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T.V. EYE!

The memoirs of a very unusual private detective.
By Melissa Anne Rogan.

I remember well how it all started. I was working late one evening in my office. I say
office; it was really a room above one of the many small and anonymous shops on one
of the side streets in the center of the small town where I lived. I say worked, in reality
I was desperately scouring my books to find anyone who may owe me money. I was flat
broke; an independent small time private investigator who, like many others, was
really struggling to survive.

The liberalization of the divorce laws had put many of us out of business, and was
seriously threatening to do the same to me. Who needs detectives when adultery is no
longer any big deal?

I should have stayed in the police force, at least I was getting a regular pay check
each month, even if the system frustrated me half to death.

I leaned back in my chair. Looking for inspiration, I glanced at the photograph on
the wall. It was of my hero, Humphrey Bogart, in classical Sam Spade guise, the ar-
chetypal private eye.

Often, in my less busy moments, I fantasized about being a private investigator in
'30s Chicago, bringing gangsters to justice. My other fantasy was that of a second
world war spy, infiltrating the enemy and learning their secrets, helping to save my
country, in the nick of time. Anything to get me out of this rut.

I was surprised, and somewhat relieved to hear the timid knock on the door. A cli-
ent at last?

“It's open,” I shouted.

In reply, the door opened and a young man poked his head round.

“Are you Mr. Paul Rogan, the private investigator?” he asked.

“That's what the sign says,” I replied, “come in and tell me your troubles.”

He sat opposite me and sipping a mug of the atrocious coffee that I drank, he gave
me his story.

“Do you look for missing people?” he asked.

Did I? After adultery snooping, missing persons was the private eye's second most
important money earner. Better really, because you could spin out the expenses, but
more work was involved in solving the case.
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“Give me the details. Then I'll be able to tell you if I can help.”

“It's my brother, Bill, William French,” he replied, “he's gone missing. I don't know
why. I just know that he was supposed to meet me last night and didn't turn up.
When I checked his flat there was no sign of him and his landlord hasn't seen him for
days. He hasn't been to work for a week. He always tells me when he is going away.
Since our parents died, we're all the family we have.”

“I can make no promises. I'll need to look at his place to see if I can find any leads.
The initial investigation will cost $250, payable now. If I decide to take the case it will
cost $50 a day, plus expenses.”

He sucked in his breath.

“That's pretty steep.”

I could see he was pretty desperate. Well, so was I.

“Take it or leave it. Your choice.”

He thought for a few seconds.

“OK, I agree, but I want to know every day what you are up to. This is a lot of
money for me.”

He gave me all the details of his brother, including a recent photograph, as well as
five crisp, new 50 notes and left.

0-0-0

The following day, after paying off some of my more urgent bills, I paid a visit to the
home of Bill French, letting myself in with the keys provided by my client, John
French.

As apartments go, it wasn't bad, but nothing special; completely self contained with
living room, a single bedroom, kitchenette and bath room. A typical bachelor's pad. A
cursory inspection revealed no clue as to the occupant’s whereabouts.

However, I was nothing if not thorough and started to snoop in earnest. In due
course, I came upon a locked suitcase in the bedroom. Now most people leave suit-
cases empty unless they are going away, so a locked one was immediately suspicious.

My little pocket knife made short work of the rather flimsy lock.

The contents were a puzzle.

It was filled with women's clothes.

A fairly full wardrobe was inside, but nothing else.

A second locked case really aroused my curiosity. The women's clothes in this one
were rather odd. I mean the average female does not have a skimpy French maid's out-
fit and a nurses outfit locked away with sexy black basques and leather underwear,
not to mention the wigs, make up and cheap jewelry.

My growing suspicions were confirmed by the discovery of some transvestite maga-
zines and story books, and some photographs of an attractive lady who on closer at-
traction was obviously my quarry.
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My time in the police had taught me that as foibles go, crossdressing was usually
harmless.

The photographs could indicate that somebody was blackmailing him, perhaps by
threatening to reveal his secret to family, friends, work colleagues.

Had he fled in shame?

Having unearthed no other clue I decided to peruse the magazines to see if any-
thing caught my eye. After an hour or so of this I was reassured of my original opinion,
that, though not my cup of tea, transvestitism was basically harmless.

Finally, something caught my eye. Bill had ringed in pen a small ad. On reading, it
was a cryptic message with a phone number and a box number postal address. Basi-
cally it was offering TV's the opportunity to live out their fantasies in privacy and secu-
rity.

Could it be the front for a blackmail gang?

I had nothing else so it was worth following up.

I was disturbed by the ringing of the door bell. I quickly piled the clothes back into
the case and, closing the bedroom door, went to open the front door.

It was my client, John French.

“I thought I'd come and see if you'd found anything,” he said.

I was annoyed. “I don't take kindly to clients trailing after me,” I growled.

“I'm sorry,” he muttered, “it's just that...”

He was obviously worried, so I relented.

“It's OK, just don't do it again.”

I let him in and told him to go and make some tea while I continued with my
search. After the refreshment, I decided to question him about his brother. It was
dicey ground, but at the end of the day, John was my client, so Bill's privacy was not
my prime concern. I braced myself.

“Does your brother have any foibles? Any sexual quirks?”

“What do you mean?” John demanded. The look in his eyes told me that he knew
something, but was keeping it from me.

“Did you know that your brother is a transvestite?”

“Yes, I've known for years,” he replied, “but how....?”

“I found some things in his bedroom.” I then showed him all that I had so far dis-
covered, and put to him my blackmail theory. “How did you find out about your
brother's 'habit'? Did he tell you?”

“No,” said John, “I accidentally found out when he was still a teenager. I found
some things hidden in our room. Even as a child he used to play dress up with
mother's clothes.”

“Does he know that you know?”

“No, I don't think so. But what difference would that make?”
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My next question was crucial. “How would he react if you disapproved?”

“I would never disapprove,” he yelled, “Bill is all the family I've got. I would never do
anything to hurt him.”

“Yes, I appreciate that, but think, John. Bill doesn't know that you know.”

“In that case,” replied John, pensively, “he would be very worried. I am all the fam-
ily he has, and we've always been close.”

“If someone was blackmailing him by threatening to tell you of his secret, would he
be scared enough to give in?”

“Yes. He would do anything to avoid hurting me.”

“Thank you,” I replied, “that is what I needed to know. I have contacts who will help
me to find the addressees of these 'phone and post box numbers. I think I'll give them
a closer look.”

“Is that legal?” he asked.

I didn't reply.

0-0-0

Four hours later I was sitting in my car in a less salubrious part of town. True to
my word, I had used my contacts and called in some favors owed from my days in the
police force to identify the address of the ‘phone number. All my attentions were now
on it; a nondescript warehouse/office building registered to some company called
'WIHP'. I could find out very little about it from official sources. Given the nature of my
inquiries, the name was a little disconcerting, even if the spelling wasn't quite right. Of
course there was no guarantee that it wasn't just a convenient contact point.

I had been watching it for over half an hour and seen no signs of activity.

Finally I decided that I could learn nothing more without taking a look. I quickly
circumnavigated the building and again found nothing, so I located the fire escape and
started climbing. On the roof I found an unsecured skylight, and, checking that I was
unobserved, forced it open and climbed in. All was quiet. I was on a short corridor with
a couple of doors on each side. They were unlocked. A quick inspection showed them
to be offices. I could find nothing of interest in the cursory inspection that I gave them.

I methodically began to quarter the building.

Finally, I heard voices, so I very cautiously eased my way towards them. I was on
what appeared to be the warehouse floor, though it was more like a large open plan of-
fice, and there seemed to be a lot of activity.

Secreting myself behind a stack of boxes, I insinuated myself into a good position to
observe what was going on without, I hoped, myself being seen.

What I saw left me amazed.

The scene in front of me was of a transvestite fantasy land. Although the advertise-
ment hinted as such, I was still unprepared. Everywhere were men engaged in various
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female activities, dressed as secretaries, brides and bridesmaids, pretty French maids,
little girls, even babies.

I heard a soft noise behind me. As I turned to investigate, the stack of boxes col-
lapsed, with me underneath.

It suddenly, and painfully, went dark!

0-0-0

When I awoke, I had a terrific headache. I winced at the light as I opened my eyes.

“Ah, our little prowler is awake,” said a sweet voice.

Forcing my eyes to focus, I turned to the direction of the voice.

There stood a nurse, the sweetest girl I had seen in many a long year. If I had not
been feeling pretty rotten, I would have been making a pass in five seconds flat.
Funny, the things that go through your mind when you can't do anything. She quickly
checked me over, pulse, blood pressure, light in my eyes, you know the setup.

“Well,” she replied, “no harm done. Lucky for you that you appear to have a hard
head. I'll go and get Dr. Formyle.”

She flounced out of the room. My eyes gave her stocking clad legs an appreciative
leer while my mind pondered on who Dr. Formyle was and what I was going to say to
get out of this mess.

I found out in short order.

Dr. Formyle was a lady in her mid forties I would guess, though still well shaped
and attractive, despite the severity of her dress, a stark but expensive two piece busi-
ness suit, navy pinstripe with skirt half way down her shapely calves. I think the mod-
ern term is 'Power dressing'.

The doctor also examined me.

“You have a large bruise on your head where the boxes fell on you, and a rather
nasty cut which I've put some stitches in. Apart from that and a slight concussion you
are fine. Luckily for you, we have a small but well equipped medical facility here so
you were given treatment very quickly. Now, do you mind telling me just exactly what
you are doing, trespassing on my property. We know from your wallet who you are.”

I knew even as the words were leaving my mouth that my hastily concocted story
would never fool this obviously intelligent woman.

I was right. She didn't believe a word I said.

Threatened with the police, who could revoke my private investigator's license and
put me out of business, I had no choice but to tell her the truth.

Looking at the photograph I showed her, she smiled.

“You could have saved yourself a lot of trouble by simply asking. This organization
is discrete but hardly top secret. We offer such people as your Mr. French the opportu-
nity to live out their feminine fantasies in complete confidence.”
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“With due respect,” I replied, “from what I saw, your establishment is hardly like
the seedy dives these people usually go to.”

I remembered too well from my days in the vice squad just what those places could
be like. They were usually cellars or seedy back street tenements with a Miss Whiplash
type dominatrix clad in leather and spiky heels forcing her poor unfortunate cross
dresser into what could only be described as degrading positions.

“I agree,” replied Dr. Formyle, “we are not in it for the money, nor do we wish to de-
grade or dominate our clients. I am a psychologist and I and my staff are doing re-
search into what makes a transvestite tick. We want to know in what way they differ
from 'normal' males. That is why we have medical facilities. If you give me your word
that what you learn here is kept in confidence, I can give you a guided tour, and let
you talk to Mr.. French.”

I readily agreed.

I saw again what I had seen earlier, transvestites indulging in their fantasies, or so
I thought. I was able to talk to them and they seemed very relaxed about themselves,
not in the least self conscious.

As with any such group there was great variety; some were obviously just men in
frocks, but others seemed to me to be totally convincing as females, even down to the
four foot man acting in every way, to my admittedly untrained eye, like a baby girl.

Regardless of their look, they all had one thing in common; they all seemed to ex-
ude femininity.

At the time, I thought it must be the after affects of the concussion mucking up my
judgment.

Finally, I was allowed to see Bill French, or Yvette, as he preferred to be known `En
Femme'.

He was dressed as a French maid, and although I thought he looked ridiculous, he
seemed quite content to prance about in his short skirted uniform, stockings and
heels, polishing and dusting.

There were several such maids, who between them kept the place spotless.

“This Dr. Formyle is some psychologist. She must save a fortune in cleaning bills,” I
thought, wryly.

Finally I left, convinced that my client's brother was safe and well, and my commis-
sion was completed.

Making my way back home, I stopped off for something for my pounding headache.
I most definitely would be taking the doctor's advice to rest.

Walking past a news agents shop, I popped in to pick up the local paper. I liked to
keep abreast of the news, you never knew when a job might depend on it.

Finally, I was sat down in my little flat, washing the pills down with a good cup of
tea. I picked up my paper and was startled to see the date. I had been in that place for
two days. That was some knock on the head I had received!
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I still had the headache and the lump to prove it. I couldn't concentrate so I decided
to hit the sack. I needed sleep.

0-0-0

It was two or three days later when I got a nagging feeling that all was not quite
right. My head had healed, just a slight ridge where the box had fell on it, barely a
graze; and the headache had gone.

I had informed my client of my findings, assuring him that his brother was alive
and well.

Although he was far from happy about the situation, at least he accepted it and,
more importantly for me, paid up in full, and in cash.

Even so, my detective's instincts were firing on all cylinders. Now my mind was
clearer, I could think straight, and the more I thought, the less convincing was Dr.
Formyle's story.

Again, I thought about my vice squad days.

This was nothing like that. Why had I got an overwhelming sense of femininity from
each man, regardless of his physical appearance? Was it really true, or a figment of my
injured mind? Why was each group supervised by a woman clad in a nurse type white
dress uniform carrying a funny little keyboard? Were they taking notes on a pocket
computer, or something more sinister? On the face of it there was no actual evidence
of anything untoward, just a hunch.

My hunches were never wrong.

0-0-0

That afternoon, I was contacted by a friend in the police computer division, passing
on information that I had asked her to find a couple of days ago.

Dr. Formyle was a noted psychologist who had for some years been assistant to a
Professor Keatings, a brilliant physiologist who was working in nerve impulses and the
functions of the brain. He had disappeared some eighteen months ago and despite rig-
orous inquiries, had never been found. Some hint of contacts with the drugs world had
been uncovered and the best theory was that he had crossed a drug baron and had
been eliminated as a consequence.

Dr. Formyle had continued his work for a while but lacked the insight to do it jus-
tice, so it too died. She continued in her own field, studying sexuality and gender
variations.

This fitted in with her story until I read her Special Branch file.

She was down as a subversive, having been active in various feminist movements
both legal, (burn your bra, equality of the sexes) and illegal, trying to force the pace of
social change by less ethical methods. As is the case in many of these files, there was
insufficient evidence to actually charge her with anything, but enough to create an in-
terest in her.
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WIHP apparently stood for Women In High Places and was dedicated to getting
more women into positions of power in government and business, by any means.

Further, the more I thought about what she had told me and showed me, the fish-
ier it became. The people I had met did not in any way fit the pattern of cross dressers
that I had previously encountered. T.V.s were usually the soul of discretion, keeping
themselves very much to themselves. Even when they met, they tended to mix only
with either other TVs or with a very few well trusted friends. The behavior of the ones
in the warehouse was wrong in so many ways, though if I was asked to be more spe-
cific I couldn’t.

I just had a gut feeling that something was not quite Kosher. Maybe I had better
look into this warehouse again. Only this time I would be both more careful, and more
thorough!

0-0-0

When I reentered the warehouse it was in the early hours. I was dressed in dark
clothing and I carried a small but powerful hand torch and some useful tools; screw-
driver, small wrench, picklock.

Carefully, I eased my body through the skylight that I had helped open, and
dropped into the corridor below. It was the same one I had been in before.

Quickly, I entered the first office and speedily, but efficiently, searched through
desk and filing cabinets, which were all unlocked.

I found nothing untoward, the usual supplies of general office stationary, and some
publicity literature, stating the aims of WIHP, exhorting women to stand for office
whenever they could, from union office right up to government. There was plenty of
advice on challenging and overcoming bias in the work place and on the extent of pro-
tection offered by current equal opportunity and sexual equality legislation.

There was nothing remotely subversive or illegal.

Hell, I agreed with most of it myself.

Searching other offices was equally unrewarding. I even had a look at the medical
unit. Fortunately, the place seemed to be deserted. Unfortunately, I’m not medically
qualified, so I couldn’t tell if it was an ordinary unit or not, though the site of a small,
but fully equipped operating theater gave me pause for thought. This was supposed to
be a psychological study.

What did a psychologist need with a surgery?

I continued my search.

Finally I found an office with a computer terminal. Maybe this would help. In my
five years in the fraud squad, I had spent two in computer fraud, so I knew my way
around most ordinary systems. The first thing I had to beat, once I'd booted it up was
the request for a password. It is a simple fact that most people are rather naive when it
comes to passwords. They pick a number or word that they can easily remember:
birthday, anniversary, name of loved one. This was not much help without knowing
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the user. The other thing that many computer users do is write down their password
and secrete it near to the computer, in case they forgot it.

Ah, here it was, stuck beneath the keyboard, silly cow.

The password was 'Amazon', rather apt, considering the nature of the business but
demonstrating just the lack of imagination I'd come to expect of most computer users.

Now, let's see what could be learned.

Almost immediately I was engrossed in the information held in the computer data
files. As I had originally thought, there was a blackmail network set up here. They had
found sexual skeletons in the broom cupboards of many eminent men; politicians,
high flying business men, even a member of the government. They were blackmailing
them not for money, but to advance their particular cause.

I could understand this but where did ordinary transvestites like Bill French fit into
the picture? They were hardly important in the great scheme of things.

I dug further, to see if an answer was forthcoming.

Suddenly, the light snapped on!

“Well, well,” drawled Dr. Formyle, “now why aren't I surprised to see you? Somehow
I knew you were too good at your job to accept my little story for long. As soon as you
accessed the computer, It set off an alarm.”

I was never going to talk my way out of this one. Already I knew too much, and I'd
barely scratched the surface.

Jumping from my seat, I made a dash for the door.

Dr. Formyle snapped her fingers and the nurse who accompanied me raised one of
those funny keyboards and pointed it at me, all the while feverishly pushing buttons.

“Stand still,” barked Dr. Formyle, and I did, instantly. I didn't know why, but I
obeyed her, instantly and without question. Although in my mind I desperately wanted
out, I just couldn't bring myself to do it. At her order, I docilely followed her through to
a small sitting room by the medical center. Soon, I was seated comfortably on a settee,
along with Dr. Formyle and the nurse, the same little sex kitten that had helped treat
me the last time I was here.

“Now we're all sitting comfortably,” began the doctor, “I suppose I had better give
you the true story. I thought from the outset you were too smart to be fobbed off, and
my investigations into your police record confirmed that. Oh, yes,” she smiled, noting
my surprised expression, “we are very well connected.”

As she talked, the nurse slipped into the surgery, returning with a little box which
she passed to the doctor.

“This is what it's all about,” said Dr. Formyle, opening the box and removing a little
device. It was basically a flat metal and plastic disc about an inch in diameter with two
wires, one of which separated at the end to lots of little gold plated electrodes.

“This was Professor Keatings' pride and joy,” she continued. “I know you know of
him so I won't lie to you. This is a transceiver which is surgically implanted into the
patient's skull. These tiny electrodes are then embedded deep into the brain. Using a
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special computer, we can send signals directly into the patient's brain, bypassing his
or her own will. We can control them totally.”

I squirmed uncomfortably, as the import of this information sunk in.

“Yes,” she smiled, as my hand rubbed the little ridge at my temple, “I fitted you with
one, just in case, and the nurse has just activated it. The hand sets are connected to
the main computer through antennae in the walls and ceiling. They have very limited
range but the main computer can reach anywhere in the city, so don't try to escape.

“Professor Formyle was a totally ethical man. He meant to use them to treat mental
illness and perhaps remove criminal tendencies. You see, any suggestion or instruc-
tion sent via this device becomes an integral part of the patient's make up. He believes
implicitly anything he is told. He will brook no argument, no matter how reasonable.

“As part of my studies, I discovered it was actually far more powerful than even the
good professor realized. I found that by controlling the mind, you can control the body.
It has long been known that in certain extreme circumstances the body can be
changed by the mind. How many cases of terminal cancer have spontaneously cured
themselves, confounding the doctors? If the brain believes something strongly enough,
it will force that belief on the body by causing mutations and hormonal changes.”

“But this is fantastic,” I replied, intrigued, despite my fears. “With this device you
can cure any illness.”

“Very true,” the doctor replied, “and in time, I may use it for that. For now, I am
curing a social ill and using it to advance the cause of womankind.

“What happened to Professor Keatings?” I asked. “Surely he would never agree to
this monstrosity.”

“Again you are right. And I am right about you, you are very perceptive. I managed
to drug the professor and fit him with one of his own devices, giving me total control. I
never waste valuable resources, human, or otherwise, and Professor Keatings' knowl-
edge is essential to my researches. I simply changed him into a form more in keeping
with my plans.”

She grinned smugly, and pointed to the nurse.

“Mr. Rogan,” she announced dramatically, “meet Professor Keatings.”

The nurse smiled and curtsied daintily.

“A rather apt conversion don't you think?” asked this terrible woman.

The horror of the situation left me momentarily speechless. As soon as I regained
the use of my tongue I asked the question uppermost on my mind.

“If Professor Keatings was as brilliant as you say he was, how could you be so im-
moral as to destroy his mind?”

Again she grinned.

“Ah, but that's the beauty of this system. The beliefs, instructions and desires im-
posed by this little device are an overlay on the mind. All the original memories are
suppressed but they are still there, and I can get at them when and if I need to.”
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Slowly, the import of what she was saying was sinking into my mind. This woman
was invincible if she succeeded in establishing her organization to the extent that I
learned that she planned. And I couldn't stop her. Hell, I didn't want to. Even with the
simple instructions her device had imposed on me, I already found the thought of dis-
obeying her inconceivable.

I was led to the little cubicle that I had occupied on my last visit and instructed to
sleep until the morning.

And I did, deeply, without dreaming.

0-0-0

After being fed and allowed to shower, I was given a plain coveralls to wear and es-
corted back to Dr. Formyle's office.

“Good morning, Mr. Rogan,” she smiled, “take a seat.”

“What are you going to do with me?” I asked, as I sat in the chair indicated.

“I don't know yet,” she replied. “Obviously, you know too much for us to simply re-
lease you. Your unique skills could be very useful to us, but I have yet to determine
the best way of utilizing them. First, I'm going to repeat your tour of our little facility,
only this time you will see the truth. I think you still don't quite believe all that you
were told last night. This should persuade you.”

Rising, she beckoned me to follow, and I did.

First we went through to the offices, where six women were happily chattering away
in the typing pool.

“These were originally male bosses,” Dr. Formyle told me. “All were guilty of chau-
vinism and sexually harassing their secretaries, who are now devoted members of our
little society. We thought that turning the tables on them would be an appropriate
punishment. We always try to make the punishment fit the crime. Don't look quite so
skeptical, Mr. Rogan. You are free to ask them or me any questions you like.”

I spoke at length to each of the secretaries who had been instructed to tell me the
truth. I soon became convinced that they were doing just that.

I could not believe how ultra feminine they all were, with their short skirts and
stocking clad legs and high heels, lacy bras covering voluptuous breasts visible thor-
ough satin blouses, hair and make-up just perfect.

“How can you simply steal people? Surely they would be missed.”

“In some cases they have no one to miss them. We try to target such people. Se-
crecy is very important at this stage of our planning. In other cases, well people disap-
pear all the time, you should know that. Who would link them to these lovelies? Not
everyone is as smart as you.”

The tour continued.

As I was shown around the building, I again saw what I had previously assumed to
be transvestites living out their fantasies. In truth, many of the people I met were in
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fact previously transvestites, who, on being offered a golden opportunity to make their
dream come true, jumped at the chance of enlisting in Dr. Formyle's' cause.

Others, however, were previously men, who as before, were being punished for
crimes against womanhood, real or imagined.

Thus, rich men who had given their servants a hard time, were now flouncing
around as maids.

One man had been converted into a fat and ugly middle aged woman who did much
of the drudgery; washing and ironing, etceteras. His crime? He had given his wife a
hard time; out with the boys drinking, unfaithful, the usual story. His wife was now
his controller, and she made sure he was happy to stay in and do his share of the
housework.

More serious cases had been regressed to childhood, being reeducated as young fe-
males and shown at first hand, what a vulnerable state that could be. The four foot
baby I had previously encountered was, they told me, a rapist who, with the aid of a
good lawyer, had escaped justice by persuading the courts to throw out the case on
some esoteric legal nicety.

Dr. Formyle's' little club had decided to rehabilitate him in their own way by start-
ing from scratch and turning him into a baby girl. He was now down to two feet and
totally dependent and baby-like in his behavior. The girl he had allegedly sexually as-
saulted was now responsible for his new upbringing.

Seated back in Dr. Formyle's office, I felt stunned and shocked at what I had seen.

“How long does this conversion take?” I asked.

“That depends,” she replied. “An adult male converted to an adult female takes six
to eight weeks, dependent on the amount of body mass that has to be lost.”

“Body mass?” I queried.

“Yes. Women are smaller and lighter than men, so the extra weight must first be
shed before the physiological changes can take place. If more mass needs to be lost,
for example in turning the target male into a child, then it takes longer. Our little baby
has taken almost six months, though she is advanced and most of the weight loss is
completed. Psychological changes are instant, as we can store different profiles in the
computer and download them into the target brain as required.

“Now, which model shall we use for you?”

I gulped as the meaning of her last phrase struck home.

“Me?” I cried. “You can't mean to do that to me, surely. I've committed no crime
against women, and I am most definitely not a transvestite.”

Dr. Formyle smiled, almost gleefully.

“Of course you are, my little puppet,” she laughed.

As the nurse fiddled with her little computer terminal, the doctor rummaged in her
desk drawer, removing and holding up a pink lacy 'body'.
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This garment was like a woman's teddy but made of lycra and nylon to hug and
support the body. The satiny material was edged at the legs and opera style shoulder
straps with lace and there were three little popper studs in the gusset, presumably to
allow the wearer to go to the toilet.

I couldn't take my eyes off it, such was the fascination I suddenly felt. I felt an over-
whelming desire to hold it, to own it, to wear it. Without even being aware, I had al-
most ripped off my clothes, feeling no embarrassment, such was the strength of the
urge I was feeling.

Snatching the garment from her outstretched hand, I quickly donned it, smoothing
it down over my body, luxuriating in the feel of the material against my skin, enjoying
the feeling of light support it gave me. It felt comfortable, It felt secure, It felt right.

“That's enough,” said Dr. Formyle, “I've got some other people I want you to meet.”

As I finished putting my outer clothes back on, the door opened and in walked two
French maids.

“This is Yvette, who you have met before, and her sister, Colette,” said Dr. Formyle,
introducing the girls.

As I looked, I recognized them.

Yvette was the erstwhile Bill French, though the difference that his implant had
made in the couple of weeks since our last meeting was startling. His appearance was
definitely much more feminine, he was several inches shorter, and pounds lighter. His
body was also smoother, more rounded, his facial features gentler.

For the first time I had seen different steps in the feminisation process which actu-
ally meant something to me, and I felt fear.

Looking at Colette, I could see that this maid was my ex client, John French, still
obviously male, at least physically, despite his pretty little dress.

“I don't understand,” I stammered.

“It's quite simple, really,” replied the doctor. “You see, you are not the only one who
was not convinced by our little charade. It seems that his devotion to his brother was
such that he didn't believe you and had to look for himself. Well, OK. if he wants to be
with his brother, so be it, but on our terms.”

“But why French maids and why French names?” I asked.

“Yvette, through choice, Colette in order to be with her sister. Rather apt, when you
consider that their surname is French,” she smiled, pleased at her little joke.

“Why do you ask? Are you jealous? Do you want to be a pretty French maid and
wear a sexy little French maid's outfit?” she asked me, laughing.

I blushed deeply, with embarrassment.

“No, I do not,” I retorted, “I'm not the submissive type, am I?”

Even as I spoke, she was picking up a hand set and pressing buttons rapidly.

“Are you not?” she inquired.
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“No mistress, I am not,” I replied humbly, curtsying daintily to her. As I spoke an
overwhelming urge to wear that pretty little outfit surged through my mind. Just as
quickly, it was gone.

“Perhaps not,” she said, pressing yet more buttons. “Don't you think Colette is sexy
in her pretty dress?”

Again an urge came unbidden into my mind.

Colette was suddenly, to my way of thinking, the most beautiful and sexy woman I
had ever seen.

I just had to have her and crossing the room, took her in my arms, kissing her pas-
sionately, plunging my tongue into her sweet mouth.

She responded with equal passion, controlled as she was by the nurse.

As we embraced, I reached under her skirt to hold the cheeks of her pert little bum,
stroking through the nylon of her frilly, white, can-can type panties.

In her turn, she reached down and cradled my cock in her hand, before undoing
my trouser belt and flies, letting them drop to my ankles.

Pushing me back until I was leaning against the desk, she knelt before me, releas-
ing my throbbing, turgid member from the frilly confines of my underwear, which she
found to be both most amusing and cute. Lovingly, she stroked my organ to even
greater rigidity before taking it into her lipsticked mouth, and sucking strongly.

I was in heaven. I couldn’t believe the pleasure as I lived one of my favorite fanta-
sies: to be given a blow job by a sexy French maid. As my arousal increased, I leaned
back onto the desk, moaning, stroking her hair as I pushed her further onto me until I
was deep into her throat.

Finally, I couldn't hold out any longer, and ejaculated strongly into her mouth, the
ecstasy of orgasm was greater than I had known in many a long year.

As she swallowed my cum with relish, we were brought back to reality by the sound
of women laughing. As we turned in the direction of the laughter, we saw the doctor
and nurse again pressing buttons on those infernal hand sets. We both blushed in
horror as we became aware of what we had just done in public.

I had allowed myself to be sucked off by a man in drag.

He had willingly performed an oral sex act on another man, swallowing down the
jism with relish.

“Like I said,” leered Dr. Formyle, “with these devices, I can do anything.”

With that, the maids were dismissed back to their duties, and I was led back to my
cubicle.

“What are you going to do with me?” I asked again, this time knowing in my heart
what the answer would be. “Are you going to turn me into a girl also? I don't want to
be a woman.”

“Of course we are,” she replied smugly. “In fact, your body has already been pro-
grammed to stop production of male hormones, and start production of female hor-
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mones.” At my startled look she continued, “Oh, it's far too early for you to notice any
differences yet, but you will, just as you will want to be a woman, in time. As to the
precise details of your new persona, that I haven't yet decided. For the next week we
will let you enjoy several female scenarios, and see what suits you best. Oh, and until
we decide on a proper name for you, you will respond to the name Paula. Now, it's late
so get some sleep.”

So saying, she left me, laughing as she went, secure in the knowledge that I would
not try to escape.

The thought just wouldn't enter my befuddled mind.

Sighing, I looked around and found a snack laid out for me. Realizing that I was
famished, I wolfed down the food before taking a shower.

When I returned from the shower, clad only in a large fluffy towel, I noticed that
someone had left a little frilly white baby doll nightie with matching panties on the
bed. These I donned without giving it a second thought, reveling in the sensuous feel
of nylon next to my skin, the swirl of the lacy skirts against my legs.

I climbed into the bed and, exhausted from the day's traumatic events, was soon
asleep.

0-0-0

I was woken from a deep sleep by noise and lights in my room. As consciousness
returned I realized that some kind of film or program was being projected onto the
plain wall opposite to my bed. As senses returned to my sleep befuddled brain I recog-
nized that it was some kind of soft porn movie, of a group of very well developed young
men singing and dancing, somewhat like the Chippendales. It was soon obvious that
they were in fact doing a strip routine.

For some reason that I could not explain, I was very interested, and as they lost
their clothes, I started to become aroused. Throwing off the bed clothes, I lay on the
bed enthralled, stroking myself through the soft, silky material of my nightie. As they
gyrated to the music I moaned, running my hands over the full and soft curves of my
voluptuous breasts, stroking my erecting nipples, caressing my tummy until, fully
aroused, I put my hand down my panties and lovingly tickled my clitoris, plunging my
fingers deep into my sopping vagina until, finally, I shuddered into a raging orgasm.

As I did so, the film ended and, sated, I contentedly returned to sleep, to dream
sexy dreams of handsome, hunky men!

0-0-0

With the coming of morning, I again awoke.

My hand was still down my panties, holding my now flaccid organ. Both panties
and nightdress were still damp and sticky from my masturbation.

It was immediately obvious to me that I had again been the subject of Dr. Formyle's
mind bending powers. I could still vividly remember the imposed sensations of the fe-
male orgasm she had caused me to experience. While I was embarrassed, I was also
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curiously excited, though whether this was me, or that damned computer, I could not
tell.

True to her word, Dr. Formyle imposed a different female persona on me each day
for the next week and my name was indeed Paula. I seemed to be incapable of re-
sponding to any other name.

The first day was fairly mild. After first having me remove all of my body hair, other
than that at my crotch, in order to give me a properly feminine appearance, I was
dressed in fairly plain female attire.

The underwear was white cotton panties with a small amount of lace trim, white
bra and slip, and nude colored pantyhose, pink floral shirtwaister dress and black
shoes with a two inch heel. Make-up was light, just a touch of rouge and some red lip-
stick.

My imposed persona was transvestite rather than female, and my job was to help
with the laundry, washing and ironing. As a long time bachelor, I was able to perform
this duty with a fair degree of competence, but as a T.V., I happily pranced around
with the rest of them, mincing and admiring myself in every mirror I passed. There
seemed to be mirrors everywhere, no doubt a deliberate ploy. Apart from the hard
work, the day passed without incident though my nighttime rest was again interrupted
by porno movies. The film was different but the result was the same!

The next day I got my 'wish', for I was garbed in the same uniform as the 'French
sisters'. I was a French maid, in the same sexy uniform as they were, given into their
care, to help and aid them in their never ending dusting and polishing. Under the in-
fluence of the computer, I was thrilled to be in this mode.

Just like them, I wore a tight, black basque, black fishnet stockings, white can can
panties with tiers of frills on the rump, layers of lacy net petticoats, and a little black
dress flaring from my hips over the petticoats. It was low cut to show my cleavage,
with a miniskirt that exposed my panties at the slightest movement. A little white
apron and maids cap finished the outfit. Shoes were black patent pumps with three
inch heels. My ears had been pierced earlier, to allow me to wear nice dangly earrings,
as I was now doing. My make-up was more tarty than that of the previous day with
heavy black mascara and thick lipstick.

Inside, I felt just as I had always done; Paul Rogan, aged forty, detective.

Outside, I acted in every way as the perfect French maid. Just like the time when I
first met Yvette, I looked to the outsider like a man in drag, but to me I was the perfect
example of femininity, and I exuded an aura of femininity. I did not want to behave in
the way I did, but I could not resist.

The computer programming affected a level below my consciousness, so I acted in
response to its instructions in an instinctive way. By the time I realized I wanted to ob-
ject, I had already done or said what I objected to. After a morning of dusting, I was
called into Dr. Formyle's office. Also present were Nurse Keatings, and a fat, middle
aged man I had never seen before.

“Ah, Paula, there you are,” smiled the doctor.
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