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I Want 
To Be A 
Woman 

(Continued from Page 13) 

Finally, because he was more 
tired than convinced, he agreed. 
"Tomorrow at noon," he said. 
"I've got to repair one of my 
costumes. You can come over 
with me. Now let me get some 
sleep," he said, pushing me to­
wards the door. 

But I didn't get any sleep 
that night. I just lay in bed 
with a big silly grin on my 
face, having dreams of my 
success on stage • • • and the 
chance to act like a woman! 
The next day I was outside 

Charlie's door at 11 :30. He took 
me over to the club and showed 
me his wardrobe. 

I couldn't get over it. A man 
wore these things. 

He pointed out one that I 
could wear then went to another 
room to work. 

I squirmed into the gown 
and stuffed cotton into the 
front to give me a bust. There 
was some makeup on the 
dressing table so I put some 
on. Then I tried on one of 
the wigs. 
I couldn't get over it. In the 

mirror staring back at me was 
a woman. My makeup was a bit 
on the clown side and my wig 
was too big, but I looked like a 
woman. 

"Hey, not bad." I turned 
around and saw Charlie looking 
at me. "Not bad at all,'' he said. 
"You make a beautiful woman." 

He took my hand and led me 
out to the stage. The bar was 
empty but even the empty 

_... chairs gave me goose bumps. 
"Well," he said, "be a 

woman.'' 
I gulped, gulped again and 

said, ''Let's take lesson two to­
morrow." 

But there was no lesson two. 
When I got back to my hotel 
my aunt and the police were 
waiting for me. My aunt had 
traced me through a card I'd 
sent her. 

She was taking me home 
•.• and no buts about it. 
I went with her because there 

was not much else I could do. 
But I knew I wouldn't stay 
there. And I knew that there 
was a chance for me after all. 

NEXT WEEK 
They Raped My 

Emotions! 
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