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On the wall of my office at work are 
pictures of me en-femme. They are in 
full view because in December  of ‘96, I 
was asked by my managers to play a 
Vanna White character at a parody of 
"Family Feud" that we were going to 
have at our office holiday party.  The 
invitation stemmed from Halloween of 
'95 when I dressed as a bag-lady fortune 
teller and won the best costume contest.   
 
I discussed the opportunity with my wife 
and we agreed that I could probably pull 
this off without any repercussions.  They 
knew that I am a musician and had a 
former life that was involved with 
theatrics and performing.  Besides, it 
would be an opportunity to do some 
indirect outreach as you will see later in 
the story. 
 
 So I agreed to the Vanna invitation, but 
only if they would let me do it to the 
max.  I wanted the gown, the makeup, 
the jewelry, a fabulous introduction...the 
whole 9 yards.   
              My story to them was that in 
order to find the right resources to look 
like a woman I searched the internet and 
found IFGE. Some lovely person there 
put me in touch with a group in Chicago 
called Tri-Ess, which gave me a list of 
vendors who would help me out.  The 
vendor of choice has connections with 
the Baton (anyone we know?)  and 
agreed to help me look authentic.  (My 
own coming out story of finding Tri-Ess 
actually started with contacting IFGE 
who did refer me to Naomi  at Chi-
Chapter, so relating the details of this 
fabrication was easy to do.) 
 
Well it must have been very convincing, 
because I had no problems with the 
planning committee.  They even agreed 
to pay expenses!   
 
 
              The party was to begin at 4:30 
so my afternoon started with 
mysteriously disappearing from work 
after lunch for a transformation at 
Transformations.  Later when I arrived at 
the party, they hid me in a booth in the 
restaurant while dinner was being 

finished in the party room.  During that 
time word had spread to the kitchen and 
waiter staff that I was really a guy.  It 
was no coincidence that every employee 
in the place purposely made a trip past 
the booth and offered a greeting and 
smile.  I sat there with one of the 
managers, a woman.  She questioned me 
about my inner feelings as my debut 
approached.  I told  her that I felt just fine 
and confident and that getting all made 
up was quite a lovely ordeal. 
 
 I was wearing a short ivory dress with a 
v-neckline and a doubly flapped skirt that 
criss-crosses in the front a few inches 
above the knees.  The dress was 
generously covered with gold beads and 
sequins. The hem on the sleeves and skirt 
was decorated with a 4-inch gold fringe 
that swings and sways with every 
motion.  Going for the gold, so to speak, 
I even used my ‘cleavage spring’ 
invention to show just the right amount 
of curve at the bottom of the v-neckline.   
 
Well the time had finally come and so I 
walked up two flights of stairs and stood 
in the hall while I heard my introduction:  
"And now, ladies and gentlemen, I would 
like to introduce our hostess...  She's 
really hot and here she is, Barbie 
Queue!" 
 
  
              The music to Pretty Woman 
started blasting and I made my entrancer 
to wonderful screams, laughs and 
applause.  My performing ego was in full 
swing, powered by the true woman 
inside.  I walked around each table and 
did poses as cameras flashed and the 
video person followed every move with 
her lens.  I went up to a director that 
chided me about my bag lady costume 
the previous year and gave him a big hug 
(to additional screams) and loosened his 
tie while telling him to ‘stay cool.’  The 
look on everyone's face was that of 
amazement and disbelief that a guy in his 
50's could look so good as a woman.  
(Actually a few didn’t even know who I 
was until they were told!) I finally quit 
showing off and took my place in the 
middle of the stage area.  The Feud 
parody began and all through the show I 
kept showing off and using the dress to 
create a lot of fun as I would wiggle and 
get the fringe to swing with the motions. 
 
The show ended and people came up to 
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me to talk.  One girl pulled out her 
lipstick and gave me a fresh coating 
over mine.  Wow!  These were some of 
the comments: 
"You even shaved your legs." 
"Women would kill for your legs." 
"You have more cleavage than I do." 
"Do you do this every week?  You 
should!" 
"Where did you have this makeover 
done, I want to do this for Halloween 
next year." (from another guy) 
"I can't believe I'm talking to a guy." 
 "You're so natural, you even walk like 
a woman." 
 "You look so comfortable, you're not 
scared to do this in front of all of us. " 
 
I got into conversations with people 
and started to do outreach about 
crossdressers.  My "story" was that at 
Rori’s I met a couple of ‘real 
crossdressers’  who were friendly and 
educated me about their backgrounds 
and crossdressing experiences.  This 
made me aware of their lifestyle and all 
the 'closeted' things they have to do out 
of fear of discovery.  The story must 
have spread fast, because an hour later 
one of the women was telling it back to 
me! 
 
 Well the weekend passed and Monday 
showed up.  What teasing and 
questions would I face now that the 
cat’s out of the bag?   Well, all turned 
out just right.  The aftermath of the 
party was a week of questions and 
answers of how I looked so authentic.  
(They also showed the video at our full 
department meeting the following 
Friday.)  I never broke from my story 
and constantly took a positive happy 
stance on what a great experience this 
was for me, and how much I enjoyed 
being a girl that evening.    
              Women were more interested 
in the details than men were.  Yet, the 
men were also positive with comments 
like "You should entertain dressed like 
a woman on the weekends." or "That 
was really great, you have a lot of 
courage."  There also were some 
"colorful" comments as one would 
expect from guys, yet they were never 








