


RELUCTANT PRESS TV/TS FICTION - COPYRIGHT© 2019

Copyright © 2019
Published by Reluctant Pressin association with Mags, Inc.All Rights Reserved.No part of this book may be reproduced without thewritten permission of the publisher, except for brief quotescontained within a critical review.
For information addressReluctant PressP.O. Box 5829Sherman Oaks, CA 91413USA
Call toll free (800) 359-2116

reluctantpress.com & magsinc.com

Reluctant Press TV/TS Publishers
This story (including all images) is a work of fiction. Anysimilarity to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.All situations and events herein presented are fictional,and intended only for the enjoyment of the reader. Neitherthe author nor the publisher advocate engaging in orattempting to imitate any of the activities or behaviorsportrayed.
Persons seeking gender reassignment surgery, hormonetherapy or any other medical and/or body-altering processshould seek the counsel of a qualified therapist whofollows the Benjamin Standards of Care for GenderIdentity Disorder. This material is intended for personsover the age of 18 only.



YOU CAN BE PART OF OUR FAMILY
If you aren�t part of the Reluctant Press family, then youaren�t receiving our Newsletter every month. The Newsletterincludes previews of the latest books, news, make-up tips, col-umnists � and more!
Joining our family is easy -- just make a purchase ofany size directly from us, and you�ll receive our newsletter ab-solutely free for up to one year. Or, you can have a trial sub-scription for a limited time by sending your name and addressto Reluctant Press, P.O. Box 5829, Sherman Oaks, CA 91413...be sure to ask for a free trial subscription.

New Authors Wanted!

Mags, Inc and Reluctant Press are looking for new
authors who want to write exciting TG,

crossdressing or sissy TV fiction.

Stories should be inWord or Rich Text format, and
around 24,000 to 30,000 words in length. Reluc-

tant Press also prints some shorter stories in the
19,000 to 24,000 word range.

If you think you have what it takes, this could be
your opportunity to see your name in print on a

real book, commercially published, and get paid for
it.

Contact
magsinc@pacbell.net, reluctantpress@gmail.com - orcall 800-359-2116 to get started.



Drag as a Career

Option

By Jessica Matthews

I answered the call reluctantly. It had been a long
night, and this was far too early in the morning. Any
time in the morning would have been too early.

��Hi. You don�t know me but I�d like to ask a few
questions.��

This wasn�t a good start. Like I said, it was far too
early and I usually hang up when someone calls like
that. The question is usually about insurance or a
new kitchen. But there was something in the voice
which made me hold on. It seemed younger and less
scripted than the usual marketing calls.

��You may ask,�� I replied rather coldly. ��But I may
not have the answers.��

��That�s okay, only I�m trying to find someone.��
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��And you think I�m that someone?�� I asked.
��Yes... no... well, maybe you know them.��
��Maybe I do, but unless you�re going to tell me,

we�ll never know.�� The temptation to hang up faded
away. My caller sounded so earnest that I was in-
trigued to know what was driving this call.

��Did you go to High School about a month ago?��
��I went to High School but it was far longer than a

month ago,�� I replied. ��It�s a memory that I try not to
think about.��

��Sorry, I didn�t mean it like that. Everyone goes to
High School, but what I mean is did you go to my
High School about a month ago.��

��We�re still not on the same page,�� I sighed into the
phone. ��Why don�t you start at the beginning and I�ll
pretend that I haven�t misunderstood everything
you�ve said already.�

��Okay.�� I could hear him taking a deep breath.
��There was a lady, well she wasn�t really a lady, and
she was in drag. She went to a careers day at my High
School, but I wasn�t there.��

��So why weren�t you there?��
��My stepdad said I couldn�t go. He said it was de-

generate and the school principal should be shot for
thinking of it.��

��So he�s a prejudiced a-hole,�� I said.
��Sounds like you know him.�� My caller was getting

less nervous now. I could hear it in his voice. ��I heard
about it from some of the guys who were there. She
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talked sense about dealing with haters and allowing
people to be different.��

��I thought you said it was a careers day?�� I said. ��I
didn�t know that there was a career entry point for
people doing drag.��

��I�m sorry. I�m not doing well, am I? It�s taken me a
lot of nerve to make this call, please help me.��

��If you explain, I�ll do my best,�� I said.
In truth, the poor kid sounded so desperate for

someone to listen that I couldn�t hang up, although
the temptation to go back to sleep was nearly win-
ning.

��Okay, I wanted to go and see the lady. I thought
that there was some career I didn�t know about. I
wanted to ask her how I could apply.��

��And your stepdad would let you?�� I asked.
��Heck No.�� The anger was palpable. ��He�d beat me,

beat mymom for having raised me like that, and then
probably throw me out.��

��Sounds like your mother made a bad choice.��
��She did that all right. He�s okay with my older

brothers. They�ve left home and they�re both in the
military. He thinks I should be the same, and can�t
understand that it�s not for me.��

��But you�re stuck with him.��
��I guess that�s right, but I�m seventeen and in a few

months I can tell him to go��� I heard a sob. ��I daren�t
tell him. I�ll have to get out of there.��
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��What about your mom?�� I asked.
��She�ll be fine. They only argue about me. Mom

sticks up for me and he thinks I�m an embarrass-
ment to him and his redneck friends.��

��So what did you want when you made this call?�� I
asked.

��I want to know how I get to be a performer in
drag,�� he said. ��I�m a decent pianist, and I�m small
and slim.��

��What about girlfriends?��
��I don�t have much success with girls and I�m sure

it might be more fun trying to imitate one than trying
to date one.��

There was an obvious question to follow this, but I
didn�t have the heart to ask it. He might be gay, he
might not. He may simply be some confused kid who
wanted out of an uncomfortable situation. I decided
to think about it some more before saying anything
definite.

��Why did you call me?�� I asked.
��I read somewhere that you run a decent place

with real female impersonators. I figured you might
be a good place to start, and you might know the lady
I was asking for.��

��And you really want to be in drag for a career?�� I
was mystified, but convinced. I didn�t ask if he knew
how unreal female impersonators could be.

��More than anything.�� He sounded so earnest. ��I
don�t want to do that over-the-top drag. I want to im-
personate a real lady. I want to be believable.��
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��Can you call me back tomorrow?�� I said. ��I�ll ask
around for you. Make sure you call later in the day. I
don�t do mornings if I can help it.��

��Thank you, sir.�� he said rather formally. I�ll call
tomorrow and thanks for listening. I feel that you�re a
friend already.��

I didn�t know if I wanted to be a friend to some con-
fused kid that I�d never seen. Maybe he�d never call
back anyway.

********
I walked the three blocks to the ��Moon on the Wa-

ter�� which was the club I�d owned for more years than
I cared to remember. I call it a club, but there wasn�t
much exclusive about it. The best thing was its place
on the waterfront. When you walked up the beach,
we were the first place before town.

We were also one of the two places in town where
there was anything like a drag show. I�d given up on
the extravagant stuff. You know what I mean; the
shows that are all bawdy innuendo; the performers
looking like nothing you�d ever believe in.

Instead I�d gone for something more comfortable. I
ran a show that wouldn�t frighten or appal the tour-
ists. All the staff were hired to be believable and
friendly, polite and respectful. Generally, it worked.

It brought in a lot of passing trade, and kept the
kitchens busy. �The best seafood on the boardwalk�
was the slogan outside. It was good, especially in the
summer when we could use the deck outside. Only
the smokers braved the deck in the winter.
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Only Rosie was in and working. She was always in
first and seemed to love the place as much as I did. I
found her in the dressing room, bundling away her
boy clothes and getting into her dress for the day.

It was a rule. All my servers wore gingham dresses.
Yes, they weren�t the height of fashion, but they were
cut very feminine and they were laundered every few
days, or every time they got stained. I built a reputa-
tion on a lot of pretty boys in drag serving the best
seafood to our customers.

And in case you�re wondering; all the servers were
really boys in drag; well, more correctly, female im-
personators. I didn�t employ those over-the-top drag
queens, even for the floor show. This was a restau-
rant and bar, with understated entertainment. I did-
n�t want it to frighten anyone.

I ran the tabs from the bar through the computer
as I waited for Rosie to appear. She came as Rosie,
and could have been named George, William, or Jef-
ferson for all anyone knew, but she was Rosie here.

��Did you hear about a drag queen going to a high
school careers day?�� I asked when she started fuss-
ing around the tables.

��I did see something on television,�� she replied. ��I
think it was in Colorado somewhere. It wasn�t �round
here anyways.�� Rosie always talked like a southern
belle, even though we all knew she was from Ne-
braska somewhere.

��And I�d guess it didn�t go down well,�� I said.
��There was surely some trouble there.�� Rosie put

down her duster and came over to me. ��The parents
were real noisy about it. I think they were afraid their
sons were going to turn out like me.��
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��There�s only one of you, Rosie.�� I patted her bum
in a way I knew she liked as she returned to the ta-
bles.

��You could always check it on the web,�� she called.
��And why the interest anyway?��

��A kid called, thinking we�d know,�� I replied. ��I
think he was looking for a job.��

��Well, fresh blood and young blood is what�s kept
this place going over the years. Did you invite him
over for an audition?��

��No, I don�t know where he was calling from. I don�t
even know how he got my number. I should have
asked that. It�s not listed anywhere.��

��Maybe he got it from a friend,�� Rosie suggested.
��You could have asked him to send in a picture. You
remember how to do that email stuff, don�t you?��

��Just �cos I don�t spend every spare moment on
dating sites, that doesn�t mean that I�m not up to
date,�� I said. ��Besides, he�s seventeen, with a stepdad
who sounds somewhat unenlightened.��

��You mean he�s a pig.�� Rosie got the drift.
��And probably a nasty and violent one.�� I remem-

bered the tone of the kid�s voice.
��I think you should be nice to the poor kid.�� Rosie

called from the far end of the club.
��He may be desperate, and thinking we�re an es-

cape route.��
��He�s seventeen,�� I called back. ��We�d be risking

corrupting a minor or allegations like that.��
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��No one�s going to ask his age,�� Rosie said. ��I never
got asked.��

��You didn�t go to the right places,�� I replied.
��Maybe I should tell him to call back when he�s eigh-
teen.��

��It would only mean trouble only if anyone knew
he was here.�� Rosie, as ever, had a point.

********
Rosie and I went back a few years. We�d been a

number for a while and then drifted apart. Neither of
us held any resentment; we�d known it couldn�t last.

I�d not long owned the bar when Rosie turned up.
She was a pushy kid in flamboyant drag. She was
amazingly good looking, even though there was no
doubt about her true sex. She hustled the crowd for
drinks quite shamelessly. I watched and said noth-
ing.

When she came back the second week, I pulled her
to one side.

��You can go on the payroll or leave and don�t come
back,�� I said quietly. ��I can probably pay as much as
you�re hustling, and it could be a regular job.��

��What do I have to do?�� she asked.
��First, I want you to look like a real woman, and

second, you do your hustling for me. I�d be your em-
ployer, and you�d get a regular pay check.��

��I�ll have to ask my boyfriend,�� she said. I won-
dered if I detected a flash of fear in the way she said
it.
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I bought her a drink and watched her hustle
through the evening. A couple of customers grum-
bled at me for the way she was behaving.

I told them I�d handled it. Next week came and no
Rosie. I guessed she�d taken her hustle somewhere
else.

The week after, she returned. I recognised her at
once, even though she was dressed down and kept to
the shadows at the back of the bar. No come ons to
anyone.

I got up close and she turned to me. I could see the
bruises. even under her makeup. One eye was
closed, a cheek was swollen and a tooth was missing.
��I got beat up for wanting to take your offer,�� she
said.

��The offer�s still open,�� I said. ��But I really want to
be sure that you�re safe.��

I took her into the office and got the full story. In
between sobs, she told how the boyfriend preferred
controlling her hustling and selling herself, so she
left. He found her and decided she needed to learn
who was boss. She hit back and eventually the cops
hauled him off.

��You can still have the job here,�� I said. She looked
at me, searching my face for something, I know not
what, and then her face crumpled and she sobbed
uncontrollably.

I sat there, not knowing what to do. I�d hired my
first drag queen.

It was a good move, I�d turned the place around
from being a bare living to being a good one. The girls
were an attraction on their own; coupled with fair

Page - 9

RELUCTANT PRESS



prices and a floor show that was fun rather than test-
ing the limits of good taste, we prospered.

********
I sent Rosie to my doctor for a check-up. It was

only a matter of time for the swelling to heal before
the damage could be assessed. To cut a long story
short, I ended up paying for a nose job and some ex-
pensive dentistry.

Rosie ended up sharing my bed. I never intended
for that to happen, but in those days, I lived over the
bar. She helped me clearing up after we closed. I
thought she�d left and went upstairs.

I was settling down when the bedroom door
opened and a warm, sweet-smelling figure crept un-
der the duvet.

I was about to say something when lips locked
onto mine and I felt a tongue asking to come in.
What�s a guy to do? I know what a lot of guys would
be thinking, but I didn�t think that way.

I went with the kiss and then another. I felt a hand
reaching down. The long fingernails walked across
my stomach until they grasped my rapidly thicken-
ing member. I couldn�t resist, I moaned and shifted
my position to allow a better hold.

She kissed me again and I felt that she was wear-
ing a bra under some soft material. I guessed it was a
nightdress specially brought along. Kissing her way
down my naked body, she got to my groin.

I felt her hand working up and down, squeezing my
sack and running a fingernail from base to tip. I felt
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her tongue flick across the head and swirl around
once, and again, taking it deeper each time.

She played with me. She licked and squeezed,
scratched and sucked. She drove me crazy with each
successive touch, and then she took me deep into her
mouth.

There was no mistaking her intention this time.
She worked me in and out, sucking and swirling her
tongue. She moved up and down, quickly and then
slowly, building my sensations to the inevitable.

I felt greater stiffening, almost a bursting sensa-
tion, and then that was it. Any control I might have
had was gone. I hit the climax and felt spurt after
spurt coming out and going goodness knows where,
into her mouth, her throat.

It seemed to be the longest I�d ever had, not that I
was the world�s greatest sexual athlete. This was
amazing and so unexpected. I lay back and felt her
snuggling up and resting her head against my shoul-
der. I remember the touch of her hair that evening,
and the scents from her shampoo or maybe perfume.
I don�t remember falling asleep, but it must have
been pretty fast.

*******
I woke as the dawn was breaking. A low light was

seeping through the blinds. I shuffled and felt an-
other body in the bed with me. It all came flooding
back. I don�t know what I expected to think right
then, but thinking wasn�t an immediate priority.

There was a soft body spooned against mine, rear
to my groin. And I was rock hard, standing between
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her cheeks. As I moved, she moved and must have
felt the same thing.

Hardly daring to do so, I let my hand wander round
to her groin. I found her penis hard and pointing out.
She shuffled back and away from my arms, reaching
to the nightstand. Before I could move, she fell back
into me and a hand grasped my penis gently, but at
the same time, encouragingly, making it swell even
more.

The hand was removed and I dimly remember see-
ing her squeezing a tube of something into her
hands.

One hand came back to my penis. It was colder
now, and the hand rubbed something slippery over
it. The other hand reached round to her behind.

I knew what was expected. I should have felt revul-
sion, but all I felt was desire. Somehow, wordlessly,
she rolled over and I knelt over her. She knelt too and
presented her behind to me, one hand grasping my
penis and pulling it gently towards her hole.

Goodness knows where the point of no return
might have been, if ever I passed it before. I was sure
past it now, as I leaned inwards and pushed gently
forward. I was tentative. She pushed back hard and
moaned.

I felt a huge resistance and winced as I seemed to
bend in a place where bending didn�t seem possible. I
heard her take a deep breath and then she pushed
back, not as hard, but more insistent. I felt that resis-
tance again, but then it went. I squeezed through. It
was like a band holding me out, but now I was inside.
I pushed forwards and she pushed back.
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