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THE KIKI 
EXPERIENCE 
OR 
FANTASY 
BECOMES 
REALITY! 
 
By Gloria Wright 
 
In some ways I feel sorry for the 
newcomers to CGS and Chi-Chapter 
Tri-Ess.  They get to see a gray haired 
gentleman who kind of hangs around in 
the background.  I think he says his 
name is Bill.  But I remember Bill’s 
sister.  We don’t get to see her much, 
but any who ever did is ever changed.  
Her name is Kiki.  I think it’s short for 
Kinky, but that’s another story 
altogether. 
 
I have known Kiki for something like 
10-15 years.  Over that time, she has 
done some pretty amazing things.  She 
always seemed to be in the thick of fun.  
She even won the coveted Chi-Chapter 
“Queen of the Trailer Park” award.  
Olivia Conners, CGS President once 
said to me, “If you’re going to hang 
around Kiki, you’ve got to be able to 
keep up.” 
 
I’ll leave it to Bill to tell you some of 
the stories, but one includes hair, a 
swimming pool, and “Be All.”  There 
are many others. 
 
Well, anything that is out of the 
ordinary, fun and a little dangerous, I 
call a “Kiki” experience.  And I had 
one of my own recently.  It went like 
this: 
 
My company was holding a 
“worldwide” meeting of sales and 
technical people in the Chicago area.  
They brought people from the far 
east, near east, Europe, Latin and 
North America.  We were to receive 
training.   
 
As part of the entertainment one of 
the evenings, we were to participate 
in a “murder mystery” play.  The 
catch was some of us were to play 

particular characters in the play.  (Stay 
with me.  Don’t jump ahead.) 
 
I received a letter in the mail from the 
Executive VP of my company.  (She is 
a woman, whose last name happens to 
be “Mann.”)  Her letter stated, You 
have been (somewhat) randomly 
selected to play a character in the 
evening’s play.  We want you to stay in 
character throughout the evening.  Feel 
free to use whatever props necessary to 
enhance the believability of your 
character.  At the end of the evening, 
whoever is voted the most believable 
character will win a prize.  To make 
this the most fun, do not discuss your 
character with any attendees. 
 
The second page listed my character as, 
MARY STRONG.  I was to be the 
former mistress of the person 
murdered.  You can imagine the 
internal wranglings that went on inside 
me as I read this.  Gloria said, “YES, 
there is a Heaven!”  Greg said “There’s 
a Hell alright.” 
 
All at once I wondered, “Why did they 
pick me?  Do they know?  Do they 
suspect?  Do I refuse?  How far do I 
take it?  And baby, WHEN DO I 
START?!! 
 
Upon further checking, I found out that 
several people were going to play the 
opposite gender.  And I found out that 
my BOSS was also going to be a 
woman.  I was told that he would wear 
make up and women’s clothing. 
 

Well, needless to say, that was just 
about all the excuse I needed.  “Saddle 
up your girdle girl, let’s go........” 
 
The night of the event, I went for the 
whole enchilada.  The only concession 
I made was I wore low rather than high 
heels.  I didn’t want to explain why I 
was so comfortable in high heels.  I 
also wore a long black skirt, so as not 
to have to explain shaved legs.  I 
started to wear pants, but I figured that 
would be conceding too much. 
 
Getting ready took longer than I was 
given time for, so I was ten minutes 
late getting to the ballroom where the 
event was held.  As I left my room, I 
waffled between playing it straight as a 
man, or letting Gloria loose.  (It didn’t 
help that a man on the elevator started 
eyeing me up.  He complimented me 
on my clothing, and I thanked him in 
my best female voice.  I didn’t want to 
disclose to John Q. Public what I was 
doing.) 
 
On the way the ballroom, I passed the 
woman from my company who was 
organizing the party.  She was calling 
the front desk asking for me, as I was 
the only one late.  (Gloria late, imagine 
that.)  As she was spelling out my name 
to the front desk clerk, I told her, “Hey, 
I’m right here.”)  She looked at me 
kind of funny, and said she didn’t even 
recognize me. 
 
As she and I entered the party, there 
were some open mouths, and dropped 
jaws.  I immediately went to the bar, 

and ordered two drinks at once. 
 
All the “characters” were introduced, 
and I used my best “fake” female 
voice to say who I was.  Sadly, the 
other gender benders did the 
standard “drag,”  balloon boobs and 
the like.  My boss did make-up and a 
wig, but no women’s clothes!  So I 
kind of stood out.   
 
People had to interview us 
individually for clues.  During these 
interviews, I got a lot of 
compliments on my appearance.  
Several “Hey, you’ve done this 
before” comments, and the like.  But 
people seemed to  like what I was 
doing. 
 
As I went to sit for dinner, one of 
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