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GOING TOO FAR

By Sharon Moore

CHAPTER ONE

I spent most of my time at the Gofar. I worked as a waiter in the restaurant beside
the bar so I knew everyone. The place was unusual because the crowd was both gay
and straight. The gays dressed outrageously and the straights got their rocks off star-
ing at them.

The owner Clayton was my uncle. My mother was a professional woman who be-
lieved in me working my way through college so I moved to the city to work and live
with Clayton. We lived in the apartment upstairs from the club and the Fashion Insti-
tute was only a few blocks down the street.

Clayton liked me as a kid. As a child he let me sit on his lap when he drove his big
white Cadillac down Broad Street. That was a thrill for me. I remember the feel of
something the size of a flashlight in his lap, but at the tender age of six didn't realize
what a thrill it was for Uncle Clayton.

Even though I was young and naive I knew enough to be wary. He was clever. He
spoiled me by buying me nice clothes. As the only boy among six sisters, and without
a father, although my mother worked hard as a designer for Jonns of New York, I had
few things to call my own. Wearing girl's clothes didn't bother me as much as the fact
that they were hand—me—downs. During moody moments I felt like a real life Cinder-
alla.

Clayton gave me a charge card and told me to go to Macy's and buy anything I
wanted as long as I kept it under $1000. I bought tons of new blouses and slacks in
the Unisex department. Sneaking up the escalator to the young women's rows of
dresses I glanced longingly at the lingerie, and with some embarrassment purchased
mascara, a pair of women's flats, dangly silver earrings, and an armload of bracelets.

With my new clothes, new job, and classes at the Fashion Institute life was inter-
esting, life was grand.

Then suddenly one day at work Uncle Clayton announced to all the employees we
would be required to dress up for the upcoming Mardi Gra. That night he called me
into his room and asked me to sit on his bed. He placed six packages on my lap.

“Here's your Mardi Gra costume. Try it on.”

Folding his arms, he tried to judge my reaction.

“What. . ?”
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On top was a box from Fredericks of Hollywood. Inside was a delicate white lace
bra. Beneath lay a matching garter belt and sheer panties.

I swallowed hard, avoiding eye contact with my uncle. The soft package was a pair
of nylons, I knew that even before opening it.

My heart beat faster. I'd been sneaking into my sisters's and mother's lingerie since
I was a boy. I loved wearing soft things while alone, it was my favorite way of spoiling
myself, but I'd never dreamed of sharing my secret with anyone, least of all my
mother's brother—in—law!

“The dress is beautiful,” I said in awe. I held a pink beaded gown up to my chest. It
truly was magnificent!

“I had Benny the tailor make it for you. It's meant to be worn on the stage. The drag
queens would kill for that dress.”

I stood and gently shook the gown out of the box and measured it's length against
my toes. Perfect! It was not quite floor length. I held it against my hips. The dress had
built in pads and a fortune of sparkling rhinestones. Moving it side to side my eyes
were hypnotised by the flashing, iridescent chips.

Did I dare. . ?!

“It's more than lovely,” I sighed.

“It's an imitation Bob Mackie.”

“I've seen the original in the Beautiful Beads store down town.”

“What were you doing in Beautiful Beads?” he asked.

I blushed. “Just buying myself an earring and a few bracelets,” I lied. He caught
me. I'd been in there drooling over the gowns.

“Yeah, sure,” he grunted knowingly. “Why don't you try it on, to see if it fits.”

“I don't like the shoes,” I said tearing open the last box. “Really Uncle, four inch,
black patent pumps? With this dress? Get serious.”

“Go ahead and exchange them. They came from Lord & Taylors. Take them back.
Get something that fits. But could you put them on this once — just for me?” Give a
horny old man a present?

“The purse will have to go too,” I mused. “It has to match the shoes, but the
makeup is good. You got the right shade foundation, and I do like the eye shadow kit. I
never saw one with this many colors. How did you know what kind to buy?”

It was Uncle Clayton's turn to hide his hands. “I lived with your Aunt Jean twenty
years before she died,” he said. “I know what women like.”

I put everything back in the right boxes. “Do you want me to get changed here? Do
you want to watch?” I asked batting my lashes.

Clayton's face boiled red as a steamed crab. “Y—You can if you like.”

“I'm only teasing you,” I giggled. With a wave I scurried out of the room and down
the hall.
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As I undressed in front of my mirror I heard the unmistakable squeak from a floor
board in the hall. Uncle Clayton peered at me through a crack in the door.

I glanced at him behind my reflection. The man was a Peeping Tom! Did I dare. . ?

Without a word, I undressed until I was naked, being careful never to turn my pri-
vates in Clayton's direction. If he peeked into the mirror, he saw my slowly mounting
excitement, especially after I slipped up my new silk panties. (Momentarily forgetting
my uncle's presence, I made a mental note to shave my legs Saturday afternoon before
the Mardi Gra.)

I put my hands through the bra loops and pulled it up onto my shoulders. I was
thankful to note the frontal clasp between the cups. Opening my bureau I found a pair
of white socks and stuffed myself. 36B. How did Clayton guess the right size?

Sitting on the edge of my bed, purposely with my back to the door, I slid up a pair
of white nylons and fastened the garters. A new pair of pantyhose would have been
fine. Obviously Uncle Clayton had more exotic tastes in lingerie. Although I'd worn ny-
lons under my slacks many times in the winter to keep warm I'd never owned anything
quite like this. The four stays were frilly and there were pink bows on the garter belt.

I stared at the remaining boxes.

Did I put the pumps on next, or the dress? I stared at the 4" heels and picked up
the gown.

I stepped into it. Careful not to loose any of the beads or break the threads I lifted
the glittering material up my legs. The pads fit comfortably over my hips giving me a
generous shape. The top fit perfectly over my bra, but it left my collar bones bare. I
would have to shave the dozen blonde hairs from my chest as well as trim my arms,
and shave my underarms. I needed clip—on nails, and polish, a color to go with the
dress.

Sitting on the edge of the bed I stepped into the 4" heels. Once again I became
aware of Uncle Clayton hiding behind the door. He obviously had some form of foot fet-
ish. My weight balanced on the balls of my feet, my heels raised awkwardly. I swayed
like a man on stilts.

When I stood the dress fell in a waterfall of light across my calves. Yes, the heels
were too high. I studied the length of the gown. Sensible, white, 3" pumps would go
splendidly. I walked to my vanity, my back arched, and bottom raised by my heels.
Leaning close to my reflection I wondered if I dared paint my face with Clayton snoop-
ing. Why not? Might as well go all the way.

Light foundation to cover my fair facial hair, and a stroke of blush for my cheeks
brought my face to life. Mascara on my brows and lashes, black pencil about the lids,
and color 101 around my eyes brought them into focus. Lipstick added color and sen-
suality. Earrings added sparkle. Perfume added taste.

Mesmerized by the woman in my soul that I'd set loose, I stared deeply into myself.
Mechanically I brushed out my long hair, entranced by the image of a pretty 19 year
old blonde girl staring back at me. Although I fooled around with makeup all the time,
it was only to add androgyny to my looks, it was never to so fully feminize myself.
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I spun around to face the door, hoping to blow Uncle Clayton away from the key
hole.

I succeeded.

He pushed open the door, eyes wide.

“What?” I asked. “Do I look like the bride of Frankenstein?”

“You are beautiful,” he gasped. He looked like he was having a seizure.

“I do look hot,” I agreed.

“Pretty enough to be Miss America.”

“Do you really think so?” I gushed. I tried twirling around, but it was impossible to
do it gracefully in those blasted spiked heels.

“Why did you buy these shoes?” I whined.

“Never mind,” he said. He shook his head as if to wake himself.

“I am taking them back. These are meant for the bedroom, not a dining room.”

Uncle Clayton didn't seem to hear me. He leaned back against my vanity studying
me like an escaped con sizing up his first piece of poontang.

“You should live as a woman. You're such a skinny, frail looking kid, but in a dress
you have the same shape as Grace Kelly.”

“Did you have to watch me get changed?”

“I—I wanted to watch you transform,” he said lamely. “You know, with makeup you
really do pass as a woman. If I let you out of the apartment dressed like that all the
straight men are going to be grabbing your ass.”

He reached for my waist, but I pushed his hands away. “Please don't!”

“I'm sorry,” he said wringing his hands. “I just wanted to assure you I'll take care of
you. If I do let you wear that dress to the Mardi Gra.”

My heart sunk. “Please uncle Clay — just let me wear it around the apartment,” I
finished weakly.

Clayton grabbed my wrist, squeezing the silver bracelets on my arm, pinching my
skin.

“You're hurting me!”

“What's the matter? Are you afraid I might try to take advantage of you?”

I winced in pain, faltering on weak knees.

He pulled me closer, his face wrinkling in confused anger as he stared at my heav-
ing bosom. “Do you really think I'd rape my own nephew? Do you think I'm gay?”

I pulled my hand free. “I don't know what you are.”

“Then maybe you shouldn't wear the dress.” He turned his back to me, trying to
control his emotions. “Maybe this isn't such a good idea.”

My eyes feasted on the glittering gown.
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“I'm sorry,” I said meekly. I touched his shoulder. “I feel strange. No one's ever seen
me like this before.”

“You should have been born a girl,” Uncle Clayton said turning to face me with a
sudden smile.

“That's what my mother and sisters used to say.”

“Do you remember how your Aunt Jean went in for all that astrology bunk? She
claimed you were a girl in your last life. To listen to Jean's tales you were Helen of
Troy.”

We tried to smile, uncomfortable by the remembered presence of my deceased aunt.
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CHAPTER TWO

All this happened a week ago. Quietly I went about buying new shoes, and a purse,
with Clayton's charge card. Using my own meager funds I picked up fake nails, and a
pretty cream polish.

For seven days I thought of nothing but the Mardi Gra. That morning while I
cooked breakfast, Clayton looked at my black slacks, white shirt and bow tie.

“Are you going to wear the dress? Today is the party. Don't you remember?”

“Yes,” I said pouring a cup of coffee. “I wasn't sure if you would let me.”

Clayton smiled. “Forget about last week. Start getting dressed! Take a bath, take
your time. Enjoy your new clothes. I won't need you in the dining room till eleven.
Marlene is out. You're going to have to work a double. But don't worry, you only have
to play hostess.”

I felt the same rush of shame and excitement as the time my sister Peggy had
caught me masturbating. “A—All right. Yes!”

I spent all morning getting ready. Fortunately Clayton went downstairs to supervise
the kitchen and the bar. I had the whole upstairs suite to myself.

I luxuriated in a tub for thirty minutes, letting my body soak in the steamy bubbles
making my skin silky soft. As I let the water drain I lathered my legs, arms and chest
and shaved my entire body. I didn't have much hair, but the effect still made my body
tingle. I lay naked and shivering after the water had disappeared. My smooth legs
looked feminine right down to my toes.

A rush of narcissistic pride flooded over me. I began touching myself everywhere:
chest, nipples, belly. Rubbing my inner thighs led my hand to my crotch. I decided to
shave even this last vestige of body hair. Why not? Spreading a lather of suds around
the thin blonde patch brought sweet arousal.

Each swipe of the razor increased my desire. If I didn't do something I would have
to masturbate. I squatted in front of the spigots. Turning on the faucets I let cold water
rush over my erection. It washed away the soap and hair but did nothing to deaden
my ardor. The ice bath only increased my need to spill my seed. I grasped my sex, and
closing my eyes stroked up and down beneath the chill water.

There was a squeak in the hallway.

“Uncle Clayton!”

“I—I couldn't help but watch,” the man stammered in the doorway. “I came up to
get the seating charts and the door was open.”

Thank goodness the bathroom was as small as a shoe box. I reached out and
slammed the door shut in his face.

Before he could try the handle, I turned the lock.

“Terry honey, listen, I'm sorry. Look sweetie, I'll make it up to you. You don't have
to work tonight. Just go out and have a good time in the bar. Jeezes kid, I'm really
sorry. How was I supposed to know you would be jerking off?”
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I was so embarrassed I could not speak. Hurriedly I dried my body.

Losing my erection was no longer a problem. It shrunk to the size of three acorns.

Grabbing his books, Uncle Clayton left. Wrapping my towel about me from chest to
thigh, I tip—toed down the hall to my room, this time careful to lock the door.

For a moment I sat on my bed, heart pounding like a hammer on a steel nail. My
towel drifted opened, revealing my genitals. No. The desire had passed. Time to get
dressed.

I blushed when I realized Clayton had watched me stroke myself. Putting on pant-
ies, nylons, and garter belt added to my sensation of shame.

In front of the full length wall mirror I fastened the snaps to my hose. Next came
bra, and my new white pumps. Turning side to side, I studied every angle of my body.
My freshly shaven legs looked fantastic in nylons and heels. My hips were narrow, but
I had a nice round bottom, and my belly was as smooth as a peach. Except for the tiny
pouch in my sheer lace panties, I looked good enough to pose as a model in the Victo-
ria's Secrets catalog.

I stared at myself for the longest time. Picking up a brush I teased my long hair. It
was hard to believe it was really me.

Opening a drawer I uncovered something hidden beneath my bikini briefs. When I
was seventeen I'd built my own breasts out of plastic bags, rubber bands, and two
cans of toy store green slime. I had no idea what the stuff was made of, but in the
sheer baggies the gooey gel warmed and molded to my body. Leaning forward they
hung like real breasts, arousing another bulge in my lace panties. Once again my geni-
tals begged for release.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

The sound at the door struck me like a blind side tackle. I nearly jumped out of my
heels.

“It's after eleven thirty,” Uncle Clayton yelled. “You're taking more time than a
woman! Hurry up! The restaurant is packed, I need you in the dining room. Get that
dress on and get your sweet ass downstairs!”

I peered through the keyhole into Clayton's brown eye.

“Uncle, you are a pervert,” I said.

Grumbling to himself, and slamming the apartment door Clayton hurried back to
work.

Sitting down on the bed I hid my face in my palms. I felt a foreboding chill pass
through me. Dressing like a woman in a crowded public place was unlike anything I'd
ever done. Did I have the courage?

The twinkle of the rhinestones in the beaded gown hanging inside the closet caught
my eye. The magic allure of the dress gave me strength. It drew me like a freezing man
to a roaring fire.
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I stepped into the dress, and pulled it up. The cool stones caressed my flanks like a
thousand tiny moonbeams. Struggling, I pulled up the zipper by twisting my arm be-
hind my back. Looking over my shoulder into the mirror I fastened the catch.

I twirled around in front of my reflection. A glow of pride ran up my legs and filled
my soul. The built—in hip pads built gave me the kind of tush men lusted over.

Peering over my vanity I worked on my eyes with liner and a pencil. With only a lit-
tle powder and blush, and a smidgin of shadow I created an entirely new person. May-
belline set the woman inside me free!

I brushed my hair and twirled it into a french twist, holding it in place with a white
ribbon. The style lent an air of aristocratic flair to the gown. Perfect!

Lastly I selected a pair of rhinestone earrings, a few choice bracelets and rings, and
sprayed my neck with Exxclamation perfume.

Taking a deep breath, I walked out of my bedroom and downstairs to the bar. My
heart pounded in time with my heels clip—clopping on the steps.

David the bartender, and the waiters Frank and Dale didn't recognize me. Denise
the dyke spotted me from her stool. She lifted a beer bottle in salute. The next thing I
knew the club employees, dressed gaily with feathers, masks, and tights circled
around me. David stared at me, eyes wide with desire.

“Who is that? Terry?”

“You look great doll!”

“Where did you get that dress!?”

“Fabulous!”

“The queens are going to be jealous tonight,” someone snickered.

Sensitive and coquettish as a debutante at her first dance, I cleared my throat, but
was afraid to speak.

“Clay wants you in the dining room,” David said.

“Thanks,” I replied in a voice so soft I didn't recognize myself.

Clayton smiled like a sixteen year old at his own birthday party. With an arm
around my waist he turned to the crowded restaurant and clapped his hands to gain
attention.

“Excuse me everyone! Sorry to interrupt your meal, but I'd like you to meet my
nephew Terry. He. . . or rather she, will be your hostess this evening.”

The mixed gay and straight couples at the tables sighed with admiration and ap-
plauded. Waving like a beauty queen, I nodded in grateful appreciation.

During dinner I helped seat the customers. People were shocked when they learned
my gender. The dress drew compliments from Art Bean, the city paper fashion editor,
and there was no mistaking the lust I evoked from even Mrs. Feldstein, one of our
more conservative patrons.

“Just something I whipped up for the Mardi Gra,” I explained lamely.
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“Darling, you're lovely,” Mrs. Feldstein said gripping my elbow. “Someone with your
figure should never wear men's clothes, ever.”

“Thank you,” I beamed.

Clayton pulled me aside to his office. “Look, I'm sorry about earlier,” he said. “Let
me make it up to you. Drinks are on the house. Party it up, just have a good time. You
can quit tonight at ten. Just forget what happened upstairs, okay hon?”

“All right Uncle Clay,” I said kissing him on the cheek. “And thanks for my new
dress!”

“You really do look beautiful kid. Jean was right. You must have been Greta Garbo
in a past life.”

I ordered a cocktail, relaxed, and began having a good time. By ten o'clock I was as
drunk as a wedding guest. Little did I know Clayton's generosity had ulterior motives.

At midnight I sat propped against David's bar. The usual Saturday night crowd
mingled around me in the club. All the regulars were in costume. The gay boys were in
high flying drag. Cookie wore an elaborate head pieces, and a skin tight bodysuit. The
lesbians Linda and Monica were in business suits and bolo ties.

A straight couple named Mick and Jamie won first prize for best costume. She left a
trail of feathers across the dance floor. He was bare—chested but for a tattoo and nip-
ple rings. His g—string was so tight it left nothing to the imagination.

By one in the morning Clayton was just as intoxicated as I was and getting much
too friendly. He patted or pinched my bottom every time he walked past.

I sipped my drink. The disco beat pulsed in my blood. I closed my eyes and let the
music and the cigarette smoke invade my soul like a bewitching opium. In the deepest
recesses of my psyche I flipped a switch. I was no longer Terry, the skinny, frightened
little boy. Now I was Terri, a sleek and stylish woman. Crossing my legs, I squashed
my manhood without feeling its presence.

My eyes opened a crack. Someone new stood by the DJ booth wearing a baseball
jacket and dungarees. The light was dim. There was no telling if it was a boy or a girl.
Whoever it was dressed and moved like a man, but something told me it was all an
act.

The person had a dark complexion, making me think they might be of Latin de-
scent. They had a short, unisex haircut, with a cigarette behind an ear.

When the flashing lights hit their face I saw the haughty features of Bridgette Niel-
sen's twin sister. It was a handsome woman in a man's body! Her long limbs, and
strong shoulders were those of an Olympic swimmer.

She wore no jewelry or makeup, and dressed in a mesh football jersey, faded blue
jeans, and worn cowboy boots. Two nipples made points in her shirt, there was no hair
on her face or arms, and she didn't have an adam's apple, clear confirmation.

I stirred my drink with a straw and studied the androgenous creature beneath my
lashes. I imagined she was really a famous actress hiding from the public eye.
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The mystery woman drank soda instead of liquor, and spoke Spanish with a local
Cuban queen named Bang. Bang looked like a six foot tall imitation of Cher. She wore
a skimpy leather outfit that left her belly and butt cheeks bare. Her long black hair
was bumped out like she was auditioning for Club MTV.

Why waste my time daydreaming about such an Amazon? She was the most allur-
ing creature I'd ever seen in the Gofar. Undoubtedly she had dozens of men fawning all
over her.

I sat at the bar and downed another Grape Crusher. It tasted as painless as grape
HiC.

I decided to pump up enough courage to approach a short Polish girl that danced
alone on the stage. Ski stood my height, about 5'2". I was in love with her hair. It
bounced around her shoulders like she was doing a Clairol commercial.

We'd both seen each other around the bar, and I'd caught Ski staring at me. If only
I had the guts to approach her. Ah well. . . another Grape Crusher.

“Come to my office for a minute,” Clayton slurred from across the bar. When he did
too many shots of tequila he got sloppy.

“What for?” I said flatly.

“I can make you a real woman,” he hiccuped.

“What is his problem?” David muttered. The bartender tossed a beer mug in the air
and caught it without looking.

David had a crush on me. I was flattered by his interest, but still young and afraid
of my homosexual urges. I'd had a brief encounter with another boy in high school,
but it was against my will, and I'd managed to suppress my guilt feelings about it. I
didn't want to be gay.

“I hate it when he gets like this,” David whispered. “Do you want Francine to take
him upstairs?”

I avoided Clayton's bleary eyes, and shook my head no.

Another bartender, Neuter, placed a glass filled with a pink drink in front of me.
“Da guy wit Bang bought you a drink.”

My heart hit the jackpot. “What is it?”

“It's called a 'panty dropper',” Neuter said.

“That's not a man, that's a woman,” Clayton interrupted. His chin rested on the
bar. “The infamous Evita.”

“She looks like a tennis pro,” David said.

“Professional football is her game,” Clayton said. “She's the Captain of the local
team.”

“Who, da Diesel Dykes?” Neuter frowned, dipping a glass into the sink, his face
clouding like the soap in the water. “She told me ta give you 'dis note.”

On the back of a scrap of paper was scrawled the message, “I'M GOING TO MAKE
YOU MINE.”
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The words sent shivers up my spine.

“Stay away from her, she's dangerous,” Clayton said getting up from his bar stool.
“I'm outta here gentlemen. G'nite.”

Clayton bent his face close to me. I pecked his cheek.

Over his shoulder I saw Evita staring at me. She lit a cigarette like a man. Her eyes
were cold chips of lifeless, black stone. Something about her masculine mannerisms
made me tremble.

I slid off my bar stool and onto the dance floor. Evita watched my every step.

Without a word I stopped in front of the blonde Ski. From across the bar she looked
short. Normally we were the same height, but I looked down at her in my 3" pumps.
She wore a tight sweater without a bra, and her bouncing balls attracted a lot of atten-
tion. Ski looked up at me, smiling like she'd just won the state lottery.

I closed my eyes and let the music take control. We danced. The blonde girl gyrated
her hips like a belly dancer. The rhinestones on my gown caressed my body like a tho-
usand cool fingers.

I checked Evita's reaction. She puffed on her cigarette and stared at me as if she
wanted to punch me. Bang spoke to her, but she paid no attention.

“You look lovely Terri,” said the blonde.

“So do you Ski,” I replied.

I put my hands on her hips. Brazenly letting a half dozen Grape Crushers do the
thinking, I rubbed my pelvis against the girl's thigh.

Ski giggled with glee. “You want another drink?”

I didn't want to leave the safety of the dance floor, but she took my hand and led
me meekly back to David's bar.

“What'll it be kids?” David said.

Ski searched her pockets but came up empty. “I ah. . . left my pocketbook at Billie's
bar.”

“Let me look,” I said sliding a hand into her pants pocket. “I found something,” I
said, playfully touching her crotch. Ski squirmed uncomfortably. Over her shoulder I
watched Evita mash out her cigarette.

David grinned. “This one's on me,” he said setting up two White Russians.

Ski chugged her drink, and wiped her mouth daintily with a napkin. “I'm having a
great time,” she said. “How about you?”

Across the room Evita moved through the crowd toward the door.

“Take me home?”

“I thought you lived upstairs?”

“I do. Take me to your home.”

Ski almost dropped her glass. “I live with my parents.”
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“Do you have a car?”

“Yeah, a van.”

“Can we sleep in it?”

“Sure, there's a bed in the back.”

“Wonderful,” I said brazenly putting my arm through hers, like we were sisters. “I
don't want to sleep upstairs tonight. Clay's in a funny mood.”

“How could you blame the guy with you around,” Ski said in awe.

I took Ski's hand, and led her toward the door where Evita stood. Why was my
heart pounding? Why was I so anxious to see if Evita, a complete stranger, was leav-
ing?

Evita bent over the cigarette machine picking up a pack of Marboro's.

We stood in the line to get Ski's jacket. When Evita turned around she seemed mo-
mentarily startled.

“I have to go to the potty,” Ski said. She was oblivious to Evita's narrow eyes. Ski
veered off to the ladies room.

“Hurry,” I cried. Gulp!

My eyes darted toward Maxine in the coat room and Randy the bouncer.

“You didn't thank me for the drink,” Evita said.

The girl was a head taller than me, 5'11" in sneakers. I couldn't make eye contact.
Why was I shaking?

“Was that drink from you?” I said affecting boredom. “Oh, thanks.”

“You're the prettiest girl in here,” Evita said. “When someone told me you were a
guy I didn't believe it at first. You look fabulous. You deserved to win the prize for best
costume tonight.”

“That's what everybody said. But Clayton wouldn't let me enter. He didn't think it
would be fair.”

“You're getting ready to leave?” Evita asked.

“No,” I said. I fumbled with my purse nervously.

“That your girlfriend?”

“No. Just a friend.”

“I'm going out for coffee. Come with me,” Evita said eyes twinkling.

I fluttered my lashes in return. There was no mistaking her invitation included a
trip to her place. Did I dare?

“Sure,” I said.

Forgetting Ski, I let Evita take my hand and lead me outside to the parking lot. A
crowd of costumed people walked toward us heading toward the bar. Among them was
a friend of my mother's named Rose. I cringed to think of her blabbing to the family I'd
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been out in public wearing women's clothes. As we passed, I looked away, hiding my
face with my hand, pretending to wipe my nose. Rose stared, but made no comment.

“You certainly are attracting a lot of attention,” Evita smiled. She unlocked a black
Trans Am, and opened the door for me.

Like a woman, I sat on the bucket seat, and with my knees together swung my legs
inside. The interior smelled like a new car. A glittering object dangled from the rear
view mirror. Sequins formed the letter “E” on a miniature sized paddle.

Evita climbed behind the wheel and slammed shut her door.

The swaying spanking instrument hypnotized me like a magician's watch. I sat be-
side a woman who obviously was no stranger to S&M. My hand felt along the side of
the door for the latch. Maybe leaving with a stranger wasn't such a good idea.

Evita kicked the engine over with a throaty roar.

“Where do you want to go for coffee?” I asked.

Evita lit a match and puffed on a cigarette. The flickering light revealed cheeks pit-
ted from adolescence. Evita's features appeared smooth and alluring from across the
Gofar. Up close she was hard as a block of granite.

“Coffee's not good for you,” she said taking a drag. “Let's go to my place.”

I stared longingly at the back door of the bar as it closed behind Rose.

“Do you live in town?” I asked nervously.

“Do you always ask so many questions? Try being quiet for a while. I like peace and
quiet when I drive. It helps me concentrate.”

Evita jammed the car in gear and stepped on the accelerator, kicking a spray of
stones from behind her wheels.

I held tight to the arm rest, as far from the woman as possible as the Trans Am
bounced down the curb and onto Broad Street. Finding the seat belt I buckled myself
in.

As Evita sped through the busy intersections I felt faint. I wanted to roll the window
down, and scream “Help,” but I couldn't. I didn't want the wind to ruin my hair.

Instead I moved my purse to my lap.

Evita turned the car onto Race Street and headed toward Chinatown. We passed
Liberty Square and got onto the ramp leading to Route I—95.

“Where are we going?” I repeated.

Evita glanced over at me. Her mind had been miles away, and she leered at me
through the smoke of her Marboro; increasing my fear with her silence.

“Look,” I said. “I want to go back to the bar. You're starting to scare me!”

“Why are you holding your purse like that? Hiding something?” she asked. Driving
with just one hand she snatched my bag from my lap.

“That's a very pretty dress you're wearing. What do you have on underneath? Any-
thing?”
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I didn't know what to say. I stared at the passing street lights. The reflection of a
pale, wide—eyed girl stared back at me in the glass.

“Do you like wearing women's panties? I hear a lot of sissies love wearing garters
and pantyhose under their slacks. Do you? When you come home from work at night
do you slip into a slinky negligee and fuzzy slippers and prance around your bedroom?
Did you masturbate with your mother's nylons when you were a boy? Did you?”

“Stop it!”

Evita tugged the dress up over my knee. “What's the matter? Shy? Never been out
of the house in women's clothes before?”

“Of course not,” I lied. “I've never done anything like this before. It was for the
Mardi Gra.”

“But you have worn women's clothes?”

“I grew up with six sisters,” I said. “I've been wearing their hand—me—downs all
my life. Is there anything wrong with that?”

“Not a thing girlfriend,” Evita grinned, tossing her butt out the window. Again she
reached for my dress, this time pulling the material up my thigh. “Come on. Lift your
dress. Pull it up. I want to see what you're wearing. Let's see if you really are a boy.”

My forearm blocked her hand as it reached for my hemline.

“Don't fight me,” she growled. She balled her fingers into a fist, and shook it in
warning.

Driving down I—95 at 60 mph at 1 am, within Evita's reach, there was nothing else
I could do but give in.

“All right,” I whispered. My heart gonged like a church bell. In one swift motion I
slid the gown up my legs to my hips, revealing garters and stockings.

“Higher.”

My cheeks burned in the darkness. Lifting my bottom off the seat I bunched the
material up around my waist, revealing my panties and turgid bulge.

Evita squinted. Turning the wheel she pulled off I—95 and onto River Lane.

“Spread your legs a little. I still can't tell if you're a boy or a girl. Lower your pant-
ies.”

“I can't!”

“Of course you can. Don't make me stop the car.”

Evita watched the road with one eye as I rolled my g—string to mid—thigh.

She whistled. “What a pretty penis,” she said admiring my full erection. “It looks so
cute without any hair. I've never seen one so small. Does it get bigger?”

“We really shouldn't be doing this,” I said breathlessly.

“Where are you taking me?”

I glanced out the window at a dark forest. We hadn't passed a house for miles.
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Evita's forefinger slid up a garter.

“You are such a cry baby,” she whispered. “Play with yourself for me. Get yourself
hard. No one can see us. Show me how you masturbate. Don't make me force you,”
she grinned. “Or maybe you'd like that?”

“I—I—I. . .” I was too scared to tell her it was already at full attention.

“Don't play shy with me. I know how men think. I've yet to meet a man who could-
n't be led by his penis like a dog by a leash.”

“I can't,” I whimpered.

“You mean you don't want to, or your can't get it up?”

Woefully I watched my member soften and lay in the juncture of my thighs.

“You're not much of a man, are you?”

I gulped.

Evita sighed with amusement. “You've never been with a woman before have you?
But I'll bet you've been with a man. Haven't you?”

“No,” I said wringing my hands. “Neither!” Ricky Cardone didn't count. We'd never
engaged in actual intercourse.

“Look, it's shrinking,” Evita said with a smile. “All right. Pull up your panties. I've
seen enough.”

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I quickly fixed my g—string and smoothed down
my dress.

Evita grunted and reached for another cigarette when she noticed me sniffling.

“Go ahead and bawl your eyes out if you want,” Evita snickered. “It's not often I get
the pleasure of hearing a man cry.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” I sobbed.

Evita laughed gaily. “What, am I hurting you? Am I the one that shaved your legs
and made you wear a bra?” Her eyes narrowed as she glanced at my chest. “You don't
have real breasts do you? Are you on hormones?”

“I don't know what you're talking about,” I said desperately.

“Don't lie. Tell me you don't dream about having real breasts instead of stuffing
yourself with falsies.”

“I—I've thought about it. . .”

“Good,” Evita purred squeezing my thigh. “Because I don't like men. I prefer
women; slender, femme, obedient girls who love to cook and don't get too worried
when I don't come home for a week. You could be that kind of girl.”

Evita laughed as she turned the Trans Am onto a dirt road.

I yelped as the car jostled me against the door, banging my temple on the window.
Evita sat with one arm out the window, steering with one hand like she was riding a
bucking bronco.
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A dozen deer ran by the headlights. Tall trees formed a covered bridge over our
heads. At the end of the lane loomed a dark ranch house. Nearby stood a barn, and a
white fence enclosed five acres.

Evita parked between a dented pickup truck and new black Cadillac.

Evita hopped out first and walked around to open my door.

She extended her hand.

“Need some help?”

I swung my legs out, my heels slipping on loose gravel.

“Thank you,” I said demurely.

Evita took my hand and pulled me up, practically into her arms. I stood against her
hard body, looking up at her, half expecting her to kiss me.

She wasn't even paying attention to me.

“Come here Buck! Here boy!”

A male Doberman loped across the front lawn.

I flinched, making Evita
chuckle. The girl greeted the dog
warmly with a pat on its flanks.

“Don't look so scared,” the
woman cautioned. “Show one sign
of fear to a Doberman and it'll go
for your throat.”

“I just don't want him to jump
up on me,” I said weakly. “He'll
ruin my dress.”

Buck stuck his cold snout into
my crotch and sniffed vigorously.

“Get out of here Buck!” Evita
shouted. “You won't find anything
there, so git!”

My ankles wobbled weakly on
the stone driveway. I felt as help-
less as a passenger in a sinking
ship.

“This is an awfully big house,” I
said following Evita cautiously.
The girl jumped up the steps,
pushing open the front door.

“Allen! Michael! Where are you
boys? Come down, I've got some-
one special I want you to meet!”
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Gulp! Great, now to be humiliated in front of Evita's roommates.

I stuck my head inside. The interior looked like something on the pages of Better
Homes & Gardens. The living room was larger than Clayton's entire apartment. The
kitchen looked big enough to feed a dozen cowboys. There was a fire in the hearth, and
waddled clothes scattered all over the floor.

“The bastards are upstairs in bed.”

Evita turned on a light, revealing a winding flight of wooden steps and oak railing.

“What's that noise?”

We both stood still. Somewhere a steel spring squeaked rhythmically.

Evita grinned. “Somebody's having a good time.” Her hand slapped my bottom play-
fully. “Come on upstairs. Let's get comfortable.”

At the top of the stairs were eight doors. Evita led me to a huge bedroom, with a
king—size, mahogany, four poster bed. There were so many clothes piled up on the
floor it was difficult to admire the hard wood floor. I stepped carefully around a collec-
tion of empty beer bottles, and a pair of football spikes.

“It's a lovely house,” I called as Evita disappeared into her private bath.

“I've seen nicer,” Evita called back, pulling off her jacket. “What we really need is a
maid. Tomorrow morning, after breakfast, maybe you could clean up a bit.” Evita
stood in the doorway unbuttoning her shirt. “What kind of work do you do?”

I stared at Evita's open blouse. She wore no bra. The woman seemed so masculine,
it was a shock to see a pair of perfectly round, firm breasts. She unbuckled her belt,
looking back at me as if I were another woman.

“I—I go to the Fashion Institute,” I said with a deep breath. “After school I work as a
waiter in the Gofar.”

“Does Clayton pay you?”

“I get free room and board.”

Evita looked at me as if were a fool. “Then you'll love living here. We have three ex-
tra bedrooms, all fully furnished.

Cooking and dusting is a lot easier than waiting tables. Do you have much stuff?"

I stared at the floor, trembling at this unexpected turn in the conversation. Evita
was designing my future just like my mother! I wanted to object, but instead found
myself saying, “Just two suitcases.”

“Of male clothes?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Then you don't have to go back. I'll buy you a new wardrobe.”

Evita disappeared back into the bathroom.

I was shaking so hard I needed to sit down. I climbed on the edge of Evita's bed.
Thinking it a normal foam mattress, I fell backwards, sinking deeply into a sea of wa-
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ter. I lost my balance, and went sprawling, kicking my heels, awkwardly trying to land
gracefully. Patting my hair back into place, I regained my seat on the edge.

A toothbrush in her mouth, Evita glanced into the bedroom. “Take off your dress,”
she mumbled.

“I've got nothing to wear,” I said timidly.

“Don't worry. I've got something cute you can put on.”

Evita entered the bedroom wearing a white t—shirt and blue boxer shorts. The tight
fitting cotton undershirt left her shoulders bare, and prominently displayed an alluring
cleavage, and two quarter—sized nipples.

She searched in her closet among the hangers, finally pulling out a short pink neg-
ligee. The lump in my throat grew to the size of a golf ball.

“This will look good on you. It's your color.”

“I only wore this dress tonight for the party,” I explained. “Never anything like that.”

“You've never worn your sister's nighties?”

“My sister's wore long night gowns, nothing so. . .”

“Sexy?”

“Yes,” I blushed.

Evita lay the flimsy baby doll on her pillow. “Then you are going to have fun to-
night.” She reached for my hand and pulled me from the bed, spinning me around,
unzipping my gown. “Don't tell me you don't want to try it on? Don't tell me you're not
a transvestite. You probably masturbate dreaming about frilly things, so why fight it?
Why act so embarrassed? You are who you are.”

“I—I've never shared my secret with anyone. Tonight I feel like I'm trapped in a
movie. Earlier I drank too much, and things have been happening so quickly, I. . .”

Evita placed a finger to my lips, silencing me.

“Get undressed,” she rolling onto the bed. “I want to watch.”

I stood with my arms crossed beneath my fake bosom, too scared to move. Evita
lifted her brows; her signal for the show to begin.

“Would you like some music? Make it a strip tease?”

“No thank you,” I whispered.

“Take off everything and put on your nightie. Then come to bed.” She slapped the
pillow beside her.

Alone, miles from nowhere, I had no choice.

I pulled the dress from my shoulders. Peeling it over my bra, I pushed it across my
hips. It fell in a shimmering puddle at my feet. Carefully I stepped out of it; naked but
for bra, panties, and garters.

Evita's teeth showed as she smiled in appreciation.

“Very pretty,” she said. “Take off your bra.”
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