


our 
gal 
sandy 
sez; 

Almost every day, we get letters from transves
tites and transsexuals from all over the country 
who are looking for places to go and other peo-
ple to meet. They are looking for companionship, 
mutual understanding and a sympathetic ear. 
They ask us to help. 

Unfortunately, there was little we could do un-
til quite recently, when we launched our revolu
tionary new project, the "Crossdresser Organiza
tional Program." Now, there is some hope for the 
lonely TV who is no longer satisfied with his sol
itary evenings at home. 

Basically, this program consists of lists of people 
who have joined and met the membership require
ment. When we have compiled the names of 
enough people in any given geographical area, we 
compile a list and send it to the other members 
in that area. One or two people will be appointed 
as organizers, and they will help to set up the 
meetings. 

This program has only been in existence for a 
month, and already the results are encouraging. 
We have had replies from all over the country, 
with concentrations of members in Pennsylvania, 
New Jersey, Los Angeles, San Francisco, Alabama, 
Michigan and Chicago. We will shortly be sending 
out the lists, so now is the time to join in, and 
make it happen. 

The only requirement is that the prospective 
member be a subscriber to FEMALE IMPERSON-
ATOF NEWS, since the project is funded and 



staffed by the newspaper. The paper will also 
serve as the communications network between 
the groups and individuals. A subscription form 
is included with your application for your conven
ience. 

Once the groups are formed, we will make no 
restrictions as to how they are run. This is left 
entirely to the members to decide. We will advise 
the leader about how to run the meetings, and 
how to get things started, but the rest is up to you. 
Join in. If you have a place available for meetings, 
please let us know. We need leaders as well as 
members. Do it today. 

This may be beginning to sound like an Army 
recruiting advertisement and, if it does, just re
member, The Crossdresser Organizational Program 
builds women .... 

r ......... ::•E;;;~~~•E:;~~;;;~;;:~:::•E:•E ........... ;_~_ 

I, the undersigned, agree to allow Neptune Prod
uctions to release my name and address to other 
participants in the crossdresser organization prog
ram for the sole purpose of starting local meetings 
of such persons. 

I understand that my name will be kept in strict
est confidence, and will be released only to those 
individuals in the same geographical area who have . 
also signed a copy of this release. 

: Neptune Productions assumes no responsibility 

I for the conduct of participants, and will not be Ii· 
able for the actions of participants. 

I 
SIGNATURE ____________________ _ 

NAME (Printed) __________________ _ 
I STREET _______________________ _ 

I CITY _______________ State ___ Zip __ _ 

I PHONE (Optional)_ _________ AGE_____ -

I You must 
I be 21. 
( Do you have a place where meetings can be held? __ 

~Do you wish to help organize a chapter 

~ in your area? __ 

~ Do you wish your phone number released :--

~ Do you wish to be contacted by mail only?_·_ 

•• Can you travel to meetings? __ If yes, state how i many miles ________________ _ 

I Are you a member of any other TV organizations? __ = 
• If yes, please list: ~ 
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HONEY 
HONEY is her name and, much the same way that 
a honey bee metamorphoses in its biological stages 
to maturity,,this is the way HONEY became a fe
male impersonator .... 

HONEY, like the little bee, started out as an egg 
with no clear sexually determined role laid out for 
her. With inside and outside influences along the 
way (the bee through larval stage, Honey through 
adolescence), she became a "she" being. 

In the bee hierarchy, the ru I ing queen and all 
the worker bees are female. The males (or drones 
play one role - to impregnate the queen. Once 







one of them accomplishes this act, he dies - for 
his genitals are ripped from him and left inside the 
queen to provide her with thousands of fertilized 
eggs, which she will lay for the rest of her life. 

Meanwhile, the girl worker bees kill or chase off 
the rest of the worthless drones and get back to 
work building combs for the queen's eggs - most 
of which will hatch into females, but a few, for 
no known reason, will develop into male drones. 

So much for that analogy - back to HONEY -
she's all woman, notwithstanding a few slight mis
takes made by nature, and she's willing to prove it. 
Her every motion, every look, smooth skin , just
right makeup all spell f-e-m-a-1-e with a capital F! 



The pix on pages 4, 5, 6, 7 and 8 tell you what 
we mean - that she's HONEY all the way. 

Clothes don't always make the woman, but they 
sure help. Honey likes fishnet stockings in the new 
bikini style, hip-hugging, a paisley G-string, black 
lace bra, high-heeled sandals, and a gold lame robe 
that easily falls from her smooth shoulders to the 
floor with the slightest provocation. 

Honey's blonde hair goes with her personality
soft, smooth, rippley and sweet-smelling. She all 
adds up to a honeyful experience. 
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MY THING is a regular feature of FEMALE 
IMPERSONATOR .... All of you are invited 
to send in your stories.:_ tell 'em like they are! 

Dear Sandy, 
I have read with much enjoyment the problems 

of the women, boys, and girls who have wrinen 
you, primarily on the subject of crossdressing. 

I am a grown man with the legitimate name of 
Lucy - I was born Lou is- and as far as 
I can remember, my mother and I have lived, 
worked, and even slept together. My father was a 
seaman, and I never remembered having known 
this good-looking man whose picture holds a cor
ner of mother's vanity table in our bedroom. 

I was petite at the time of birth and through 
my childhood too, like my mother. My father, 
she claims, was a large boned rough type of an 
individual. Apparently, I followed the pattern of 
my mother throughout life. 

I dreaded the dark. I therefore slept with 
mother. When the weather was bad, I stayed in 
the house, and helped mother clean house. I 
learned to cook. I even learned to sew. There 
was one neighbor only, within two hundred feet 
of our house. She also was a widow and had two 
girls. Karen was one year younger, and Laurie 
was two years older than I. 

I wanted to play ball with the girls, but they 
constantly got hurt; and as a result, we played 
house very often; we all had a doll of our own 
even though my doll was a Raggedy Andy. 

Karen liked to play with Andy, and I found 
myself making dresses, and changing the clothes 
of her doll. This resulted at ages ten, eleven and 
thirteen of we three, respectively, in wearing each 
others' clothes when our mothers went to town 
to shop. 

One day, the girls followed me upstairs in my 
house, and asked where I slept. I told them that 
I slept with my mother, of course. They asked 
me what kind of pajamas I wore. I showed them 
my nightgown with pink ribbon drawn top and 
bottom. The girls told their mother that very 
night, that I slept with my mother even though I 
was eleven years old. They just could not ima-
gine my not having my own bedroom like they 
did. 

They told their mother that I had a beautiful 
nightgown. My mother, Rita - and Mrs. 

next door, spent over a half hour on the 
phone that night. I heard mother say," Dottie 

, you should be ashamed of yourself for 
mentioning it, but I will ask Louis if he exchang
ed his entire outfit with Karen, even to her pan
ties and slip. Maybe for punishment I had better 
get a complete set of girl's clothing and we can 
have three little girls in the backyard playing with 
their dolls." 

I knew what was coming as soon as she hung 
up the phone. I turned red in the face, before 
mother even spoke. 

"Louis," directed Mother, "sit down with me 
for a few moments. I have a bit of serious talking 
to do. Mrs. •E•E•Etells me that she saw you 
completely dressed in Karen's clothes one day. 
How many times have you done this?" question
ed Rita-

Louis became meek as a mouse, and said, "I did 
dress up at Karen's house. I have worn your 
clothes three or four times. I like the feeling of 
silk much better than cotton underclothes. I 
wish you would make me more silky, shorter 
nightgowns, and sometimes I wish I had been 
born a girl, rather than a boy." 

Rita's entire body took on a glow, along with 
Louis, and she went to her bedroom for fifteen 
or more minutes, and called downstairs to Lou is 
to help her. She stood in the doorway with a 13 



light girdle, nylons and panties and her dress half 
over her head. It was caught on a hook attached 
to her bra. 

Louis quickly released the knee length dress, 
and as he was leaving the room, his mother said, 
"Louis, I have laid on our bed, a small bra, short 
slip, my prettiest panties, a small garter belt and 
dark brown nylons. If you would like to experi
ment with them, while I get supper, please join 
me dressed the way which will please you most. 
In my closet is a choice of mini dresses which 
are going out of style. Maybe you would like 
them. 

A half hour at least went by, with curious 
thoughts going through Rita -s mind. She 
decided to leave the kitchen and call to Louis 
and down the stairs came a very beautiful trans
formed boy to girl. Rita kissed her boy, or new
found girl, with eagerness never before experienced. 

"Louis," she almost screamed, "you should be 
my daughter Lucy. You are beautiful. Let me 
put a little make-up on your lashes and lids. And 
I will phone Dottie •Elil•Eto come over and 
pass judgment." 

In very few seconds, Dottie, our neighbor, ar
rived and was so stunned at seeing such a pretty 
girl added to the neighborhood, that she became 
quite jealous. Her own daughters did not mea
sure up to Lucy, born Louis. 

While sitting in the kitchen having a glass of 
wine, both Karen and Laurie quietly walked in 
the back door. Louis tried to run, but he could 
not as he wore mother's 2" heels for the first 
time. They also came up and gave him a kiss, 
and called him Lucy instead of Louis. 

So it was ... 
The two families far out in the country com

pleted their school years via bus during school 
session as two girls and a boy. However, when 
they were at home, and to many fairs, movies, 
and other socials, they all went together as girls. 

Lucy still slept with Mother. 
It is now nineteen years later .. 
Needless to say, Lucy and Mother lived a life 

of familiarity. Comparisons of the anatomy had 
to be made. Choices of wearing apparel became 
a race as to who would wear which each evening. 

The big question is Lucy's future as a girl or a 
man. I am sure that I ( Lucy) will share both 
desires. I will await a woman that will under
stand me as Mother has, for I never will give up 
partial crossdressing, my nighties, and do hope 
to rnise a family, as well. 

If I am unable to find an understanding wife, 
I will go to court and legally change my name to 
"Lucy" Sorol and no doubt will consider TS 
operation. 
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Use of photographs to illustrate this story does 
not imply that the models in the photos are in 
any way connected with the story. 

MY THING 
Hi, again, girl. For the longest time I 'v~ intended 

to write you and thank you for being so sweet for 
printing my letter in THE FEMALE IMPERSON
ATOR No. 9. It was the first time I have ever had 
a letter published. I was so thrilled, my panties 
soon contained a huge erection as I read it. Barba
ra, my blonde TV friend from New York, called 
me to tell me she had just picked up FI No. 9 and 
the letter was in. A couple of days later, I spotted 
the magazine at a local adult book shop and bought 
three copies. 

Since an issue of Fl NEWS was also available 
plus a couple of other TV magazines, I had some 
wonderful additions to my quickly developing TV 
library, so I was in a state of bliss. 

Sitting around my comfortable apartment in 
panties, bra, garterbelt and stockings reading and 
rereading the material was an absolute delight. 



Called Barbara in New York. We got so excited 
describing what we were wearing, and commenting 
on the letter and other aspects of the beautiful 
world of transvestism, you can just imagine what 
happened. Just let's say soon after we hung up, 
we were both laundering our panties standing on 
legs that were a bit shaky. 

One thing I should tell you before going further 
is that, at Barbara's suggestion, I've decided to use 
the femme name of of Ginger instead of Ginny. Bar
bara told me a sexy blonde TV (and coming from 
a doll like Barbara, that's a compliment) like me 
should have a sexy, vivacious name, thus Ginger 
has replaced Ginny. 

Barbara and I get together two :or three times 
each month either here or in New York. We've 
become close friends and lovers and look forward 
to our weekends together. I took today off, have 
just showered, powdered and put on fresh undies, 
since, 'as soon as I finish writing you, I'll be headed 
for New York. 

Three weeks ago we had a whole week together 
at a plush motel on the Rhode Island shore. Also 
made the gay scene in the Providence area, which 
is very, very lively, and met a few other TVs at a 
club that features drag shows. We plan to go back 
soon. It was a fun time. 

Returned with a lovely tan and caused a sensa
tion at a gay beach area where, after a dare from 
Barbara, I sunned myself all afternoon in a two
piece black satin bikini. A couple of strong Mar
tinis and the fact the beach was uncrowded led 
to my bravado. Came back a bit tired from all 
the partying, not to mention lovemaking - one 
night, it was almost orgiastic when we visited a 
cottage populated by two gay TV couples - but 
delighted to have had such a deliciously, pleas
urable vacation. 

Since I buy most of your publications, I wonder 
if you would mind if I made a few suggestions. 
I love both THE FEMALE IMPERSONATOR and 
FEMALE IMPERSONATOR NEWS. I would like 
to see more pages in both publications devoted to 
letters, however, and more sexy pictures showing 
boys in lingerie,(panties, hose, garterbelts, bras, 
etc.) rather than so many frontal nudes. I'm no 
prude and a few frontal nudes are fine and even 
stimulating, but I· think it's the lingerie shots that 
turn most TVs on. 

I don't want to be catty, but I thought Don As
tin's story, "Shackled Chauvinist," in Fl NEWS 
No. 6 was a boring, waste of valuable space. Like
wise the rambling, almost nonsensical letter from 
Beverly took up the space that could have been 
used to print three or four more interesting letters. 

Otherwise, issue No. 6 was fine, and the pictures 
accompanying the transgenderism story were 

great. Both Barbara and I also want to wish Sandy 
well in her operation. It's something we 

could never even consider, but it's what Sandy 
wants and our thoughts are with her. 

While commenting on Fl NEWS, I must say I 
was very impressed by issue No. 5. The pictures 
of super sexy Shawnee Brown, who has a movie 
star's legs, plus a nice figure, were a great turn on. 
I was also pleased to see so many good letters, two 
of which I would like to comment on. First to 
Reba: Like yourself I absolutely adore wearing 
panties and am putting together an excellent col
lection. I like all soft, frilly feminine clothes but 
silky, sexy panties are my favorites. You are so 
right when you pay a special accolade to Vanity 
Fair panties. They're expensive, but worth every 
penny. They have just come out with two new 
numbers that Reba and pantie lovers everywhere 
should know about. One is a low-cut brief made 
of Antron nylon with oodles of lace on the sides. 
I just bought two pairs in ice blue. Previously, I 
had purchased some pink numbers. They have a 
shimmering, satiny look and feel that is virtually 
impossible to describe. 

The other design which I bought is a pantie that 
is also blue, but a bit deeper shade. It is all nylon, 
comes in a regular pantie or bikini style, and is 
edged with a lacy, white floral design that is sim
ply beautiful and contrasts just so prettily to the 
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blue of the panties. With a matching bra and 
matching garterbelt holding one's tann 
stockings as taut as possible, it's a gorgeous out
fit that looks and feels sexy beyond belief. I 
know, because it's what I'm wearing as I write 
this. 

Also, for TVs who may not be able to afford 
Vanity Fair, let me recommend the panties and 
bras of Movie Star. They are very good quality 
for the price (particularly the nylon satin num
bers), often have lace edgings and come in many 
pretty pastels. 

The other letter was from Sandy. Ironically, I 
know Sandy. We met at a Halloween Drag Queen 
party. "She" is young, extremely pretty, outward
ly vivacious, but really a bit shy, and oh so vulner
able. "She" stayed with me for a few days soon 
after that catfight "she" had with Maria, another 
queen, who I don't know well, but who is known 
for "her" temper, not to mention jealousy. The 
fight was over a gay stud who was just playing 
one against the other, or in other words, using 
both of them. 

He induced them to fight and did nothing to stop 
them even when Maria was literally tearing Sandy 
to pieces on the floor. I didn't see the fight, but 
when Sandy came to stay with me, "she" was still 
marked with scratches and bruises around her face, 
breasts and shoulders, and there were long welts on 
"her" sides where Maria had kicked her. 
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"She" told me about the only item of clothing 
that wasn't ripped up in the fight was "her" Pant
ies, which as "she" mentioned "she" came off in 
because of the erotic excitement of the fight. At 
the stud's urging, Maria did take Sandy's bra as a 
trophy of the fight and tried to tear off her pant
ies, but Sandy was able to keep them on and with 
"her" crying so much over everything, some other 
people finally pulled Maria off her. 

Sandy is okay now, but was frightened and very 
despondent over the incident for some time. "She" 
is a sweet, attractive person, but as I said so vulner
able. She's making the gay scene again, trying to 
avoid Maria, who she is scared of, but still hanging 
around the same rough crowd, where I'm afraid 
she'll be used again. I haven't seen her for awhile, 
so, Sandy, if you read this, you know I'm thinking 
about you. You're so pretty, dear, you're wasting 
your time at the sleazy bars you hang out in. With 
your talents and looks you could easily make a liv
ing as a professional impersonator. Don't throw 
your future away. 

I try to be very choosy over the TV friends I 
make. A few years ago, when I was in college, I 
also got into a tiff with another TV at a party giv
en by this wealthy gay, who got his kicks out of 
watching young guys box and wrestle at his affairs. 
He knew this other TV, a rusty-haired kid we called 
Glenda, and I didn't get along, and he prodded us 
into stripping down to just bra and panties and put
ting on these fairly large boxinggloves for a three
round fight. We were about the same size, 130 lbs., 
but knew nothing about boxing. 

He offered $100 to the winner, so for the entire 
minute of the first round we just swung away. By 
the end of the round, I had been knocked down 
twice and had a bloody nose. We were both cry
ing. Even with the large gloves, the punches hurt. 
I didn't want to fight any more and I don't think 
Glenda did either, because I had hit "her" some 
good ones, too. He taunted us into fighting a sec
ond round though, so we kept throwing punches 
through our tears. 

Suddenly, I started to get hit with one punch af
ter another in my face and couldn't take any more. 
The tears came in racking sobs and I caved in and 
fell to the floor. Ceremoniously, the host counted 
me out and after Glenda pulled off my sky-blue 
panties as a trophy, he gave "her" the $100. All 
I got was humiliation and ruined mascara. That 
was my last fight. 

My very best, GINGER 



MY THING is a regular feature of FEMALE 
IMPERSONATOR ... All of you are invited 
to send in your stories-tell 'em like they are! 

MY THING 
I am a salesman from a small town in Minnesota. 

Last week I was in the big city and decided I'd 
like to dress up. I have never been out in public, 
can't make any TV contacts in this area. I called 
a beauty shop and told the girl I had a problem, 
I was from out of town and had been invited to a 
party where the guys dress as girls and I needed 
help with a wig and makeup. After a lengthy 
pause, she said okay, to come to the salon at 7 :30. 
I did, with my bag;of girlish goodies. 

She and a friend were going to help me get made 
up. They told me to get dressed first, which I did, 
putting on pantyhose, bra, slacks and a shirt and 
a pair of sandals. 

They began by fixing my hair and, believe me, I 
never felt so good. As they were doing this, they 
seemed to question me about myself and the sup
posed party. 

I played along, making them think I really didn't 
like this at all. Finally they started in on my make 
up, one of them even went to the drugstore and 
got a pair of false eye lashes. 

After they had finished, I looked in the mirror 
and couldn't believe it. They had made me look 
fantastic. I stood up and one of the girls said I'd 
look much better in a dress. I told her I bought 
one that afternoon from a theatrical place down
town, but really didn't want to put it on because 
it looked like a maid's .uniform. (It was one I 
have owned for years.) 

But they talked me into it and when I came out 
of the restroom, they were really amazed at what 
a difference the dress made. They even called me 
"Darlene, the maid." They twisted my arm to put 
on the apron, and asked me to sweep the floor 
while they got ready to close shop. I did, and they 
kept teasing me about keeping me as their steady 
maid. If only they knew how long I'd looked in 
Minn. for someone who would let me be their 
maid! 

I took off the apron and put a shawl around my 
shoulders as I was ready to leave. The final thing 
I remember one of them saying is, at least you're 
not one of those fems all the time. If she only 
knew! 

I drove around for awhile, but lost my nerve 
and went back to the motel. I parked the car and 
looked in my purse for my room key, but it wasn't 

there. You wouldn't believe my feeling when I 
thought of going up and asking the desk clerk for 
my key, but what else could I do? 

As I walked in the front door, t remembered I 
had stopped by the candy bar machine near my 
room for a pack of gum, just maybe I dropped it 
there. I took a deep breath and walked right by 
the desk clerk. Good evening, mam, he said to 
me. I just smiled back. He didn't suspect a thing. 
I couldn't believe it. 

I reached the machine without seeing anyone 
else, looked around on the floor, but no key. I 
leaned my hand on top and, you guessed it, the 
key. I must have laid it down when I bought the 
gum. 

I hurried to my room and once inside I was so 
happy. I spent the rest of the night admiring the 
great job the girls from the beauty salon had done 
with me. 

I don't know if I'll ever go out in public again 
unless I find a friend in this area, but I will always 
remember my first night out. 

Keep up the good work, Sandy. 
Love, DIANE 
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KENNY KERR'sBOYLESQUE 



If Atlantic City ever gives out keys to the city, 
Kenny Kerr would certainly rate one. For the past 
six years, he has done a lot to promote female im
personation there, and has helped to make the At
lantic City night scene happen. 

This past summer, Kenny appeared in Atlantic 
City with his very talented troup, "This is Boyles
que." His was the only drag act in a city that had 
a deluge of so-called female impersonation acts sev
eral years ago. Th.ere is a saying that only the 



1 

I. 

strong and the best survive, and this is certainly 
applicable in the case of Mr. Kenny Kerr. 

Although still in his twenties, Kenny is no new
comer to the art of female impersonation. He has 

a lot of veteran sawy when it comes to perform
ing, choreographing, picking a cast, or even repair
ing a torn gown. He is an expert at virtually every 
aspect of the field. 
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A Cassette~ 
for TSs 

How do you tell your boss you're going to stop 
being George and start being Joanne? 

How do you have sex when neither partner wants 
to play the aggressor? 

Is sex life better before or after the operation? 

These and a host of other questions are answered 
with intelligence, warmth and candor on CON-
F I DE's new interview cassette, THE WAY OF A 
TRANSSEXUAL: JOANNE'S STORY, brought 
to you by the producers oi the widely applauded 
cassette, THE MALE TRANSVESTITE. 

In a skillfully managed, 50-minute interview, 
CONFIDE's director, Garrett Oppenheim, en-
couraged Joanne to talk freely about her adven
tures into crossdressing, sex hangups, marriage, 
fatherhood, hormones, psychiatry, and surgery, 
among other things. It's a saga laced with suffer
ing, seasoned with humor and steeped in buoyant 
optimism -- a story that will expand your insight 
not only into the way of a transsexual, but jnto 
the ways of human beings. 

The price is S 12, and your satisfaction is guaran
teed. 

CONFIDE 
Box 56-TIM 
Tappan, N. Y. 10983 

I enclose$ ____ for which please send me ___ _ 
copies of your auaio cassette THE WAY OF A-
TRANSSEXUAL: JOANNE'S STORY, at $12 
each (New York State residents, please add sales 
tax). If not satisfied, I may return the cassettes 
within 10days for full refund. (Sorry, no CODs). 

Name -------------------------
Address ------------------------
City, State.& Zip Code ______________ _ 

Garrett Oppenheim is director of CONFIDE
Personal Counseling Services Inc., which does spe
cialized counseling with TVs and TSs. Fae Robin 
is associate director of the service. If you would 
like to submit your problem for them to answer 
in these pages, address CONFIDE, Box 56-CC, 
Tappan, NY 10983. Problems will be selected 
on the basis of their wide interest to TVs and 
T~s. If yours is not selected for publication, it 
will be returned to you- provided you enclose 
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a self-addressed, stamped envelope. 
If you are interested in obtaining a deep-

er and more individualized kind of help than is 
possible in a published column, ask Garrett and 
Fae to send you their free booklet. 

Calling
Confide 
Dear Garrett and Fae, 

Can you help me understand what's come 
over me at" this late stage in my life? It started 
after age 50, and it's getting progressively 
worse. My problem is an insatiable desire to 
wear the nicest of nylons, panties, garter belts, 
slips and nighties. I spend all my money on • 
these things, ordering by mail or shopping the 
department stores. 

The older clerks think I'm buying for a girl
friend, but the younger ones see right through 
me. They say, "I know you'll enjoy these pan
ties (or this gown}." 

I've read a lot of books on transvestism, and 
they all talk about childhood influences. Well, 
I have some photos of myself in the kind of 
children's clothes that were fashionable around 
1912, and an old diary tells me that Aunt 
Agnes made me two dresses for a party when I 
was 4. It also says I was going to a photo
grapher and that my family bought me new 
white stockings and white button shoes with 
pretty bows for the occasion. With childhood 
influences like that, how come all the children 
of my generation didn't grow up to be trans
vestites? 

I remember wearing my sister's undershirts 
with colored ribbons at the neck, and her ' 
"waists", with garters both front and rear to 
hold up my long stockings. 

My father had a bad temper and gave little 
love, but Mother would take me in her arms 
and comfort me. One of my earliest recol
lections - and it's still vivid - is of my Mother 
baring her breast to me for consolation. 

I wore my last short-pants suit at age 13 or 
14. My father bought me three pairs of long 
brown stockings to wear with it, but I called 
them sissy clothes. He whipped me until I 
put them on. Yes, then I took a long walk in 
the woods. I climbed a huge rock, pulled my 
pants up to the top of my stockings and mas
turbated. I wonder, was I really so reluctant 
to wear those stockings? When I got home, / 
purposefully let them fall down, and my Moth
er threw them away. 

I was always masturbating, both at school 
and at home. At school I'd peek under the 
girl~' desks to see their panties. I think people 
noticed my masturbation, because I was al
ways being told how pale / looked. 



By the time I married around age 24, I had . 
practically burned myself out with masturba
tion. I was not the hot stuff a young husband 
is supposed to be. Since the birth of our third 
child, my wife seems to care very little for sex, 
and I'm usually too tired anyway. My desire 
for her is blah. 

But my desire to browse through women's 
shops and corsetries and mail-order catalogs 
keeps growing. And so does the wish to have 
a female body. 

For the last two -years I've been using an 
estrogen cream, and now I'm taking hormone 
pills. I'll no doubt have to wear tank tops this 
summer, and my budding breasts will cause 
many a question. 

My own question, Garrett and Fae, is, Why 
did this latent desire come over me so late in 
life ---and after 30 years of marriage (much of 
it without ordinary sex)? 

Freda, Massachusetts 

Dear Freda, 
You've raised some challenging·questions. 

And with our present limited knowledge of 
transvestism, we can't give you any an-
swers. We particularly like that question 
about why ALL little boys of your generation 
didn't grow up into TVs. 

It's quite true that in those days little boys 
were dressed more like little girls than they are 
today (and the littler the more). The fact 
that most of them DIDN'T grow '-:IP to be TVs 
sort of confirms our own belief, strengthened 
by years of counseling, that it takes more 
than clothes to shape the transvestite's des
tiny. 

Just what factor or combination of factors 
causes transvestism has never been determined, 
though there are plenty of theories. In the 
last several years, there has been considerable 
evidence that a hormonal imbalance of the 
developing baby in its mother's womb may 
have something to do with it. But there is an 
even greater preponderance of evidence to 
show that childhood influences can be a deci
sive factor. 

One of the most typical pictures in the 
childhood of the hundreds of TVs we've coun
seled is a lack of fathering. Many of them lived 
in a home where there was no father - he was 
dead, or remarried, or away on business prac
tically all the time. Others recall a'father who 
was unfriendly, or gave no love, or preferred 
his little girl to his little boy. If the mother is 
the only source of what the father is deficient 
in, she becomes, in the child's mind, the em-

bodiment of goodness, of comfort, of love. 
All this symbolized is in the recollection of 
your mother's bared, comforting breast. 

And now we might ask, Why don't all 
children who·lack a father's love grow up to 
be a transvestite? And again, we have to an
swer: No one factor alone is likely to shape a 
life. 

Your letter gives only the scantiest clues, 
but even so, it's clear that there were some 
other factors. There's evidence that your par
ents - and perhaps your Aunt Agnes too -
encouraged you to even wear clothes that 
were too girlish to pass as male EVEN IN 
THOSE DAYS. Perhaps they smiled inside 
on your experiments with your sister's under
wear and "waists". 

On your father's side, it wasn't just encour
agement; your story of how he forced you 
to wear the _long brown stockings suggests 
there was more than a touch of sadism in the 
way he treated you. That's the kind of thing 
that can turn a boy off on his own maleness. 
In fact, it might even drive him out of the 
whole frightening world of maleness. (How is 
he ever going to compete with men like his 
father?) 

So here you have a classic combination of 
childhood influences calculated to propel you 
straight into crossdressing. Why didn't they? 
Why did it take 30 years from the incident of 
the brown stockings for your feminine side to 
assert itself?Without knowing you well and 
taking you on a search through your own 
mind, we can only suggest some possibilities 
for you to explore. 

It's clear that by the age of 13 or 14 you 
were well on the way in awareness of the dif
ferences between boys' clothes and sissy 
clothes. But your attitude toward the sissy 
clothes seems to have been a mixture of fear 
and fascination. That you feared wearing them 
is evident in your tremendous resistance to 
the short pants - brown stockings combination. 
Yet off in the secrecy of the woods, they cer
tainly gave you a sexual charge. That flight 
from your punitive father into the sanctuary 
of your femininity may be symbolic of your 
lifelong desire. 

What happened, then, to make you suppress 
this desire?Though you didn't say, we would 
guess that your schoolmates or other persons 
had put the fear of sissy clothes into you. You 
were made fun of, or barred from the compan
ionship of other boys, or of girls. Fear of 
mockery and ostracism can be powerful 
deterrents to children - and even grownups. 25 



And that may explain why, when you came 
home from the woods, you let your stockings 
drop and encouraged your mother to throw 
them away. 

But your interest in female clothes was far 
from dead. When you peeked under the desks 
of your girl classmates, it wasn't for a glimpse 
of a thigh or a vulva; it was to see their panties. 
That's what gave you your sexual kicks and 
stimulated you to masturbate. 

Masturbation, incidentally, doesn't make you 
pale. And there's no other way, either, that 
people cou Id tell you were masturbating -
unless they caught you at it. 

Moreover, you may be quite sure that you 
didn't "burn yourself out" before marriage. 
The sex organs don't atrophy with exercise; 
it's lack of use that dulls and deadens them. 

Since you were sexually very active all 
through your school years, there must have 
been some other strong reason to account 
for the wane of your sex drive at age 24. It 
could, of course, have been due to some or
ganic trouble, but in cases like yours the 
chances are at least 95 out of 100 that the 
cause was psychological. And it's probable that 
it was-linked with the repression of your de-
sire to crossdress. For the transvestite, cross
dressing is a sexual activity, and to repress it 
you must repress some of the sex drive itself. 

It may have been the old fear of ostracism 
as well as some adult fears of hurting your 
career and wrecking your home that kept you 
from fulfilling your desire. But it takes a lot 
of energy and effort to repress anything as 
powerful as a drive to crossdress. Perhaps 
that's why you feel too tired for sex with your 
wife, and why your desire for her is blah. 

Why is your feminine side, now, reasserting 
itself? Perhaps your anxieties about career, 
marriage and children are mostly behind you, 
giving you freedom from your old fears. Then, 
too, it's been remarked in the literature that 
the dormant female side of a man tends to 
emerge with great strength in later life. 
One friend suggests that the decrease in the 
body's production of male hormones may 
have something to do with it. 

In any case, there it is. And rather than 
stew too much over the causes, we recommend 
that you accept yourself entirely as you are 
and enjoy your shopping sprees. 

One other thing, if you take female hor
mones in sufficient dosages to grow breasts, 
you will really obliterate your sex drive. That 
is all right if you'd rather have breasts than 
sex, but you do need to know what you're _ 
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doing when you take estrogen. We hope you 
are doing this under a doctor's direction. 

GARRETT AND FAE 

Dear Joahn, Helen, Trudy, and all of you who 
wrote in that you want to·get in touch with 
Chari of Montana, 

Space won't permit us to print all your 
letters here, and unhappily we don't know 
Chart's present address. But if Chari sees this 
and gets in touch with us, we'll give her your 
names and addresses. 

Are you out there, Chari? 
GARRETT AND FAE 

Garrett Oppenheim is director of CONFIDE, 
Personal Counseling Services Inc., which does 
specialized counseling with transvestites and 
transsexuals. Fae Robin is associate director 
of the service. If you would like to submit 
your problem for them to answer in these 
pages, address CONFIDE, Box 56-CC, Tappan, 
N, Y. 10983. Problems will be selected on the 
basis of their wide interest to TVs and TSs. If 
yours is not chosen for publication, it will be 
returned to you - provided you enclose a 
self-addressed, stamped envelope. 

If you are interested in obtaining a deeper 
and more individualized kind of help than is 
possible in a published column, ask Garrett and 
Fae to send you their free brochure, which 
describes CONFIDE's technique of counseling 
by cassette, letter or telephone. 

A thorough discussion of transvestism, its 
causes, its manifestations and the problems 
connected with it - along with advice on how 
to handle them - is contained in an audio 
cassette, "The Male Transvestite," featuring 
Garrett and Fae. It's priced at $12 postpaid 
($15 for 8-track or reel) and is available from 
CONFIDE, Box 56-CC, Tappan, N. Y. 10983. 
Details will be mailed on request. 

• If you are interested in obtaining 

a deeper and more individualized 
kind of help than is possible in a 
published column, ask Garrett and 

Fae to send you their free booklet, 
which describes their technique of 
counseling by cassette, letter or 
telephone. 



Who among us can forget his first Brandy? The 
elixir of the gods, smooth, sultry and seductive, at 
once exciting and calming. Brandy, our bronze 
beauty, chose her name well. 
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She's vivacious, yet quiet and thoughtful. She's 

mischievous, yet serious. She's intelligent, but she 
exudes an aura of innocence. 
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Don't be fooled. Brandy knows the score, and 
we know our Brandy - she's vintage, all the way. 
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MIAMI BEACH - Michael Salem announces that he 
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Order 
clnchers 
4" uncer 
Your 
normal 
waist size. 

TV2505HIGH 
WAIST Garter 
belt, boned front, 
Size$: s, M, L, 
XI.- Black & 
White $6,99 

Boutique in Philadelphia that he is opening another in 
Miami Beach. It is to be located at 16300 N. E. 19th 

TV265 Zipper O ROE R F O R M bikini, elastic leg. TV274 Lace trimmed _ 
c 1ors White brief with lace leg. -
Pf:.k, Purple, • Colors: White, pink, i_ Please rush me the following: 
o L'I blue, melon. Size, 
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-s: .,. print bikini. TV272 Lace trimmed 5,6,7 3/$8.00 : 
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'. >-1 5,6,7 $3.50; 3/$9.00 non-binding, Sl)U9 fit as• ; 

/TV266 Brief O ~ ,ures smooth f1tt1n9 uam,, ~ 
with side trim, 'I _ ; , ~ . w,oven elastic waistba~d : 
elastic 1e9 ~· .. .,. D) ,\. Sizes 5.7 $3.75; 8,9 $4.50 

~l~~.'~i~tte, • J.Jlf ~ i Wf:Jhlte-~nly. ~J', 
Blue. Sizes 516 17 :..?.~:: -.; . ·'Iv. ·o · , 

1 l/$ 8.00 TV2640 Tailored •~--:· • ...._ 
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I White & Asstd. overlay. Elastic brief, elastic leg. • 
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DATE. 

Total 1----1 
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TOTAL 
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(
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TV267 bikini \ 3/$8.oo saddle crotch, seam : Add"''----------------------1 
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,um. 
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tab. Color$: White, 1. /. "···· •~.... • A.w-M,a: A4d 8 """'u ,,a"'t,1, ,,...,,1. 
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I answered 
a TV 
Personal Ad 

Having been a longtime fan of sexy books 
movies, and magazines, I have been in my ' 
share of adult bookstores, and have always 
been fascinated by the many aspects of male 
and female sexuality. There seem to be so 
many variations and deviations, that I never 
cease to be amazed. 

Through these many happy hours of brow· 
sing in book stores, I have continually noticed 
the great number of so-called "swingers maga
zines". They seem so intriguing and promising 
that I have always wondered about those 
people who place the ads. Are they for real? 
Are there a lot of them, or just a few who 
advertise everywhere? Are they professional 
prostitutes or part-time hookers? Do any of 
these ads ever lead to any sort of sexual en
counter? I was determined to do some first 
hand investigating and reporting and find out 
for my own benefit, and for the benefit of 
anyone who reads this and has.pondered these 
same questions. 

I knew where to start -•E that was the easy 
part. I made a trip to our local pornographic 
book store, and started going through the 
racks. When I came to the section on drag and 
female impersonation I stopped. Having always 
been addicted to female clothing, I decided 
to start my investigation and begin with my 
own fantasies at the same time. 

I returned to my apartment with my pur
chases, and found that personal advertising 
made up a healthy section in almost every 
transvestite publication that I had purchased. 
There were also a lot of photos accompanying 
the ads. I suppose that most TVs are into a 
visual trip, making a strong imitation of the 
female appearance, so as an end result, there is 
a lot of picture taking. 

The poses were almost classic in their simi
larity. The TV is shown standing against the 
doorway, strikin·g a sexy pose. Very few of 
these photos show the person smiling. 
This disturbed me, and I wondered if this was 
because they felt guilty or stupid standing in 
front of a camera with a self timer all set to 
go off. 

Well, nonetheless, many of these pictures 
were downright attractive, and on the street, 
you probably couldn't tell the person from the 
real woman. 

I found myself drifting off, but then I de
cided to get back to my task, and start answer
ing some ads. This, I decided, had to be done 
slowly, and in stages. There were forwarding 
fees involved, so I couldn't afford to write to 
everybody and then find myself unable to 
buy the stamps to mail the letters. So, I de
cided to break the ads into categories and pro
ceed from one category to the next. : 

Sexually, I'll find myself going in any direc
tion, but I do prefer to have a woman as a 
companion in my sexual escapades, so I 
decided to look for women who wanted TVs. 
I was further limited by distance, so I could 
only contact those people to whom I could 

travel in the course of a weekend. That narrow
ed the field considerably. 

The first thing that I did notice was how 
few ads were from women who were looking 
for TVs. In fact, there were hardly any. Most 
women were understanding wives who some
how got caught up in their husband's activities. 

I did find one in New York, which wasn't 
too far away. It sounded promising -- almost 
too good to be true. 

It's been called mailbox madness, postal promiscu
ity, the meat rack, and many other things. Some 
swear by it, others dislike it immensely. However 
in this day of media marketing, it seems only logi: 
cal that sex would become one of its better com- : 
modities. Thus, personal ads have flourished in 
many of the underground newspapers and maga
zines, and a new way of meeting other people has 
been the result. 

FEMALE IMPERSONATOR Magazine gave one 
of its crack writers the assignment of looking into 
the personal ad scene and seeing what kind of act
ion was waiting between the hot lines of these sexy 
personals. Here's her report . .. 
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ATTRACTIVE Bl FEMALE who under
stands TV will help men fulfill their femi
nine fantasies in silks and lace. Can travel. 

I penned a reply, tore it up, tried again, and 
again no use, it went into the waste basket. I 
immediately found out-that,...answering an ad 
had to be at least as hard as composing one. 
It's difficult to introduce yourself and immed
iately go into how you'd like some strange 
woman to dress you up in female clothing. 
After about seven attempts, I got out a letter 
that sounded awkward and foolish at best. 
I didn't have all night though, so it would have 
to do. 

Several weeks later I got my reply. It was 
from a PO Box in New York City (Where 
else). Lorraine, her name was, and she had a 
very feminine penmanship. Her letter told me 
that I shouldn't be embarrased, and there were 
a lot of guys like myself, who like to dress as a 
woman. I was immediately getting a good 
impression from this mysterious woman. She 
went on to tell about how she had a boy
friend who was a TV, and how they had 
had a big bal I before they drifted apart over 
another TV. 

Lorraine went on to say that she was grief 
stricken, and vowed that somehow she would 
have that part of her life again. She mentioned 
that since losing her boyfriend, she was living 
at home, so any rendezvous would have to be 
at my place, and she would need the bus fare 
to get there, as she was unemployed. 

Her story really moved me, so I immediate
ly went to the post office and bought a monev 
order for the amount of a one-way bus ticket 
from New York to my home town, and I mail
ed it right there from the post office. I return
ed home hopeful and waited ... 
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After three weeks and no word, I began to 
feel like I had been taken, and I cursed my-
self for being so naive. I sent another letter 
asking her as nicely as one could, if anything 
went wrong, but, needless to say, there was no 
reply. 

Having learned my first lesson, I started on 
phase two of my project. lf:)there were no 
understanding females to be had, how-about 
an understanding wife. I went back to the 
books, and looked at all the ads from TVs 
with understanding mates. There seemed to 
be a few more of this variety. I chose several 
in my area. Once again, I penned off some 

short notes, and sent them off to their uncer
tain destination. 

One thing that I learned is that it helps to 
send along a photograph with the letter, es
pecially since a lot of the ads state that a 
picture is desired. I obliged, even though the 
pictures of myself in drag were old and not 
very good. I explained this in my letters. 

One couple replied very quickly. His name 
was Peter, his femme name was _Susan. He 
was married to Marsha· his wife of three years, 
and she completely understood, and helped 
him to dress, buy clothes, and all that. I re
plied, and we sent a few more letters till we 
set a date for a meeting. This time, it was I 
who was doing the driving, so I knew that I 
wouldn't be ripped off for the price of the 
drive, at least not this time. 

The big weekend arrived, and somewhat 
nervously I packed my bags with both my 
male clothes as well as my motley assortment 
of female garments. They gave me good 
directions, and soon I found myself at their 
doorstep. 

It was typical suburbia; a lawn, kids playing 
in the neighborhood, a split level house, the 
whole bit. I knocked, and was greeted by 
Peter, a businessman type in his middle 30s. 
He ushered me into his house, and told me to 
sit down, and offered me a drink. We sat in 
the living room and exchanged "girl" talk and 
idle chatter for what was beginning to be an 
inordinate amount of time. 

After a while, I was beginning to wonder 
where Marsha was. I didn't ask, for fear of 
being too snoopy, and I continued chatting 
with Peter. He was intelligent, and we shared 
a lot of the same opinions but I sensed a bit of 
nervousness in his manner. I put it off as the 
strain of being host to a perfect stranger who 
shared the same dark secrets as himself. 

Finally my curiosity got the better of me, 
and I asked as to the whereabouts of his wife. 
Somewhat nervously, Peter announced that 
he wasn't really married. 

I mentioned that it didn't jive with his ad, 
and he sheepishly admitted that he got a lot 
more replies by saying that his wife understood. 
I was beginning to feel that I was being conned 
twice, but Peter reassured me that it was 
bound to happen, since being a TV was im
portant to most people, that they would 
sometimes fib to get replies to ads. 

I really felt for the guy, so instead of 
stomping· out in a huff, I decided to take him 
up on his offer to stay for dinner. We opened 
a couple of cans of beer and charcoaled some 



steaks on the backyard grill and had a small 
feast. 

Later that night, we both sat in the living 
room watching TV, and Peter announced that 
he was going to get dressed. I could do the 
same if I wanted. He showed me into the 
spare bedroom, and went to his. About an 
hour later, two women emerged from the 
rooms, and we went to the living room to 
continue our discussion. We had some more 
drinks, admired each other's clothes and 
talked about the little tricks that we used to 
look that way. Peter admitted that he 
wasn't as straight as an arrow but that he 
respected how other people felt, and was 
never pushy. 

The weekend was over so quickly and it had 
been one of the nicest weekends I had spent 
in a long time - a lot of drinking, eating, and 
once I had gotten over my initial nervousness, 
a lot of sex. By the time I left, I was al-
ready making plans for my return visit. 

I had never made it with a transsexual, so I 
decided that would be the next phase of my 
project. Well, I already knew that the 
prettiest drag queens and transsexuals would 
be found on the streets of the big cities, 
and not on the pages of swingers magazines, 
but I decided to give it a try anyway, and I 
finally found one in my area. 

I found that writing replies to ads was 
getting easier all the time, and this one took 
only a couple of minutes. I also noticed that 
all my letters were beginning to sound alike, 
after all, there is only so much a person can 
say about himself. 

In her reply to me, Jayne - the TS - said 
that she passed well in public and had been on 
hormones for sometime, etc. I was beginning 
to be skeptical about what some people were 
telling me, so I took it all in, believing only 
about half of it. I agreed to take her out the 
following Friday night. 

I don't know what I expected to see, a 
truck driver in drag or something, but I was 
really bummed out by the time I got there. I 
resolved not to let past experiences get in the 
way, and to give her a fair chance though. I 
was totally unprepared by the sight of the 
georgeous woman who answered the door. 

At first I thought that I was in the wrong 
apartment building, but then I began to 
realize that this woman with the husky voice 
was Jayne. I had really struck gold this time; 
she was tall, slender, and gorgeous, with long 
blonde hair and deep blue eyes. 

She was ready when I arrived, so I helped 
her on with her coat, and we made our way 
to a cozy neighborhood restaurant, one of her 
favorites, she explained. 

The last thing I had expected was this 
romantic place, and we had a long, candlelit 
dinner. I simply could not believe that this 
was really a boy, and I was so impressed that 
I didn't even bring up the fact that I was a 
crossdresser myself. 

After dinner, we went to a bar for a nite
cap, and then I escorted Jayne back to her 
apartment. We sat over a cup of coffee and 
continued our conversation, when she asked 
me point blank if I wanted to stay over the 
weekend. I had thought of such an 
eventuality, and had packed a small suitcase 
with both men's and women's clothing, so 
naturally I agreed. 

To make a long story short, Jayne was 
simply fabulous in bed. I guess that since she 
was a male, she knew how to act to really 
turn a guy on. She would continually bring 
me to the point of shooting, either with her 
hand, mouth, or ass, but then she would ease 
up and prolong the act for hours. 

What Jayne said about being on the 
hormones was true, too. She had a nice pair 

• of breasts, small, but with a nice shape, and 
she really liked it when I sucked on her nip
ples. I found out that night that making it 
with a TS was a little like making love to a 
man and a woman at the same time -- very 
confusing, but a lot of fun. 

I didn't get dressed at all that weekend 
which was somewhat disappointing, but at. 
least I did manage to get my rocks off a lot, 
and I made a mental note to check more 
ads for TSs. Maybe I would get lucky and 
find one that encouraged me to dress! 

Even though these episodes might sound 
bittersweet, they were worth every minute 
spent driving, every stamp spent in correspon
dence, and every big telephone bill. I had 
learned a lot from these encounters, and the 
conclusion to all my research is that these are 
real people, that they have real feelings, prob
lems, and joys. They are all fascinating, and 
they all have their own particular story to tell, 
their own hangups, fears, and desires. 

The way I figure it, the price of gas, a stamp, 
and a telephone call are a small price to pay 
for getting to really know another human 
being. Even though not all the encounters 
may go the way we want them to, that's 
life -- even in the swinger's magazines. 
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Baton 
Leads 

By Fred Alexson 

In its advertisements, the Baton in Chicago boasts 
the best in female impersonation - a boast which I 
can honestly say is true. The show presents the tops 
in its field of bar entertainment, but its success did 
not happen overnight for either the club or the en
tertainers who have made it what it is. Growth in 
any business is a struggle, but when the struggle is 
compounded by prejudice, one's freedom of lifestyle 
and expression is limited. 

In the last five years, the Baton has expanded its 
quarters in a continual effort to bring one of the best 
shows in the country to Chicago, featuring from time 

to time more than 35 of this city's well-known enter
tainers and engaging special guest artists Michael 
Greer, Charles Pierce, Craig Russell and Tiffany Jones 
as headliners for its own show; 

The current cast at the Baton is certainly the most 
star-studded ever, presenting the versatile Polynesian 
lovely, Dina Jacobs (Miss Gay Chicago 1975), the per
sonality plus of Miss Gay Illinois 1975, Peaches; the 
blond goddess bombshell Jan Howard; the redheaded 
vamp and Miss-Gay Chicago 1974, Chili Pepper; the 



fiery Fire Goddess, Countess of Hong Kong, China, 
Nuyen; the Liza Minelli look-alike Jody Lee; the 
Queen of Motown and soft soul, Leslie Rejeane; and 
the lady of sophisticated elegance, Audrey Brian. 

All these superlatives and a few more apply in each 
case, and while each of the entertainers is uniquely 
talented, all are distinctly original and appreciated 
for their differences by audiences that have made 
them all stars. 

Each gets his chance to stop the show with his own 
special audience favorites: "This Is My Life," "The 
Best Thing You've Ever Done," "My Way," "Maybe," 
"Pillow Talk," "It Should Have Been Me," and on 
and on and on. 

Numerous problems come from every direction, 
and it takes a strong, determined individual with guts 
to survive in a business where rumors (sometimes. 
based on jealous rivalry from those insecure in their 
own identities) are aimed at putting you down, mak
ing you act understandably contrary to your nature. 

No one knows this better than Chicago's own Feli
cia, who not only has added humorous glamour to 
the feat of twirling a baton while trying to balance 
on roller skates complete in a tutu, but has also man
aged to give a near north section of Clark Street the 
famous name of Baton Lounge. 

Whether you're into female impersonation or not, 
it would be hard not to appreciate the people who 
own, manage, and operate the Baton Lounge. Even 
if you go just once for the experience, I can assure 
you, like others, will find something to appreciate 
and talk admirably about. 

Reprinted with permission and thanks from the 
Chicago Gay Crusader. The author is staff writer 
and theatre critic for DAVID magazine. 







By Evelyn Astin 

At first I didn't notice it except for the odd-look
ing red hat the tallest of the three girls wore, sort 
of a red plastic, broad-brimmed rain hat with the 
front flipped up. They were in a corner booth at 
McDonald's in Palos Verdes, maybe 2:30 in the 
afternoon, and I was grabbing a late lunch bite. 

But then I noticed the voice of the tall girl. .. 
'Twarn't no girl! Not even a wig. Just the hat. 
And she was wearing a smart-looking Butte Knit 
dress, pearls, tiny gold earrings in pierced ears, 
minimal makeup, sitting there with two quite at
tractive women chatting away without self-con
sciousness and not trying to distort a man's voice 
into a women's; just keeping it soft and well-mod
ulated. 

Right there in conservative Palos Verdes. Now 
understand, I'm a dignified-looking gent, older 
guy, six four and 210 with an iron gray moustache 
and receding hair I keep washed with Handler and 
combed forward-like, such a dry look I'm a fire 
hazard. 

I felt strange approaching those three this way, 
but in a way almost compelled to. I was hoping 
someone would come by and make a nasty remark 
so I could intrude as a defender, but nobody but 
me seemed to notice that here was a guy out in pub
lic, in drag, and not the least perturbed about it nor 

trying very hard to hide his masculine origins. 
But then I was standing next to the table, an im

posing figure, and saying with what must have 
sounded like reverence: "I'm so damned jealous 
of you. I've been a closet transvestite for almost 
40 years and in all that time I've never had your 
courage, friends like these willing to bolster it, 
nor, frankly, your good looks. I've been hiding all 
those years and I just wanted .to tell you I think 
it's great that you've not." 

I suddenly found I had nothing more to say and 
the TV was looking at me coolly, not at all em
barrassed, in fact almost completely without ex
pression in those clear, blue-gray eyes. I noticed 
no false lashes, just a touch of mascara and subtle 
blue eyeshadow with a light white touch under 
the outer corners of the brows. 

"Girls, will you please take this phoney, this 
Mary in men's clothing, into custody?" the TV 
said, not taking his eyes from mine. 

Remember, I'm a big guy, and these two wo
men were just ordinary sized, maybe five five. One 
stood on either side of me, put her arm around 
mine, and I suddenly felt my arms go completely 
numb and pain shot through them. "Smile," the 
TV ordered me, "and go out with these two like a 
good little girl." 43 



I smiled and looked down to see how they did 
that to me. Each held a jar opener of the tong sort 
in her hand and when they squeezed on my arms 
just above the elbows, it numbed them completely. 
I'd never before encountered this sort of control 
device. The TV strolled out behind us and we went 
over to a Cordoba. When we were concealed be
hind the opened left hand door, she ordered: "Put 
your wrists together behind you." 

The handcuffs went on quickly and expertly. 
I got inside the car. The blonde girl got in be

side me. The TV went around to the wheel. I 
was excited by her ability to walk in those high 
heels and loved the shapeliness of her smooth
looking legs in dark brown hose. 

"Got a car here?" my captress asked. 
I said yes, felt the blonde take the keys from 

my side pocket and hand them to the brunette, 
saw her get into my car and pull out to follow us, 
and we were driving down Crenshaw from Palos 
Verdes toward Torrance. "Check him out," the 
driver told the blonde. "See what he's wearing 
underneath." 

"Just straight men's things," I said. But the 
blonde was untying my tie and peeling my jacket 
back to the handcuffs as we drove. She opened 
my fly, then undid my belt. I felt myself aroused 
and excited as those active little hands explored 
me. 

"He's wearing no panty hose or garter belt and 
stockings," she reported. "He has nylon tricot 
briefs on, though, that must feel like panties to 
him. And a satin undershirt." 

"It's cut like a man's regular undershirt so it 
doesn't show under my shirt when I take off my 
jacket in the office," I tried to say. But it was as 
if they were deaf. "Okay, close up his fly and 
fasten his belt again," my TV tormentress said. 
"May as well leave his jacket and tie in his car." 
Then to me: "Will you behave if we uncuff you?" 

"What do you plan to do with me?" I asked in 
an oddly subdued voice. 

"I sense a note of hope in your voice," the TV 
said. "Suppose I told you we'd be putting you 
into compulsory drag?" 

"I'd behave if you uncuffed me," I replied. 
We were on the Harbor freeway heading toward 

Hollywood. The TV asked: "What's your: girl 
name?" 

"Evelyn," I replied. "Evelyn Astin. It's an ana
gram for satin. Like Evil in Satin. I use that name 
and sometimes Don Astin, for 'put on satin' on the 
books I wrote like Sadist in Satin and You, Fetish-
ist." 

"Get your jollies out of writing out your fantasies 
instead of making them happen, huh?" 

"I guess so," I told her, feeling strangely inadequate. 
As we drove along, the blonde was doing my nails 
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in a shocking pink polish. It gave me a towering 
erection. An indoor garage opened with an auto
matic garage door opener. "Leave the rest of your 
men's clothes in the car," the Red Hat told me. 
Dutifully, I stripped off my shoes, pants, shirt, 
socks. There were three honks. The door opened 
again and the brunette pulled my car in alongside 
while I cowered in their car. "Put your things in 
your own car trunk," the tall TV told me. "All 
but your wallet." 

Unhesitatingly, I took my wallet from my jacket 
and handed it to her. "Will you accept this as a 
present?" I asked. 

"Very graceful," she replied. "Now get those 
shorts off." It was difficult over that hard-on. 

My satin undershirt seemed like a short dress to 
me as I followed the TV and was followed by the 
two women into the house. She took off her red 
hat and, sure enough, wore no wig at all. Just con
ventional blonde men's hair. 

"Why did you neglect yourself so much, Evelyn?" 
she asked, looking at my legs and arms. 

"I guess I didn't like me as a man," I replied. 
"Shave his legs, chest, shoulders, back, rump and 

belly," she told the girls. "Then bleach the hairs 
on his arms. Shave his armpits, though." 

I stood on the sheet they spread on the bedroom 
floor while the two girls gave me the most com
plete body shave a man could envision, turning 
when they ordered me to, kneeling when they did 
my shoulders and chest and back, obeying their 
every command and as aroused as a man could be 
all through the performance. I gathered up the 
sheet and put all the body-hair in it in a paper bag 



at their instructions, then followed them into the 
bathroom while they peroxided my forearms and 
then, on a whim, all the hair in my crotch area. It 
stung a little but I was excited by it. The blonde 
then did my toenails in the same shocking pink 
color she'd used on my fingernails. 

"He's really ready," the brunette said, noting my 
erection. 

"She" the blonde corrected her. "Her name's I 

Evelyn Astin." 
"Oh, excuse me, ma'am," the brunette told me, 

giving the head of my penis a warm, friendly squeeze 
and nearly sending me off. 

"It's all right," my voice quavered. 
"Evelyn ready?" I heard the TV ask. 
I looked up and was awestruck. She was wearing 

a long, red satin skirt slit on one side and a match
ir;a halter superbly filled. Her lipstick matched the 
shade of her outfit perfectly and now she was wear
ing :ong, full, mink eyelashes and dramatic shiny 
!iner, a little dated in the makeup style, but pre
cisely right for her. She had a red satin square 
tied gypsy stile around her head, over her ears and 
trailing down her back, and shoulder dusting rhine
stone earrings. Her perfume, I recognized, was Alli-

age. • b b f " I 'd "b t "I was impressed y you e ore, sat , u 
now I find myself absolutely in awe of you," my 
voice seemed to reflect the emotion. "You're ab
solutely beautiful." 

"You really get turned on by satin, don't you?" 
she said, the same cool look in her eyes, the same 
image of authority and control in her bearing. It 
wasn't really a question. She knew. 

Gunmetal panty hose. Queen size. Shiny black 
panties, size eight, just right. An old-fashioned pair 
of high-heeled, pointy-toed black patent shoes in 
size 12 B. Then a black satin tailored slip. That 
erect rod seemed a plaster-cast in flesh color the 
way it never wavered. 

The TV sat on a kitchen stool and ordered me to 
kneel before her. I was licking my lips, eager to ac
commodate her, but she just clamped my head be
tween her knees, thrilling me with the proximity, 
the touch of the red satin skirt against my face. 
Leaving the moustache as my symbol of a man in 
drag even as she left off wearing her own wig, she 
still did a makeup on my face that was an artistic 
masterpiece. Long, thick, dark, curly lashes into 
which my own short ones were mascarraed. Green, 
tan and white blush on between eyes and brows; 
an artistic penciling job that erased the gray hairs 
in my brows and shaped them beautifully, heavy 
on the inside, high and thinner on the outside. 
Lipstick with a brush, rouge under powder. 

"I'm afraid the only satin things we have in your 
size except for the slip are a blouse and some 

scarves, Evelyn," my captress told me. "You'll 
have to settle for a long, full, plaid taffeta skirt 
and a black, full-sleeved, big-bowed blouse. 

I wore them and posed for their cameras, even 
in profile so they could show the extravagant 
erection thrusting despite panties, slip and skirt. 

"Now, what did you want to have done to you 
while you were in compulsory drag?" the beauti
ful TV asked. 

There was no holding back, no lying allowed in 
this situation. I confessed that l'd . .always hoped 
I'd be in an outfit and situation something like this, 
that my captresses would play with my nipples 
lightly and gently through the satin,that they would 
remind me of my helplessness, my degradation, hu
miliation, total vulnerability and inability to protect 
myself or do anything about it in this state. And 
that, while I was being subjected to this, I serve in 
any way they desired to pleasure them. 

It happened. I was in sueh a heady high state 
that it all became a delicious, superlative blur. 
There was that satin rump before me and I had the 
skirt up, mine over the back, my panties down and 
my tool freed to enter that beautiful back door. 

There was a lovely pair of women's legs around 
my head, pressing my earrings against the sides of 
my jaws, a satin skirt over my head while my ton
gue gloried in its good fortune. And the hands of 
the third girl kept up the light, treasured, exciting 
stroking of my nipples. 

And then a series of glorious explosions of pass
ion, Roman candles of delight, throbbing, hungry, 
delicious orgasmic violences all around. I don't 
know when it ended. ' 

But I did find myself in the passenger seat of my 
car at maybe four a.m. on a deserted side street in 
Torrance. I was wearing the panty hose and pant
ies pulled back up again, and makeup except for 
the lashes. 

Befuddled, I saw a box of tissues and some eye 
makeup removal pads and cold cream on the floor 
of the car. My wallet was there, too, with only 
$20 removed. My arm-hairs were blonde. The 
rest of my body hair was gone. It hadn't been a 
dream. No, here were pictures of me as they'd 
fixed me up, in stages. I hadn't seen them taking 
those Polaroids. But it did stir me once again, al
ready, when I saw that profile of myself in drag 
and in heat. 

That was six weeks ago. Every day I visit Mc
Donald's at that same time in the afternoon hoping 
I'll find them again. It's gotten so the people there 
think of me as "Big Mac." And I've wondered 
whether I could put some sort of bronze plaque on 
the booth where I first encountered the most exci
ting adventure of my life, the greatest TV dinner 
anyone ever had. 45 



TOUGH 
and 

Tender 
Making it through high school in 

Brooklyn isn't easy: especially if 
you happen to be pretty, feminine, 
and male. In fact, it is sheer tor
ture, and the only way to survive 
is to be shrewd, tough, and intelli
gent. That's how Lynn, our blond 
bombshell succeeded where the 
others had failed. 

l 
It 
I 
f 



We asked Lynn 
about her high school 
experiences. "The 
boys there were such 
hypocrits. They 
would call me a queer 
or a faggot in school, 
but if I was alone with 
any of them, they 
would invariably ask 
me out. Those were 
the days before the 
sexual revolution hit 
the halls of Jefferson 
High School in Brook
lyn. 

The future looks 
bright for our honey
haired shemale. There 
is the offer of a Hol
lywood movie, and a 
new modeling assign
ment for one of the 
slick men's magazines. 



----· 

LYNN gets her basic training 
in female impersonation along 
with her high school diploma ... 
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Lynn not only made it through high school, but she became a 
successful and sought-after female impersonator and model. We 
spoke to Lynn in her Los Angeles penthouse apartment about 
her life. "I think that high school taught me how to make it in 
the impersonation business. I learhed to be tough, and to seize 
every opportunity to better myself and my act." 
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Lynn smiled mischievously when we asked her about 
that. "I always wanted to do something like this. Un
til now, I confined my modeling to the women's maga
zines, and I was fully clothed. This is going to be a real 
far-out trip." 



Dear Sandy, 
I have just read Vol. 5, No. 8 of 

"The Female Impersonator" and 
thoroughly enjoyed it. Congratula
tions on a job well done! 

I am a 37-year-old heterosexual 
transvestite who thoroughly enjoys 
dressing completely as a woman. 
Fortunately, my wife also takes a 
great deal of pleasure in this and has 
been an immense help to me. 

Nevertheless, I live in a small com· 
munity and am unable for this and 
professional reasons to enjoy all 
the things a girl likes, such as shop· 
ping for clothes, eating out, etc. 

I badly need assistance in the 
form of advice, meeting others with 
similar feelings, etc. 

You mentioned in the letters to 
you that there is-a "Hotline" avail· 
able, but, alas, did not mention the 
number! I have never met or talked 
to another transvestite and would 
love to do so. 

Unfortunately, your magazines 
are not available in my hometown, 
so I am wondering if you could 
write me. I know this is asking a 
lot, but I am desperate - a feeling 
which I am sure you can appreci· 
ate. 

I hope to be coming to New York 
in about 3 weeks. How do I make 
contacts? Can I walk down the 
street in my dress, wig, and makeup 
without fear of arrest as long as I 
conduct myself as a lady? Are 
there places where I can safely shop? 

As you can tell, I am very unin
formed in this whole area and need 

help urgently. If you are too busy 
to answer all these question, 
PLEASE, at least, tell me where to 
call. 

Most sincerely, 
SUSAN 

Dear Susan, 
You are not alone. To rem-

edy the problem of loneliness, 
we have instituted the "Cross-
dresser Organizational Prog
ram" (see editorial). If this 
program is a success, we hope 
to have viable TV clubs in 

many areas, within traveling 
distance of every TV in the 
country. But this us up to you 
readers - make it work by 
joining and taking part. 

Incidentally, there are no 
laws against crossdressing in 
New York City, but make sure 
you are not loitering or solici
ting - that's another ballgame. 

SANDY 

Dear Editor, 
I've just discovered your wonder· 

ful magazine, FEMALE IMPERSON
ATOR. I have enjoyed wearing my 
sister's underwear while masturba· 
ting since I was 11, 12 years now, 
but I've just started using makeup 
and wearing a bra and panties un-
der my male clothes while shopping 
or just going out. 

I really get turned on when I'm 
out wearing bra, panties and panty
hose and see the outline of a bra 
or panties on a girl while thinking 
about how I'm wearing them, too. 
Often I find I must go to the men's 
room to relieve myself. 

I haven't yet found the courage 
to buy the dresses and other femi-
nine clothing I would like to have 
(unfortunately, my sister's outer 
clothing is too small for me), but 
I've just written for Michael Salem's 
catalog so hopefully I'll soon recti-
fy that situation and "let my dreams 
come true." 

ADDRESS LETTERS TO 
READERS CONCERNED 
FEMALE IMPERSONATOR 
BOX 360 
BELMAR, N.J. 07719 

There are several articles that I 
would like to see in your magazine 
that would be helpful to those like 
myself who are just coming out. 
Like advice on makeup, hairstyling 
and such. Perhaps you could run a 
short advice column answering one 
or two letters in each issue. 

And how about a pictorial on Deb
bie, on the cover (upper right cor
ner) of Number 8. She is beautiful. 

I would also appreciate letters in 
this column from other readers tell
ing how they solved the problems 
of telling their friends and family 
about their transvestism and how 
to buy feminine clothing without 
falling flat on your blushing, pretty 
face. 

I hope you will find some of my 
suggestions helpful. 

Love to all, 

Dear Beth BETH 
Your suggestions are noted. 

If any of you have experience, 
_telling your friends and rela
tives about your transvestism, 
please write and tell us how 
you went about it, and what 
the reaction was. It would be 
a real service to the rest of us 
faced with the same problem. 

SANDY 
Dear Sandy, 

I am new to your mag, but from 
the copy (No. 7) that I have, you 
have done an excellent job. I want 
to say thank you for having a mag 
for us TVs. 

I have been a TV since about the 
age of fourteen. For the past few 
years, I tried to fight the way I feel. 
But to no avail. 

I would like to know more about 
what you offer in the way of sales 
to your readers. 

If you answer me by return mail, 
please be careful as I am in the Navy. 
The Navy would take a very, very 
dim view of what I am. I can truth
fully say I am now proud to be a 
TV. I plan on being a,reader of 
your publication from now on. 

Again thanks, Sandy. 
Sincerely, 
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Dear Sandy, many other helps for new TVs. Am 
sending for "Pamela's" catalog on 
makeup. 

I'm a new TV, active about 1 year 
now, am thrilled to find your infor
mative, warm publication_ Really 
turned me on. 

Would be proud if you feel my 
short note worth putting in with 
this small picture of yours truly in 
one of your (We Get Letters) col
umns. Would just burst my little -
if I were to see it. 

It has a very rare quality. lt'.s 
warm and gives one a feeling that 
out there in the big world of no 

Keep the close feeling coming. 
I'm just sure each issue will be a 
treasure in itself. To all TVs every
where. "Love a picture of you, 
Sandy." 

With affection, 
"SAD I E" from Mass. 

Dear Sandy, 

caring someone does feel and know 
your innermost desire and longings 
to feel and be more the "female." 

Enclosed are a few TV novels 
which I have read hundreds of 
times. I found some of them en• 
joyable and some incredible. How
ever, I would appreciate it if you 
could possibly distribute them to 
someone who doesn't have the 
chance to get them. I feel that in 
order to maintain a form of "sister
hood," we must cooperate in any 
way we can. 

Also enclosed is.a picture taken 
by my wife (who, after seeing me 
dressed decided she didn't like it). So thankful for beauty hints and 
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PHOTO 
COLLECTORS 

4x5 BW GLOSSIES 
6 for $5.00 

Ur.retouched photos of genuine she-males 
in all their glorious nudity. These boy-girls 
are sure to please any fan of female imperso
nation. 

..... Set No. l ..... Set No. 2 $5,00 ea. 

NAME <slgneoJ _________________ AGE __ _ 

NAME (Printed) _____________________ _ 

ADDRESS 
CITY ____________ STATE ______ ZIP ___ _ 

Send check or money order: Neptune Productions, 
P.O. Box 360. B~mar, N.J. 07719. You must be 21 
or over to order. Sent first class in plain envelope. 
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I would like to continue dressing, 
but cannot as my wife is not very 
sympathetic. 
I'm afraid that if she ever catches 
me even receiving correspondmce 
from a TV, she would leave me. I 
love her very much and do not want 
this to happen 

I would also like to make mention 
of the fact that I would be willing 
to process and print any black and 
white film in 35mm size or 120 
size, free of charge to anyone who 
would like to send them either dir
ectly to me or through you. This 
is not a rip-off. I merely want to 
help some of my sisters. Please 
instruct any party interested to send 
the film to be processed in..a plain 
manila envelope to: 

Detroit, Mich. 48203 
Please have them include an SASE. 

Tell them they need not put their 
name on it if they don't want to. 
Also mark it PERSONAL. 

Well, got to go, keep up the good 
work. 

Love, 
BARB 



Dear Sandy, 
Hi, again! I wrote to you a few 

weeks ago. I just got FEMALE IM
PERSONATOR No. 8 and as with 
the first one I got - I love it. 

The article "Magic of Maline" is 
unbelievable. It's out of this world. 

I also am beginning to be able to 
cope with this special feeling of 
mine. At one time, I thought it 
was something very wrong. Now, I 
am learning to live with it, actually 
I love it now. 

Please forgive the spelling, but I 
am happy for once. 

I spent over $100 on a new under
wear wardrobe. 

I close now as I am still awaiting 
for my clothes to dry. 

Love to you and your whole staff. 
PAT 

Dearest Sandy, 
Attended a little TV party in Hol

lywood last weekend. One of the 
"girls" wanted to see my bare tit
ties (Treasure Chest). As I lifted my 
blouse, "she" pulled up her dress 
and lowered her panties and one of 
the other "girls" shot this picture of 
my sensuous surprise. 

Thought you might like it. 
We all love your excel.lent publi

cations and all you darlings back 
there. 

Love and kisses, 
JUDY 

Dear Sandy, 
Enclosed are some photos which I 

hope you will use in your amateur 
female impersonator of the month 
section. As you know, we all like to 
see good pictures in F. I. NEWS. I 
wish more would participate so we 
wouldn't have to see quite so many 
"model" pictures which are also in 
many other publications. 

You girls who are sending in ads, 
enclose your picture with the ad. 
I know you all like to see others' 
pictures in the paper, so don't be 
shy. You are probably a lot better 
looking than you think and no one 

Dear Sandy, 
You don't know how long I have 

wanted to write this letter. It took 
more courage than I had until now. 
I hope I am not making a mistake. 

I am a white "establishment," 40 
years old, REV ERSE TS. I was a 
biological girl in my early youth, 
but this was reversed originally in 
my teens. The procedure was con· 
sidered very radical then, quite 
frowned-upon by society, and not 
many physicians knew it could be 
performed - It was. 

Since I was so young when it was 
done, it "took" beautifully. I was 
able to dress and undress in the 
boys' locker at the school gym, my 
voice accommodated, and every
thing. My voice is not very deep -
but it is deep enough. My male or
gan is not very large (about 5" erect) 
but will gain an erection - though 
sometimes it doesn't function like a 
real change. 

Trouble is that for the past five 
years or so, I have been experienc
ing a resurgence of my feminine in
clinations. This makes me want to 
wear sexy clothes, and makes me 

would ever recognize you as your 
male counterpart. 

Hope to see lots more pictures in 
the next issue. 'Til then ... 

JR 
Dear JR. 

You're absolutely right. We 
would much rather use pictures 
from our readers than studio 
sho, ts - they lend a more per
sonal touch to the publication. 
I think many of you girls out 
there underestimate your beau
ty - don't be shy - send your 
photos in, and be a TV star. 

SANDY 

want women with male parts. (I 
have not developed a desire for bio
logical males ... yet ... in almost 
six years.) 

What can I do? 

Dear Rita, RITA 

From your letter, I would say 
that you are really caught up in 
the bisexual revolution. I can 
understand your consternation 
at having finally achieved your 
proper gender orientation only 
to find that you are not strictly 
"heterosexual." 

Don't worry about it. If you 
feel you are attracted to a wo
man with a penis, by all means 
pursue it. There are a lot of 
lonely transvestites and trans
sexuals looking for a man like 
you. If you are concerned 
about not having an attraction 
for women, relax. This may 
yet come. Don't be afraid to 
experiment with your sexual
ity, it's a good way to find out 
just what you want out of life. 

SANDY 
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CA627. Handsome W/M, 35, 
wants to date TVs, transsexuals 
and hopefully get married. I 
love french, greek and foreplay. 
Send photo and address for re
ply. Answer all. 

CA637. Attractive, white, 
straight-appearing businessman, 
39. Would like close, under
standing friendship with sensi
tive TV, TS or pre-op TS. Could 
help with hormone needs, etc. 
Photo appreciated. Forwarding 
fee refunded to sincere respond
ents. 

CA621. Male, 25, would like 
to meet or correspond with TVs 
in So. Calif. area. I don't dress 
myself, but am willing to date 
you in public or private. I also 
will take Polaroid pictures of 
you free. Straight, bi, gay or 
beginner 0.K. Write and tell 
me about yourself. STEVE 

ILLINOIS 

ILL638. Young, feminine TV 
new to Chicago area. Would 

CA502. So. Calif. TV would 
love to meet males, females, for 
going out and being friends. Go 
out dressed every weekend, pass 
fairly well. Don't smoke or 
drink, but don't mind if you do. 

like to meet TS/TVs and fe
males for friendship. 

MICHIGAN 

MICH 614. Lansing. White male 
TV, gay, 50, nice looking, loving 
and sincere. Seeking sincere 
friends, TVs, gays, Bis, any age. 
Consider sharing my home with 
tender loving person, pref er ably 
a TV. No SIM or rough stuff. 
All replies answered promptly. 
Photo exchange. 

MICH631. Young, vibrant TV 
desperately wishes any informa
tion on hormones and growing 
my own tittles. Love, CINDY 57 



MICH622. White, Bi, TV, tal~ 
attractive and sincere. Not int
erested in correspondence. I 
am into all the cultures. Would 
like to meet other TVs, singles 
and couples, and understanding 
females. Write soon. 

TAMMIE 
COLORADO 
COLO623. Slim young TV seeks 
help from all. Love photos and 
want to pose for you. Can tra
vel. Enjoy heels, lingerie and 
dating. Love, CINDI 

ALABAMA 
ALA612. Feminine, young, bi
sexual TV desires to meet any
one who would like to meet 
me; males, females, couples, 
TVs and TSs.. Will correspond 
with those too far away to 
meet. Photo appreciated, but 
not required. MARY 

PENNSYLVANIA 
PA616. Lehigh Valley. TS, 28, 
interested in meeting males for 
fun, etc. Also like to meet oth
er TSs or TVs for friendship. 
Can pass! 

58 
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PA553. TV_ If there's no other 
way, I '11 pay one or more males, 
TVs to take this rope, bind and 
sexually humiliate me, no pain. 
Desire active French, passive 
Greek Gangbang. Lehigh Valley. 

PA607. Love to meet other 
TV. Like all feminine clothes, 
silks, nylon, rayons, pantyhose, 
and nice sheer panties, hi heel 
slippers, and pose for photos. 

PA632. Attractive young BiTV 
5'9" tall, 140 lbs. I want to 
meet males for affectionate re
lationship. Am passionate, 
love-starved and a virgin. Am 
also ready, willing and able. 
Love, CHERI 

f"r •• ,~~;~ 

j; 

PA520. Phila. Long-time queen, 
have own apt. Will correspond, 
but prefer to meet - Don't be 
bashful, come on out. Discret
ion assured, photo appreciated. 

LORI 

NEW JERSEY 
NJ629. Mature, ruggedly hand
some, gentle but firm, bi-male 
wishes to meet slender, femin
ine submissive TVs in Bergen, 
Ro~kland area. All phone and 
photo answered. 

NJ630. Ruggedly handsome, 
mature, white male wishes to 
meet feminine, slender, sub
missive TVs, Bergen Rockland 
area. Can be gentle or firm, 
never rough. Photo and phone, 
please. 



KENTUCKY 
KY628. Wanted: TV or wo
men any age for French,Greek 
and straight dates in Louisville, 
Ky. Bi, white, male, age 34. 
Photo and phone appreciated, 
but not necessary. Answer all. 

NEBRASKA 

NEB635. Novice TV, 5'8", 
150 lbs., wants to meet TVs, 
TSs, and generous men for 
dates and privately. Please 
send photo and phone. Will 
answer all from anywhere. 

NORTH CAROLINA 

NC636. Male TV. Anything 
goes. Travel in the Va., N.C., 
Tenn. and S.C. area. Looking 
for fun and TV friends. Have 
own apt. Visitors welcome all 
the time. Will answer all letters. 
MARSHA 

NC604. Sincere TV wishes to 
correspond, hopefully meet 
other TVs. Also girls that en
joy TVs. Love going out in 
public. Pass easily. Will ans
wer all who send photo. 

:,._GQUE~M~Sl 
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MARYLAND 

MD634. Young, 42, nice rear, 
wants to be introduced to TV 
culture. Needs lessons. Well 
hung. Photo please. Baltimore 
area only. Hurry. 

NEW YORK 
BODY /FACIAL HAIR REMOVED 
- privately - expertly. Wax de
pilatory method - IMMEDIATE 
VISUAL RESULTS and KNOCK
OUT UNISEX HAIRCUTS - In
formation and Rates: 212-532-
3567. 

NY615. Mature, refuned gentle
man, 50, seeks TV or FI who 
would appreciate a considerate, 
understanding and sincere friend. 
I invite you to join me for dinner 
dates and other shared pleasures 
in Manhattan. My unique experi
ence in the feminine mystique is 
at your service. Please write and 
let's get acquainted. Clear photo 
appreciated. 

NY617. Bi TV, 40s, loves to 
meet and hear from interested 
parties East Coast. Travel on 
business, arrange meetings in 
your area. Answer all, will send 
picture like this one. JOANNE 
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NY626. SLAVES- Welcome 
to my perfumed world of satin, 
frills, lace and nylons. Is 
your desire to be trained in 
feminine arts (by a forceful 
woman) being denied? I spec
ialize in training males into be
ing submissive girls (thru appt. 
or mail). 

NY618. Attractive young TV 
(late 20s) seeks submissive sis
ters for "teasingly" good times. 
60 

PHILIPPINES APPEAL TO HIGH HEEL LOVERS 

6-1/4" heels 

6-5/16" heels 

Would also like to hear from 
couples where wife is dominant. 
Will answer all, but those with 
photos first. 

FOREIGN639. These are the 

kind of shoes I like to use 
when dressed. Do you also? 
If so, we must exchange 
pixs and correspond on TV 
matters. I am hetero. Write! 

DENISE 

7-1/4" heels, 2" platform 

NY625. Sexy attractive Bi-TV 
loves satin, silk and nylons, also 
high heels and mini dresses. I 
would like to meet all TVs and 
TSs and Bi-Girls. Will answer 
all. Love, FRAN 

NY633. "BELLE De JOUR" 
invites you to turn your fantasy 
into reality. I will transform 
you into a female head to toe, 
makeup, clothing, and all fe
male beauty services. For an 
appointment or further infor
mation, write to BDJ, P. 0. Box 
506, Cooper Sta., NY, NY 
10003. DISCRETION ASSU
RED. 



NY624. Bi-TV wishes to corres
pond and meet other TV, TS and 
BI girls. Love stockings, garter
belts and high heels. Will answer 
all. Love, FRAN 

NY619. Tall 22 yr. old roman
tic with TV tendencies is seek
ing a Sappho-like relationship 
with an understanding woman. 
Would also like to write and 
meet other TVs and TSs. All 
answered. Phone helpful. 

VINNIE 
VERMONT 

VT620. Experienced TS, now 
far from the city, lonely, with 
much to offer neophite TVs. 
47, discrete. Answer with 
photo. Vermont. Let's hear 
please. 

TEXAS 

TX613. Very passive bi-TV, 
love lingerie and sexy fem. clo
thes, submissive and love all 
sex, can entertain any time. 
Will answer all with photo. Cum 
visit Texas. MAURINE 

CANADA 

QUE640. Montreal - Male TV 
(34) attractive, loves feminine 
attire and appearance. Interested 
in corresponding and/or meeting 
congenial friends of any gender 
identity. All sincere replies with 
photos will receive first consid
eration. LAURA 

Treasure 
Chest 
MADE OF 
REAL LATEX!! 

AS SHOWN t{,,11 
NONRETURNABL,,~~ 

* SOFT 8c FLEXl8l.E 
*COMPLETELY WASHABLE 
* LIGHT 8c COMFORTABLE 
* EASY TO PUT ON 
* MATCHING YOUR TONE 
$10. EXTRA 

mail to: 
NEPTUNE PRODUCTIONS 
P. 0. BOX 360 
BELMAR, N.J. 07719 

NAME----------------ADDRES$ _____________ _ 

CITY-----------------
ST A TE ------------ZIP --

SI GNA TUR E--------- --
AGE-----------------

AMOUNTENCLO~ED------

61 



43J ~,:~s~~~~n~ 
No. 2 

432 Transvestite 
Tea(hOr 

·Fp 
~~+ 
~~ 

·E 
443 Trans ... estite 

Correspondence r------t 

11· ~~~ 

;-,.~ .. 
' • j •• 

, , • •, 465. Tranwe~Ute 

444 Exec Transvestite Personnel 

. , 
I 

446 Gent1emen' 
Tranwe 

62 

.. ... ' 
• ' ' 

-~. 
' "· "' ~-·,~: .... ~. . . 

• 484. TV Marriage 
No. 3 

J 
48S. TV 

Marrh1gc 
No. 4 

,-----------· 
1252. Prisonet in Lace I 

253. Total Transvestite I I 
I ~~:: .. .. ~ 
; 256. Trans Vest Coed I 

257. Turnabout 5 I I 258. .. 6 

D ~~t l I 
Im: io I 
I ~~!: Lett;~s fro~

1 
Female ' 

I Impersonators I 
__J 265. Oomlneerlng Wives Make I I Men Don Female Attire 

r - - - -111111\- - - 266 Forceful Wife Binds Man •• 

£ 'loj }IS In Female Clothes 

I ~,&I J ',I~ 267. stern Dominant Women I 
C# "~ p I Bind Man In Female Attire 

I ,~,;,.,,,;, 269. Dominating Tame-Azons I 

I 
1-,,-.._ f Shame Men Into Subjection 

493. Amber. The Male 270. Determined Woman I 
I Actress 403. ~;:~!:!!:1~:~~~!e~en I 

494. A Man Turns Female 
495. Diary of a TV No. 4 :~i: g~a~l~~t~~~ Mistress Changes I 
496. Trials of a. Transves·tite I 

202. Petticoat Penalty 
203. TransVlrginlte 
204. Transvestlan Trap 
205. Lad in Petticoats 
206. Soys WIil 8e Girls 
207. Transvestites WIii Rule 
208, My Brother's Keeper 
209. Glrl•8oy 
210. Decision Oay 
211. The She-He 
212. Male Maids 
213. Boy Maid Servant 
214. Raped In Drag 
215. Boys in ?antics 
216. Transvestite Trio 
217. The Transvest 
218. He Knew What He Wanted 
219, Sister's Tee Vee Revenge 
220. They Made Him Love It 
221. Husbands Must Be Trained 
222. Letters from Female 

Impersonators 
223. Lingerie and Lace 
224. Petticoat Paradise 
225. Turnabout Island 
226. Petticoat Tales 
227. Masquerade in Petticoats 
228. Mlnisklrted Male 
229. The Corset 
230. One Summer ln Petticoats 
232. Frankie & The ~trong 

WIiied Woman Who Turns 
Soys to Glrls 

233. The Best of Both Worlds 
234. Samurai Transvestite l 
236. Transvestite Malfbag 
237. Petticoated Male 
238. Captive in Silks 

412. ~e~
1t~:~!~ :~;ale 

413. Transvestite 1n Paris I 
:tt ~~~0~~~~~nag V~:;;::::::e I 
416. ~r: ~~vnes~~~~ftse I 
!!g: ~~~7 ;l~~ ~~~~~:~t~~- 1 I 
421. Poor Rich Soy-Girl No. 2 I 
:~~: ~;~~!v~~!l~e 8~cyhool I 
:~:: ~~=~~:;:tf:t Lawman I 
:~;: r~:!r T~~i~:~:lghbor I 
:.~t 1r~~!~~~t~!~i:!

0
1~•~~~fs No. 2 I 

431. A Budding Transvestite No. 2 
432. Tr'ansvestite Teacher 
443. Transvestite Corrnspondenee 
444. Exec Transvestite 
446, Gentleman Transvestite 
451. Brother Tr'ansvestlte 
452. Diary of a Transvestite 2 
461. Diary of a Tr'ansvestlte 3 
462. Punished ln Petticoats 2 
463. Executive Tri'lnsvestite 2 
464. Joel-le• A Story Of A 

Budding Transvestite 
465. Transvestite Perionnel 
466. Love Thy TV Neighbor 
469. TV father 
471. Transvt:1stlte Letter Box 
472. Adventures In Petticoats 
474. Transvestite Resort 
475. A Transvestite Learns 
476. Gentlemen Transvestite 
477. Lads in Panties 
478. Punished ln Petticoats 
479. Transvesttte Orgy 492. Punished ::~: ~~~~v::~~ t~';antles 

In Petticoats 4 241. Petticoat Slave I 480. Brother Transvestite 
481. Queen of Transvestites 
482. TV Marriage No. 1 
483. TV Marriage No. 2 

i• _._ - - .... 242. Transvestite Post-Box 

484. TV Marriage No. 3 
485. TV Marriage No. 4 

I ALL MAGAZINES ON 
I THIS PAGE ARE $3.50 
I Plus $.40 ea. 1st Class 

486. TV Marriage No. 5 
488. TV Revenge 
489. He's Her Sister 
490. Bound In Dresses 
491. Punished In Petticoats 3 

I Postage (Overseas $1 l 

I ENCLOSED FIND$ ___ _ 

I 
I 

492. Punished 1n Petticoats 4 

Name (printed) ___________________ Age ____ _ 

Name (signed) __________________________ _ 

Address_ . ----------------·'-------
City ________________ State ______ Zip ___ _ 

I hereby certify that I am an adult, over 21 years of age, a·nd that I 

:: ~~~~~~~n;oV:~;n~~s~~e~~h~rn~:e,
0!~~5/~:f~::!!~/~~~lst~;,•:r~ih. S 

~rt~o~t{hc~ifu;~;h'!1td?s'Z~~:;e i:~~~~~~;~~
1
i'ih tp:~~11~~~,~~ r~~~. -g, 

future from your company and/or allied companies to be vle~ed by, ·.: 
or fall Into the hands of, minors or persons who have neither desire a, 
nor Interest In seeing tnem. "I afflrmto you that I nave not pt1ced -S 
~~~e~~~~~~•o",0:ni~~~~I~~~ ~0

n~
1
f1~f ?i;ee,~~!s~ ~: t~!m~:r J~;,t;:' ~ 

Department, which said 11st may concern Itself with sexually orient• ~ 
ed advertisements recelved through ,the malls." (Title 39,Sec. 30101. ~ 

REMEMBER: No merchandise or brochures will be shipped ~ 
unless this form is completely filled out, signed and returned to: 

L 
HOLIDAY HOUSE,P.O. Box 685, Spring Lake, N.J. 07762 

------------------------





PRINTED IN U.S.A. 




