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All Decisions Are

Final

By Erin Summers

There is a song that describes the life of Cole
Spencer perfectly. It contains a lyric that goes like
this: “Another Saturday night and I ain’t got nobody.”
The thing is, for Cole it was every night. There is a
good reason why though. Cole was obsessed with
dressing up as a woman.

The house he had inherited when his mother died
a decade ago was a large one. One bedroom was pad-
locked. The closet inside of this room was also se-
cured with a lock. The dressers were custom-made
and had locks on them. Inside the dressers and
closet was a wardrobe many women would envy. Cole
Spencer was an attorney. He was the general counsel
of a telecommunications company which required
him to wear a suit and tie to work every day. There
was at least a dozen of them hanging in his bedroom
closet. Inside the locked closet of the locked room
was another dozen business suits. However, these
suits had skirts instead of pants. The floor of the
closet was filled with shoes, all still in the boxes
they’d been shipped in. Every item of female attire in
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the secret room had been purchased online. Spencer
was terrified of anyone ever learning of his obsession.

What was even more frustrating to Cole was the
fact that he was completely passable as a woman. He
was only 5’8” tall and very thin for a man. He’d been a
long-distance runner since his middle school days.
He ran five miles every morning before work and
would occasionally do a half-marathon if it was close
to where he resided. As a result, he fit easily into the
size 8 women’s clothes in the secret room.

He only dressed as a woman inside of the secret
room. Most nights he would take whatever work
needed to be done and go into that room. He would
first shower. Twice a week he would use a depilatory
to remove his body hair below the neck. After shower-
ing, he would dress as a girl from the skin out. Pant-
ies, bra (with falsies), hose; then he would apply his
makeup. He was an expert, thanks to a few Hallow-
een forays into the real world when he was still a stu-
dent. He’d gone to makeup counters in department
stores and paid to have his face made-up. He also
asked the artist doing his face to explain what they
were doing, so he could learn to do this on his own.

After finishing with his face, he would then don
one of the business suits in his closet, then sit down
at the desk in the room and work for hours. He got up
frequently to admire his appearance in the mirror.

When the work was done and it was time to relax,
he would remove every trace of femininity from his
body. Then he would satisfy himself through mastur-
bation in the bathroom before going to bed. He slept
much more soundly on the nights of dressing in his
secret room.

***

The women in Cole’s office gossiped often about
him. Single men who are attractive, successful, and
not involved were rarer than hen’s teeth. Some of
them had attempted to flirt with him but it never
went anywhere. If any of these women would push it,
he would tell them, “I don’t get involved with women
where I work. It’s a bad idea and never ends well. It
isn’t that you aren’t attractive; there are risks that I
am not willing to take.”
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Being in the office was extremely frustrating for
Cole. His female co-workers dressed in suits or nice
dresses. The clacking of their high heels on the hard
floors in the hallways reminded him he would never
have the chance to walk those halls in a pair of heels.

These frustrations had been building inside of
Cole’s mind for years now. Like any other form of
pressure that increases constantly, there would
eventually be an explosion. Cole’s came on a
Wednesday night.

He had splurged on a very expensive pair of heels
and was wearing them or the first time. It was a pair
of black patent leather Christian Louboutin stiletto
heels. The hours and hours of walking in heels in his
private room made it easy for him to move around in
these new shoes. This was the highest pair of heels
he had ever owned, rising to nearly five inches in
height without a platform in the front of the shoe. The
black shoes matched the black skirt and matching
jacket he was wearing.

Once he had finished his office work on this night,
he stayed dressed and began surfing the web for
transgender fiction. Some of the sites he visited were
already bookmarked on his computer.

Then he stumbled onto a site he’d never seen be-
fore. It was the website of a doctor who had com-
pletely transitioned from male to female. She had
written extensively on transgendered individuals. It
was on this site that Cole first learned the word
“autogynephilia.” The term had been coined by a
physician who had also transitioned. Its definition
describes a man who is sexually aroused by the
thought or fantasy of being a female

This caused Cole to sit and reflect on his own life
for 20 or 30 minutes. Was he just a crossdresser? A
woman trapped in the body of a man? Or a man
whose thoughts of being a real female resulted in ex-
treme sexual arousal. He went back to his computer
and began searching for psychologist and psychia-
trists. He found someone who was both an M.D. and
a  Ph.D.  in  psychology  and  specialized  in  gender
dysphoria patients. He called the phone number on
the website and, given the hour, got voicemail. He left
a message asking for someone to return the call as
soon as possible. “I want to meet with the doctor to
discuss my issues with gender.”
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It would not be easy for Cole to pay a visit to this
doctor’s office. She was in a city hundreds of miles
away. Thanks to the pandemic, though, this doctor
had a secure website to allow confidential conversa-
tions with patients on a video call similar to Zoom.

***

The return call came the next day. Cole had given
the doctor’s office his cell phone number. When it vi-
brated in his pocket and he saw the number of the in-
coming call, he said, “Sorry guys, I need to take this
and I need privacy. If I finish the call before the meet-
ing ends, I promise I will return.” Then he started
walking quickly to his private office while answering
the call.

“Hello?”

“You didn’t leave a name on the voicemail mes-
sage, so I don’t know what to call you. My name is Al-
ice Anderson and I’m the office manager for Doctor
Keys. You would like to have a session with the doc-
tor?”

“You can call me Cole.” (he’d thought about using
a fake name but there was no way to sustain that fic-
tion if he became a patient of Dr. Keys).

“Well Cole, here is how this works. I’m going to
email you a very detailed questionnaire. You can
complete it by clicking a link in the email. I will warn
you now, she is choosy about who she takes on as
patients. But do not worry. If she decides she cannot
help you, she will refer you to someone else who can
help. Whoever she refers you to will be one of her stu-
dents who is very familiar with gender identity disor-
der May I have your email address please?” Cole gave
her his personal email address and, without further
conversation, the call ended.

As the company’s general counsel, Cole knew it
would not be safe to access his personal email from
his office computer. He knew how closely personal
use of company computer resources was monitored.
His frustration at being unable to access the ques-
tionnaire was growing. He took a few deep breaths.
Cole considered going home early. That would not be
wise, he reasoned. Leaving early would be totally out
of character and would bring scrutiny on him. So, he
took a few deep breaths to calm his mind.

Page - 4

ALL DECISIONS ARE FINAL BY ERIN SUMMERS



***

Cole went straight to his personal laptop upon en-
tering his home. He opened the email from the doc-
tor’s office and clicked the link for the assessment
test. These were the questions, all of which were
yes/no questions:

When you play games online do you select charac-
ters of the opposite gender?

I believe my life would be better if I were a member
of the opposite gender.

I am already taking or considering taking hormones
withan eye to being more like a member of the opposite
gender.

When I hear people using the pronouns that are a
match with my current physical gender, I dislike hear-
ing them.

I believe members of the opposite gender have more
advantages, socially.

I enjoy being seen as a member of the opposite gen-
der, i.e, if a man, wearing dresses, high heels and
makeup.

I would prefer to use pronouns of the opposite gen-
der when filling out documents.

I am convinced I was assigned the wrong gender at
birth.

I hate how my genitals look.

The thought of a future where I continue to live as a
member of my current gender is depressing.

I avoid looking in mirrors

Cole completed the questionnaire in less than 10
minutes and sent it off to be reviewed by the doctor.

***

As soon as he awakened the next morning, Cole
rushed to check his email. Nothing from Dr. Keys.

For the first time in his life, Cole donned lingerie to
wear beneath his work clothing. He got as far as the
front door before running back to his bedroom and
taking off the panties and hose. He did bring his lap-
top to the office.
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He checked his personal email account every 30
minutes during his entire time at work. When the 6
pm check still showed no emails from the doctor’s of-
fice, a dejected Cole drove home. Once there he went
straight to the secret room. He stripped off his work
attire, then hopped into the shower.

He used the femininely scented body wash and
shampoo. After drying himself off, he put on a grey
suit with a knee-length skirt. He opted to wear his
newest pair of heels with them, loving the sight of
their red, lacquered soles. He did a great job of apply-
ing his makeup. Then he logged on to his personal
laptop There was a new email from Doctor Keys. He
opened it and began reading.

Hello Cole,

First let me laud your bravery in reaching out for as-
sistance. The hardest part of any healing journey be-
gins with asking for help.

I believe that I can assist you with your issues and
am willing to take you on as a patient. To accept this,
reply to this email with the word ‘Yes’ and nothing else.
My office will work out the logistics with you, address
any issues with insurance and payment and so on. I
look forward to meeting you, even if only by online
video chat.

Sincerely,

Emily Keys, MD

Cole was elated and nervous all at once. Elated
that he’d ‘passed the test’ to be taken on as a patient
by a gifted specialist in the area of gender dysphoria.
Nervous because he’d spent decades not revealing
this part of his life to anyone.

He then began working on the office business he’d
brought home that evening. He spent the next few
hours working, often getting up to go look at himself
in the mirror. What made this evening different is
that for the first time, he was thinking that she was
looking at herself in the mirror. When it got to be too
late to concentrate on the tasks for the office, Cole de-
cided to call it a night. Tonight turned out to be an-
other first in Cole’s life. He pulled a satin nightie from
the drawer and headed to his bedroom. Tonight he
was going to sleep in a nightie.
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***

As Cole headed out for his five-mile run the follow-
ing morning, he found himself fantasizing about be-
ing a woman on his run. Wearing a bra top, long hair
pulled back into a ponytail. Long, smooth legs glis-
tening in the morning sun. Feeling her breasts
bouncing and jiggling as she ran.

This morning found Cole wearing a pair of blue silk
panties beneath his trousers. Unlike the last time,
Cole got into his car and drove to the office with the
panties in place. It meant he would have to sit on a
toilet to pee today. Standing at a urinal would be im-
possible as panties do not have a fly.

Jennifer from Accounting was dressed to kill to-
day. She’d gone all out because she had a blind date
slated for her lunch hour. The suit was maroon, with
a silky black blouse. The skirt was shorter than her
usual choices, coming down to only mid-thigh.

But the worst part for Cole to deal with was that
Jennifer was wearing a pair of the exact same Chris-
tian Louboutin heels that he had been wearing the
previous night. Same model, same black patent
leather. The only difference was that Jennifer’s shoes
were a few sizes smaller.

Cole realized he’d been looking Jennifer over for
too long and decided he had to say something to
avoid being accused of ogling. “You look dynamite,
Jennifer.”

“Why thank you, Cole. I never thought you noticed
me.”

“You’re hard to miss in that outfit. Especially with
those shoes. They look great.”

“I’d be happy to get you a pair of your own if you
wanted them, Cole.”

“Not quite my style but thanks for the offer.”

“Let me know if you ever change your mind.”

She walked away and Cole sighed with relief. He
stood there thinking about Jennifer’s outfit and real-
ized that he might be the same size as her. He made a
mental note to shop for a suit like Jennifer’s when he
got home from work.
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Cole went back to his office and began reading de-
positions from a lawsuit that had been filed against
the company. He was so engrossed in reading, he did
not hear his assistant Candice Turner knocking at
his office door. She opened it up a little and said,
“Cole, did you hear me knocking?”

“Sorry Candice, I didn’t. Did you need something?”

“I need a few signatures please. I’ll just leave these
on your desk.” She turned and started to walk out.

“Wait a sec, Candice. I’ll look them over and sign
them now, so as not to delay anything.” Cole did not
care about whether or not the works were gummed
up by a delay in paperwork moving. He wanted to ad-
mire the dress Candice was wearing. Royal blue with
small gold buttons on the front. As he looked up from
the paperwork, he asked, “Is that a new dress,
Candice?”

“Yes it is, Cole and I’m surprised you noticed. You
usually don’t pay any attention to the women and
how we dress around here.”

“I thought I mentioned my policy on not dating
anyone in the workplace.”

“You did. But this is the first time you’ve ever com-
mented on what I was wearing. Do you really like this
dress?”

“Yes. It flatters your figure, especially with that
great peplum.”

Candice didn’t know how to react to that except to
thank Cole and excuse herself from his office once
the documents were signed

Back at her desk, she thought about what Cole
had said. Guys don’t know about peplums, she
thought. Was Cole a crossdresser? Cole was the best
boss she had ever worked for and she resolved to say
nothing about his comment. She also vowed to pay
more attention to his comments about her clothing.

Cole was extremely aroused as he took the stairs
down to the garage where his car was parked. Wear-
ing silky lingerie all day had him in a frenzy. He
nearly ran into his house, threw his suit onto his bed
and charged into the bathroom. He emerged 20 min-
utes later, completed sated.
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When he got into his private room, he made an-
other change in his routine. He didn’t put on one of
his female business suits. Instead, he dug through
the other side of the closet until he found it. It was a
little black dress he’d bought and never worn. He was
modeling his appearance on how Jennifer had looked
for her lunch date. He added sheer black tights, his
Louboutin heels and full makeup. He toyed with the
idea of going outside of the house to see if anyone
could read him. He actually put lipstick, a compact,
his keys and a wallet into an evening purse that had
been gathering dust on the top shelf of his closet. But
the minute he emerged from the secret room his
heart began to pound. He became short of breath and
lightheaded. Realizing he was not ready to emerge
from the safety of his home dressed as a woman, he
emptied out the purse and sat down at the computer.

On this night he would not be doing work for his
employer. He intended to shop on the web for new
things. But the ‘new mail’ light was blinking on his
personal email box. He opened it and found an email
from the office of Dr. Keys.

Hello Cole,

I am the office manager and I’m the one who has to
deal with the mundane and boring stuff involving your
sessions with the doctor. I’ll need you to print out and
sign the forms attachedto this email and return them. I
will also need a copy of your insurance card so we can
see whatkind of coverage will apply to your sessions. I
will review the paperwork upon receipt and reach out
to schedule your first session.

Sincerely,

Ms Reigel

Cole printed the papers, signed them, made a copy
of his insurance card and sent the package back to
Ms Reigel within 15 minutes of reading her email.
Now he could start shopping on the web. He shopped
like a madwoman, buying some new lingerie, a few
new dresses and the highest pair of Louboutins he
could find. They had heels that soared to a height of
6.2 inches. Then it was off to bed to once again slum-
ber in lingerie.
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***

One of the things Cole had done in the past was
read transgender fiction on the web. He remembered
one such story that involved a married couple where
the husband had been unfaithful. His wife schemed
and eventually had her hubby dressing as a busi-
nesswoman in the mornings. The philandering fool
had been forced to wait for his wife’s permission to go
back upstairs, remove any trace of his feminine ap-
pearance and join her for the carpool for work.

Cole cut his run short on this morning to give that
idea a try. He wound up sitting in his private room,
wearing a skirted suit and the works until almost
time to leave. He undressed, took a shower, and after
dressing in one of his drab male suits, headed to the
office. This time there were panties and a pair of
opaque tights on beneath his trousers.

Just before lunch, Candice entered Cole’s office.
She sat on a chair off to the side of Cole’s desk. He
turned his chair towards her and once they were
looking at each other eye-to-eye, he absent-mindedly
crossed his legs. The trouser leg slid up a bit, show-
ing Cole’s tights off. Candice didn’t notice at first; her
boyfriend wore black compression stockings that
reached just below his knees. Their work discussion
lasted for awhile and eventually Candice realized
that Cole was wearing tights, not compression socks.
She didn’t let on and a few moments later was clear
on the tasks that she’d been given by Cole. Before ris-
ing out of her chair, she spoke. “Cole, you know you
can talk to me about anything at all, right? I would
keep anything and everything we discuss about per-
sonal lives secret.’

“I’m fine, Candice.” Just then Cole noticed that the
tights he was wearing were clearly visible because of
how his trouser leg had ridden up. He shifted in the
seat and uncrossed his legs. “I appreciate that. But I
don’t have anything I need to discuss right now. If I
did though, you’d be my first choice. Now get to
work.”

The email from the office of Dr. Keys came late in
the afternoon. Cole opened it on his laptop, using his
personal hotspot for added security. It was again
from Ms Reigel:

Dear Cole,
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Your insurance covers 26 visits with the doctor at
90% and the next 26 in the same calendar year at 50%.
We require payment of your copay off 10% in advance.
The doctor charges by the hour. $200 per hour is the
initial fee. I can schedule up to four appointments at
this time, provided you send us the copayment in ad-
vance. You can call the office to give me your credit
card number. There is also a payment portal on our
website,but I would need you to tell me that is how you
wish to pay.

The sessions are an hour, but the doctor will usually
stop at 55 minutes, to allow her 5 minutes to write up
her session notes. If she feels it is needed, she will set
up 2-hour sessions.

If you have any questions, please let me know.

Ms Reigel

Cole immediately dialed the number. “Doctor Keys’
office, this is Ms Reigel.”

“Hello Ms Reigel, this is Cole Spencer calling. I
want to give you my credit card number and to
schedule my first session.”

“Good to hear your voice, Cole. I’m ready for your
card number.” Cole gave her the information. “Excel-
lent, Cole. I will email you a list of times available for
sessions. I suspect evening your time would be best.
You let me know which ones will work. If possible, we
prefer to schedule session times at the same time and
day each week. It makes managing the doctor’s
schedule much easier. We will work with you on the
rare occasion when the usual date/time is not work-
able. Do you have any questions?”

“No, and thank you.”

***

The email with available session times arrived
later that afternoon. Cole selected 8 pm his time on
the day after. He didn’t know if the doctor would be
available with such short notice. An email confirming
the times came back within five minutes, saying the
first session would be the following evening.

Cole went for a second run early the following eve-
ning. He showered after the run, then tried to decide
what to wear for his session. After deciding, he went
to get himself ‘together’ for his appointment.
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The video link to the secure chat site had been sent
to Cole in an email. He clicked the link five minutes
before the scheduled time. It might have been the five
longest minutes of his life. Suddenly he was allowed
to enter the chat room and the camera on his com-
puter came on.

Dr. Keys face was visible on Cole’s screen. “Hello
Cole. I am Doctor Keys and I am pleased to meet you.
Oh my, your makeup is lovely. Would you mind step-
ping back from the computer so I can see the whole
outfit?”

Cole did just that. He was wearing a print skirt, a
sweater, tights and a pair of block heel Mary Jane
pumps. “I hope it isn’t inappropriate for me to dress
as a woman for our sessions.”

“Not at all. Do you have a female name you use
when you are dressed as a woman?”

“Not yet.”

“I see. And how often do you dress up?”

“Almost every night after work. I usually wear the
female equivalent of what I wore during the day.”

“Cole, please tell me about your typical day.”

“I get up early and go for a run. Afterward, I shower
and shave for work. I am general counsel for a tele-
communications company. I usually have a full day
of work and often bring work home with me. I work in
a room in my house that is my private room. It is al-
ways padlocked and all of my feminine clothing is
kept locked up in the closets and dressers in this
room.”

“Do you live alone?”

“Yes. I inherited this house from my mother. There
is no mortgage and it is a very nice, large home. I
sometimes feel overwhelmed by all the unused space
here.”

“I see. What happens after your workday ends?”

“I come home. I shower and put something on from
the closet in my private room. Then I work on what-
ever work I brought home from the office. I have a
rule that I do not leave this room while dressed. There
are no windows in this room so no one can possibly
see me.”
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“Any recent changes in your daily routine since
you reached out to me?”

“Now that you mention it, yes. The last few nights I
found myself sleeping in a nightgown instead of my
usual pajamas. Yesterday I wore panties under my
business suit and today I wore panties again and
added black tights that looked like my usual socks.”

“Interesting. Tell me, Cole, does wearing women’s
clothing arouse you?”

“Often. Not always but most of the time. Most
nights I wind up masturbating before taking my
women’s clothing off and going to bed.”

“Cole, labels in gender dysphoria are constantly
changing. How would you define a transsexual in
your own words?”

“A person who truly believes they were born into a
body that doesn’t match their true gender identity.”

“Exactly from many of the textbooks on the sub-
ject. Can you give me a similar definition of a trans-
vestite?”

“The definition I read in the dictionary is that a
transvestite is a person who likes wearing clothing
normally worn by a person of the opposite gender.
But one article I read said the term is out of favor be-
cause of the rise of gender fluidity.”

“So we have to find out if you being aroused by
wearing women’s clothing and seeking self-gratifica-
tion afterward is the actual nature of your gender
identity issue, or if you are actually a woman trapped
in a man’s body. Do you hate your penis, except of
course when you are using it for pleasure?”

“Yes. I’ve never used it for any other purpose ex-
cept urinating.”

“You are a virgin?”

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

“Not at all. In fact it is often the case. Do you have
fantasies about being female?”

“Yes. Often. Sometimes I see a woman at the office
who is wearing something I find very attractive. I can
see myself wearing those clothes, as a real woman,
walking back to my desk and getting back to work.”

“Do those fantasies arouse you?”
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“Not always, but a lot.”

They talked about other things for the rest of the
session. After it was over, Dr Keys wrote her session
notes.

“Patient is a 34-year-old male who is aroused by
wearing women’s clothing and fantasizingabout being
a woman. He is gender-fluid but I suspect he may not
be a candidate to transition. However, if he is an
autogynephilic individual, he needs to be educated
about the full scale of gender dysphoria and be dis-
couraged from attempting to transition. At first glance
he is not a candidatefor transition,but this is only a gut
reaction to a first session.”

Dr. Keys was thinking Cole may not be a woman
trapped in a man’s body. That was the focus of her
practice and she may need to refer Cole to someone
who focuses on transvestism and autogynephilics.

***

Cole got up even earlier the next morning. He ran
and then immediately dressed in a woman’s business
suit and heels. He did his makeup with great care
and attention to detail. Then he put his wallet, a com-
pact, a lipstick and a few other items into a Louis
Vuitton bag from his closet. He waited until the very
last minute. He walked to the door to his garage and
opened it, but he could not bring himself to get into
his car to drive to the office. He felt a wave of depres-
sion wash over him as he went back to the private
room to remove any trace of his foray into women’s
wear on this morning from his body. He pulled on his
drab, boring male attire after donning a pair of pant-
ies and a pair of silk suntan pantyhose. He put black
socks on over the hose to conceal them. Then he went
to work.

The ‘new email’ light for his personal email ac-
count did not come on all morning. He ate lunch at
his desk, having brought a sandwich and a banana
with him. As he was eating, Candice came in. “Boss, I
think someone is pranking you.”

“Oh? Why do you say that?”

“I don’t think you ordered this catalog.” She
handed him a Frederick’s of Hollywood catalog and
said, “I don’t think you’re the kind of girl who would
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wear this type of lingerie. I see you more as the tamer
kind.” She laughed.

“Agreed. This looks a bit too revealing for me. Defi-
nitely not my style. Please put it in the circular file
and let me eat my lunch.”

Candice walked over to the larger trash can in
Cole’s office. In doing so, she got a full view of Cole
sitting behind his desk. Once again, he had crossed
his legs. As a result, the silk hose he wore was clearly
visible to Candice. “Cole, is there something you
want to tell me?”

“No, why do you ask?”

Candice hesitated before replying, just staring at
Cole’s exposed leg. Cole looked down and turned a
bright shade of crimson as he quickly rearranged his
legs to hide his secret attire.”

“Candice, this is not the right place to have this
conversation. Let’s stop for coffee after work today.”

“Where?”

“I’ll email you the address.”

***

The address that Cole emailed to Candice was not
a coffee house as she’d expected. It turned out to be a
quiet diner. Cole was already there in a corner booth
away from the counter. Aside from a man sitting at
the far end of the counter, they were the only custom-
ers in the place. The waitress came over to the booth,
eyeing Candice carefully. “Cole, I never thought I’d
say this but she’s a looker. Good to see you moving
on.”

“Candice, this is my friend Alice. Alice is an insti-
tution in this place. Alice, I’ll just have some of that
soup of yours. Candice will peruse the menu and let
you know what she wants when you return.”

A few minutes later Cole was taking small bites
from a bowl of soup and Candice was drinking coffee.
Her burger and fries were being prepared in the
kitchen. “What is that soup, Cole? It smells amaz-
ing.”

“This soup is why I love this place. They make it
only two nights a week and I either eat here or pick
some up on my way home on those nights. It is cream
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of chicken with wild rice. But we aren’t here to talk
about my favorite soup.”

“I’m here because I want to understand. To help.
You are the best boss I’ve ever had. I admire your
work ethic. Please tell me what is going on.”

“You saw that I was wearing hose beneath my
trousers, right?”

“Yes, and I saw the opaque tights you had on yes-
terday. Do you like dressing up as a girl?”

“If I say yes, you’ll think I’m some kind of pervert
and ruin my reputation at the office. If I say no, you’ll
call me a liar. It’s a no-win situation for me. The
strange thing is that today and yesterday are the first
time I’ve ever done this outside of my home. It is safe
and secret there.”

“And your secret is safe with me. I won’t tell a soul.
I promise. How can I help?”

“Can I think about that for a few days? I am not
trying to push you away. I appreciate your friendship
and loyalty. I just have to figure out what boundaries
I need to maintain for my own mental health and the
safety of my career. Did you happen to catch me talk-
ing to Jennifer when I complimented her on her
shoes?”

“I heard about it later. She offered to get you a pair
for yourself.”

“When we meet to talk about this again, I will let
you in on a little secret about that.”

“Come on, tell me now. It will help me get through
until I can hear about this part of you.”

“Okay, okay. I already have my own pair of the
same shoes.”

“You spent nearly $1,000 on a pair of shoes?”

“Money means nothing to me, Candice. My
mother’s estate gave me enough money to live a luxu-
rious life for three or four lifetimes.”

“I will be patient and let you tell me about you and
this part of you when you are ready. Until then I
won’t say a word to anyone. But I am going to suggest
that you make sure you take steps to keep your trou-
ser legs from riding up so much. Other girls in the of-
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fice might notice and they aren’t going to keep your
secrets.”

“Noted and thanks.”

After they’d finished eating, Cole walked Candice
to her car and watched her drive off into the night.
Then he went home, showered and went right to bed.
The fear of discovery had sucked all of the emotional
energy from his body.

***

At Cole’s next session with Dr. Keys, he brought
up the conversation with Candice at the diner.

“She saw you were wearing tights underneath your
trousers?”

“Yes. I crossed my legs as I sat down and somehow
my trouser leg rode up enough for her to see the
tights weren’t men’s socks. Then she saw me wearing
suntan hose when my socks didn’t go high enough to
cover them.”

“Do you believe she will keep her promise about
not saying anything to anyone?”

“I do. I’m a tiny bit nervous but she and I have
worked well together for a number of years. I wanted
to help her advance in her career before this hap-
pened. But this happening forced me to a realiza-
tion.”

“What was that?”

“That eventually I will have to go public if I make a
move toward transitioning?”

“We’re a bit early in the discovery process for you
to be planning for that just yet.”

“Why do you say that, Doctor?”

“Someone wiser than I once told me to never ask a
question that I wasn’t prepared to hear the answer
to. You asking why is one of those questions. Are you
sure you want to hear the answer?”

“Yes. I really do. I’m learning a lot from our ses-
sions but there is so much more that I need to learn.”

“Okay. I will say what I need to say. On the ques-
tionnaire, you appeared to me to be someone who
was well-suited to self-identify as a transsexual and
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go through the transition. But after speaking to you a
few times, I am concerned that you are more of a
crossdresser and autogynephile than an actual
transwoman. I could very well be wrong but that is
my impression.”

“I see. What does that mean for my working with
you?”

“I would like to have a few more sessions with you
but the reality is I’ll be referring you to one of my stu-
dents. The therapist I have in mind is ideally suited to
explore how you feel and what is driving you. How
would you like to move forward?”

“I think I’d like to cut tonight’s meeting short and
talk again in a week. Meanwhile I’d like to know who
you want to refer me to so I can check them out.”

“A wise course of action, Cole. I will say good eve-
ning then.” The chatroom closed and Cole was once
again alone in his secret room. He was torn. Part of
wearing his ‘other’ wardrobe was that it aroused him.
Yet another part of his mind, of her mind, was that he
really was a woman trapped in the wrong body.

Cole did not self-gratify that night. Instead, he
found himself studying transwomen on the web.
Reading all about their mindsets prior to their transi-
tion. He read all night, without realizing what he’d
done. Noticing the time, he went to shower and get
ready for work.

***

Just before lunch that day, Candice popped into
Cole’s office and shut the door behind her. She
locked it and walked up to Cole. “Can I see what kind
of hosiery you are wearing today?”

“You could if I was wearing any. I spent a lot of time
thinking about this last night. I need to work some
things out in my head.”

“I don’t understand.”

“And my office is not the place to discuss the issue.
Care for a repeat of the diner tonight? Tonight’s soup
is a delicious beef barley.”

“Count me in.”

After work that evening, they met at the diner. Al-
ice brought each of them a bowl of soup and left them
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alone. Candice stared at Cole until he finally spoke.
“For a long time, I have dressed. I found it arousing.
Very arousing. Now I’m wondering more if it is about
the arousal or if I might be a woman trapped in a
man’s body. I’ve decided to stop dressing up until I
figure it out. I didn’t dress at home last night and
probably won’t until I can work this out in my head.”

“How can I help you through this, Cole?”

“By giving me the space to work things out. The
answers will come in the next few weeks. When I fig-
ure out what I will do moving forward, I will ask for
help.”

“Okay. Just know I am here and I want to do what-
ever I can to support whatever you choose to do.”

***

Cole got an email on his personal account that
night. It was from the office of Dr. Kathy Martin.

Hello, Cole

Dr. Keys and I spoke just now about you. She
briefed me on your sessions with her and I agreed to
accept you as a patient. Please call me office tomorrow
to set up an appointment.

Sincerely,

Dr. Kathy

The next morning Cole dialed the number. He was
surprised when he heard a male voice saying, “Doc-
tor Martin’s office, this is Jeffrey speaking.”

“Hello Jeffrey. My name is Cole and I got an email
from Dr. Kathy last night telling me to call to sched-
ule an appointment.”

“Yes, Mr. Spencer. I understand that evenings
work best for you. As it happens, Doctor Martin has
openings in her schedule tonight at 7 pm or 8 pm
your time.”

“8 pm works best for me.”

“Excellent. I will email you the chat link. Please
sign in five minutes before the session if possible.”

The call dropped. Cole was taken aback by the lack
of pleasantries, but he didn’t care all that much. The
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goal of moving forward with whatever lay ahead was
satisfying. Smiling, he went back to work.

***

Cole clicked the link promptly at five minutes be-
fore the hour. The room was empty but almost imme-
diately Doctor Martin entered. Cole had expected
someone a little older in appearance. Dr. Kathy Mar-
tin was a very pretty woman. She didn’t look old
enough to have completed a master’s degree and a
Ph.D. in Psychology. But she had done just that.”

“Good evening, Cole. I am Kathy Martin. It is very
nice to meet you.”

“Likewise, Doctor Martin.”

“Please call me Kathy or if you prefer as many do,
Doctor Kathy. I expected to find you wearing women’s
clothing based on the session notes of Dr. Keys. Is
there any special reason that you are dressed the way
you are?”

“I decided to stop dressing for the moment to work
out in my head if whatever I’m dealing with is strictly
about the wardrobe, or finally recognizing that I may
be a female trapped in a male’s body.”

“I see. Has dressing as a woman stopped being
arousing?”

“Not totally, but a lot less than before. I’m thinking
more with the head above my shoulders rather than
the smaller one to the south.”

Kathy Martin tittered as the remark. “I see you
have a sense of humor. Very good. It will serve you
well as we explore your situation. How long have you
dressed?”

“Since I was a teen. I’ve never really dated either.”

“You and Dr. Keys discussed the spectrum of gen-
der identity disorders. To help me help you, can you
explain your understanding of that spectrum?”

“Of course. There are men who get sexually
aroused by dressing as women. Then there are men
who get sexually aroused by fantasizing about being
women, but without making any effort at
transitioning. Then there are transwomen, convinced
they were born in a body of the wrong gender. They
are driven to transition in most cases.”
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“Very good. So, which one are you?”

“I am not sure. I won’t deny there is an element of
arousal in dressing up, but there is also a feeling of
well-being that fills my spirit when I look into a mir-
ror and see a woman looking back.”

“Are you passable as a female?”

“Completely, in my opinion. If you would like, I will
dress for our next session, and you can judge for
yourself.”

“I would like that. It would be very helpful. Now
let’s discuss your life while you were growing up.”

For the rest of the hour Cole talked about how his
father had passed away when he was young, how his
mother had doted on him as an only child. He re-
called that several times during his youth, his
mother had put him into female clothing as Hallow-
een costumes. How she had tried to convince him to
keep doing it right up until his junior year in high
school. His mother had attended the same school in
her youth and she still had her varsity cheer uniform
from those days. It would have fit Cole perfectly and
she pushed him to wear it to school on Halloween.
But he had refused. It had been the last time she had
ever asked Cole to dress up as a girl.

When time was up, Kathy gave Cole a dazzling
smile. “We made excellent progress for a first session.
I hope we can continue as effectively next time. When
should we meet again?”

“It’s Thursday. How about Monday?”

“Let me look at my calendar. Yes, I have the same
time available on Monday. I’ll see you then.”

***

The next four days were the longest of Cole’s life.
Most of the women at the office had worn shorter
than normal skirts on Friday. Candice was not an ex-
ception to this. Cole had looked at her quizzically
without saying a word. She giggled. “Some of us girls
are going out for drinks after work and we decided to
step up our game. Do you like this dress?”

“Very much so. You look wonderful in it.”

They were in his office with the door closed and
locked, so there was no risk in what she said next. “I
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am guessing we are about the same size, so you can
borrow this dress or anything else in my closet any-
time you want.” She spun on her heel and left before
Cole could reply.

After Cole returned from his morning run on Sat-
urday and had showered, he thought about what Dr.
Kathy had asked him. Was he passable in public as a
woman? He decided this would be the perfect day to
find out.

He got back in the shower to shave his legs,
underarms and everywhere else below the neck. After
rubbing lotion all over his body, he got dressed. Not
in a business suit, as that would draw attention on a
weekend day. He tried on several outfits before decid-
ing on a pair of skinny jeans, a sweater twin set and a
pair of high wedge sandals. He did his makeup, then
got into the car inside the garage. Leaving through
the garage was the only way to exit and later reenter
his home without being seen.

He drove over an hour to a mall where no one could
possibly know or recognize him. Grabbing the purse
he had put his stuff into, then checking his face in
his rear-view mirror, he got out of the car. He locked
it and headed into the mall.

No one stared or pointed at Cole as he walked
through the doors. He began to relax after he’d
walked about 200 yards down the walkway. He al-
most went into a women’s shoe store, but the state of
his toenails concerned him. He found a nail salon on
the mall’s directory and headed directly there.

The nail salon had rows of massage chairs on both
sides with plenty of space between them. Men and
women were seated in many of the chairs; Cole was
afraid they might not be able to take him right away.
Then the manager approached.

“May I help you, Miss?”

“I was hoping to get a pedicure.”

“How about a manicure and pedicure? Save ten
bucks if you bundle them. Add a facial and we take
$30 off altogether.”

“I will go for the mani-pedi but will pass on the fa-
cial.”

“You think it over while the girls do your nails.”
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