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IT WAS A BLAST!

by Ms Hilda Brandt

ONE
It happened so long ago, during the depths of the

Cold War when I was a junior staff officer with 8th Air
Force Command based at High Wycombe, about
thirty miles or so from beautiful downtown London
(Ah ha! You thought I was going to say Burbank, did-
n�t you? Shades of Dan Rowen & Dick Martin!) (But
that�s another story.) that I met my late partner and
wife, Miss Teri Mullard, later Mrs. Brandt.

I was a newly pinned nugget (Second Lieutenant)
fresh out of theAFAcademy assigned to plans and op-
erations, of which I knew nothing! Like I said, I was a
junior officer, useful for not much more than making
coffee, running errands for seniors and saying, �Yes,
Sir,� at all appropriatemoments. Senior officers need a
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lot of stroking of their egos to justify themselves in
their own minds.

I never got that high in rank, but I can fully under-
stand their need!

Getting back to my story:
My name is Hilyard Brandt and I�m the only son of

LieutenantGeneral (later full General) HollandBrandt
andMrs. Janine Ross Brandt. I have three older sisters,
one a major in the Infantry (West Point), one a lt. colo-
nel who was flying C-5A�s (AF Academy) and the
youngest the wife of a full colonel posted to the five
sided building in Arlington, Virginia whom she had
met while interning as a page for our state senator.

So, as you can readily see, I came from a family of
over-achievers.

Still, I was a disappointment to my dad.
At twenty-two years of age (then), standing a mere

five foot seven in my stocking feet and weighing just
one hundred twenty-three pounds, I didn�t measure
up to his six foot three, two hundred pounds of hard
male muscle by any of his standards.

I was also shorter than my two oldest sisters who
towered over me at five ten and five eleven, respec-
tively.

My youngest sister and I are the same height, weigh
the same and look enough alike to be twins although
she is a full eleven months older than I!

We (Janine and I) not only looked alike physically,
we even thought alike! That�s why it was inevitable
that I became a dyed-in-the-wool transvestite.

OK, OK, haven�t you guessed by now? I�m a trans-
vestite but amnot a flaming homosexual although, as I
will reveal in time, I was fatally attracted to small and
pretty boys in dresses and high heels.

Janine introduced me to dresses and heels when I
was still a baby, around two or three as she tells it, and
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I proved a willing, eager and active participant in her
games. I have to admit it, I was, am much too pretty a
boy not to be a girl!

Still, because of dad�s career, frowns and admoni-
tions, andmom�s direwarnings, I kept �Hilda� hidden
from view.

How frustrating that was. Janine could wear skirts
and heels right out in public where she could be seen
and I couldn�t! It�s not fair, but that�s the way it is.

So, one adapts or goes crazy.
I am not crazy!
Anyway, I successfully hid my alter-ego through

four years at the Academy, thinking that once I was
out on my own, things would be some different!

Dream on, fool!
I was an Air Force officer, remember?
I couldn�t burp without someone taking note!
Still, being assigned to HighWycombe was the best

thing that ever happened to me, bar none!
I discovered London.
And it�s fetish clubs!
I was in seventh Heaven!
I was in London every weekend I was not on duty

and I soon lost my inhibitions and even �dressed.�
No, not so much as you might think. I was still un-

easy about appearing in public in a dress and heels. I
had them, but not for public wear!

Instead I contented myself by wearing girls� jeans
(the ones with the zipper up the back or left side, no
belt loops and no pockets forcing me to carry a purse.
Pretty daring of me considering my �sensitive� back-
ground.

Anyway, on top I wore obviously feminine blouses
either with the fasteners on the wrong side or fastened
up the back which were a hassle to get into but looked
somuch better than otherwise. At least they did tome!
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I guess I was trying to put myself in a position
whereby I was �trapped� by my clothing. OK, OK,
bondage, even. Sheesh!

Under the blouse I wore a lightly padded teen�s
training bra, mostly for my own gratification than for
anything else.

I purchased a short hair wig in my color, blonde. . .
hunh? Oh, I guess I forgot to tell you about that. I�m a
true blonde from the top of my head to my toes and
yes, I also have pretty blue eyes. No, I do not shavemy
face, never have and probably never will. Other areas,
I shave as needed (underarms, legs, etc.), about every
other week, I would guess. I never kept track, just
shaved those areas when I thought they needed it.

In time I would have my unwanted hair depilated,
but that was much later.

I started wearing girls� panties when I discovered
the clubs and soon added a garter belt and nylons. On
my feet I would wear ballerinas with baby spikes, but
only when I was going to a club!

No one paid any attention tome, well not toomuch.
I had several obviously hairy males in drag hit on me,
but I let them know I was not interested and they soon
left me strictly alone.

But my eyes roved constantly!
The third time I visited Danny La Rue�s club, I ran

across a pretty little thing who intrigued me greatly! I
soon struck up a conversationwith this gurl (It was ob-
vious to me that she was male under her skirts, else
why would she be here in the first place, but I didn�t
care.) and discovered that she was a regular at another
club near there, a fetish club catering to rubber and
satin fetishes, and that appealed to me.

Taking her by the arm, I escorted her to a taxi that
soon deposited us at �Mac�s Place,� an obvious refer-
ence to rubber clothing because rain coats in Britain
are known as �Macs.�
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We danced and talked, had a few drinks (Shirley
Temples and Ginger Beer as neither of us had ever de-
veloped a taste for alcohol.), danced and talked some
more and before we realized it, it was almost five in
the A. of M.!

I deposited her in a taxi, paid the driver and
watched her leave my life, except that I had made a
datewith her for the next Saturday night tomeet her at
Danny�s, then have dinner, dance, talk and whatever.

I so wanted it to be �whatever!�
But, it wasn�t.
Damn!
I did manage to find out her name, well, her

�dressed� name. It was Teri, like the actress Teri
Hatcher. More than that she was reluctant to reveal.
Nor would she tell me where she lived, where she
worked, not one single word about her personal life.

I wasn�t surprised. After all, I was the same with
strangers.

Except I felt that after the third date we weren�t
strangers anymore!

Obviously she did not have the same feelings.
It wasn�t that she repulsed my advances. On the

contrary, she loved to kiss and be kissed at the drop of
a hat! But that was as far as she would go, no matter
what I did or said to try and convince her otherwise.

About all I did learn about her was that she had a
fondness for rubber clothing, loved satin sheets and
adored corsets, �the tighter the better,� she admitted
with a blush. She also (with a little prodding) admitted
to her love for high stiletto heels, something I had sur-
mised because she always wore heels at least four
inches high which thrust her almost up on tippy toe
with her size six feet, making her as tall as me without
heels!

6 Hilda Brandt



I offered to see her home but she would have none
of it!

So, I paid the cab driver andwent back to the B.O.Q.
where I lived on Base in a foul mood! Which was still
with me Monday morning when the daily mail was
delivered.

�Er, Lt. Brandt?� this timorous voice intruded on
my thoughts.

�Yes, what do you want?� I snarled as I looked up
andmy heart leaped into my throat. It was Chief Mas-
ter Sergeant Terrance Mullard, the unit mail clerk.
�What is it, Sergeant?� I asked in a much gentler tone.
Damn, he looked familiar for some reason.

�Er, I have a registered letter for you, Sir,� he ex-
plained in a trembling almost soprano voice.

�Who�s it from?� I asked, leaning back inmy chair.
�Strawbridge Stamps,� he replied.
�Oh, that must be my order for Empire Stamps!� I

replied.
�Are you a collector, Sir?� he asked softly.
�Why, yes, Sergeant,� I looked up. �I�ve collected

American issues since I was a kid,� I explained. �I only
got interested in British Empire since coming here.�

�I�m a collector too,� he explained hesitantly. My
grandfather got me started on American issues when I
was a boy back in Ohio and I�ve been hooked ever
since. I never got into British issues though,� he admit-
ted.

�You should,� I enthused, my original reaction for-
gotten at this sudden finding of another person with
the same interest.

�There�s a stamp club on Base, Sir, have you looked
into it?� he asked.

�I didn�t know there was one,� I admitted in sur-
prise.
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He nodded. �Yes, Sir, we meet every other week at
the NCO club.We could get special dispensation to al-
low you in.�

�Sounds great!� I enthused. �Keep me in mind.
Whatmade you think Iwas a stamp collector?� I asked
in passing.

�Oh, that was easy,� he grinned. �You get a lot of
stamp catalogs and some approvals, so I just knew,�
he explained.

�My God!� I thought, �what else does he know?�
I grinned hesitantly. �Guess I should be more care-

ful, eh?�
�Your secrets are safe with me, Lieutenant, I�ll take

them to the grave!�
�Pretty drastic, Sergeant,� I tried to lighten the

mood.
�Drastic events call for drastic solutions,� he

quipped as he took his clip board back and turned to
continue on his rounds.

�Er, Sergeant?� I asked hesitantly, �do you suppose
we could get together after work and discuss things?
Stamps, I mean.�

He smiled brightly. �I�d like that, Sir. There are no
regulations that would prevent me from visiting you
at the B.O.Q.�

�You sure?�
He nodded. �Yes, Sir, after nineteen years, I�m quite

sure.�
So that was how we first got acquainted.
At first all we discussed was stamps and I relaxed

considerably.
Then, after an hour of stamps, he cleared his throat,

�Er, Sir, can I ask you something without you getting
angry and doing anything outre, like turnme in for in-
subordination or something?�

I started. �Blackmail!� I should have known.
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�Go ahead, Sergeant Mullard.�
He grinned. �Oh, so now I�m Sergeant Mullard

again?� he teased.
�Get on with it,� I ordered coldly.
�It�s about those other catalogs you receive from

those other places.�
�What other places?� I demanded. I knew what he

meant, I just wanted him to say it out loud!
�Well, for one, Cathy�s Corsets. For another

Roberta�s Satin Works. For a third, Worthing
RubberWear. For a fourth Discipline Central and like
those.� He dropped his eyes in embarrassment

�So?� I asked, my heart sinking through the floor.
�I have similar interests,� he admitted quietly.
�What do you mean by that?�
�Well, I like rubber clothes and satin clothes and

corsets and high heels and everything and anything
connected with the like,� he admitted shyly.

�Are you trying to tell me that you�re a transves-
tite?� I demanded.

He nodded slowly. �Yes, Sir, and when I saw the
catalogs youwere receiving, I thought youmight be of
a similar inclination and. . . and. . . �

�And if I were?� I equivocated.
He looked up, face flaming brightly. �I�m amasoch-

ist.�
�Youmean you�re passive, submissive, subservient

and female oriented as far as sexual need is concerned,
right?�

He nodded, his face bright red with humiliation.
�Yes, Sir, all of that. . . and. . . and more!� he admitted
breathlessly.

�More? What more is there?�
�The one I submit to,� he added, his head bowed in

shame.
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�How so?� I prodded.
�I need someone who will dominate me, that is,

force me to be female for them!�
�Male or female?� I demanded.
�Male or female what?� he asked, puzzled.
�Your dominator, male or female?� I explained.
He blushed helplessly. �I don�t really care!� he

whispered so softly I didn�t believe my ears. �Just as
long as he or she dominates me completely!�

�Wow!� I thought. �That took guts to admit!�
Aloud, �Are you asking me to become your Mas-

ter?� I asked.
�I would rather you becamemyMistress, but if you

wish it, I will submit to a Master, if it�s you!� he re-
plied, his voice gaining strength and confidence.

�I think I could be your extremely demanding Mis-
tress,� I admitted shyly.

His eyes shining, he confessed. �You remember the
girl youmet atDannyLaRue�s awhile back?� he asked
shyly.

�Of course I do!� I replied. �I�ve been dating her for
the past four weeks. In fact I have a date to meet with
her this coming Saturday evening and. . .�

He nodded. �Yes, I know�
At first it went right over my head.
Then I realized what he had said, �You. . . know?� I

gasped in disbelief.
He nodded. �Yes, Sir, I�m Teri.�

+ + + + +

TWO
I looked at him closely. �Iwish I could believe that,�

I whispered.
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ChiefMaster Sergeant Terrance �Teri�Mullardwas
rather short for an airman, standing exactly five foot
one inch tall and weighing one hundred one pounds.
He had dark auburn hair with hazel eyes and like me,
had a peaches and cream skin tone, hairless cheeks
and a sprinkle of freckles over his button nose.

Yes, the more I gazed at him, the more I believed
that he was Teri. But, I have to admit, had he not told
me I would not have guessed it!

�Well, I am, and I�ve known who you were from
our seconddate. I recognized you atwork, putting two
and two together and coming up with five and from
what you got in the mail and your forceful manner
when you interacted with me gave you away.

�Most people just take me for granted, accepting
their mail and dismissing me from their thoughts im-
mediately. You never do.

�Oh, youwere sorta sharpwithme earlier, but I had
been the fault of it, so I paid it no mind. The letter was
just a subterfuge to get you to discuss stamps. You see,
I am a collector but not as avid as you are. I like
stamps, but I realize there are other things to, fill my
off duty hours.�

�But, how do you keep your secret?� I asked,
amazed in spite of myself.

�Well, housing is at a premium for enlisted person-
nel so I get a double housing allowance from Uncle
Sam and it�s enough for me to live quite satisfactorily
on the local economy. My flat�s only fifteen minutes
away by tube so it�s handy for the commissary and the
Exchange. I make out quite nicely.�

�I see,� I admitted, his logic dawning on me.
He grinned. �And there I can have overnight visi-

torswithout questions,� hewent on, smiling thewhole
time.

�Overnight?� I gasped. �Visitors?�
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