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The Sign

By: Heather Berdrow

Part 1
Darrell Stephens was a rock sensation. At 25, he had amassed two top-selling albums

and had performed a slew of sold-out concerts around the world. It wouldn�t be long before
he could claim the title of Megastar and have millions in the bank. He loved the music he
made and sharing it with theworld. As a consequence of Pop Star status, hewas rarely alone.
There were his band mates, sound people and roadies constantly around, tending to his ev-
ery need.He had a personal assistant, BrianWells, who had been his confidant from the start.
Pete Stonewas the head of his security. Of course, he also had amanager and agent. Yes, they
were all on his payroll but they trulywere friends, devoted to him and tomaking sure his ca-
reer ran smoothly. Darrell was their boss, yes, but hewas also their friend, a rare combination
in a business known for backstabbing.

Hismusic crossed the barriers of color, age, and gender. By far, the largest part of his au-
dience was middle-aged women, followed closely by much younger girls. The fans showed
their appreciation of his efforts by showering the stage with panties at every venue he
played, nomatter howbig or small. From stadiums tomore intimate settings, it was the same
thing every night. His collection of feminine finery was growing out of control. It was a run-
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ning joke among his inner circle. Men being men, lewd comments were rampant. Darrell
could have stocked a Victoria�s Secret store from his private stash.

But with all the accolades, Darrell was quite lonely inside. From outwards appearances,
all he needed to do was snap a finger and dozens of adoring fans would be at his beck and
call. But Darrell desired something deeper than mere fame, fortune and rock stardom. He
just didn�t know where to look for it. Then came that fateful night in Las Vegas.

Darrell was in the secondweek of amonth-long contract with amajor casino. His shows
had been sold out for weeks in advance. Except for his scheduled �alone time� just before
and after a show, he was surrounded by his crew. Stage clothes weren�t an issue for Darrell.
He wore a simple T-shirt and jeans to every gig; the Everyman look was part of his mass ap-
peal. Wouldn�t his fans love to see what he had on under those jeans, though? He always
wore a simple pair of pink, nylon panties, kind of a good luck charm, if you will. He had
worn them from about the age of 7. These days, he could afford whatever he wanted, but he
stayedwith simple full-cut briefs like the ones he had seen around his childhood home. Usu-
ally, his audience was 90% female, so he had to always be very aware of the image that he
projected. He knew that to a lot of thewomen and girls in his audience, hewas a fantasy boy-
friend. He hid his little secret from everyone as he had to if he wanted to keep his career
intact.

But this night, something occurred that would lead him down a far-reaching, adventur-
ous road, one that Darrell could never have predicted. As he neared the first break in his
show, Darrell saw her. Not just another �her,� but THE one. She was wearing a short pleated
skirt, in black, along with a wide golden chain belt. She also wore a bright pink, silky blouse
that was nearly see-through. Her hair was a shiny blue black, and her eyes held a fire that
nearly blinded him.Her legswere long and lean, and shewalked comfortably in 4-inch spike
heels. Darrell felt a light go on inside of him. He had seen thousands of girls from the stage as
he played, but none of them had ever captured his gaze like she had.

His singing went on autopilot; he watched her until the set was done. He immediately
left the stage. By the time he had reached floor level, she was gone. In her place, one of his
long-time security guys stood, with a glazed-over look in his eyes. When Darrell tapped the
large man on the shoulder, the security guy jumped and acted like a trance had just been
lifted. He batted his eyes as he tried to shake the darkness that had enveloped his mind. He
looked down and Darrell followed his gaze. In the guard�s right hand was a small cocktail
napkin. In the center, therewas a red outline of themost perfect lips he had ever laid eyes on.
By the lip print, written hastily in pen, was a name, Sam, nothing more. No room or tele-
phone number like he was so used to reading on notes given to him by rabid female fans.

Sam. It may have been the first time that they hadmet, but it surely wouldn�t be the last.
It was those eyes, burned deep into the recesses of his mind, that left the biggest impression.
The name would haunt him for some time.

Every night over the next fewweeks, Darrell scanned the crowd, looking for her. But he
had not been successful in his search. Then, two nights before his last performance at the ca-
sino, she was there again. This time, her hair was honey blonde. It was piled high on her
head, with curls falling down the side of her face and down her back. She wore a figure-hug-
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ging, gold lame dress. The hem stopped about mid-thigh and the dress glowed in the muted
light of the stage. The 4-inch pumps sheworematched the dress perfectly. He literally could-
n�t take his eyes off her. She was the most perfect woman he had ever seen, even though he
had seen tens of thousands of pretty girls.

She possessed medium-sized breasts, a narrow waist, and hips that flared into her
well-rounded bottom. Their eyes met again; those deep, smoky eyes held him in a trance.
Then he saw a smile cross her face. As soon as the lights came up, shewas gone again. On the
railing in front of the stage, Darrell saw the small cocktail napkin resting on one of the posts.
From the stage, he could see the lip print and that name once more. Sam.

Darrell felt desperation rise up into his throat. �Is she real, or is she just a figment of my
imagination,� he thought to himself. �She is just too perfect. She must be an image from
somewhere in my head. I�ve seen so many pretty girls. Maybe I�ve just constructed a hybrid
of a lot of them or something.� Now he was starting to scare himself. He shook his head,
clearing the cobwebs.

After the last song, on this last night in Vegas, Darrell headed off stage to his dressing
room. All theway down the long hallway, he could smell themost erotic aroma. �God, those
show girls really smell great,� he thought as he opened the door. But there, right in front of
him, stuck to the mirror, he saw another napkin. He carefully removed it and compared it to
the others that had been found. The prints all matched, right down to the color.

�That aroma, it must have been her,� he found himself saying to himself. �Does she
even know what she is doing to me?� There was a knock on the door. He raced over to an-
swer it, hoping beyond all hope that it was her standing in the doorway of his dressing room.
Sadly, it was only his assistant, Brian, with the schedule of upcoming events.

�What�s wrong, Darrell?� Brian asked. �You look like you�ve seen a ghost or lost your
best friend.�

Darrell then showedBrian the napkins. �This is going to driveme crazy, dude,� he said.
�And you don�t know who she is, or where she came from?� Brian questioned.
�No. It�s happened a couple of times, while we�ve been here. She probably lives here.

Once we leave, that will probably be the end of the story,� Darrell answered.
�If it continues,� Brian went on, �then you have to tell Pete. She may be a stalker.�
Darrell nodded in agreement. �It�s just that she is so fucking perfect. I can�t stop thinking

about her. I even dream about her almost every night now.�
Brian interjected,� If it becomes a problem, we will have to deal with it. Okay?�
Darrell nodded his head. �You�re right. We have to, or I�ll go completely nuts.�
Darrell walked slowly back to his room in the hotel. With the door locked and the

shades pulled down, Darrell began to get undressed. First, the heavy T-shirt came off, then
the signature jeans. He looked at the reflection in themirror. Hewas alsowearing a lacy cam-
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isole top in a silky black material, and matching panties. How the tabloids would love to
have a photo of him dressed like this. �Macho Rock Star Has A Girlie Side� he imagined the
headline would read. Wearing women�s undies helped him de-stress from the pressures of
being a pop idol with a stud image. This had become his favorite outfit to wear under his
clothes, and he hated to take it off. He really needed to take a shower, to hopefully wash the
image of his Mystery Woman out of his thoughts.

Before stepping into the shower, Darrell ordered room service. It would take a while to
arrive as room service always does, so he had time to stand under the relaxing hot water. Af-
ter drying himself, he pulled on a fresh pair of panties, then a silky baby doll nightie. Awhite,
terry cloth robe was then tied tightly at his waist. He quickly ran a comb through his mop of
hair just as the bell sounded, announcing the room service cart.

After tipping the busboywell, he sat down to eat. He always seemed to think better on a
full stomach. The meal was filling and quite tasty. When he opened the wallet to sign the
check, he found another napkin. �Now she is just playing me,� he thought to himself, as he
added the newest napkin to his growing collection. Like the rest, it had the lip print and the
name Sam on it. But this time, therewas something elsewritten. It was in the same handwrit-
ing. �I know you and I know your secret.�

Darrell was shocked when he read the message. �How could she? No one I know is
privy to my secret,� he said to himself. �This is getting too weird.� He removed the robe and
slid in between the cool, crisp sheets. As he laid his head on the pillow, he knew sleep would
not be coming soon. �I wonder what she likes to wear under those wonderful outfits, and
how does she know what I am hiding?� he wondered as images of Sam filled his thoughts.

Darrell would now be heading out on the road, hawking his latest album and playing
live at various venues. He was confident that Sam was just a Vegas fan; he had almost cer-
tainly heard the last of her. His first concert was scheduled at a small jazz bar, on the same
day the albumwas to be released. Playing such a small venue was a publicity strategy his in-
ner circle had thought up. Such a change fromhis usual hockey rink venueswould get a lot of
publicity, helping to jump start album sales. There wasn�t any real money in such small gigs
but it would come back to him in spades, he expected, once the album took off.

His band had finished warming up and Darrell sat before the mike. The lights dimmed
and the music began. He started playing his newest ballad when he saw her standing at the
bar in the back of the club. She had a cowboy theme going on. Boots, hat, denim mini skirt,
and a red plaid blouse. Her hairwas pulled back under the hat, but a stray lock of dark brown
hair had fallen out andwas framing her face. Her eyes seemed to bore two holes into his soul.
She smiled, then was gone from view in the blink of an eye. After he finished the first num-
ber, Darrell discovered another napkin, not two feet from the mike stand. This one had
�Samantha� written out completely.

�She�s trying to introduce herself to me,� he thought as the next song began. He didn�t
know just how he was able to finish, but he did, to applause from the small but excited
crowd. After a couple of encores, Darrell headed back to his hotel via a stretch limo. Inside,
he found Brian, completely frazzled. �What has you in all a bunch?� Darrell asked.
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Brian Wells looked up from his schedule book, and said,� Transportation is having
some problem with their truck. I am trying to get a loaner so we can make your next gig on
time.�

Darrell could only thank his assistant. Brian had become quite indispensable. In all the
years in this business, Brianwas the best Darrell had ever come across at what he did, even if
he was a little strange, even flaky. Who wasn�t flaky in the music business, though? �I know
you�ll get it all worked out, Bri,� Darrell said as he slipped out of the limo and into his hotel�s
lobby.

Once safely inside his room, Darrell called his head security guy. Pete Stone was an
ex-cop, ex-Marine, and looked every bit the part. Tall, wide, and bald headed, like Brian, he
was the best a person could hire. Darrell felt very safe when Pete was around. �Hey Pete,� he
said on the phone in the room. �Darrell here. If you have a few minutes, could you stop by
my room? I have a big favor to ask,� Darrell requested.

�No prob, boss. Be there in 15 minutes,� Pete responded. Right on time, a strong knock
jarredDarrell. He opened the door and invited the hugeman inside. Pete sat down as Darrell
offered him a beer. �Just one. I�m supposed to be on duty,� Pete smiled.

�I promise not to let the boss know,� Darrell grinned back. Both men popped their beer
cans.

�I know this is going to sound weird, Pete but I have been getting these left for me over
the last couple of gigs,� Darrell said, as he shared his collection of napkins and lip prints.
Darrell could see that his security guy was none too happy at this moment.

Pete took themand looked over them, carefully. �Do you knowa Samantha?� he asked.
�Nope, I think she�s just telling me what her name is,� Darrell replied.
�And just where did you meet her?� Pete asked, quite perturbed.
�That�s why I asked you here. I have never really met her. The last few times I�ve been

on stage, she just showed up, somewhere in the crowd,wearing all sorts of outfits. She some-
times looks a little Goth, and sometimes a little femme. Tonight, she looked like a cowgirl,
boots and all,� Darrell said, as he tried to describe her in detail.

�Do you think she is some kind of stalker?�
�I don�t really know. I don�t have enough info,� Pete answered.
�You should have come tome as soon as it happened,� Pete said as a good security man

concerned for the safety of his boss should. Darrell smiled weakly, and nodded in agree-
ment.

�The next time you see her, just point her out.We�ll have a talkwith this young lady and
find out just what her story is. Nothing to worry about, Boss. I�m on it.�
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After they had agreed upon a few signals to alert security, Pete finished his beer and left
Darrell�s room. Darrell then hit the shower. When done, he headed for his secret drawer to
find something to wear to bed. To his shock, sitting right on top of his collection was another
napkin and lip print. �I know� was all that was written. Darrell freaked out.No one knew he
had these clothes here. He hadn�t told even his closest friends. He had never shared his secret
with anyone. It was just too risky. It would take but one loose tongue to sink his career. He
knew that the tabloids had a standing bounty of $100,000 for any inside information about
him. All it would take would be one disgruntled former employee who knew his secret and
his skyrocketing career would be over, just like that.

Darrell began to look around his room. He didn�t know what he was searching for, but
he looked anyway. His next impulse was to call Pete, but he couldn�t tell him his secret, ei-
ther. It wasn�t that he didn�t trust Pete but this was a really big secret. He would have to do
this on his own. Darrell was doomed to have a restless night. Any time he closed his eyes, he
saw his face plastered all over the tabloids. He was wearing a fabulous dress and heels,
Photoshopped onto his body, of course but that would be good enough to torpedo his image
as a sensitive stud.

The following evening, just as he was about to begin his show, Darrell scanned the
crowd from the wings, looking for Samantha. He couldn�t find any sign of her. Then, as he
stepped to the mike, he saw her, standing just where she had the night before, in the back of
the crowd. Darrell signaled Pete and motioned to the back of the room. Pete saw his target
and began tomove quickly in her direction.When he arrived, not half aminute later, shewas
nowhere to be seen. Pete did, however, find another napkin on the floor, right where she had
been. He picked it up, held it up over his head and showed it to Darrell from the rear of the
room. Darrell nodded. It was her calling card. �This girl is slick. Not very many can slip by
Pete,� Darrell thought and smiled.

Pete stopped Darrell backstage, after the performance. �I saw her, but she was gone
when I got there,� Pete said with some frustration in his voice.

�I saw that. It�s like she�s a ghost or something,� Darrell replied
�Well, shewon�t be so lucky next time. I�ll get her,� Pete said,with his usual confidence.
�I�m sure you will, Pete,� Darrell said as he slapped Pete on his muscular arm. Darrell

couldn�t bring himself to tell Pete that Samantha had somehow visited his room during the
last show. He would have stationed a guard outside the door, 24/7. Darrell was taking pre-
cautions just in case she turned out to be some kind of stalker, but he was very intrigued by
this beautiful lady and her seemingly magical ability to get close to him in defiance of his
security.

Later, as Darrell and Brian were going over the schedule, Darrell told Brian what had
happened, and of Pete�s reaction. �She had better be very careful,� Brian said. �We all know
just how relentless Pete is once he�s on the scent of his prey.� Darrell had a good chucklewith
that observation. In his former career as a policeman, Pete had awell-deserved reputation as
a cop who would stop at nothing in the pursuit of a perpetrator. Only his job title had
changed. Pete was still totally devoted to his work.
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The concert schedule moved the group to the next state over. Over the next several
weeks, both Darrell and Pete strained to find this Samantha, to no avail. �If she was a stalker,
I hope this was just a local problem,� Pete said to Darrell. Darrell confided to Brian his desire
to meet the mystery woman and know her story.

�Just be glad it�s over, Boss,� stated Brian. �She might be a lot more trouble than she�s
worth.�

�Still, she was the perfect woman. I would have liked to see more of her, if you know
what Imean,� Darrell chided Brianwith a gentle elbow into the youngerman�s ribs. �Wow. I
didn�t know youwere so skinny. Aren�t I paying you enough?� Darrell askedwith a smile in
his voice. Brian didn�t reply with words, only a deep blush.

After a month had passed with no new appearances of Mystery Samantha, Pete had to
agreewithDarrell that shewas a local and that they probably had seen the last of her. Darrell
was both disappointed and relieved at the same time. Darrell began to dress up in his room
once again. He had stoppedwhen he found the napkin in his secret case. Now hewas finally
able to relax and enjoy his secret passion once more. He shaved his legs, then soaked in a
long, hot bath. He put a pair of full briefs on. They were his favorite color, Pink. He then
pulled a matching camisole over his head and slipped into bed. As sleep overtook him, he
could picture Samantha and himself, dressed alike, doing each other�s make-up and hair. It
was a lovely fantasy. Many times Darrell had fantasized about being able to do just that with
a girlfriend but he never found one he felt he could trust with his deepest secret. He could get
laid any time he wanted but he wasn�t able to let loose and fully share his life with anyone.

With the Samantha problem behind him, Darrell eventually stopped dreaming of her;
he was sure he had seen her for the last time. He missed her but was glad to be moving on.
The group had set up at a cozy little amphitheater for their next series of concerts. After a
brief sound check andwarmup, the concert began in earnest. The first setwas nearing an end
whenDarrell spotted her. Shewas now a bright redhead. Shewore a brilliant green sequined
tank, a too-short micro mini leather miniskirt, and 4-inch pumps. Darrell probably wouldn�t
have noticed her so quickly, but she took off sunglasses that looked like a designer pair cost-
ingmore thanmost peoplemade in aweek. She stared right throughhimwith her oh-so-sexy
eyes. Just like the first time, he felt entranced by her.

Darrell suddenly noticed that he had stopped singing, and the band had stopped play-
ing. The crowd was confused as to what in the world was going on. He then apologized, us-
ing the excuse of �road fatigue,� but said that he and the band would continue. The crowd
was becoming a little restless, so Darrell and the band dove right into the next set without a
break. Within two songs, Darrell could sense that he had won the crowd over again. When
the concert was over, Darrell grabbed Pete and told him she had returned. Pete was just a bit
suspicious of Darrell�s behavior; he had never seen his boss act like a lovesick school boy be-
fore but he promised to keep an eye out for thisweird Samantha chick.When they got back to
the star�s trailer, another lipstick napkinwas stuck to his door. This one read, �Such a naughty
boy.�
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Pete opened the door slowly, pulled out his concealed gun, then cautiously entered the
trailer. After a thorough search, Pete allowed Darrell to enter. �This is all really getting to
me,� Darrell sighed. Pete tried to reassure him, but was less than successful. �I think it�s time
we all take a break,� Darrell declared, as he called Brian on his cell and invited him to the
trailer.

When Brian finally arrived, Darrell and Pete explained what had happened earlier.
Darrell then asked about the upcoming schedule of events, as he thought that everyone
needed a good rest. �It just so happens,� Brian explained, �that the schedule is very light for
the next few weeks. Those venues could easily be rescheduled. That would give everyone at
least amonth off.� Darrell instructed Brian tomake it happen.Hewould tell the band and the
crew that this vacation would start first thing in the morning. Brian was visibly disap-
pointed, but compliedwith the boss�s decision. It was his job to carry out his boss� orders, not
question them.

By midday, Brian had worked his magic, and the next 4 weeks were now free. Darrell
told the group to enjoy their time off. Darrell had made plans to fly home to his house in
Southern California. He definitely wanted some alone time and planned to catch some sun
by the pool, without distraction. He hoped that this would be the magic formula that put
things back on the right track. With all the road equipment safely stored and their bags all
packed, the group scattered in their own directions. Darrell was pleased for havingmade the
right call. He hoped, anyway.

Growing up, all he had ever dreamed about was being a rock star performing before
thousands of people at each show. As a child fantasizing about stardom, he never thought
aboutwhat such a lifewould entail. He never dreamed that it would require him to be a boss,
to have to be concerned with a couple of dozen staffers, paying the bills and all the other de-
tails that his life was now made up of. As much fun as playing his music for thousands of
adoring fans was, the rest of his job was extremely fatiguing.

Darrell pulled into the gates of his secluded estate later that same night. He had called
the staff at the house to tell them that there had been a change in plans.When he got out of his
car, he was met by the maids and the chef. �Nice to have you home, Mr. Stephens,� the staff
said before they began to unload the car. Darrell headed right to his room. He literally fell
into his oversized bed andwas asleep almost instantly. He slept well into the next day, when
the maid woke him for lunch.

Darrell was really enjoying his privacy. Over the next several days, most of his timewas
spent near the pool and spa. He swam, caught some rays, and generally did exactly what he
wanted, nothing.

It was late in the morning when Amanda, his lead house woman, brought him the por-
table phone. �I am so sorry, sir. There is a young lady on the line, calling about an upcoming
event,� she said.

�Just give her Brian�s number. I really don�t want to deal with anything like this right
now,� Darrell replied.
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After a brief conversation with the person on the other end, Amanda was insistent he
take the call. �Okay, hand me the cordless phone,� Darrell relented. �I�ll take it out here.�

Darrell said hello. He heard a low, sultry voice on the other end, returning his greeting
with one of her own. �Hi Darrell, this is Samantha,� the voice came strongly in his ear.
Darrell immediately sat up and looked around the grounds of his back area.

�How did you get this number?� he stammered.
�Some ladies have theirways, as you should knowonly toowell, Delia,� shewhispered.
Darrell was in a state of

shock. He had never told any-
one in the world the name he
had given his inner girl. He
tried to talk but the words
would not come out. Finally,
he was able to whisper, �How
do you know that name? I have
never told a soul in my life.�

Samantha laughed gently.
�It�s all OK, doll. Let�s just say
that I can see all your
thoughts,� she answered.
Darrell continued to be tongue
tied.

�Darrell. Love?�
Samantha asked.

�Yes, I�m still here,� he
weakly replied.

�Good. I know that you
have been wanting to talk with
me, probably just as much as I
needed to speak with you.
Agreed?� she purred.

�I certainly won�t speak
for your needs, but yes, I am in-
terested,� Darrell was able to
get out with much effort, after
a pause.

�That�s very good. Now,
where would you like to be-
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gin?� Samantha asked, huskily.
�At the start?� he answered with his own question. He heard a deep, throaty laugh that

sent chills right throughhim. Thismysterywas deepeningwith eachword Samantha spoke.
�I could start when I was in diapers, but I think you want to be more current. Am I cor-

rect in that assumption?� she asked.
This back and forth banter went on for several minutes. Darrell was becoming more re-

laxed; she didn�t seem to be a threat, at least for now. �Why did you pick me? I am not the
best-looking guy around,� Darrell questioned Samantha, hoping for an honest answer. She
was quiet for a moment.

�There are a couple of reasons. First, I have been in love with your voice every since
your first single hit the radio, way back when. Secondly, it�s your love of all things feminine.
Youdon�t just admire them, you experience them, and that�s a big turn-on forme,� she said.

�But I need to know how youwere able to find these things out. I am a very private per-
son when it comes to that aspect of my life. I have never shared it with anyone,� Darrell
stated, emphatically.

�You would be surprised by just what people around you know. There are some things
that speak louder than words. Wouldn�t you agree?� she asked.

�Well, yes, I agree, but just what things are you referring to?� he replied.
�Let me just ask this. Do you do your own laundry?� she asked.
When Darrell thought about it, he stopped dead in his tracks. �I see what you mean. So

you have some sort of mole in my house?� Darrell asked accusingly.
�Nothing so sinister, my love,� Samantha said. Darrell could almost taste the honey that

dripped from her voice. He found that he was falling for her, even if he had never met her in
person. Then just as suddenly as she had called, she said, �We will speak again, very soon,
Delia� and the phone line went dead.

Darrell turned the phone off and sat in silence at the pool-side table. He hadn�t realized
that he had been on the phone for more than an hour. He sat back and watched the ripples
play across the pool, as he tried to digest the strangest, yetmost exciting, phone call of his life.
As a bona-fide rock star, he had been around the block a few times but this was something
unlike anything he had ever experienced before. He also realized that some of the things
Samantha had said were true and quite logical. He had never thought about the constant
supply of clean panties, nighties, and other things feminine. Suddenly, he was very embar-
rassed. He realized that there had been many times he had pleasured himself as he fanta-
sized about living as a woman, and that his panties had been the recipient of his release.
Darrell then called Amanda, Barbara the chef and Jake, the grounds keeper. Eileen, the new-
est member of his staff was on a day off. He would have to talk to her tomorrow.
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Darrell looked at each one, then asked Amanda, �How long have you known of my
dressing habits?� Amanda swallowed hard and looked to the others.

�From the first load of clothes I washed for you, sir. I knew you hadn�t had any female
company, so I just guessed that they belonged to you,� she said in a trembling voice.

�You too?� he said, looking at Barbara. �And I suppose you shared itwith Jake aswell?�
Jake spoke right up. �Mr. Darrell, what you do with your time and how you live your

life is your business, not ours. Yes, we did discuss it among ourselves, not to expose you for a
quick buck, but to keep it behind these walls. It may not seem like it, but we all love working
for you, and have from day one.� Jake was uncomfortable talking about this subject but he
wanted to make clear how he felt about his boss� �extracurricular activities�. He sincerely felt
that what Darrell did behind closed doors was his own business since it didn�t affect anyone
else.

Hearing Jake speak, Darrell was now doubly embarrassed. �I am sorry. I wasn�t trying
to accuse any of you. You�re more like family to me than hired help. I only wanted to know
for my own benefit. I hope you will all accept my sincere apology for any misunderstand-
ing.�

Barbara spoke up, in her tiny voice. �Mr. Stephens, we all feel the same way about you.
Maybe it�s because youwear things of the opposite sex, but you�re the best bosswe have ever
had to work for. Those are the things we talk about, not your habits.� Darrell felt gratified,
and blushed while each of his hired hands spoke their piece.

Amanda then said, �I think I can speak for all of us. We hope this doesn�t change things,
for you, or for us. We all hope that you�ll feel free to express whatever part of you that you
want.What you do in your private life doesn�tmatter to us.We think of you as family aswell,
Mr. Stephens.� After speaking her mind frankly, she blushed a bit.

�I am not sure just yet how much of a comfort level I have with all this, but I do know
that I want all of you to stay but only if youwant to,� Darrell stated. They all expressed to de-
sire to stay in their current position. Everyone was relieved that this secret was now out, at
least around the house. Darrell was intrigued by their acknowledgment of his inner girl. It
sounded like acceptance to him, acceptance of something he thought everyone who knew
him would be repulsed by. Then he said, �I think I should at least share the name of the girl
you might be seeing around the house. Her name is Delia. I�m sure keeping this secret has
been as difficult for you as it has been forme.�Darrell then hugged each of them as theywent
back to their tasks. Amanda was the last.

�I want to thank you, Amanda, for your support,� he said as he hugged her.
�It wasn�t as difficult, I think, to be supportive of you as trying to secretly live two lives

in one person must have been for you. I can only imagine the conflict. You�ve had not only a
private and public life, but one is male and the other is female.�
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