nurse passed a large belt that covered mychest and arms to Dr. Henderson who secured it onher side. Then the nurse passed another belt over toher that covered my legs.
�What are you doing?� I asked with a fear in myvoice.
�Just lay back and relax. This won�t take long,�said the nurse.
I felt a pick on either side of my groin. Dr.Henderson bent over my groin and shortly the nurseheld up two testes and took them away. Dr.Henderson then stitched up my scrotum. The nursereturned and I was released from my bonds. Dr.Henderson gave me another shot.
�Put some ice inside a damp wash cloth and placeit on either side of your scrotum to reduce the swell-ing. By tomorrow you should be OK. If there are anycomplications, just call my office. You can getdressed now, we are done here.�
They both left the room. I examined the two stitchlines on either side of my scrotum. I had been cas-trated. I now had no source of testosterone. It wasclear to me now that I was being feminized. For what
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and why were still unknown to me. I got dressed andwalked to the pharmacy.
My prescription refill was only for the large pinkpills. With a grin the female pharmacist said Iwouldn�t need the smaller white ones anymore. Icame to the conclusion the small white pills had beenmale hormone blockers. Now that I was castratedthey were no longer necessary.
There were no complications though I was very un-comfortable for a day even with the ice packs. I re-turned to the laser clinic where the girls previouslyworked only on my face and neck. In addition, bothwomen, using electrolysis needles, had thinned outand shaped my eyebrows. They were thin near thenose, then rose to a slight arch, then trailed off to afine line. I now had a very feminine appearing face.
At home, I looked at myself again in the full-lengthmirror. The image that I saw was one of a very femi-nine girl except of course for the shrunken lump offlesh between my legs that rested on a now-emptyscrotum.
I had three weeks left on my leave of absence frommy night stocking job. Beth had called me in for an-other meeting. Maybe now I would be getting an ex-planation as to what all this was about. In addition tomy physical transformation, I seemed to be less andless concerned about what was behind all this. It wasalmost as if the shots and pills were affecting mythinking as well.
There were a lot of things going through my mindas I drove to the store for my meeting with MsHowland. I walked to her upstairs office and the re-ceptionist waved me in with a grin. I stood in front ofher desk and watched her sign some papers. Whenshe finished, she looked up at me with a smile. It wasthe first time I had saw her smile since I shook handswith her when we first met.
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�I believe you rent month-to-month, is that notcorrect?� she asked.
�Yes,� I answered.
�Notify your landlord that you are moving. Here isyour new address. Sell or give away all your stuff ex-cept your clothes. Bring your birth certificate andsigned car title to this address Friday morning atnine AM. Is that clear?�
�Yes ma�m,� I answered as I took a slip of paperfrom her.
�That�s all for now, you may go.�
I left the office and went home thinking to myself�now what?� Once again I pushed it out of my mindsince there was no use thinking about anything any-more.
I spent the rest of the week selling what few thingsI had in my furnished apartment. Friday morning, Iwent to the second address on the slip. It was a usedcar lot. Beth Howland was standing next to a man asI pulled up.
The man began looking the car over as I got out. Hetook the signed title from me and went inside. Whenhe came out, he handed Beth a check. I followed herto her car, a beautiful Audi. I handed her my birthcertificate after I got in and fastened my seatbelt, mo-mentarily getting lost in the luxury surroundingsand smooth, soft leather seats.
At my apartment, we loaded my two large and onesmall box of clothing and personal items. She droveme to her beautiful condominium. A stout womanwith the ugliest pair of black glasses I had ever seencarried one of the two large boxes to the basementstorage area while I carried the other one. Beth car-ried the small box of my personal items up to hercondo. Shortly we joined her.
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�Go into the small bedroom off the kitchen andstrip down to your shorts and socks so Gladys cantake measurements for your new wardrobe,� saidBeth.
I did as I was told. The small bedroom was all donein pink and white. As I stood in the middle of the bed-room floor in my underwear, I felt very vulnerable.Beth picked up a clipboard and pen from the vanity.
Gladys used a tape to measure the circumferenceof my head, neck, upper and lower arms, bust, waist,hips, upper and lower legs and finally, the width ofmy hand. She called out these measurements andBeth wrote them down on her clipboard. Finally,Gladys tossed a plastic device on the floor and Iplaced my left and then my right foot inside of it soshe could measure my foot size,
�We are done,� announced Beth. �You can getdressed and make yourself at home as I have otherthings to do, but don�t go into the other bedroomswhen I am not here.�
With that, she and Gladys left. I got dressed. Ilooked in the closet and the dresser drawers to findthey were all empty as were the well-lighted vanitydrawers. I walked around the spacious, tastefullydecorated condo. It was done in what I would de-scribe as a �masculine� décor, except for my room ofcourse. For a headstrong, assertive and successfulwoman, she didn�t seem to care anything about femi-ninity. I wondered if she had a man in her life.
When she returned, she motioned me into thekitchen. She opened a bag and set two sandwichesand two soft drinks on the table.
�Gladys said your things will be ready in a coupleof days. Get a good night�s sleep tonight. Tomorrow Iwill take you to the new studio where you will beworking. It won�t be finished for awhile yet but youwill get to know the layout. I will give you the litera-
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ture for the products you will be selling and using onthe customers so you can study them.�
I continued to eat without engaging her in conver-sation. I was trapped and going to be here for sometime, it seemed. I thought I should just make the bestof it by keeping my mouth shut and doing what I wastold.
The new shop was a combination of beauty salonand makeup studio. It was at the opposite end of themall from the anchor box store that Beth managed. Itwas going to be a more upscale place than your aver-age salon or studio so I assumed the customers that Iwould be dealing with would be the more affluentwomen of the community.
After dropping me off at the condo, Beth returnedto work. I passed the time by watching some moviesand listening to some soft music on the stereo. Ithought about going down to the basement storagearea and bringing up the two large boxes of clothingbut thought better of it since Beth had not said any-thing about it.
The next two days, Beth had me clean the placeand make use of the exercise equipment in the utilityroom that also housed the washer and dryer. It wassandwiched between my small bedroom and the spa-cious kitchen.
Saturday night after a light supper, I put on a pinkfrilly apron and pink latex gloves to do the dishes. Itbrought back memories of when I was very youngand the nanny had me dress up for her. It was if ithad been only yesterday.
Before turning in for the night, Beth got a phonecall. She thanked the caller, then turned to me.
�That was Gladys. She will be here tomorrowmorning at eight to check everything for fit. It willtake several hours so get a good night�s sleep.�
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It was hard for me to fall asleep. I lay thinkingabout what I was being fitted for. My clothes were stillin the basement. If the new studio required a uni-form, as some of them did, it shouldn�t take too long.I was anxious to start work. It had been nice to havesome time off but I was looking forward to gettingback to work so I could pay off what I owed.
The next morning we had a light breakfast.Promptly at five minutes to eight, the buzzer rang.Beth let them in the building and shortly Gladys en-tered the condo followed by two men; each had fourboxes on a two-wheel dolly. They were followed bytwo more men who were carrying two large garmentbags in each hand.
�Place the boxes singly on the floor and cut themopen. Put the garment bags in the closet of the smallbedroom just off the kitchen.�
The four men followed her instructions, then left.It seemed to me that this delivery was quite a load ofuniforms. Gladys bent over and took out a smallpackage from one of the large boxes on the floor. Shehanded it to me. It contained knee-high nylon stock-ings.
�Take off your shoes and socks. Put on a pair ofthese and we will get started.�
I sat on the sofa and removed my sneakers andsocks. After slipping on the pair of knee-high nylons,I stood up. Gladys placed a pair of black leatherpumps with four-inch stiletto heels at my feet.
�Put those on and walk around a little,� she com-manded.
I stepped into them and began walking unsteadilyaround the room. The shoes were a perfect fit but Iwasn�t at all sure I was going to manage walking inthem. Beth came over to me.
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�Walk more like this,� she said as she walked in aladylike manner away from me.
I followed her example and Beth nodded her ap-proval. There was four other pairs in navy, brown,white, and pink. After trying on each pair and walk-ing around the room, I placed all five pairs in the shoerack in the closet. Returning to the living room,Gladys handed me a longline bra and long open bot-tom girdle.
�Put these on and come back out here,� she said.
I returned to the bedroom and undressed. Istepped into the girdle and pulled it up to my waist. Iput on the long line bra and closed the ten fronthooks. My budding breasts seemed to fit nicely in thecups, though there was some room to spare.
In the living room Gladys slipped two breast formsin the cups and adjusted the straps. Both womenlooked at me and seemed satisfied. We carried therest of the foundation garments into the bedroomand placed them in the second dresser drawer. Next Itried on the bra, panty, garter belt and stocking sets.They were in a rainbow of colors and, like everythingelse so far, they all fit me perfectly.
After trying on the sleepwear I was back in founda-tion garments to try on some slim skirts and veryfrilly blouses. I changed into a pink bra, panty, andgarter belt with petticoats to try on the maid uni-forms. Finally I tried onmy so-called �work� uniformsconsisting of sleeveless pink satin blouses withmatching pink miniskirts worn, of course, with thepink stiletto heeled pumps.
The women were all smiles as I tried on the lastone. I was tired and quite surprised that everythinghad fit me so well. As I stood there in my pink uni-form, Beth handed Gladys a check and she left.
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�Change into your male clothing, cut up the boxes,and take them out to recycling,� said Beth.
I did as she asked without hesitation. When I putthe cardboard in the recycling bin, I saw Gladys anda man from the thrift store loading two boxes intotheir truck.
�Thank you so much, Gladys,� one of them said.
When I returned to the condo, Beth was in my bed-room stocking the vanity with a supply of makeupalong with wig and haircare items.
�Beth, I want to talk to you about my debt. I know Iagreed to��
She turned around and her look made me freeze inplace.
�Just do as you are told and try not to think toomuch about your situation. I will let you know whenyour debts are paid. Put on your pink shower cap.Your bubble bath is ready.�
She left the room and I undressed. As I sank intothe pink foam that smelled sweetly of strawberries, Iwondered how I was ever going to get myself out ofthis mess. I scrubbed my body with the perfumedsoap, then rinsed myself off and let the water out ofthe tub.
I dried myself off with the huge pink towel. Lookinginside the cupboard, I saw that all the towels andwashcloths were pink and there were five bath setsconsisting of bubble bath crystals, body powder,soap and perfume. There was one each with straw-berry, cherry, lemon, lilac and peach scents. If Icould have been surrounded by any more femininity,I don�t know what it would be.
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After wrapping the huge pink towel around mywaist, I walked out to the bedroom to find Beth wait-ing for me. She had that stern look on her face as shestepped close to me and I wondered �what now?� tomyself.
�You forgot to dust yourself from head to foot withthe scented body powder, sissy boy!� she barked.
�Go back in there and don�t ever forget to do thatagain. When you are finished, put these on.�
She handed me a pair of pink panties. I took themfrom her and went back into the bathroom. I took offthe towel and hung it up on the rack. After dustingmyself liberally with the powder, I stepped into thepink panties. Immediately I was reminded of the onesCarla made me wear as a child. The cool softness ofthe nylon tricot felt good on my hair-free feminineskin.
It suddenly occurred to me that she had addressedme as �sissy boy� instead of Martin. I wondered whathad brought that on but had doubt that I was aboutto find out. I walked back out to where Beth wasstanding. She leaned a little closer to me.
�That�s better, girly boy, now sit at the vanity andput on some blusher and lipstick.�
I followed her instructions. As I applied mymakeup, she watched me intently. She had called me�girly boy� this time instead of �sissy boy.� When I fin-ished, I stood up for her approval.
�From now on you will NEVER, I mean NEVER, bewithout makeup and a very sweet scent. IS THATVERY CLEAR?�
She was right in my face now. I thought she wasabout to strike me but she didn�t.
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�Yes ma�am, it is,� I replied.
�Another thing. You are no longer Martin Langley.You are sissy maid Martina or girly boy or sissy boyhere at home. At work you will be simply Martina, ourresident sissy makeup artist. Is that very clear?�
�Yes ma�am, that is very clear,� I answered.
�Good. I am very glad to hear that. Now put onyour pink bra, the pink shirtdress and your pinkheels. Put your pink lipstick and blusher in your pinkpurse with your wallet and come with me.�
She left the room and I proceeded to get dressed.When I walked out to the living room, she was watch-ing TV. She looked up at me and shut off the TV.
�Let�s go.�
I followed her out to the car. She said nothing asshe drove us to the mall. At the new salon, one of thegirls doing the set-up gave me a manicure and pedi-cure. This time I also got a coat of bright pink nailpolish to match the blusher and lipstick.
At the café court we stopped to eat. When we fin-ished, she had me touch up my makeup, then wewalked the length of the mall to the box store andwent up the stairs to her office.
�Sit behind the reception desk, sissy maidMartina,� she said.
I went behind the desk, smoothed the skirt of myshirt dress and sat down. I was glad to be able to sitdown. I had walked a considerable distance fromwhere the car was parked but had not had muchpractice walking with feminine grace in high heelpumps. Beth glowered as she stood over me.
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�My receptionist Dee Dee is taking a medical leaveof absence. You will take over for her until the salonis completely finished. As my sissy receptionist, youwill be responsible for answering the phone, makingappointment schedules, and other clerical duties asassigned.�
�While you are my sissy receptionist, you will wearslim skirts and sissy blouses with your high heels.Your hair and makeup must be impeccable at alltimes as I want you to present the perfect picture offemininity to whoever shows up here. DO I MAKEMYSELF CLEAR?�
�Yes ma�am,� I answered.
�Good. This sheet has your wardrobe and makeupscheme for the next three to four weeks or until DeeDee gets back. Now pay attention and I will get youstarted with the phone and computer system.�
We spend the rest of the afternoon going over whatI needed to know. We stopped to eat at the café courtand then returned to the office until about ten PM.Despite the pressure, I was able to pick things upquickly and was confident that I would be able tohandle the job.
That night as I languished in my sweetly scentedbubble bath, I thought about everything that oc-curred since I had lost the bet. The women had ex-tracted their revenge on me by transforming me froma man to a feminized sissified male.
I was still a male in the biological sense but withthe pills and hormones I was female in all other as-pects. Even the small box of my personal male itemshad been taking away form me. My toothbrush waspink as was the lady�s razor and ladies deodorant.
Later as I put on my pink satin chemise and slidbetween the pink satin sheets, I tried to rememberthe last time I had been this comfortable. It seems to
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have been when Clara had me crossdressed in herdead daughter�s clothes. There was indeed some-thing truly wonderful about being surrounded by allthis femininity. Maybe it was something I was des-tined to have all along.
The next morning I put on my foundation gar-ments, hose, a lacy camisole and half-slip. I put onmy pink chiffon robe and my pink fuzzy-toed highheel slippers. In the kitchen, Beth was already up.She glanced at me up and down. After a light break-fast I put on the pink ruffled apron, pink latex glovesand did the dishes.
I stood in the middle of the living room floor infront of Beth so she could look me over again. I hadput on a pink chiffon blouse with a huge spray of ruf-fles down the front and tucked it into a black pencilskirt. My black purse matched my black leather sti-letto heel pumps. She walked around me once andthen turned away towards the door.
�Let�s go to work, sissy Martina,� she said.
I followed her out the door and to her car.
The day and the rest of my first week as a sissy re-ceptionist went surprising; well, except for the factthere seemed to be a lot of women from the store aswell as other stores in the mall that had a reason tostop by and see Beth.
They would always stop in front of me and look meover as they asked to see Beth. I had a feeling thatBeth herself was behind this, not so much to give mepractice with the phone system or greeting peoplebut so that all these women could come and get alook at what a sissified, feminized male secretary/re-ceptionist/maid looked like in the flesh.
During my brief tenure, Beth made very little con-versation with me. I completed my assigned taskswithout complaint and in a professional manner. Af-
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ter the first two days she had found nothing to becritical about and we both went about our work with-out talking to each other. Of course I always con-ducted myself appropriately.
�Appropriately� meaning a mincing effeminatewalk, letting my hands dangle at the wrist, primpingat my desk as opposed to doing it in front of the mir-ror in the ladies room, speaking in a soft modulatedvoice whether on the phone or talking to her or some-one at the desk. I made sure my hair, makeup andnails were impeccable and that I always carried asweet, but not overpowering, feminine scent.
The finishing touches on the new salon were beingdone when Dee Dee returned from her leave. It gaveme a couple of days off. The Sunday before our grandopening I accompanied Beth to the salon and welooked everything over to insure we would be readyfor the start of business.
I met the all-female staff and they seemed to enjoylooking me over. I guess they were surprised to seejust how a male could be delightfully transformedinto an effeminate, sissified makeup artist. To behonest, I was quite surprised myself.
After we left the shop, we stopped to eat at the cafécourt. Beth smiled at me as I touched up my lipstickand blusher after we finished eating without aprompt from her. I had done it as a natural response,just like any woman would do.
That night I laid awake, thinking again about whatwas going to happen after my debt was worked off. Ihad a year and a half to go. I hadn�t been paid asBeth�s receptionist as it was going towards what Iowed her. I wondered if at the end of the two years�time I was going to be able to pay them back fully orbe forced to continue working in my feminized state.
I could only assume that my wages as a makeupartist would be going to pay off my debt as well. I
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thought about asking Beth as I thought I had a rightto know but I didn�t want to make her angry either. Ifinally fell into a restless sleep.
Opening my eyes, I found myself naked and walk-ing between two very muscular men with mustachesdown a long corridor. They escorted me through twoswinging doors on the front of which was a largewhite sign with red letters reading: SURGICALUNIT�AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.
We passed through the doors and the two menhoisted me up on a table covered in green. I tried toget up but they forced me back down and secured mespread eagle to the table. I was powerless to stopthem and when I opened my mouth to scream, noth-ing came out. One of them placed duct tape over mymouth, then stepped back from the table.
I lifted my head up to see Beth and Jo dressed ingreen surgical garb. They were grinning as theypulled masks up over their faces and took theirplaces on either side of me. I lifted my head up a littleto see the back of a stout woman. She finished wash-ing her hands and donned surgical gloves. When sheturned around, I saw it was Dr. Henderson. She wassmiling as she plugged in an electric chain saw andwalked towards me.
I couldn�t scream or move. I was terrified as shelifted the saw up and turned it on. It made a slighthumming sound as she took a step back and thenrammed it into my groin. I felt no pain as she and ev-erybody else was splattered with large amounts ofblood. I closed my eyes and passed out.
There was no way to tell how long I was out butwhen I opened my eyes again, I was in another room,lying on a bed but still naked. I looked down at mygroin to see a pink cavity where my penis and scro-tum had been. In their place was now a vagina. I wasin no pain at all. I sat up and placed my fingers inside
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the cavity. I could feel nothing, almost as if my fingersweren�t there at all.
I looked up to see Beth, Jo and Dr. Hendersoncome into the room. They were all grinning like hye-nas.
�Congratulations, Martina. You now have a cuntlike the rest of us. You are no longer a sissified,feminized male. Welcome to the club.�
From my left I heard a loud bell ringing and theroom went black. I sat up in bed. I reached over to thenightstand and shut off the alarm clock. As I satthere for a few minutes trying to collect my thoughts,I realized that I had just had one helluva nightmare.
I pulled the covers back, swung my legs out andstood up. I slid the panties of my pink baby dollnightgown down to my knees and examined mygroin. There was no pink vagina. My shriveled penisand scrotum were still there. I pulled up my pantiesand went into the bathroom. I slid them down againand began to pee.
The dream had been all too real. If this is whatthese women were planning for me, I wasn�t sure howI was going to stop it. When I finished peeing, mypulse had returned to near normal. I washed myhands and went back to the bedroom to make up thebed. After stepping into my fuzzy-toed high heel slip-pers, I put on my pink chiffon robe and walked to thekitchen.
At the table, Beth was sipping her tea. She lookedup at me with a concerned look on her face.
�What�s wrong?� she asked. �You look like hell. Didyou see a ghost or something?�
�No. Just a bad dream,� I answered.
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After breakfast I did the dishes and then we bothgot dressed. She dropped me off at the rear of the sa-lon and drove to the box store. I pushed the buzzerand the manager let me in. She went over a fewthings for a review including the opening sale spe-cials, company policies, and an admonition aboutthe importance of customer service.
Just before opening she re-introduced everyoneagain, saving me for last and informing all the girlsthat I was the �resident sissy makeup artist,� fol-lowed by yanking up the back of my miniskirt to re-veal the four rows of white ruffles along the back ofmy pink panties. The salon erupted into laughter andI felt my face burn a little.
�Oh my, our sissy has such a delightful blushwhen he is embarrassed!� squealed the manager.
Once again the salon was filled with laughter as weheaded out front to begin the first day of business.
There were few opening day glitches like any busi-ness has but overall everything went pretty well. Bethtook me home after we ate at a local restaurant. Ap-parently the manager had given Beth a good accountof everyone�s work so there was nothing for Beth toyell at me for or be angry about.
The week passed. I had Saturday and Sunday off. Iread two of the trade magazines and washed my lin-gerie. I was now fully accustomed to wearing anyfeminine apparel, whether it was foundation gar-ments, a bra and panties, a blouse and skirt or adress. To my surprise they all felt completely naturalto me. I was actually enjoying my new femininity.
Sunday night after supper, Beth came into mybedroom and walked over to my closet. I was at thevanity touching up my nails. She took out a blackshort-sleeved sheath-style maid�s dress, a white frillyapron and a white satin maid�s cap. After putting
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them on my bed, she walked over and stood behindme.
�Time for you to clean the place,� she announced.�Wear your black foundation garments, sheer stock-ings, the full-length black slip and your black stilettoheel pumps. Come out when you are properlydressed for your cleaning duties and I will instructyou on what to do and how I want it done.�
She left the room. I held my wet nails under thenail dryer for a few more minutes. I got up and pulledthe pink satin chemise I had been wearing over myhead and laid it on my bed. I opened my dresserdrawer and removed the black slip, foundation gar-ments and hose.
After I had them on, I pulled the sheath dress overmy head and zipped myself up. The taffeta-lineddress made a delightful whisper as I pulled it downover my black nylon tricot slip. Next I put on thewhite frilly apron and satin maid�s cap.
At the vanity, I sprayed myself with some sweetperfume, followed by touching up my blusher andlipstick. I stepped into my black stiletto heel pumpsand walked out to the living room where I found Bethseated on the davenport, reading a magazine. Istopped in front of her as she looked up at me.
Setting her magazine aside, she got up and stoodclose to me, examining my makeup and to catch awhiff of my perfume. Satisfied, she nodded her head.
�You look like a proper sissy maid should,Martina, now come with me.�
I followed her to the hall closet that contained allthe cleaning supplies.
�Vacuum all carpets in all the rooms, dust, emptythe waste baskets and then clean the mirrors. Scrubthe kitchen sink and fixtures, then the bathroom
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sinks, tubs, toilets and fixtures. Put out fresh towels,bath mats and change the bed linen. Scrub and waxthe bathroom and kitchen floors. I will inspect every-thing when you are done.�
�Yes ma�am,� I said and reached for the vacuumcleaner only to have her sharp voice stop me.
�You forgot to curtsy, sissy maid Marina,� shebarked as she smacked my buttocks.
�I am sorry,� I replied. With one hand on each sideof my sheath dress, I pulled the hem up a little, thenperformed a curtsey.
�Very good, sissy Martina, don�t forget again. Nowbegin your cleaning chores.�
She turned around and walked back to the livingroom. I took out the vacuum cleaner and did all thecarpets. When I did the living room, I knew that shewould be watching me closely just as she did when Idusted. After I completed all my cleaning duties, I re-placed the bed linens, then walked back to the livingroom. I stood in front of her and curtseyed again.
�I finished all the cleaning ma�am. The kitchen andbathroom floors should be dry in a few minutes.�
She glanced up at me briefly.
�Very well, go to your room. When I finish my in-spection, I will come and see you. You better hopethat everything is in order.�
�Yes ma�am,� I answered as I curtseyed again andleft the room.
It was over an hour before she came into my bed-room. I put down the trade magazine I had been read-ing and got up from my chair. I curtseyed again asshe stood close to me.
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�You have done an excellent job, sissy maidMartina. Keep up the good work. I am certain youdon�t want to know the consequences if you don�t.Now take your perfumed bubble bath and go to bed.It is going to be a busy week.�
�Yes ma�am,� I answered.
She left the room. At the vanity, I removed mymakeup and then took off the maid�s cap, apron anddress. I walked over to the full-length mirror on theback of my bedroom door. Placing my hands on myhips, I smoothed the black tricot slip over my blackfoundation garments.
I felt so good encased in this feminine apparel thatI didn�t really want to take it off. To make mattersworse, it had become difficult to remember what itwas like to be a man, dressed up or not. I went backto my dresser and took off the lingerie. I slipped offthe pumps and put them on the rack in my closet,then ran my bubble bath.
This week Beth had me using the lilac-scentedbath set and purple satin sheets. I wore a purplesatin chemise as I slid between the soft sheets. Isnuggled in, feeling quite delicious. The thoughtstruck me that when the year and a half was up andmy debt was paid off, maybe I wouldn�t go back to be-ing a man. It was strange for a man, even a feminizedsissified man, to think that but it didn�t seem all thatfar removed from the realm of possibilities. I fellasleep quickly and didn�t dream at all.
The next week flew by. I had a short visit with Dr.Henderson for another shot. She noticed a little chaf-ing under my bra straps and suggested I stop usingthe inserts. I had blossomed enough now to wherethey were no longer necessary.
After leaving her office, I wondered what was goingto happen to these beautiful breasts once I went backto being a man, if in fact that ever did happen. Would
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they regress or would I have to get them surgically re-moved, I thought as the grinning female pharmacisthanded me my prescription refill at the counter.
Work continued and another month flew by. Mymanager had high praise for my makeup artist skillsand my increasing customer base. The summer wasgone and before long, the chill of fall was in the air. Icontinued my cleaning duties once a month just likemy regular visits to Dr. Henderson.
Halloween weekend, everybody at the shop waswearing a costume. Beth informed the girls and themanager that she had my costume already pickedout. It came as no surprise when I showed up forwork in a pink satin puff-sleeve minidress, flared outwith pink petticoats.
Standing in front of the other girls, the manageryanked up the front of my dress to show the girls mypink ruffled panties and pink garter belt holding upmy pink seamed stockings. She especially liked thelarge pink satin sissy bow that sat on top of my pinkwig.
With pink blusher, nails and lipstick along withmy usually sweet perfume, the women thoroughlyenjoyed the two days I was wearing this outrageouslysissified costume. So did all the women who workedin the mall who stopped by to see me. Even Bethcracked a smile when she first saw me before we leftthe condo for work.
Sunday night as I took off my sissy outfit, I felt alittle sad. It was hard to explain. I was beginning toenjoy being a girl, sort of like the song from a Broad-way show. I had come to look forward to each daywhen after breakfast I would slip out of my night-gown, sit at my vanity to apply makeup, then getdressed in my pink uniform.
Once a month, Beth varied which maid uniform Iwould wear for my cleaning chores. To me it didn�t
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matter. Despite the fact that cleaning is an arduouschore, I always felt good in my maid�s uniform andhigh heel pumps. The pink latex gloves protected myhands so they would stay girly soft and smooth as didmy generous applications of both hand and body lo-tion.
Since all this began I hadn�t worn flats except formy pink running shoes I used on the treadmill andstationary bike. It was hard to picture me in a sportshirt, slacks and men�s sneakers, let alone a suit, tieand wingtips. It was hard to remember what men�sapparel felt like. In fact, I could scarcely rememberwhat it was like to feel like a man, period.
It was the Friday after Thanksgiving week. It hadbeen a long and busy day. I was looking forward tohaving Saturday and Sunday off. Beth stopped bythe salon to pick me up at nine. I had been workingnow for several months and still not received anypay. I was trying to think of a way that I could broachthe subject without incurring her wrath.
We got in her car and I fastened my seatbelt. Shehad a stern look on her face as she always did withme. I knew something was on her mind so I thought itbest to delay my questions about my pay.
�Don�t make plans for tomorrow. The district man-ager and the other store managers are coming overfor coffee and cake. You will be serving them. Use thered press-on nails rather than change colors. I wantyou in red lipstick and blusher. Use the cherryscented perfume too. I will inspect you before they ar-rive and give you further instructions.�
I said nothing. Perhaps after the meeting would bea better time. I rode in silence. We stopped at adrive-through for pizza, then went straight home.That night I used the cherry scented bubble bath andbody powder. To date, my maid duties had been onlycleaning but I felt confident I would be able to handlethe serving duties with no sweat.
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After we ate lunch on Saturday, Beth laid out thelingerie of my serving costume on the bed. It con-sisted of a black satin bra, black satin panties withpink leg and waist elastic as well as four rows ofbright pink ruffles along the back, a black satin gar-ter belt with little pink bows at the end of each garterand a pair of black fishnet stockings. She stood andwatched me while I undressed, then put on the linge-rie.
At the vanity she helped me match up the brightred press-on nails, then stood back as I applied redlipstick and rouge. I also put on grey eye shadow,black eyeliner and after curling my eyelashes, I ap-plied black mascara. When I finished, I squirted my-self generously with the sweet cherry-scented per-fume, clipped a pair of long dangling earrings to myearlobes, then looked up at her for approval.
She said nothing, only nodded, then walked overto the closet. I followed her over there and took thetwo short white petticoats from her, stepped intothem, and pulled them up to my waist. She took ablack satin puff sleeve French Maid minidress off ofthe hanger and held it up by the hem.
She was grinning as she handed it to me. I mustadmit I felt school girlishly giggly as I put my armsthrough the puff sleeves and turned around so shecould zip me up. After adjusting the short hemaround the petticoats, she had me turn around toface her. I could tell by the expression on her facethat she thoroughly enjoyed the very feminine imagethat I presented to her.
She took the black shoulder-length wig off of itsfoam head and placed it on mine, followed by a frillywhite maid�s cap. A ruffled choker was next, followedby a pair of ruffled wristlets. She opened a shoe boxand placed a pair of black leather five-inch stilettoheel pumps at my feet.
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�These have a higher heel than you have beenwearing but I am sure a sissy like you will have notrouble adapting to an extra inch.�
I stepped into them and closed the ankle straps. Idid notice the difference the extra inch made but wasconfident in my ability to walk easily in them just as Ihad learned to walk in the four-inch pumps that Ihad been wearing for some time now.
�Walk around the room for me, sissy maidMartina,� asked Beth
I kept my elbows in and my arms across my bodywith my hands dangling effeminately at the wrist as Iwalked around the room in front of her. She watchedme intently. Her face broke into another seldom-seengrin as the jarring effect of the five-inch heels madethe short, flared-out skirt of the minidress bounce alittle as I walked.
�That�s enough, sissy maid Martina,� she said.�Let�s go out and get things ready for my guests. Theyshould be here in about an hour.�
I walked out to the dining room ahead of her. Weset the table for six, two on each side and one on eachend. When we finished, we went into the kitchen tocut the cake and make the coffee.
�When the door bell rings, you will open the door,curtsey politely and escort my guests into the livingroom. After all the guests have arrived, go into thekitchen and wait for me to ring this little bell. Whenyou hear the bell, wheel in the cart and place a pieceof cake on each plate, then pour each guest, then my-self a cup of coffee. Then take the cart back to thekitchen and wait for the bell so you can refill the cupsor provide a second piece of cake to anyone whowants one. Understand?�
�Yes I do,� I answered.
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�Good. Let�s go back to the living room.�
I followed her back to the living room where shetook her seat on the expansive davenport. She lookedup at me with a smile again.
�I want you to walk around the room, then stop infront of me and curtsey,� she ordered.
I did as she asked me to. She nodded and made acircular motion with her finger. I repeated this sev-eral times.
�Very good, sissy maid Martina, you may sit downuntil my guests arrive.�
I took a seat opposite her in one of the big stuffedchairs. I was feeling deliciously feminine despitewhat you might think. I had enjoyed my little perfor-mance as much as Beth had enjoyed watching me.The satin panties and fishnet stockings felt so goodagainst my hair-free, soft, feminized skin.
The door bell rang and I got up from my chair. Ismoothed the skirt and petticoats of my minidressand walked to the door. Taking a deep breath, Iopened the door and took a step back as the womanentered the condo.
�Good afternoon,� I began as I curtsied. �MsHowland is waiting for you in the living room. Pleasecome with me.� I closed the door and walked to theliving room ahead of her. Beth got up and asked herto have a seat.
The other guests arrived shortly and soon the liv-ing room was filled with conversation. I went into thekitchen to await the sound of the bell. About an hourwent by. There was a sudden burst of laughter andgiggles followed by the sound of the bell.
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I began pushing the cart into the dining room. Thewomen had all taken a seat and I served them theircake and coffee. In doing so I acted in an effeminateand coquettish manner that befitted a proper sissymaid. Returning to the kitchen, my absence was fol-lowed by another loud burst of laughter and moregiggles. The bell did not ring for some time. When itdid, the women only wanted more coffee.
As I passed the district manager at the end of thetable closest to the kitchen, she reached over andgrabbed the hem of my petticoats and mini dress.She yanked them up to reveal my black satin pantieswith the bright pink ruffles. The room exploded withlaughter. I felt flustered as I adjusted my petticoatsand skirts. My face felt hot as well and I had no doubtthe woman all enjoyed seeing me blush.
�My, what a lovely sissy maid you have, Beth,� saidthe district manager. �He is absolutely gorgeous andso perfectly feminine too!�
The room filled with laughter again as I pushed thecart into the kitchen. There was another half hour orso of conversation and feminine frivolity. I heard theguests leave, then Beth came into the kitchen.
�You did a commendable job, sissy maid Martina.Now help me clear the table and do the dishes.�
When we finished, she unzipped me and I wentback to the bedroom. For a moment I stood in front ofthe full-length mirror on the back of the door. Icouldn�t believe the totally feminine image reflectedback at me. But it was me all right.
If the average man or woman were to see me nowthey never would have guessed that under theminidress, petticoats and ruffled panties was a male,or at least what was left of one. As I undressed, I hadthat pang of guilt again about having to take off allthese wonderful feminine things.
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After supper that night, we were watching TV. Ihad done a good job for Beth, providing not onlycleaning maid services but serving maid services aswell. It was hard to tell but I thought this would prob-ably be a good time to bring up my compensation andknow the status of my debt. At the next commercialbreak, I decided it was time to take the bull by thehorns.
�Beth, I have done everything you have asked meto do. I have been working now for about threemonths and haven�t bee paid yet. I would like to knowthe status of my debt.�
She turned to look at me with an icy stare as shesat up straight.
�Do you have any outstanding bills to pay, I meanother than your debt to me?�
�No I don�t,� I replied.
�Don�t you live here without having to pay anyrent, utilities, or groceries?�
�Well yes, but I��
�For now I think your only concern should be tokeep yourself as feminine as possible. Do what I tellyou. In January, I will give you an accounting of youraccumulated expenses and your remaining obliga-tions to Jo and myself. Don�t ask me about thisagain.�
I nodded and we turned our attention back to theTV. So much for taking the bull by the horns, I said tomyself. At least she hadn�t come down on me withboth feet like I had feared. If I had asked her when mytransition first started, I might have been more ag-gressive in pursuing the answers I needed but now itseemed that, along with my physical transformation,I had become more docile as well. Just like a real fe-male, I thought to myself.
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The next night, Gladys showed up after supperand outfitted me with all new bras. My four-inch sti-letto heel pumps were replaced with five-inch heels.She also placed two more wigs on the top shelf of mycloset; an auburn and a red one.
�You did such a good job serving Beth and herguests in the higher heel pumps that she decided tokeep you in them at all times. Smart idea, don�t youagree?� she said with a laugh.
�Of course, Gladys,� I answered. I wasn�t about todisagree with her.
To be honest I had little trouble adjusting to thehigher heel. It was almost as if walking in heels hadcome naturally to me, regardless of their height. Ifound that I was enjoying my feminine lifestyle moreand more. The thought of having to go back to a mas-culine one, even if I was ever able to pay off my debt,seemed to me only a remote possibility.
In December all of us were wearing red nail polishand lipstick. When I sat in the chair for my manicureand pedicure, it had been prefaced by the girls givingme my first perm. Everyone delighted in taking mypicture with my hair in curlers, sitting under thedryer while one of the girls did my nails.
I actually felt very calm and peaceful while sittingthere reading a trade publication. My situation whichhad once made me angry now seemed to keep mecalm. Things that used to get me mad no longer did. Iseemed to be more and more at peace with the worldas well as my situation. I wondered if it was the hor-mones, my castration, or both that was behind mychange in emotions.
Shortly after New Year�s Eve, Beth sat down withme at the dining room table. She laid a sheet of paperin front of me. It was an accounting of the expenses Ihad incurred since I lost the Super Bowl bet and a listof the money I had earned since I started as Beth�s
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temporary receptionist, followed by what I hadearned as a makeup artist at the salon.
�Let�s start with your gambling debt,� she began. �Ipaid your bookie the eight grand you owed him. Theprivate beauty school was another eight grand. Thecost of Dr. Henderson�s fees and prescriptions, yournew feminine wardrobe, wigs, shoes, make up, ac-cessories and other things was another five grand.This adds up to a total of twenty-one grand. Interestfrom the time you lost the bet is a point a week for 38weeks. That comes to a total of $7980.00. This meansyour total debt to me and Jo is $28,980.00.
�Your earnings as my temporary sissy receptionistat eight dollars an hour for 160 hours comes to a to-tal of $1,280.00. As a makeup artist you worked sev-enteen weeks, forty hours a week at eight dollars anhour earning you $5,440.00, plus you also earnedanother $6,000.00 in commissions. This brings yourtotal earnings to $12,720.00. Therefore as of Janu-ary 1 of this year you still owe me and Jo a total of$16,260.00�

***
I sat in silence for a minute. By what I saw in frontof me, it would be a little more than a year before Iwould be out of their debt. That was if nothing elsewas added to it. I guess it was better than trying toexplain to Willie why I wasn�t able to come up witheight grand and then have to deal with one or two ofhis �enforcers.�
�I agreed to enter a sales training program butthere was nothing said about paying for it or the ap-parel you require for the job. I see no reason why��
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Her sharp glare cut my words off like a knife. Shepicked up several sheets from the manila folder infront of her and waved them in the air.
�Did you forget about the contracts you signed,sissy maid Martina?� she asked sharply.
�Well, I thought��
Once again her glare cut me off as she returned thecontracts to the folder along with the yearly in-come/expense report.
�You should count yourself lucky that the interestis only a point a week and that you have been given achance to pay it back at all. If you were dealing withWillie�s enforcers, do you think they would be as ac-commodating as Jo and my self?�
�No, I guess not,� I replied.
�You better believe they wouldn�t. I think youshould thank your lucky stars we took pity on youand bailed you out of a jam. The salon managerinforms me that as a sissy makeup artist, you havebegun building quite a clientele. There have been nocomplaints lodged against you so, for your own sake,keep up the good work. By this time next year, youshould be just about free and clear of any debt.�
�There is another thing, though. You took my cellphone. I haven�t contacted my parents for some time.I would like to call them.�
�I guess you forgot about this,� she said as shehanded me a photocopy of a letter.
It was addressed to my parents and signed by me,telling them I was moving to the West Coast to seekmy fortune. The signature at the bottom certainlylooked like mine but I had no recollection of ever writ-ing or signing such a thing. I could only guess it was
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put in with one of the forms I hurriedly signed whenall of this had begun.
I said nothing as I handed the copy of the letterback to her. She placed it in the manila folder in frontof her as she stood up and glared at me.
�Is there anything else you wish to discuss?�
I shook my head no.
She left the room and I returned to my bedroom.Another year, I thought to myself. I had begun to en-joy my work but I wasn�t sure about the rest of it. Inaddition to being the resident sissy makeup artist atthe salon, I was also a live-in cleaning and servingsissy maid.
Despite the pleasure I derived from my new foundfemininity, I was still a captive. I was a prisoner in myfemininity as well as in the condo. I could only gowhere Beth wanted to take me and could only wearthe most feminine apparel they had given me.
Later that night I thought about how my life hadundergone a number of changes. I had transitionedfrom being an orphan to being adopted by a caringfamily. I had transitioned from being crossdressed bymy nanny five days a week to a hard-working youngman. Finally, I had transitioned from that youngmanto a sissy receptionist, makeup artist and live-insissy maid. If there was going to be another transi-tion, I wondered just exactly what it would be. Idrifted off to a restless sleep.
My work continued at the salon. I found that, ini-tially, a small part of my clientele were men. Theywere transvestites, gay men, drag queens or trans-sexuals. That part of my customer base seemed to begrowing faster than the rest. I never mentioned tothem that I was still a biological male.
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The manager had informed us to always be profes-sionals and treat every customer the same. That pol-icy transcends all businesses of course but was prob-ably more important in a business like this one. Inany case, my commissions grew as I got the salonmore business and that made the manager happy.
Beth continued to change my maid costume fromweek to week when I did my Sunday cleaning. Thisweek she had me in foundation garments, seamedstockings and a pettislip to flare out the black longsleeve A-line maid�s dress, along with a longer whiteapron and white maid�s cap.
After I finished, she inspected my work and thennodded approvingly. I always performed my duties tothe nth degree, not only because I wanted to do agood job but to avoid her wrath which could bring onGod-only-knows what punishment.
�You have done an excellent job once again, sissymaid Martina,� she remarked. �I know you werescheduled to have next weekend off but there is a for-mal apparel show at the mall Saturday and Sunday.The salon has been contracted to provide makeup,hair and wig styling services for the event. A specialarea will be set up near the end of the mall for youand the rest of the staff to do this. You will be paidstraight hourly, no commission on this job.�
I simply nodded. It wasn�t as if I could say �no Idon�t want to,� at least not while I was in debt to thetwo women. Early on I had forced myself to agreewith just about everything that was asked of merather than risk the consequences.
Before leaving the mall on Friday night, I accompa-nied Beth, the salon manager and the rest of the girlsto the opposite end of the mall to see the set-up. Thestage and runways had already been partly con-structed. Behind the stage the supports for the plas-tic tent that was to be the dressing room and makeup
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area were just being put up. We looked things over,then left the mall.
In bed after a steamy hot perfumed bubble bath, Iclosed my eyes and saw myself in one of those gor-geous white satin bridal gowns. Images of brides-maid�s gowns, prom and cocktail dresses filled mythoughts as well as my dreams when I finally driftedoff to sleep.
We arrived at the mall at six AM. The makeup ta-bles were checked over for the proper supply of cos-metics and hair care items. Women were bringing insome racks of dresses from the formal apparel storein the mall. Other stores from outside the mall areahad brought their product line in the night before. Itsoon became a bustling area; to the untrained eye itmight have been misconstrued as mass confusion.
The models began arriving about seven-thirty andwe began getting them ready. As soon as we had theirhair and makeup done, they walked over to put onthe bridal gown, shoes and accessories they were go-ing to wear. By eight-thirty, most of themwere ready.
The formal apparel show would begin at nine withbridal gowns, followed by bridesmaid�s dresses,prom, and then cocktail dresses. Once the girls hadtheir makeup and hair done, our job was essentiallyover and we would be able to watch the show frombehind the stage�s facade.
Everything was going smoothly until one of thegirls stumbled as she came down the backstagestairs. She twisted her ankle and could not stand onit, let alone walk the runway. The manager of themall formal apparel store walked over to my boss.
�I need a girl about her size to finish the show. Doyou have anybody about her size?�
Everybody looked at me and began giggling.
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Beth grinned as she spoke to the manager.
�This is Martina, one of the salon�s makeup artists.I am sure she is the right size and would be happy tofill in for the injured model.�
The manager looked at me, then walked over tostand in front of me.
�Stand up, please,� she said.
I stood up as she looked me over.
�You�ll do,� she said emphatically. �Come with meplease.�
Fifteen minutes later I was in white foundationgarments, white hose, white petticoats and a whitepettislip. A wide-skirted white wedding gown was putover my head and I slipped my arms through thewhite satin sleeves. After stepping into the whitehigh-heeled pumps, the manager placed a white veilon my head and I took my place behind the girls wait-ing to go out front with the last of the bridal fashionsof the morning.
I was very nervous. I had never modeled before, letalone in a bridal gown and high heel pumps. All Icould think about was not tripping and falling downlike my predecessor had when she came backstage.
�Don�t be nervous, just be yourself and walk natu-rally like you always do, Martina,� cooed the man-ager.
I picked up my skirts and walked out on the run-way behind the other girls. I doubted if she knew Iwasn�t really a female. At this point it wasn�t going tomatter as the audience didn�t know either.
When I returned, I was helped out of the dress andpetticoats. I exchanged my white hose for sheer and
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then stepped into a floor-length orange bridesmaid�sdress. The wedding veil was replaced with amatchingorange tiara. I stepped into a pair of orange high heelpumps as the manager handed me amatching clutchpurse. Once again, I walked out with the other girls.
I was feeling more and more confident. I sort of en-joyed watching the audience�s reaction as we pa-raded around in front of them. It was, to put it mildly,an exhilarating experience. The audience had ap-plauded all of us enthusiastically as had my cowork-ers when I returned backstage. Beth even took somepictures.
My favorite of the three prom dresses I modeledwas a broad-skirted pink chiffon number with tiers ofruffles, worn with pink over-the-elbow gloves andpink high heel sandals. Backstage, the applausefrom my coworkers was almost as loud as that of theaudience.
I finished up the cocktail dress showing with a gor-geous short sleeve black velvet dress with a red taf-feta band around the waist culminating in a largebow at the base of the zipper. The matching blacksuede peep toe pumps and a black clutch bag com-pleted the ensemble. Each time I came backstage tochange, Beth would take some more pictures. I knewI was looking good but I could hardly wait to see thephotos myself.
We broke for lunch at one and I changed back intomy pink work uniform. After we ate at the café court,we got ready for the three o�clock show. Once again Ifound myself walking down the short runway withone hand on my hip, turning around several times atthe end, then walking backstage to change into an-other dress and its matching accessories.
To my surprise I was enjoying myself very much,more so than I even cared to admit. I knew the audi-ence liked me, or at least the image I had presented.That went for a couple of hormonal teenage boys who
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were watching us from a distance too. If they onlyknew what was really under the dress and lingerie, Ithought to myself.
The show was over by five and once again Ichanged back into my pink work uniform. Of course Iagreed to be the substitute model for Sunday�s tenand three o�clock show. Despite wanting to show mymakeup artistry for the professional models, I simplycouldn�t pass up the chance to wear those beautifuldresses again.
Beth took me to a nearby restaurant for supper.While we waited for our food to come, she showed methe photos she had taken. Despite all that had hap-pened since I lost the Super Bowl bet, I couldn�t helpbut be proud of the way I looked. I had become aspretty and as feminine as any of the other girls in theshow.
Sunday flew by. The formal apparel store managerpressed a hundred dollar bill in my hand to thank mefor filling in for the injured model. Like Cinderella atmidnight, I had to leave all those beautiful clothesbehind and go back home with Beth.
At seven that night she had me back in a maid�suniform, cleaning the place from top to bottom. Itwas a real comedown from the last two days when Ihad been in the spotlight, showing off not only somebeautiful clothes but my feminine persona as well.
Lying in bed that night, I thought about how luckythose girls were to spend so much time in all thosebeautiful clothes. I had no doubt it was more funthan giving facials or selling makeup products fortyhours a week under the pressure of having to meetsales goals.
My feminine life continued. Periodically I wouldthink back to my short stint as a model. I saw myselftwirling around in front of an audience of buyers andfashion photographers impeccably made-up, with a
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perfect hairstyle, wearing one gorgeous gown afteranother with high heel pumps and all the proper ac-cessories. It sounded like a dream life that any girl ora guy like me would love.
That thought suddenly struck me hard: �Any girlor a guy like me.� It sounded almost funny. I had nodoubt that there were many girls who dreamed of amodeling career but just how many young boys oreven older grown men had ever dreamed of being agorgeous female model?
Work at the salon resumed. Beth printed upenough of the pictures she had taken at the formalapparel show so that everybody got a copy. I keptmine in my dresser drawer; from time to time I wouldtake them out and look them over wistfully.
It seemed that I no longer had male thoughts ofany kind. I have become so thoroughly ensconced inmy feminine lifestyle, including my thought pro-cesses, that anything to do with maleness had be-come either absent from my thinking and foreign tome.
I no longer read the magazines that I had onceread. Now I only read our trade publications andfashion magazines. I hadn�t even thought about dat-ing or sex since this had begun. I was sure the hor-mones were been responsible for all of that. I had be-come just about one step away from a total female.
The thought of taking that last step, which at onetime would have been abhorrent to me, now seemedto be a distinct possibility. As I sat in my perfumedbubble bath one night, I fingered my shriveled andshrunken genitals, I came to the realization that Ihad come to enjoy and revel in all things feminine. Iwasn�t sure if that last step would bring more or lessenjoyment to my life. Maybe things would remainabout the same as they were now.
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In April Beth hosted the quarterly manager�s meet-ing again. This time she had me wearing a pink satinpuff sleeve sissy maid dress, flared out with pink pet-ticoats in place of the traditional black satin one Ihad worn at their first meeting.
As I minced coquettishly about, serving the womenin my matching pink five-inch stiletto heel pumps,pink wig with an accompanying six-inch pink satinsissy bow pinned to the top, I could tell they were en-joying my services.
True to form, at one point the district manager hadto pick up the hem of my dress and petticoats to re-veal the pink satin panties with four rows of whiteruffles along the back. Once again, to the delight ofeveryone at the meeting, I pretended to be flusteredas I smoothed out my dress and petticoats before re-turning the cart to the kitchen.
It had been a slow quarter but after the holidaysthe year�s first quarter always was slow for us. Thecloser we got to prom time and the summer wed-dings, the busier we would be getting. Our salon hadbecome well-known and our customer base was in-creasing. I had no doubt the salon manager would bepleased so that after this year ended all of us wouldqualify for a well-deserved bonus.
My cleaning duties at the condo continued as well.The Victorian maid costume was not a particular fa-vorite of mine since it involved wearing a tiny blacksatin g-string and a strapless black corset with blackhose hooked to the garters. Over this I wore afloor-length white pettislip and a long-sleeved,floor-length black maid�s dress with a long white ruf-fled apron and a white maid�s cap. Knee-high blackstiletto heel boots completed the ensemble.
Beth never said anything to me about her choice ofmaid�s uniform. It was her choice and of course Ididn�t want to risk her anger by asking to wear the
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standard sheath or A-line maid�s dresses that I pre-ferred to work in.
I was still bound by the contracts I had signed. Ihad kept my nose clean, so to speak, since this hadall began; with just under another year to go, Iwanted to keep up my end of the bargain. Once thattime was up, I would be free to do as I pleased. Thewomen would have no legal recourse against me. Un-less there was something else in those contracts thatI was not aware of.

***
The only thing that I saw standing in my way wasthe fact that after completing my total feminizationand sissification, I had come to enjoy myhormonally-created femininity. Just how I was goingto manage returning to my former male existencewas something of concern to me.
Dr. Henderson was now giving me just a cursoryexam before administering my hormone shots. After Irefilled my prescription from the grinning femalepharmacist, Beth took me to the laser clinic. Mytreatments were much shorter now as my body hadbecome girly smooth and very nearly hair-free. Theelectrolysis technician touched up my eyebrows andsome facial hair, then we went back home.
The two of us never had much conversation unlessit involved my trips to the doctor, something to dowith work, or my cleaning duties on Sunday night.She had always been coolly distant and I guess thatwas to be expected considering our relationship, ifyou could call what we had a �relationship.�
I was under contract to �do as I was told.� Idoubted if there was anything in there that said I wasto be treated any differently than a servant at home
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and an employee at the salon. I always felt better atwork because there I was just �one of the girls� as faras the salon manager was concerned as opposed toBeth who, when she brought me home from work,saw me as a live-in servant.
It was the first weekend in April. I had just finishedmy cleaning duties when I heard Beth greeting some-one at the door. I was walking to my bedroom whenBeth stopped me in the hallway.
�Come out here, there is someone I want you tomeet,� she ordered.
I followed her out to the living room. Sitting on thedavenport was a very strikingly beautiful woman.She was the kind of woman that when a man laideyes on her, she took his breath away. Her long blackhair had been piled on top of her head so when shestood up she appeared taller than she was even with-out her stiletto heel pumps.
�Sissy maid Martina, this is Madame Christine.Madame Christine, this is my sissy maid Martina.�
I curtseyed politely as she stood up. I extended myright arm and let my right hand dangle effeminatelyat the wrist. She looked me over briefly before takingmy limp hand in hers. I gave her hand a light squeezeand then she let it go.
�You were right Beth, he is quite feminine. He willbe perfect. I will need him just for Friday and Satur-day night as June will be back early Sunday morn-ing. He can sleep in the back room for just the onenight. Here is the script. Memorize it, sissy maidMartina,� she said glaring at me.
�I will pick you up after work on Friday and bringyou home Sunday morning.�
I nodded as I took the script from her. Beth walkedher to the door and I returned to my room. I sat on
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the stuffed chair and began reading the script shehad given me. I wasn�t sure what this was about butapparently Beth had �volunteered� me for this job.
As I began to read, I discovered that I was going tobe part of a female domination scene. Apparently Ma-dame Christine was a dominatrix and I was going tobe her sissy maid as part of the role play she did withher clients.
I had very few lines to say. The majority of thescript had to do with setting up the role play scenarioand then letting Madame Christine take her clientthrough his paces. At the end he would leave and thescene would be repeated for the next client.
Later that night when Beth was taking her bath, Iwent on her computer and found Madame Chris-tine�s website. There were a few pictures of men andwomen being tied to a rack or a table with her in fulldominatrix regalia, holding a paddle or a whip. In an-other shot, she was helping a man apply makeup,then fitting him with lingerie, petticoats, sissydresses and a pair of high heel pumps in her sissyshop.
I exited the website and went back to my room. Ihad some misgivings about this. Sometimes the fe-male domination scene can get rough. It wasn�t un-common for some of the older men to be unable towithstand the session.
In addition, some of the men or women new to thescene could turn violent themselves and put the twoof us at risk. Even careful screening by the domina-trix could not necessarily weed all the violent peopleout. It was part of the risk of the business, I guessed.
Madame Christine picked me up at the salonabout four PM. Things were slow so leaving an hourearly wouldn�t hurt the business any. There was noconversation as she drove me to her dungeon. She
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had already stopped by the condo to pick up myFrench maid costume, lingerie, makeup and heels.
We stopped for supper at a nearby restaurant. Weate in silence. She behaved almost as if I weren�tthere at all. She drove me to the Northeast section ofthe city. At one time it had been part of the heavily in-dustrialized section but now had more abandonedproperties than occupied ones.
She parked behind a nondescript grey buildingand we got out. After she opened the trunk, I pickedup the box and followed her to the door. She slid acard through the slot and the door buzzed. Sheopened it and I followed her inside.
We entered the first room on her left. It was a smallbathroom and a cot had been set up on the floor. Ithad only a single ceiling light.
�Leave the box on the cot and come with me,� sheordered.
I followed her out of the room. She showed me herdungeon and explained how I was going to fit in withthe customers� desired scenarios. It was all foreign tome of course but I had to play along, no matter howdistasteful I found some of these things to be.
�Go back and get in your uniform. I will come andget you when I want you,� she said.
I returned to the small bathroom. After openingthe box, I undressed and put on my black lingerie,fishnet stockings and petticoats. I put on the heels,then stood in front of the small mirror over the sink toapply my red lipstick and blusher. When I finished, Iput on the dress and adjusted the hem over the petti-coats. Themaid�s cap was last. I sat on the edge of thecot and waited for Madame Christine to come for me.
It was less than an hour but it seemed like an eter-nity. I guess when you are waiting, time almost al-
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ways seems to stand still. When she opened the door,I saw she was dressed in a black dominatrix outfit.She was a very imposing figure with her six-inch sti-letto heel boots.
�Showtime,� she said with a smirk.
I got up and followed her down the hallway to thedungeon. Inside, she went over what this clientwanted and we waited for him to arrive. As I sat onthe edge of the table, I looked over the numerous ac-couterments she had hanging on the wall.
I guess anything that would inflict physical painand suffering could be found there. Those imple-ments, along with plenty of verbal abuse of course,were what this business was all about. I wasn�thappy about having to be a part of this but I had nochoice in the matter.
A light went on over a side door. Madame Christinegot up and walked over there. I got up and stood toone side. When she opened the door, she grabbed ashort, middle aged, semi-balding man by the ear anddragged him over to the table.
�Don�t look at us, you worm!� she screamed.
The man looked down at his feet.
�Strip!� she screamed again.
The man took off his shoes, pants and shirt to re-veal he was wearing a pink bra and matching pinkpanties. Madame Christine laughed out loud.
�Oh my! Just look at what have we here,� she ex-claimed. �A closeted sissy boy? Now don�t you look sopretty in your pink lingerie? Actually, you look abso-lutely pathetic. What ever made you think you couldbe a woman by dressing up like that? Get over to thetable so I can punish you.�
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He walked over to the table and bent over it, ex-tending his arms across the table. I stood on theother side with Madame Christine and secured hiswrists. She then selected a paddle from the wall andwalked behind him. The sharp cracks of the paddlemeeting his pantied butt resounded through theroom. When she finished, we untied him and hestood up, still looking at his feet.
�Get dressed, you miserable excuse for a man,�she ordered.
He put on his clothes, then his shoes. When he fin-ished, he was still looking at his feet. His face wasflushed and he looked like he just had one hell of anerotic experience.
�Turn around and get the hell out of here,�screamed Madame Christine.
Obediently he turned around and left the room.When the door clicked shut, Madame Christineturned to me. She had a placid look on her face, al-most as if nothing had happened. I guess if you havebeen involved in things like this over the years, youbecome accustomed to it just like any other job.
�You might as well sit down. It will be about fortyminutes before my next client.�
I sat down on the table again. I couldn�t help butnotice that she was watching me closely as Ismoothed my minidress before sitting down andcrossing my legs in girlish fashion. I hoped that bythe end of tomorrow she would be pleased with theway I had helped her out. I didn�t need an unfavor-able report getting back to Beth with a little over ayear left in my contract.
The next client was a very tall, muscular youngman. He looked familiar too me. Then I recognizedhim as a former football player for the local univer-sity. I guess it shouldn�t have surprised me as this
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sort of thing transcends both sexes and every social,economic, and cultural background.
After he undressed, we tied him spread eagle withropes to the loops in the floor and ceiling. After abouttwenty minutes of being whipped, flogged with a realcat o�nine tails, and having his buttocks paddled al-most to the point of drawing blood, Madame Chris-tine stopped. She stood in front of him with a smirkon her face.
�OK, bad boy. Get dressed. Mommy doesn�t likehurting her son but when you displease me, youknow what is going to happen. Behave yourself. Idon�t want to have to put you through this again.�
�Yes mommy, I will be a good little boy,� he an-swered.
We untied him and he got dressed. After he left theroom, Christine was looking at me with a grin.
�Penny for your thoughts, sissy maid Martina?�she said.
I shook my head. Different strokes for differentfolks, I thought to myself. We sat down again andwaited for the next client to arrive.
The sessions progressed into the night. When thelast client left, I went back to my room and un-dressed. I washed up in the sink and lay down on thecot. It was a restless sleep. It was hard to purge theday�s images from my mind.
Madame Christine woke me up about eight-thirty.I put on my pink uniform and we went out for break-fast. Once again we ate in silence. There really wasn�tanything for us to discuss. I was here as Beth�s em-ployee to do what I was told and nothing more.
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Saturday�s clients were just as varied, though theydid include two women, one of whom I recognized asa well-known teacher at local middle school. She hadrun track at the university and barely missed theOlympic team. Her bondage and spanking fantasiesdidn�t lessen my opinion of her as she had been a re-markable influence on a lot of kids.
After helping a young delicate black man pick outa wardrobe from Madame Christine�s sissy shop, webroke for supper. That night�s clients were into someheavier stuff. There demands for physical and verbalabuse were close to being dangerous.
The last client of the night was made to stand infront of me after he and Madame Christine returnedfrom her sissy shop. Madame Christine pulled up thehems of my petticoats and maid�s dress to reveal myblack satin panties.
�Aren�t they just darling, sissy boy Frank?� sheasked.
�Yes they are,� the client replied in a nervous voice.
�The pink leg and waist elastic along with thosefour rows of pink ruffles on the back add such a de-lightful feminine touch, don�t you agree, sissy boyFrank?�
�Yes they do,� he answered again.
�I am glad you agree. Be sure to wear yours alongwith your bra when you come again. I can�t wait tosee you in them. Don�t forget to continue to takethose tablets you bought last month and apply thosespecial creams to your breasts and body. It won�t belong before your skin will be as soft and feminine asmy sissy maid here.�
�I will, Madame Christine,� he said.
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He left the room and we were finished for the night.I slept a little better but was still tired when MadameChristine woke me up Sunday morning.
I put on my pink work uniform and put my otherthings back in the box. I put the box in the trunk ofMadame Christine�s car and she drove me to a burgerjoint for breakfast. Afterwards she dropped me off atthe condo.
Beth wasn�t home. I put my French Maid uniformand petticoats in the closet. I took a steamy hotshower and put on clean lingerie. I did some laundryand tried to watch TV. The experience with MadameChristine wasn�t all that bad. Helping others to fulfilltheir fantasies was no big deal in my mind.
Nevertheless I somehow felt very dirty working forMadame Christine. I don�t know exactly why. Exceptfor the dirty grey exterior, the inside was bare butclean. I hadn�t touched any of the clients and therewas no sex so catching something was never a con-cern. The shower made me feel better but I was hav-ing trouble getting some of those images out of myhead.
�Have a good weekend?� Beth asked me with asmirk at breakfast the next morning.
�It was OK, I guess,� I answered.
She took me to work and my weekend as an assis-tant to a dominatrix wasn�t brought up again. Oncein a while those images did cross my mind. I seri-ously doubted if I was ever going to be able to shakethem entirely.
The warm weather was upon us and, as you mightexpect, prom and bridal season kept us pretty busy.I, as well as the other girls, was now making moremoney as opposed to the months of January andFebruary when things tended to slow down a little.
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It was good to see sunshine and occasional rain in-stead of overcast grey skies accompanied by coldtemperatures. When Beth would take me to the doc-tor, hair removal clinic, or shopping, I was now ableto enjoy short puff sleeve blouses and mini skirts in-stead of a shirtdress. I enjoyed the feeling of thewarm breezes blowing up my miniskirt as well as be-ing unencumbered with a hairy body that traps heat.
In my own mind I no longer seemed to be �playingalong� in my feminine role. I was no longer �acting�feminine. I WAS feminine. My deportment, as Bethcalled it, was totally and completely feminine fromthe way I walked in a skirt or dress and heels to theway I smoothed my skirt or dress when I sat down.
I now held a cup of tea with my pinkie finger ex-tended and sipped from it daintily as well as takingsmall bites of foot and chewing slowly before swal-lowing. I had definitely become more female thanmale, despite the shriveled appendage that was stillbetween my legs.
The thought of having it cut off and replaced with asurgically-created vagina no longer seemed repre-hensible as it once might have. I still had concernsabout what was down the road in less than a year. Iwould have to wait until then to see how I felt.
Admittedly it was hard to reconcile with the factthat I was almost totally feminine through andthrough. I couldn�t remember the last time I had ac-tually felt or thought like a man. If I was ever releasedfrom my feminine bondage, would I be able to returnback to being a male?
Could I change my behavior back to male conductand mannerisms after being coquettish and effemi-nate for so long? It was enough to keep one awake atnight until I remembered what someone once said:�Don�t worry about what you can�t control?�
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Perhaps �worried� was the wrong word. If I couldn�tgo back, I felt very safe and secure, having adaptedquite well to the feminine lifestyle. If I did go back, Iwould just have to make the best of it. For now theonly thing I could think of was to wait and see, essen-tially crossing that bridge when I came to it.
Jo stopped by one Sunday evening and asked Bethfor my services. Naturally she wouldn�t ask me sinceunder this contract it was understood that I wouldnever be in a position to say �no� or choose in anyway, shape, or form what I was going to be doing ei-ther during work or after hours.
Jo�s Fourth of July party was held on Sunday. Icleaned the condo on Saturday to be free for herparty. She dressed me in blue satin lingerie, sheerstockings, white petticoats and a royal blue shortpuff sleeve minidress flared out with petticoats. Myblack wig was topped with a blue satin sissy bow andI wore royal blue five-inch stiletto heel pumps. Isprayed myself generously with the lilac-scented per-fume too.
Her party was a big hit with her friends. I guessmaybe I was the hit of the party when she pulled upmy skirts to show everyone the bright blue pantieswith black ruffles that I was wearing. After her guestsleft, I helped her clean up the patio dishes. When wewere finished, she brought me back home and nevereven bothered to say thanks.
I guess it was just expected that I was going to doanything the girls wanted, whether it had to do withwork at the salon or anything else. Things could beworse since at least they hadn�t �pimped me out� forsexual services, just serving and cleaning for them-selves or assisting Madame Christine. The merethought of being pimped out for sexual services mademe shudder.
The balance of July was pretty slow. Towards theend of the month, things picked up a little as
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back-to-school was getting close and we would begetting busier again. My transgender-transvestitebase had gotten bigger. Word had apparently spreadthroughout the community that I wasnonjudgmental about people like them.
Not all of the girls that were on the staff were will-ing to deal with male clients who wanted to look asfeminine as possible but I was very happy to do so. Ifelt that their money was as good as anybody else�s.After all, business is business. The salon managerwas not unhappy as my sales rose along with mycommissions. Perhaps some of the TV-TS�s may havethought that I was one of them but none of themasked and I didn�t volunteer the information that Iwasn�t, at least for the time being anyway.
Time would only tell. I had about ten months ofhormone and laser treatments left before the con-tract was up and I would have to decide whether ornot to regress back to manhood, stay as a feminizedsissified male or progress via SRS to womanhood.
The weekend before the Labor Day Holiday, wewere closed for inventory. When we were finished, weadjourned to Beth�s place for a pool party. I wore apink shirtdress over a bright pink swimsuit and pinkhigh heel sandals. Pink lipstick, blusher, and pinkfinger and toenails gave new meaning to the words�Pretty in Pink.�
Jo had picked out the bright pink swimsuit andmatching pink swim cap. The suit was made of ashiny, slippery material and at the waist it flared outinto a little skirt. The girls all seemed to be pleased atmy appearance in the very feminine suit. The factthat after a dip in the pool, my nipples pushedthrough the suit prompting numerous giggles fromall of them only added to their enjoyment.
I found the swim in the pool very sensuous. Thewarm water flowing over my hair-free girly body com-bined with the form-fitting girl�s swimsuit and my ac-
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celerated hormone treatment made the experience adelightful erotic one.
I wondered if real girls felt this good when theytook a swim. After wrapping a large pink towelaround me, I took a seat at one of the tables. Lookingaround the patio as we ate sandwiches and sippedour soft drinks, I had the feeling if you looked at all ofus lined up, you would never be able to tell that oneof the group was actually a biological male.
In bed that night I recalled again how much I wasnot only enjoying my femininity but the company ofthe women around me. Essentially my whole life wascentered around all things feminine. I wondered onceagain if I was going to be able to regress back to aman�s life and a man�s way of thinking.
Up to now I hadn�t thought much about what I wasgoing to do if I did choose to regress back to a maleexistence. I could continue to work as a makeup art-ist or perhaps go to school for something else.
The biggest problem was the fact that I had nomoney as I was still not collecting a paycheck exceptfor room and board. I would have no job record afterleaving the night job at the box store warehouse. Inaddition it would take me at least six months afterstopping the hormones to regain a somewhat mascu-line appearance. Things like this continued to keepme awake some nights.
Cooler weather returned in the waning days ofSeptember, prompting me to wear my pinkrain-shine coat over my pink uniform. I never did likethe colder weather. The cold and dark overcast dayswere very depressing.
I had the first weekend in October off but the nextweekend, instead of working, Beth informed me Iwould be needed at a conference of district managersat a local motor lodge. The lodge�s employees wouldset up the tables and chairs.
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I would assist Beth in putting out all the items nec-essary to the meeting as well as the things she wouldneed for her presentation. After I helped with theset-up, I would sit through the presentations and as-sist her when called upon. For this job I would not bewearing my pink uniform.
Beth took me home early Friday afternoon. Shehad me wear a white longline bra and long open bot-tom girdle. After attaching the sheer seamed stock-ings, I sat at the vanity and she watched as I carefullyapplied my pink blusher and creamy pink lipstick.
I stepped into a pink nylon tricot half-slip with asix-inch band of white lace at the hem, followed by apink camisole with a band of white lace across thetop. The pink short-sleeved jacket, pink slim skirt,and pink stiletto heel pumps were next. Pink ear-rings, a single strand white pearl necklace and asmall pink hat with a dainty pink veil were last.
After pinning the hat on top of my head, shebrought the veil down to my eye level. I put on thematching pink mid-length gloves and slipped mypink handbag over my left arm. I struck a model�spose in front of her. She grinned broadly and mo-tioned with her finger for me to turn around. I did soto her great pleasure.
�Sissy maid Martina, you make a perfectly femi-nine administrative assistant. You look especiallylovely with that pink hat and veil. I find millineryadds so much to your feminine persona. I have nodoubt that it makes you feel so much more femininetoo, am I right?�
�Of course,� I answered as we walked to the door.
What other answer could I give her? I thought tomyself as we walked to the car. She held the doors ofthe building and car open for me like anyone wouldfor a lady. At the car, I sat down and swungmy legs inwith the typical feminine flourish.
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Waiting for her to walk around the car, I reveled inthe delicious feeling of the nylon tricot half-slip andcamisole against my smooth, soft, hair-free skin. Thewhisper it made against the taffeta lined skirt andjacket along with my dainty hat made me feel aboutas exquisitely feminine as it was possible to feel givenmy biology.
At the motor lodge, we walked to the meeting roomand went inside. The tables and chairs had alreadybeen set up. There were half a dozen boxes on thefloor containing the informational brochures thatwere to be handed out as well as an event guide forthe Saturday-Sunday conference
Beth explained what each place setting was to get.I set my purse down and took off my gloves in theproper ladylike fashion by pulling gently on one fin-ger at a time, then taking off the glove. I set them nextto my purse and got started putting the pamphletsand brochures in front of each chair.
I had noticed Beth smiling as I set my purse downand removed my gloves. As I worked, she would occa-sionally glance at me. It wasn�t just to be sure I wasdoing things the way she wanted as much as shewanted to see me behaving in a proper feminine way.
My feminine deportment had now become secondnature to me but I knew among Beth, Jo, and the sa-lon manger, I would always be under someone�sscrutiny. It had been a cause for concern initially butnow I was behaving in a feminine way that I was nolonger conscious of. Being feminine in all the thingsthat I did was simply the way I was now.
We finished up and Beth took me home. After sup-per, I donned the ruffled pink apron and rubbergloves to do the dishes. When I finished, I picked upmy purse and gloves from the kitchen table. I startedwalking to my bedroom to change. Beth stopped meby putting her hand up and waving me to where shewas seated.
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�Please walk around the room again for me,� shesaid with a grin.
Without hesitation, I put my free hand on my hipand proceeded to walk around the living room infront of her. I gave a little extra wiggle as I passed byin front of her and then began a bit of an exaggeratedmodel�s strut as I walked away. She held her hand upagain to stop me.
�I see you are enjoying your femininity to the max,�she smiled broadly at me
�Yes I am,� I replied. �I am fully aware of my con-tractual obligations and want to fulfill them. You wonthe bet fair and square. I intend to keep my end of thebargain.�
�You�d better,� she smirked as the grin turned to aserious frown. �Don�t think for a minute that Jo and Ihaven�t put our heads together to find a way to makeyou wish you were never born.�
With that warning, she dismissed me with a waveof her hand.
As I walked to my room, I now had confirmation ofwhat I had been thinking about earlier. No matterwhat I had to go through to pay off my debt, the con-sequences of not paying it off were far worse. I had nointention of even trying to imagine what those twomight dream up in the way of punishing me.
We were up early the next morning. After break-fast, I did the dishes and she followed me back to myroom. She seemed to take particular enjoyment outof watching me take off my nightgown and put on myfoundation garments, lingerie and hose. At the van-ity, she smirked as I applied my blusher, eye makeupand creamy pink lipstick.
She placed the dainty hat on my head and broughtthe veil down. I got up to put on the skirt and jacket,
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and then I slipped into my pumps. She sprayed megenerously behind each ear with my very sweet per-fume, then along the lacy top of my camisole that waspeeking out above the top button of my jacket.
I put my makeup items back in my pink purse,slipped it over my left arm, then put on the pinkgloves. She went to her room to get dressed and Iwalked out to the living room to watch the morningnews on TV.
There was no conversation on the way to the motorlodge. The staff had put out the ice water pitchersand glasses within reach of each place at the tables.Beth checked her equipment for the Power Point pre-sentation, then joined me at the back of the room. Itook off my gloves and set them next to my purse. Weprinted the first names of the managers on stiff whitecardboard with a black marking pencil and set themin front of the places where Beth wanted them to sit.
�You will sit at the small table at the door. Print thefirst name of each person on the tag and hand it tothem. When everyone is here, close the door and sitat the back. If I need anything, I will call on you. Un-derstand?�
�Yes,� I answered.
I walked over to the small table at the door andsmoothed my skirt as I sat down. Obviously, Icouldn�t see behind me but I knew she was watchingme intently. As I sat waiting for the managers to ar-rive, I was once again lost in my artificially createdfeminine world.
It felt so good to have my feminized body com-pressed in foundation garments, encased in thosesheer stockings, a lacy half-slip and camisole, sur-rounded by the sharply tailored jacket and slim skirt.I doubted if I would ever tire of the sweet swishy mu-sic I made when the nylon tricot lingerie rubbedagainst the taffeta-lined skirt and jacket as the click
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of my stiletto heel pumps echoed off the walls when Iwalked with my new feminine grace and confidence.
Lost in my feminine thoughts, I suddenly becameaware of a woman in a brown pantsuit standing infront of me. I felt my face blush as I smiled and pickedup my marking pencil.
�May I have your first name please?� I asked in anervous voice.
She told me and I carefully printed her name onthe tag and handed it to her.
�Find your name at one of the tables and have aseat. We will be starting in about thirty minutes.�
The woman took the tag from me and walked intothe conference room. I breathed a sigh of relief. I won-dered how long she had been standing there as I wasin my feminine daydreams. As I printed her name onthe tag, I noticed she was eyeing me up and downcarefully. I hoped she was not going to say anythingto Beth about the time she had to wait before I ac-knowledged her.
After the last manger arrived, I got up and closedthe entrance door. I went to the back of the room andtook my seat to wait for Beth to begin her presenta-tion. Some of the women would glance back in my di-rection, turn back, then giggle quietly.
Of the twelve district managers only two were men.One was from the Southwest and the other from theNortheast. They were seated in the back of the meet-ing room. They hadn�t paid any particular attentionto me when they registered. It was only the femaleones who seemed to look me over closely. I had nodoubt that there was a good possibility that Beth hadtold them in advance that I was really a male.
Beth walked to the front of the room and the pre-sentation began. We took a break for lunch at
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eleven-thirty. The motor lodge dining room was verynice. I enjoyed my salad and diet soft drink. I couldn�thelp but notice once again that some of the womenwould glance in my direction, then turn back to theirconversation with a giggle.
The afternoon part of Beth�s presentation wentsmoothly as well. There was a short period of ques-tions and answers about 4 PM and then we weredone for the day. After the managers left, I straight-ened things up a bit for the morning�s presentationby the company�s vice president.
Beth and I had supper in the dining room and thenwe went home. She made no conversation and I of-fered none. I watched some TV with her and thenwent to bed. Despite the fact that it was not a partic-ularly busy day for me, I was tired and went to sleepright away.
Sunday morning, the vice president made herspeech. She too seemed to look me over closely as theother female managers had done. I wondered howmany people knew I was still a biological male. It wasmy guess everybody but the male employees did.
Following the meeting, Beth had me pick things upand tape the boxes shut. One of the men from themotel loaded the boxes in Beth�s car. After droppingthem off at the box store�s loading area, we went tolunch.
Back home, I changed into a pink shirtdress andpink sandals. I spent the balance of the day doingsome laundry and reading the Sunday paper. Bethhad made no comment about my work at the meetingso apparently she was pleased. Like most people whoare in charge of anything, compliments from her werefew and far between. I did my job as she expected meto and that was that.
That night as I lay awake, my thoughts againdrifted to what was going to happen the first week of
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February when my two years was up. The old sayingof �crossing that bridge when we come to it� didn�tseem to fit here. Should I stay in my feminized andsissified state or regress back to my male life? As oddas it sounds, I wasn�t really sure.
The next morning I stood closely in front of thefull-length mirror. The nipples of my breasts werepoking through the pink chiffon waltz gown. Igrasped my breasts with both hands and squeezedthem gently like Dr. Henderson had done. It felt good.
I pulled up the waltz gown and looked at my shriv-eled, shrunken manhood. I couldn�t remember thelast time I felt like a man. It had been over six monthssince I had last tried to masturbate. I pushedmy gen-itals between my legs and held them together. I triedto picture myself with a vagina and this was as closeas I could get at least for the time being.
Dropping the waltz gown, I put both hands up tomy face. My beard no longer existed. My facial skinwas soft and glowing like any woman�s. If I returnedto manhood I certainly wouldn�t miss shaving,though with my former light beard it wasn�t a dailychore to begin with.
In addition to my beautiful breasts, I had two per-fectly shaped feminine eyebrows. I stepped back andfluffed my hair with both hands. Certainly no womancould ask for a more feminine body or a more femi-nine image than the one I was looking at.
There was not much male left in me, except for mygenitals of course, or at least what was left of them.My scrotum was empty. The pills and estrogen shotshad displaced whatever testosterone had remainedin my body.
I got dressed and Beth took me to work. Despitehaving no life outside my job, it was always good to beat work. I loved making other women look good. Myincome had increased and I was certain I was going
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to have my debt paid off before the year ended. If not,the year-end bonuses that were paid in Januaryshould take care of whatever was left.
Halloween fell on a Saturday. Both Beth and Jothought it would be amusing to dress me in a hookeroutfit. Either that or it was a subtle hint to keepworking off my debt, lest I find myself earning moneyin a less than desirable way.
I wore a black satin bra, black satin panties withpink leg and waist elastic, a black garter belt holdingup my fishnet stockings. Over my lingerie I wore asleeveless red satin blouse, black leather micro skirt,and knee-high six-inch stiletto heel boots.
Atop my black wig was a large red satin sissy bow.Of course I wore a thick layer of red lipstick to matchmy overly red rouged cheeks and long, bright redpress-on nails. A good dousing of some very sweet yetvery cheap perfume gave everyone, including my cus-tomers, a good laugh.
There was nothing to do but put up with the teas-ing from both staff and customers alike. I took it withgood humor because in the back of my mind I justsaw it as another way of pleasing Beth and Jo to workoff my debt.
October left us and the chill of November camedown from the North. I now left the pink rain/shinecoat in the closet and wore my pink down winter coat.I never remembered the cold affecting me this waybut then I used to have some body hair and worepants too.
After the Thanksgiving holiday, it seemed mythoughts went more and more towards the timeahead when I would have to make a decision. Dr.Henderson had not said anything to sway me oneway or the other when I saw her for my monthlycheck and booster shot. The Pharmacist still smiledat me when I had my prescription filled.
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I thought maybe they were all waiting for the daywhen I would relent, undergo surgery, and becomeone of them. That was still months in the future butnow it occupied my thoughts more. I had gleanedenough information off the internet, including avideo of the whole operation, to know what I was get-ting into.
At this point I was still very unsure of myself,though it seemed less and less likely that I was evergoing to be able to return to being a man. Thatthought didn�t seem to bother me as much as itshould. Perhaps I was destined to be in this position.Losing the bet just hastened up the process.
The holidays were quite festive. When Beth hostedthe manager�s meeting, she had me in red nails, lip-stick, blusher, a red satin minidress with matchingred patent leather stiletto heel pumps and of coursesmelling sweetly of cherries.
By now the women were looking forward to seeinghow Beth was going to dress me. I wasn�t sure whatbrought them more amusement; the big red satinsissy bow at the top of my head or Beth yanking upthe hem of my mini dress and petticoats to show thewomen my red satin panties with black leg and waistelastic with the four rows of black ruffles along theback.
Business slowed down after the holidays. Therewas a pretty good turnout at the mall for the af-ter-Christmas sales. The salon had no specials of itsown but the mall crowd brought in the usual amountof walk-ins and first-time customers.
My meeting with Beth was coming up and I wasvery curious to see what was left of my debt. I had mybonus check from the salon applied to what I owed soI knew that was going to make a difference. I was rea-sonably sure that there would be very little debt leftand then I would have to make a decision about myfuture.
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To say I was unhappy in my present state wouldnot be true. All the things I needed in life were beingprovided for me. I just didn�t have any real freedom ormoney to spend. Like the caged bird that still sings, Idid not want for anything. I just couldn�t come and goas I pleased. It made my upcoming decision thatmuch tougher.
Beth took me to the café court for lunch. I wouldhave the afternoon off to see Dr. Henderson againand get my prescription refilled from that smilingpharmacist. Then we would be going home to discussmy financial records.
Just as we approached the café court, there was aloud POP! POP! POP! The sounds came from downthe mall. I could hear people screaming. Two figuresin black clothing were running up the mall shootingrandomly as they came towards us.
I pushed Beth ahead of me into the café court en-trance. I felt a sharp sting in my side as more shotsrang out and bits of the walls splintered in the air. Ipushed Beth to the floor and fell on top of her.Shortly there were more shots and then silence.
The noise of sirens was in the distance as I sat upand saw a small red stain in my side. A mall securityguard ran up to where Beth and I were lying on thefloor. I could see the fear in his eyes as he looked atthe both of us.
�Are you hurt?� he asked.
�I am,� I answered as I put my hand to my side.
Beth helped me to my feet as the security guard ra-dioed for help. She looked very afraid. Shortly, anambulance arrived and I was taken to the local hospi-tal. I didn�t feel much pain as we sped to the hospital.I was now afraid that they would say something whenthey undressed me and saw my male biology.
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At the E.R., I was undressed and nobody said aword as the doctor examined me. He removed a pieceof metal about the size of a small fingernail clippingfrom my side and stitched me up. Beth arrivedshortly and we went to the admitting office for the pa-per work. She still looked very pale as she drove mehome.
I felt very sleepy so I went to bed right away andslept about twelve hours straight. It was a long anddeep sleep. When I opened my eyes, I tried to remem-ber how I had got in my own bed. The previous day�sevents came rushing back to me.
I sat up in bed and found my left side to be verystiff and sore. I got out of bed slowly and put on mypink chiffon robe and pink fuzzy-toed slippers. Infront of the full length mirror on the back of the bed-room door I pulled the left side of the robe back to ex-amine myself. I peeled the bandage back a little to seethe small cut in my side where the piece of metal hadbeen removed.
I walked into the kitchen to find my purse on thetable, though I don�t remember leaving it there. Imade myself two pieces of wheat toast and a cup oftea. After I finished, I went into the living room toturn on the TV.
The mall shooting was the lead story at the top ofthe hour. Two teenagers, for unknown reasons, hadcome into the mall and had begun shooting. JustNorth of the café court�s double doors which Bethand I had ducked through, an off-duty female policeofficer had shot both of them dead. The investigationwas continuing.
I sat there for quite a while. Beth and I had comevery close to being killed. It was sometime later whenI shut the TV off. Other than the story of the mallshooting, I couldn�t remember what I had watched. Iwent back to my bed and dozed off again.
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It was about eleven when I got up again. I came outof the bathroom to hear Beth coming into the condo.She looked at me with a pained look. It was the firsttime I had ever seen her display any emotion.
�How are you feeling?� she asked.
�I�m okay, I guess. I�m a little stiff and sore. Howabout you? I asked
�I wasn�t hurt at all, just a little shaken-up. I tookyour shirtdress to the dry cleaners, then I called Dr.Henderson to reschedule your appointment. Do youfeel well enough to go tomorrow at 4 PM?�
�That would be fine,� I answered.
She nodded, then left the condo. I made myself apeanut butter and jelly sandwich washed down witha cold glass of one percent milk. I was still feelingsleepy but I wanted to stay awake so I could sleepthat night.
I went back to the bedroom. The hot shower feltgood. I put on clean lingerie, then sat at the vanity.After putting on fresh pink blusher and pink lipstick,I scented myself. At my closet, I put on a powder blueshirt dress and my winter stiletto heel boots. Bethhad hung the pink down coat back in the closet. Ithad not been stained by my blood loss so I slipped iton along with my pink stocking cap.
Walking to the coffee shop a short distance fromthe condo did me good. The cold crisp air woke meup. I drank a large cup of coffee and watched the peo-ple walk by for almost an hour, then walked back tothe condo. I read a couple of trade magazines andwatched an afternoon movie.
Beth came home a little early carrying a large vege-tarian pizza. While it was baking, we had a glass ofwine. There wasn�t a whole lot to talk about. I mean Iwas still a �kept servant� in effect so our relationship
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hadn�t changed despite the horrific incident thatboth of us had been involved in.
After supper, we watched the re-cap of the previ-ous day�s events. Four people had been killed; an-other six, including myself, had been wounded. Oneof the six died at the hospital. The balance of thenews was taken up with the backstory of the twokids� lives and what might have prompted them to dosuch a horrible thing.
I lost interest in them and went to bed. That night Irelived the nightmare again. Only this time, one ofthe kids came up to me and emptied his gun into mygroin. At the hospital, the E.R. doctor said, �We haveno choice but to do the surgery now.� When I wokeup, I pulled the covers back and the hospital gown upto my chin. I found that my male genitals had beencut off. I now had a vagina.
Waking up with a start, I pulled the pink sheetsback and swung my legs out. I stood up and pulleddown the pink panties of my babydoll nightgown. Myshrunken, shriveled male genitals were still there. Isat back down on the edge of the bed to let my pulserate get back down to a normal level.
Lying awake, I tried to get back to sleep but Icouldn�t. I heard Beth leave for work. I got dressed inmy blue shirtdress and made myself tea and toast.The morning news added nothing further to the trag-edy.
There clips of the funeral of one of the victims. Mo-mentarily, I saw myself in that casket.
At three-thirty Beth picked me up and took me toDr. Henderson. She examined my small wound andasked me if I was feeling OK other than the pain andstiffness. I shook my head no and she gave me an-other shot. The Pharmacist filled my prescription andBeth took me home.
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I began working half-days. It felt good to get backto a routine, though I was quite tired after the firstday. On Sunday I was back in my maid�s uniformcleaning the condo from top to bottom. This too feltgood as I had come to enjoy wearing the maid�s uni-form and cap regardless of which style Beth hadpicked out for me that day.
February 1st, Beth sat me down at the kitchen ta-ble and we went over the figures. I was now free andclear of any debt to her and Jo. In addition there wasabout a $2800.00 surplus that I would keep. I haduntil the end of the month to decide what I wanted todo. She gave me the following options:
1) I could stay with her in my feminized state, keepmy job as a makeup artist and live-in maid but be puton the payroll as a male or:
2) She could put me on the payroll as male as I re-gressed back to my male self, then move out to aplace of my own as a male or:
3) I could have Dr. Henderson set me up for SRSand when I was healthy enough, either stay withBeth or move out on my own as a woman.
I said nothing at first as one of those three choiceswas going to be for the rest of my life.
�I want some more time to think about,� I replied.
�I understand. You have one week,� she replied.
It was a very long week. I had many things to con-sider, all of which had their ups and downs. Thenight before giving Beth my decision, I stood naked infront of the full length mirror. I had as beautiful andas feminine a body as any real woman would want.
The question remained: Would I be as happy as awoman as I was as a feminized, sissified male? That
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question was very difficult to answer and I didn�tknow what the answer was. Perhaps for now it wouldbe best if I just stayed this way, at least for anotheryear. It would give me time to save up some money.At the end of the year, I would know better howthings would be and make my decision at that time.
I decided to tell Beth that I wanted to stay on withher for another year as her feminized, sissifiedmakeup artist andmaid. At that time I would be morecertain of myself and my future. I had made numer-ous transitions in my short life. This would be themost serious one and one that I could not make amistake in deciding, for it would not just be anothertransition, it would be a transition for life.
THE END
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