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Jay stood back. Reaching to the side of the large
bathroom vanity, he fussed a little with the black
long curly wig. It was almost impossible to tell that it
was not real hair. Putting it on always startled him.
No matter how many times he dressed. When he
looked into the mirror after getting the wig pinned in
place he no longer seen Jay but Collette was now
staring back.

To go unnoticed in society portraying a woman
was great especially when you were not genetically
born one. There was a thrillthat one felt when out. It
was as if you had a special secret that no one else
knew. Thrilling almost to the fact that Collette won-
dered what reaction people might have if they only
knew what lay beneath her female exterior.

Tonight she would attend a social gathering of a
local transgendered support group. This group had
been a blessing in the beginning when she was
dress-ing up and not quite understanding the reason
she was doing so.

Collette zipped up the back of her black mini skirt.
The black stocEings and heels went well with the
skirt. Of course she wore matching back panties and
bra. A white silky button up blouse completed the
ensemble. Looking again she had to admit she looked
beautiful.

It was a short drive to the building where the
meeting was held twice monthly and which catered
to everyone in the whole tg community.

There was the occasional cross-dresser who might
only adorn one female item whenever the mood
struck. The group had a couple of die hard
transves-tites who would dress fully on the weekends
or sometimes take a holiday as their female alter ego.
Most often their female alter ego was what they
visu-alized the ideal woman to be in today’s society.
Up one more notch then you had the transsexuals.
Those



























