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. h _ hands up who loves @ g Orreks
“ Movie...... .'...lneeeeeess....yes, thought {E g ot 'y
| can just see you all shooting pop-corn six fegiiin gthe
just because.the cat farted at an inopportune me 4
Picking ceilirp plaster out from under yourfingéia
because your other half decided to put theilc {
just as the go was coming up! You see...in
beginning | was just the same.but whether its hecausefs
seen so many, or just the fact I'm a TAD older. o

ok!!)......they just give me theF
N

Sorry........... The HUMP:™- definition------
annoyed----- colloquial term (British).

=\

S jus
Q) you

I'll tell you why shall 1?7........... shall 1?....... go «
you did ask so nicely. The reason they get on m
because they are all so bloody predictable! For g
you walked into a house, and a eismbodied voice
GEEEET OOUUUUUUTTTTT!!!" what would yc
Personally, at the first G I'd leave so fast I'd buun
Cheetah!!! What do they do in the film???2 THE

“What was that darling?”

“Oh nothing sweetie, probably just the cat farting”




out df a

areful Dear, don't splash any of that
monic gore on your nice clean suit!

nd why is itin-all these films, the toQIs
ew, huh?). =

I you n!>ticad, too, that none of these jvor
drink? Personally, if | had to live in a place tha
haunted/possessed/filled with rubber monsters, kidda
like the odd beer to calm my nerves. Cleanithesalatit of
the bath and fill it up with Bud please! Y

another thing, forgive my ignorance, living In*o
Blighty , as | do, but, what is it about you Ameak
do you seem to have this incessant r_1eed to bulrg
homes on top of Indian Burial Sites? How.manyjdes

Indians have you got any'Way.r . -

, there again!!! Indian Burial gl'[.epO'Mgﬁsib
how comes the ghosts are never Indian? It's TR
Don’t believe me, check it out (I'm sure one of y@
prove me wron¢ there’s always one, hehehe)

, cut to the next scene. Woman being chased
forest at right, always happens at some point, If it
budget film you might even get some rain thrown

Now....she knows, as do we, that the big hairy/s¢e
maniac/demon thingy is coming to get her...what d@E



Jknow most Horror films are |
has everybody got against puttin
? If | was the SLIGHTEST bit conc
hing untowaFgoing on in my abod

: ; e

lonal grid to'make sure the buggers cant crégp atr me!

sy, open the'door, light ON! Horror Moviejlan@?p@n doer
switch on torch!2-Duh!! (And we all know fu[l)lsw at the
batteries will be dead RIGHT at the worst possibi@mant!

the one that really makes me scream abuse at t
screen the most is near the end. You know trle ced _Bad
Nasty is dead. It has been shot, knifed, electrecliggown
garrotted, throttled and kicked rather hard in thgoolies:
NOW......if it were me , and its just taken 90 mies
death of all my friends, to kill the bugger, the erthingi#wo
never do ( but is always doneto death in herror vies ) 18'si
my back to the corpse.......and DROP THEWLAST F
WEAPON!HITT " am =

)
v

he never is!!l Itsnearly as obvious as the bad kid |

the end, and the one you like dying first!!! jeeeezzzz
handbook that Directors have to follow? How to s&
obvious in 10 easy lessons!

'n‘

I've decided, I'm going to write/star in/produce lzor l .
flick........ Shouldn’t be too hard.................. Chapter o 1)
(0] (=151

. "R $ % &&48




* Knowing me, Knowing you *
INTERVIEW

| was born in 1963 (July) and as a small child | never rehtisat there
was a difference between boys and girls though | was gajiieyh
identifying as a boy but | was envious of the girls' summeisdseand
plaits.

Like most kids | used to get the dressing up box out and paradad in
all sorts of clothes including dresses and Mum's high heelss aged
about 3 when | grew out of this. At the age of 5 my motiaane home
with a pair of knee length zip boots (navy I think) withs8letto heels.
Mum asked her friend if she'd like to try them and afterdiaeighter who
was 4 going on 18, asked to try them as well. Not to be outduamtto

~do the same and from then on | was hooked on long higlbbetd,

hich remain a pl;:lssion to this day.

s | was growing up | used to often sneak the odd crafty st her boots,
ormally when mum was out or otherwise engaged downsfasuple
of times | was ngarly caught but got away with itvéts a with great

-, regret that my fget grew too large at the age of 14 or so (Naswuite

2 1)) :big feet) but that didn't really stop me from crammingfest into them
1" (uic“and at this tm%l got interested in high heel sandals.

% ]

' ~ These We{e all ,he rage in those days (late 70s) a':ntjeshplenty to

rn I cou}é stlll just about get my fa@bithem you see. |
enough to flnd a pair of knee boots in atgzrﬁi’rop in a

them in my roc
was also lucky

eI cloﬂs too which is something else | iéed

5 gat toéd |th transvestism? While | wagylin

YO r’a I'had gotten hold of some "naughtyjaziaes

) feat s.d irl in skin tight leather trossand another was

L of 6 stl e cflace -up thigh boots. Themes also a photo-
g Wwhaswapped clothes and | realised thatdkifor

as?/ about swapping leather troasdrg" thigh




Fast forward to 1985 and I'm in the RAF. My footwear thggaining
momentum, | had found a factory outlet shop that sold healsize 8

that were closer to 9s so | had built a little collectdthem but this

wasn't enough. This is when | bought my first summer dress&d very
light and floaty and matched a pair of yellow court shdeesdl perfectly.

It was size 12 and was a great fit and had a white patént bged to get

up in the early hours and put this ensemble on and wadkdmown the
corridor, God only knows what would have happened if I'd been caught!

A short time later | had quite a collection of footwead @ couple of
dresses and in a fit of guilt | put it all in a black laexgl chucked it in a
skip vowing never to do it again. | changed my mind the fatigw
evening and went back to retrieve my stuff, only to find thatskip had
been emptied!

| had started to build up another collection of footwearmihmet a girl.
Her name was Pam and while | was courting her, my fetashrepressed
a bit but by the time we'd been married a few monthad starting to
collect stuff again, one or two innocuous items were founchypyvife

but fortunately she hadn't found my main stash of more "barel- stuff.

For reasons unconnected to my footwear thing, we divorcechuada
1991 and | went back to live on camp and my collecting stamtedrnest
again.

Good Friday 1991 | had a strange dream where | was in aihetdlall-
gown singing the lumberjack song... This is how | realisedl that a
TV.

| joined Rose's almost straight away and went to my fingy @afew
weeks later and soon immersed myself in the scene.ideddhat
wearing a dress was a bit of a babe magnet and was haeitighéhof
my life until disaster struck:

| was sharing a room at the time and my room mate tasgd out every
Wednesday to see his girlfriend and so | would use the time pap
my oultfit for the following weekend. One Wednesday thoughduehad
a row with her and so came back early, to see me bruskimgaut... |
was rumbled!

Up to this point, it was pretty much an open secret arounk amt some
of my mates even called me Tara for a laugh from torteme but now it



was official because my room mate had asked to be moveddeelcau
thought that | might be gay. Things happened so quick, the RAB®re
of CID was down on me straight away though they weregdy
sympathetic and even revealed that they had learnt adgr@lafrom my
case.

After a couple of months, a report came down typed onahadige of A4
paper which recommended that | be discharged from the RAWithu
the help of one of our warrant officers, | composedpdyrhat ran to 8
pages. It was as a result of this reply and a repart the trick cyclists
that | was a sound personality, Air vice Marshall Fergu$ecided that
he wasn't going to rubber-stamp my discharge and that figaovwag to
buck the trend and keep me in. It turns out that | wadiri$teTG airman
to be retained. Now even TS’s are allowed to stay in &fS$!

| left the RAF in 1994 because | wouldn't have been allowexktend
even if I'd wanted to and went to college to study footwesigdel was
in my element; firstly | was living in London wheredwdd go to a tranny
do every night of the week and | was living within two miléSFrench
Place" the centre of London's tranny scene. Moreoveaslable to go to
college in Tara mode too and on occasions | would live asfdamweeks
at a time! This is when | knew for certain that | waa TS, | think that's
the purpose behind the RLT!

| started courting Ruth, my current wife, in 1996 and beinf War has
diminished my cross dressing (but not heel wearing) to the pdiere |
didn't dress for years until this year when the urges heawakened in
me.

10
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Ammount of purges

Never Once Twice Tluice  More than 3
times

AR

Reazons for purging

To avoid  Guilt Found out Decided Spouge  Needed
detection and forced not to conflict more
dress again wardrobe
gpace

So many polls, so lil time! So lets get right too it! FystPURGING. | hear of many girls doing
this, | guess I'm either lucky or silly, as | have aeefelt the need, but | am thinking of taking up
being a bin-person!!! So many of you seem to purge on a regada!! | assume, and the
figures bear this out, that it is a feeling of guilt, and ttegree | can sympathise, but what a
waste! Spouse conflict is another understandable reas@i@avoid detection, but what did
surprise me was the high number who have decided not to diEs & can feel another poll
coming on to ascertain why!! Thankfully, few of you weoeckd to purge, so there is hope out

there after all!!l

Iz there anyone else m your family that you
lnow/suspect as being TG?

100

HaweAzZzHOoREHD

YES NO PERHAPS

Next up is how many of you believe that you are
not the only TG’s in your family. | must admit
that | was not surprised by the outcome of this
poll, with 1 in 4 of you having another member of
the family TG, it just goes to prove how many of
us there are!! As for the perhaps’s ...... hmmm, |
wonder what the signs are? And more to the
point, are you exhibiting them yourself? Food for
thought!

Well done all for voting xx



POLL

What aspects of the Supernatural do you believe In?

GHOSTS

POLTERGEIST

=

TELEKINISIS

o & &
/ — i San

GHOST-WRITING

47

17

=

37

31

21

39

A bit of a surprise here. | assumed, in this day and age
that we were getting more sceptical, but this is
obviously not the case. Judging by the stories in this
month’s magazine, a fair few of you feel you have
seen them too. Perhaps, with a decline in the Church
more people are exploring other solutions to the
unexplained.

Are poltergeists restless or malevolent spirits, or
conjured by an inner energy? The majority are un-
believers, but do they disbelieve in their existence or
the phenomena as a whole? Perhaps the fact that the
vast majority seem to occur around pubescent childrer
(usually females) lends more evidence towards
thinking they are self-induced spectacles rather than a
entity.

Very split here, with half of our brain laying dormant
IS it conceivable or just wishful thinking to believe that
we can influence thinks merely by thought alone, my
thinking? With humans still in their infancy — watch
this space!

Surprisingly, quite a few disbelieve that we have an in
built intuition. Why-so when it is widely accepted that
we still possess the “fight or flight” instinct? A very
primitive form of ESP surely? Many of us can name
many times when we “know” someone will call, or
have de ja vu at some time or another, surely more
than mere coincidence?

Unsurprising, the low turn out in the ‘for’ column on
this one. | wouldn’'t say | am a disbeliever as sucst, ju
feel that it can be so open to abuse as a supernatural
medium by charlatans, and with it being very hard to
produce under scientific conditions, it has very little
going for it. Draw a scribble on a piece of paper and ,
if you look hard enough, you can make out of it
anything you want, see my point?
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NEAR-DEATH

Specks of dust or floating proof of spirit activity?

Many of us have experienced this phenomena, most
put it down to natural means, but having watched
programmes dealing with such topics | feel that in
some cases the proverbial “ its just an insect” just
doesn’t wash. Whether it be the shape of the orb or its
flight-path, sometimes further investigation is needed.

Another method of communication that seems to be
more showmanship than supernatural. Easily produce
with small movements of the hands or knees, I'm not
saying that it is not a use of ‘focussing’ energy, just
seems far to easy to fake.

Definitely an enigma, thought by many, even sceptics,
to be dangerous, but why? Dangerous because you ar
summoning spirits, unleashing demons that you have
scant control over? Or dangerous because you are
encouraging the weak willed or vulnerable into
believing? Is it paranormal or powerful auto-
suggestion? Many believe the latter.

Many believe in LAD, but how many of you say that
through hope rather than belief? Of course we all
would like to believe that this is not all, but if logic
dictates, why SHOULD there be any more? An age
argument.

And finally Near-death experiences. There are many
documented cases, many of which are extremely
similar, but then again, there are many flying ‘saucer’
stories, could it be that we are just fitting the strange
feelings when near-death to a preconceived idea of
what to expect? The huge amount of believers leads
me to suspect this is more hope, than believed proved
fact.

Thankyou all for taking part in a fascinating poll
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 Story ...

bo eTyou with why or how or when | became a crossdresser or

, gall it. Yes it started off with a jerk off my mum’s silk panties bi
kKnew | loved women'’s clothes but that it \easuge taboo, specially when
big'strapping 6 footer with size 11 feet!

over time™
you are a

When | was thirty | met, finally, the woman who wasecome my wife. She turned my
life around and was witty, intelligent, broadminded and ime on!. For the first few
years of our life together | kept my secret from het ancouraged her to get more and
more naughty stuff for the bedroom, Basques, corsets, putsputiu get the idea. My
wife is not particularly blessed with a high libido but $las her moments!

Spin forward a few years and we were having our firsgkead away without the kids,
three nights in E'a._stbourne, wow! The first night there wenetige hotel, my wife looked
stunning in her full'length gold silk cheongsam , and then wilel@ to go clubbing,
which was quite a story In itself.

We ended up back at the hotel about 3 a.m. bit tipsy bunhdeednewed in our love for
each other without the fetters of family responsieditiMy wife slipped into her pvc
catsuit and, helped with a bottle of poppers, we made lovelaped like a couple of
teenagers. It was at this point | decided to chance myaadhask if | could wear a pair 0
her crotchless panties, which were really sexy not likeudual tat when you think of
those garments. Anyway, to my relief and surprise, she dgrawe made love like tha
and | made sure that the next morning she saw me gtiéipanties. She was complete
unfazed by this. We returned from our trip feeling totally tbup again and in the
following weeks we made love with me wearing her pamggsilarly without any real
discussion of why | wanted to do this.

| wanted to tell my wife all about Angela as by this poindd been to Pandora’s,
secretively, and had been completely blown away by how gtomkéd, or at least that's
how | thought! So although my wife had been fine about meingeaer knickers | felt
that | now wanted to go deeper into the whole “thing”.

May of this year | was up north visiting my family witie kids and my wife had listened
to Woman’s Hour on Radio 4, on her way back from work. thieene of the whole week
was something along the lines of “Gender in the @éntury!, very Woman’s Hour!
There were pieces from the Way Out Club and a phond@re a number of trannies had
called and my wife had been quite tickled by it and had enjolye whole subject. When
| got b down south my wife was full of the stuff shd haard on the radio and was
quite tive and upbeat about the whole subject. In teevening few months | had

become more cavalier about leaving some of my femmysiiarmy drawers, panties and
a cami | remember.

—



iSRS CI RN CRVACERYIthose people on the radio? Would you like to dress as 4
womaeg\V =l NI RN SISl @YEr Of keeping it all in, my first reaction was to say “Nd,
e8[-Not!" Then | prpceeded "downplay the whole thing. | immediately knew | had

SloERNeEENE ylefRatidlin and morose as the night went on and managed to

o boitles of uls night.
The néxt'_ﬂj cide | hédl to tell my wife. After beimigjally evasive and moody |
asked my W pedroom with the grave toneslafeéd to tell you something, sit

down.
She was Worriéa, “My God, what is it?”
“What if | am like those blokes on Woman’s Hour and ludolike to dress as a woman?”

“Is that it? | thought something serious had happened, tkdosing your job! That's finaf
you want to dress at home | don’t have a problem wkgh tYou could even go that club if
you wanted (The WOC featured in the article)”

Well | had always had an inkling that my wife would be @tiog but hadn’t thought she
would be so unfazed. | had soon been up to the attic to reyemkagre collection of
lingerie and dresses, but no wig or shoes. She was quick tbagdyshould get a wig and
shoes “if it makes you happy.”

That night when the kids were in bed she said “if youtw@dress go on then” So | slipped
on some things and asked her if she wanted the cleaning Iquutédred away for the next
couple of hours and did my chores while she read a book, no makgugr, shoes
remember.

A little later my wife found my tvchix profile page and adk&Vho is Angela?” and when |
explained to her, she said | looked like a bloke in a dresst Roow what the crew at
Pandora Depledge would say and how come she had to ask wd&fit w

Anyway as a result of this my wife thought the whole thirggs wgetting a bit too sexual a
said that | couldn’t go to any clubs, but | could understandeteence.

Anyway, since telling her we have been closer than fong time, at this point a couple of
months on, | have my wig and shoes and it hasn’t begtaadl sailing but she knows, whic
is a relief in itself. So | still try not to push teabject and haven’t dressed fully, including
shoes, which to me are the piece de resistance of gamgyfel have shaved my legs and
she generally accepts.

So although she has said no Angela in the bedroom, we a&®pieg an understanding, ar
she has bought me various odds and ends and | wear panties 2¥llibn miles on from
where | was a year ago

So realisﬁfjally it's still early days but things aoeking generally good and | am so gratef
to my wife for accepting this side to me and hope she cafrsgsa in all her glory and
hopefully*have some fun together!

Here's to future!
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guestion is short, 8
eing Transw'gg J-DQ.yo
Her€ are some of'the reph

f i . " as
eally happened... several years back | lived in araréa.
g J

n.é

killed, his name was Steve He was walking along tiie: 'I_:_E'
up and even though he was over to the side far enough’thi y
to hit him, it was a wooded area so there were'tkees close by.
en he was hit the truck pushed him into a tree crushing him.
died instantly. Well, me and my mom moved into a trailer in the traile
nthe area years later. This was the very trailer where Steve had lived
hjé' family. We noticed the sofa bed was out when we went to se.i._}_he .
ut the trailer, her and her kid slept out in the living room, | found
r from our neighbour who was good friends with the family. = = '
hey could not sleep in their rooms anymore because every night Ste vell -g
would bother them, we didn’t how but | began to witness them myselfi!
ge things happening. T
| was singing once and heard someone humming along with me when no -
e was in the house. also when | was alone’l heard bumping on the |
t door, | checked but no one was there, My friend came to sta r
e one night and, she couldn’t sleep beca@ she said she felt someone
on-her leg when no one was there.
e first night we moved in my friend and | were going to staycl night
use but he looked at me and said “ | don’t believe in ghosts | will
thing looking back at the trailer , I'm glad your staying at my jL i
to

t hi
say o
tonight!”.

| decided, once, to try and talk to Steve. | said out loud if the ans

guestion is yes knock once on the door, if it is no knock twice, and he'
did and we talked that way for a bit. One night | felt that something w s
looking in the window at me, | looked at the window, the curtain was slightly
open and i saw something looking in, all white, then it quickly went away.

My mom woke up the one night because her bed was shaking a little,
he said there was a figure standing at the foot of the bed, she looked but
d was still sleeping next to her, then the figure just went away. Mo

|t still gives me chills.
nence like those
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theist but | think something like personality surzviaéler death.

d we tried out the glass and letters and we cotadyharite the
was so quick. Definitely no-one was pushing it. My lichaunted
e seen various things happen in the kitcheraligglle stirring so u.'v
tter throwing itself out of the fridge!. | wattiag at the bar one
shelf fell down — the landlord said it probably hdmen put back

. However a while later in the same area

stem in front of me. The barmaid said sh

hing had rushed past. Later | went forr_gér:.rmy&inmshed past my

d the hand drier came on - it kept runr
= | i

even whendd the powe
|

eemeh to be triggered when there was arguments or a
ess about.
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1e Creepy thing that happens to me alotis | dream about things
ppen. About a month ago | was driving down the road and saw

side ways off in the ditch. People were st  anding out beside it
arguing! Just as | went by them | thought to mysel f “ had a dream about th
the other night" Right then, as | was entering ain  tersection, | remembered t
resto ihe dream! | slammed my brakes on fast as | could because in the

-

dream | got hit by a truck that had run the red lig  ht. And sure enough as

eg slowing down | could hear the horn of the truck as he went thro
e intersection inches in front of me. WOW! That  was close! ’

Not all of therr'm ‘are that dramatic, sometime s its little thing like being at the i
ore and seeing something then knowing wha t is going to ha

Can:t count the times this has happen  ed to me. i : +

as | st
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Leigh-anne
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SHORT STORY

ﬂ

The Inheritance r

Outside, the snowflakes danced in a swirling ballet befe settling gently
to the frozen ground. The night had built a frosty lAcewok on the window panes 1
while the wind in the trees sang a haunting siren song. Head not slept. He
watched the morning sun make rainbows thspygh the frosted indows and
wished he had never heard of this place.. By afternoon he hagen awake foe
thirty hours, but he was not tired. Or sleepy. The nighwwhich had kept him
sleepless with it's ghostly chant, had also given him a way ouit would require
some careful planning and time to lay some important groundworkbut if he
could “pull it off”, he knew he would be set for life. That thought alone had
provided him with greater energy than he had experienced imonths.

He turned and looked into the fireplace where a fire hadbeen providing a ®i
charming aromatic warmth since before this latest snowfalbegan. The snow had L
come glnd gone, then returned again over the past week. Theefhad been a
constam|§.gked by the house servants whenever it falterethat much had been
welcome. It was as if they were summoned by the firesglf. Just as it was needed,
someone would appear with fresh wood to renew the pyre.

He was born in a large city to very poor parents.. His fathereft one day
when he was very young and was never heard from again. Hi smotheorked
constantly, to support them, and her drinking. Most timesti seemed to him that
she worked more for alcohol than for food and shelter. So haised himself. A "
child in the city. He became callous, cynical and opportuni€. He lived on the
streets and knew hunger, cold and poverty. He knew want. Ahviolence. And he
learned to insulate himself from it all.

It !!When his mother died, the alcohol taking its inevitable tglthat he -1

came here to live with his uncle, whom he never even kneaxisted for most of
, young life. HE stayed well past the age when he ddihave left because
was a very wealthy man and treated him exceptionably well. Heved
thegmzlrial things his uncle could provide. It was fun to just ak for anything he
wa‘t?ad nd know that it would shortly appear. He loved theife of wealth and I

r3ge, but he hated his uncle and the mansion. Located in nbgn Minnesota,
S@F r from everything he knew, the mansion was as much a prisaio a city boy
as If it had bars and razor wire fences. He could get ude¢o the money and the I

food, the clothes and all that wealth, but he would always ben outsider in this
land.

E

i

éuddenly restless, he arose and walked without purposerttugh the d I
hou:g. He looked at the many treasures without seeing them. Mas a L.
yeilgreat value, but he knew that his uncle would neveredl any of themg:
the good they did anyone, residing here in this lonely, sntwund mansi hey
may as well be worthless junk. If it were all his, he’dsell the lot of it and livellike
a king in his own penthouse in the city. Just live off thenoney from selling all'q
this stuff. All the master’'s paintings, the silver, theantiques, everything. He -
never understood the appeal of antiques anyway. Just a bunchafl furniture
and dishes and stuff. He'd sell it all. Especially thantiques. But not the car.

: d d
. - I'. .| b
k. |
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F Out in the heated garage, his uncle kept his stable of ¢edtor cars. Thel
| were two Ferrari’'s and a very old Rolls Royce. His uncle hattied to tell him thgy = ==

history of the cars but he tuned it all out.*Who cared? Thé-errari’'s once

belonged to some famous race car driver, but he couldn’t member the name

and the Rolls had been mentioned in the.same sentencehnthe Queen of
England or someone like her. He couldn®rgmember, and iidn’t matter

' anyway. They’'d get sold too. It was the Cadillac Coupe DeVillgnat interested
him. Now that was a ride his friends could relate to. Hel get respect in town
with that car. Of course it would need to have some modifations but he would
have the money for them easily. If all went according to hisaw rapidly
developing plan, he would soon be home in the city and ricti.was a prize worth
any risk he might have to take.

He was in the garage later that night, distractedly strokinghe smooth * !
curves and creases of the Cadillac when his uncle’s vafeund him. .

4 -’

"2 ill you be joining your uncle for dinner this evening, si?”

“No.” The valet gave him the creeps. He always answered him as short
a sentence as possible.

“Your uncle has a guest to dinner this evening, sir. A MrReetcher.”

He gave the servant a long dead stare. Then said “What the héknd
went into the house past the valet who asked “Is that a yesy?”

e

Reetcher was a superstitious old man who lived in what psed for town,
littge more than a general store, some shops and a post office eRdéer could
e#‘Iy b found by the pot bellied stove in the general storgying to scare the
t <, Of tourists with his stories of Indian ghosts, Sasquatch ahother .
_Ionsense. Reetcher would have some sort of ghost story to teflight and that at

gast would make the time pass more quickly. Dinner vituncle could be
ndlessly boring.

By the time they were seated for dinner Reetcher hadralady started his
n(iwest story.

“l ain’t the only one that's seen ‘im neither. The Claksons, O} Ernle
k iz Ella and Jack Moras all seen ‘I'm too. He’s big and whiteand hdgsu
® no face.”

r “What'’s this, Mr. Reetcher? The abominable snowman?” The youngma%ked.

“He ain’t no bomable nuthin’ kid. Nobody knows what he is He just "l
looks like a blank white .... somethin’. Kinda half likea man an’ half like a bear =
ﬂ or somethin; Seven feet tall if he’s an inch.”
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“If he doesn’t have a face, how’'s he see where he’s going?’hd kid asII;d
barely suppressing a laugh. This was clgarly_one of Reetchebstter stories. ™
. I
Reetcher missed the joke at his expense. “How the hshiould | know?
But he sees real good. You can bet on that.”

“Maybe he’s a big sheep dog. You'd& !t see their eyes.” vitas almost
impossible for the young man to keep from [dughing out loudut he knew his
uncle wouldn’t be happy about that.

“It don’t look like hair.” Reetcher said with some measue of scorn in his
own voice. “Don’t look like skin either. Don’t look like nuthin | ever seen. He got
no face and no eyes, but what's really scary is, he ain’t gnb shadow either. An’

when he walks, he don’t make no sound.”
L |

L

“Sounds to me like you've been...”
- -"'l|
"™kahim talk, son.” His uncle was fond of calling him “son”. Mr.
Reetcher knows what he saw. I've known him a long time ande doesn't lie.”

“l wish | was just tellin’ stories.” Reetcher began. Hemade the sign of the
cross and continued. “ | tell ya, ain’t nuthin like that can be alive. Not like you
an’ me anyways.”

Just another of his ghost stories the boy thought, but still..

He smiled and leaned back away from the table, his uncéd Mr.
Reetcherghinking he was satisfied with the meal. He wasatisfied, but in a very
differen '%se. Reetcher had supplied the final piece of his plaHe ended his 'q_
evening™™silence, allowing Reetcher to talk while his plan took itBnal shape. p

Hig; uncle pulled on his parka and picked up a pair of leathegloves. It was his
cu%“ , iIndeed one of his few real pleasures, to help the stalhand feed water
EI .Iry the horses. The stable hand was off that day, a rare ogoence, so he
would have to tend the horses alone. The doctor told him aftéms last heart I
F Pk to avoid heavy physical labor. His heart was in poor shape,aakened by
F- e death of part of the heart muscle. But the horses need feeding, his nephew

was nowhere to be found and he would take it slow and easye lgatted his
breast pocket for the vial of nitro-glycerine tablets he cared just in case.

=
- §It was still and brisk and the snow crunched under hideet. To the east, I
the first pink glow of dawn was probing the snowy horizon. Thatime gf not- 4
guijte-dawn was his favorite time of day. So peaceful. He belied that iRlawEE
Blways as calm and peaceful as on that morning, there could he waf§no
9 =violence and no hatred. He drew a deep breath of the coldisp air. Who=sgsuld
wish another human being ill on a morning such as this? Hisephew shoutlg be
here with him; perhaps the young city boy would appreciat¢he life he had here
a little better. If only he would give it a chance. He madap his mind to try and “ "l
persuade his nephew to help tomorrow morning. With a siglhe turned to walk 1
ﬂ toward the stables but stopped without taking another stepWhat he saw
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absolutely paralyzed him. His knees got weak and the hair ahe back of hi
F neck and on his legs bristled as fear sent icy fingersrsugh his blood. His dry™
| mouth would not call for help as the blank white figure dew noiselessly closefy ==

Suddenly there was something else. Something just as i@ring as the
white giant before him. Seconds after he feltlthe blindig choking pain in his
chest, his vision darkened and he fell b ard into thenow. His trembling
' fingers clutching for the vial of nitro that he*counted on tosave his life, he felt his
strength ebbing away. Then it was over.

- The blank white figure stopped and stood over the old man fageveral
seconds as if to ascertain that the old man was dead, thdavely, the snowman
began to collapse like a Chinese paper dragon after the paraddhe nephew
stood, still not daring to believe that his plan had worked.Standing amid the
paper and balsa remains of his “snowman”, he stared at the éfess figure of Hid
uncle. Quickly, he gathered his costume and hurried intthe house. .

- He watched as the flames consumed the remains of his eose. The
evid®Re Xef his crime was spiralling up the fireplace chimney intche chilly
Minnesota morning air. All he needed to do then was to gétto his bed and feign
sleep until one of the servants came to wake him with thed news. There would
likely be no problem if he had been found awake at that houout he decided on
the additional security that he would gain if everyone though heas asleep at the
time of his uncle’s death. It was all his now. The houdée cars the priceless
— antiques that he was sure he could set a price on witlomproblem at all. It

- worked. His plan worked and he was free to live in luxunthe rest of his life. -

In his room he removed his parka and dropping it on the floohe walked
' past thegwvindow toward his bed. Realizing that he could eevhere his uncle had
fallen Eﬁ: this window, he glanced out to check if he missed anythinWhen he o
did, hi$**"'ood nearly froze. The body was gone! The impression it made the p
snow could was clear, but his uncle was nowhere to be se@here was no doubt a
theadd man was dead. He couldn’t have moved by himself. And theervants
W(ﬁ‘i surely not move him. They'd call for an ambulance. Or wouldhey?
I !N .. If his uncle want dead? What if he was alive and saw théarade unveiled
__".hlere was no choice. He had to go see what happened. I

i
He bolted for the door, not taking his parka and flew down tle stairs .
nearly losing his balance several times. He stumbled an@arly tumbled down I
the stairs unmindful of the clamour that would surely wakethe servants. He'd
have to think of something to explain it later. Out of the dor he ran, leaving it
openm, around the side of the house toward the stables. la@true. The body was I
one. IT had been taken, not dragged off, but simply taken. By whom? Or 4
ghat? His mind reeled. Too many thoughts. Too many questions. Ttz
I consequences. He turned right, then left, physically diaying the tumoil in his
9 = mind. He wanted to scream, to cry. He could do neitheHis shouldersspmped.
He felt beaten, confused, unable to decide what to dext. The bitter cold figally
I invaded his thoughts and realized he was without his parkale turned towatd

the house. And when he looked up and saw it. It was bete® him and the houstill
He opened his mouth to scream but could only manage a whimpas the blank =

ﬂ white figure approached
4 4
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TO ALL MY FRIENDS. &
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HAPPY BIRTHDEY ! L#

L]
Tath@rine

iE

Gilly
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And to the Muppegwho didn’t
have a picture ... -
Barbra_'a'l'
Greg
Sissy
Jessica
Missrpk
Katie
Leggs-princess
Lucy
Karol-ann
Emma
John
MissAnnie
Mike
Tracy
Tenchi
Tiff
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% . and luxurious
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1) Boho Clothes
Mandarin Print
shoulder Bag £14.99
2) Sanbenito Choker
$135

3) Mantilla $178

4) Guiseppe Zanotti
$525 L

5) Paloma $1.98
6) Maxi2 $79
7) Boho ClI
Chiffon Ti
£14.99




1) ASOS Leopard Print Chiffon
Babydoll Dress £38.00

2) ASOS One Shoulder Giraffe
Dress £35.00

3) ASOS Snakeskin Print Dres:
£30.00

4) Love Label Animal Print
jacket £75.00

5) ASOS Leopard Hooded
Cardigan £20.00

6) Freemans Animal print Dres:
£30.00




w,
- 1) Red Haze £7.99 2) Freemans Animal -
Print Tunic £25.00 3Red Haze £7.99

4) Debenhams Multi Animal Print Silk

Chiffon Wrap Dress £55.00 5) Red Haze
£7.99 6) Debenhams Chocolate Animal
Print Halterneck Top £25.00 .

7) Amazon.com Animal Print Ring $39.9

8) J. Renee $99.95 9) Girls Props

Animal Print Sunglasses $7.99 1
10) Guess by Marciano $98.95 .

I! 11) Classiccloseouts $4.99 12) Na Na .'r i

a— [ _— M - e

© $129.95 13) Jerew $29.00 W,
13




Samhain (Halloween)

By Heather Willis

Welll We have now come full circle with the year'si®el to the Summers End or as we call it in
the Gaelic Samhairs&- weei This is the Celtic New Years Eve. We know it kkdloween
(aka All Hallows Eve) and then Nov 1 is the Celtic Néears Day.

This ceremony is mark the passage (death) of Belnos (Sdna@d the end of the light half
(warmth) as we now enter the dark half (Winter). Alsis the time that we set places at the table
for our departed one to come and visit with us as timermeémbrance of those who have gone
before us. The veil between the two worlds is very soirall the spirits can pass from their world
to ours. So, hence came the idea of costumes to futidhso good spirits, Lighting the pumpkin
(new world) in the Celtic lands, Turnip, etc were cavatland lit with a candles. All our fun
games, bobbing for apples, etc are from Scotland and Ireland.

With the remembrance aspect is where we get All smdsSaints day (the first two days of
November.

In the next issue (November), my article for this amuwill be a surprise.

Blessed Be,
Heather Willis

Symbolism of Samhain:
Third Harvest, the Dark Mysteries, Rebirth through Death

Symbols of Samhain:
Gourds, Apples, Black Cats, Jack-O-Lanterns, Besoms.

Herbs of Samhain:
Mugwort, Allspice, Broom, Catnip, Deadly Nightshade, Mahdy; Oak leaves, Sage and Straw.

Foods of Samhain:
Turnips, Apples, Gourds, Nuts, Mulled Wines, Beef, Pork, Boult

Incense of Samhain:
Heliotrope, Mint, Nutmeg.

Colors of Samhain:
Black, Orange, White, Silver, Gold.

Stones of Samhain:
All Black Stones, preferably jet or obsidian.
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1) KYLIE

3) AMBER
2) DIANE



4) MICHELLE 1

5) HELEN

6) MICHELLE 2
8) ROXXANNE

7) DAWN



9) CHLOIE

10) VANESSA

11) SHAWNA 12) RACHELLE



In the

Right then gang, | don’t know if, like me, your fa@ with the
usual inane replies that the so called ‘expertsaph when it
come to all things tranny, so here’s just a fewhm papers this
month, HOW would you advise?

#$ %
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THOUSANDS of people lined the streets to “I was very nervous to begin with, but |
cheer on their new carnival queen — a gay really enjoyed the day.”
schoolboy of 15. Robin Goodfellow, 66, chairman of the
In his tiara and flowing dress, David Bridge Blackberry Carnival in Axbridge, Somerset,
took pride of place during the weekend parade said: “We had to decide which would offend
after beating three girls to the title. people least - including David.
And he happily waved to the 2000 well- “It was felt we couldn’t eliminate him
wishers who had turned out in the sunshine. because he was male. This was the best
But some in the sleepy rural community solution on the day.

were outraged at the decision to allow Davi “Some people might be offended, but we
represent the town as the queen. would rather be inclusive than exclusive. It's
One grandmother, who wouldn’t give her  hard enough to get people involved as it is.”
name, said: “How can you have a boy as a David’s proud carer, Belinda Swansbury,
carnival queen? It's completely ridiculous. It is said: “He is such an extrovert he has just loved
PC gone mad.” it all. His family were very supportive.”
David was also aware of others’ reaction, She added: “HE has already experienced

saying: “Some people threatened to throw egggliscrimination because he is a gay teena
at me on the parade, but thankfully it never

happened. 43



Well, got married, never told the
wife about me, but would take every
opportunity to dress, when she was out
of town. The wife and | had some
kinks, So the shaved! smooth body
was never an issue. For other reasons
my wife and | had a rough marriage,
she was always going back to mommy,
so | would explore more and more
each time. Posting some pics in online
groups at first. Then as | got more
experienced with makeup, venturing
out. Oh the worldwide web, great
source of information. | never dreamed
that there were so many others out
there like myself. | learned of a few
bars in the city where other gurls would
meet, | went in boy mode the first time
just to check things out. Found that the
gurls were really friendly so | went back
enfemme the next week and the next
and the next.

44

Hello, I'm Jessi Seams,
born in Aug of 65, 173lbs, 6’ tall and | live
just outside of Pittsburgh, Pa.

My story goes back quite some time, |
was about 4 years old, | remember playing
with a pair of white gogo boots my sister
was throwing away. | thought they were
the coolest, but after a few days, in an
effort to get me to part with the boots, my
mom said “but those are girl’s boots
anyway, you don’t want those”. Which
kinda firmly fixed my thoughts on life, G
Don’t tell me what | want, Don’t tell me
what to like, and under no certain terms,
Don't tell me what to do.

My first real love was that of nylon,
gartered hose to be specific, | just love
thigh high stockings and now that I'm able,
the feel of them on shaven legs. Started,
of course, trying on the sister’s pantyhose,
oh the trill of it!

But being in high school the chances
were few and far between. | would from
time to time buy a pair of pantyhose put
the on under my jeans and ride my bike
around town. High school and many
girlfriend’s, | just love women. The beauty,
the elegance, the mystique, | wanted to be
more like them, to emulate them. | had
always had some things hidden for myself,
hose, bras, and panties. And had purged
the collection a few times also. Thinking |
was in some phase of sorts



| had to purchase a wig and more clothes, started
going all out. Even met some nice gurls online and
learned of the GNO, girls night out in warren Ohio. A
rather uneventful trip but | do remember paying the toll
with an outstretched hand that sported painted nails,
teehee. That was about 2 years ago, the wife and | got
back together so | stopped going out. Then! right after
Easter of 2006 she left again, | decided to be me.

| started going out again, enhanced the wardrobe a lot, let
the hair grow so | could ditch the wig. Now comes along
this summer, what a blast it's been! | love to show off the
legs, short shorts and minis for this gurl, even en drab |
wear short shorts, eyeliner and lipgloss. The weekend is
what | wait for, either local bars or travelling to other cities.
Made so many new friends this summer, ts/tv/cd and GG.
Who knew it could be so much fun?

Tw



Got a bit antsy to try it so one day | got dressed in
the shortest skirt, white, a light blue sleeveless top
and white opened shoes and went down the road
for gas, then across the street to a drugstore for a
birthday card. No one gave me a second look,
hmmm, did | pass? Ok, the mall! Basically the
same oultfit, | went to a mall about 30 miles from
home and went shopping, walked around the whole
mall. No looks, even if there were, certainly no
second looks. Went to a department store where |
must looked around for an hour and a half, the
occasional “may | help you?” or “any thing | may
help you find?” but that’s it. WOW, | think | pulled it
offt G

There was a fetish nite at a local club, the gurls from
the usual spot were going to make a fieldtrip there.
Well | ended up being the only gurl there, noone else
showed, to my advantage. | was chatted up by a
couple gg’s, both used the same line in me “you got
legs that go all the way to making a perfect ass of
themselves.” And since, they’ve been asking me along
to a few of the local smbd groups, fetish balls and
munches. | like to play the interaction games at those
things. A little bite me, spank me never hurt no one.
Teehee. Lets see now, | don’'t know where I'm headed,
doubt highly that ill do a full transition. May try some
body modification though.

| am just enjoying being me, all femmed up and out
having fun.

Kisses

Jessi



Autumn is the cooling off of the summer heat and th e
brilliant colours of the changing leaves. As your s ummer
colour fades on your skin, the remains of little sc ars from
insect bites and scratches from your camping trips or days

at the beach loom into view.

With the air less muggy but still warm in many areas, this is also prime
walking, running, biking, rock-climbing, and hiking time. Even though
weather changes may not be avoidable, seasonal skin havoc is if you plan
and take care. During this season, your skin needs a gentle and caring
approach with extra nourishment and protection.

1. Keep up your water intake
All of us tend to drink more liquids in the summer but this shouldn't stop
with the cooler change in temperatures. Drinking lots of water has been
bandied about for years but there are many realistic reasons for doing it.
One being the fact that the body flushes toxins out through your urine -
meaning the more you go the more your liver is being filtered. Also, a big
plus of being well hydrated is that it can help to curb your appetite. So
often we think we're hungry when really we just need a glass of water.
Frequenting the steam room on occasion and regular physical exercise
also helps our body release fluids to encourage toxin cleansing. Sweating
is a natural way of releasing toxins and pushing out blocked or clogged
pores in the skin.
2. Take more vitamins
The old saying ‘you are what you eat’ could not be more true. Whilst bad
eating habits may not show overnight it has a cumulative effect on our
body and skin. In summer months the skin tends to take on a more
improved texture and glow. Sunshine provides us with a photogenic
source of vitamin D - not found commonly in foods. The sun also helps
relieve symptoms of SAD -Seasonal Affective Disorder - which can
cause lethargy and depression, so make sure you get out and about on
sunny autumn days and enjoy and good vitamin D dose!

a7



Supplement if you think it is necessary or have been told to on medical
advice. Itis good to keep taking a high quality antioxidant during these
months as Vitamin A, C & E are fantastic for glowing skin. Also, try a
thicker moisturiser as well

3. Be sure to moisturise your body as well

With your skin slightly damp after showering or bathing, apply a body oil or
cream, concentrating on any rough spots - elbows, knees, feet.
Dermatologists frequently recommend body moisturisers containing an
AHA (alpha hydroxy acid), which helps exfoliate the skin’s uppermost layer.
4. Use sunscreen

Even though the sun may no longer be generating summer heat, don’t take
that as a sign to store your UV block in the back of your bathroom cabinet.
It is still frequently recommended that an SPF of at least 15 for all skin
types is applied during autumn. Fall and winter are a good time to repair
summer sun damage and even out your skin tone. Moisturising becomes
more important than ever, regardless of your skin type. Patch dryness,
eczema and psoriasis, seborrhea and pityriasis rosea can start to flare.
Even oily skin needs a moisturiser to keep oil production at bay. If oily skin
is left to fight dryness on its own, it will start producing more pore-clogging

oils, creating problems for you.

5. Prepare for winter.

Overall autumn is a wonderful time to enjoy the outdoors and prepare
yourself for the winter ahead. Whilst rain may increase so too can the cool
crisp clear days. Get out and enjoy them. Take special care of your skin.
Protect and nourish it and above all feed it through good nutrition with lots
of fresh fruits and vegetables, lean meats and whole foods.
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So, here you are in a relaxed and receptive state sittingttv your Ouija board. Your fingers
lightly touch the message indicator. The planchette firsticcles aimlessly but then pauses at one
letter followed by several more in quick succession. Yastring the letters together in your mind
as you try to make sense of what you are witnessing. The wordBsA-L-R-T. BALRT? What
does that mean? Then it hits you. Oh, it says: "be a lert.Is the Ouija asking you to be a lert?
What is a lert? Is this nonsensical gibberish, or is the @ja trying to give you some deep,
insightful message? What is going on, and where did that strang®@mmunication come from?

Did you move that planchette yourself, perhaps unknowingly, orid some mysterious entity "out
there" do it?

There are two opposing beliefs about what happens when you oate the Ouija board. We could
call it the Skeptics versus the Believers, but we pref something a little less confrontational.
Besides, some people adopt ideas from both arguments configsithe issue considerably. So, to
make things easy, we call it the Automatism versus Spiritugt Theory of Ouija.

The Automatism Theory

The clinical term is "ideomotor response.” You may not realze that you are moving the message
indicator, but you are. This is similar to automatic writing, also known as automatism, a well-
understood psychological phenomenon. A spirit medium, in yearast, would hold a pencil in
one hand and pay no attention as it wrote furiously. Some belred that these written messages
came from the spirits. Others felt that the messages canfrom a clever medium. At any rate,
most proponents of the Automatism Theory think that it is vey possible to move the planchette
unconsciously. They claim that the Ouija board opens a kind athortcut from the conscious to
the subconscious mind. Collective automatism occurs when meothan one person is operating
the board. Automatists sometimes use the Ouija board as a tdok specialhumanistic
psychotherapiesas a way to foster growth by releasing ideas from the depttod the inner mind.
This was particularly popular during the human-potential movement of the 1960s and 1970s.

The Spiritualist Theory

Ouija messages obviously come from forces beyond our contrdlou contact or "channel” these
entities through the board. They are discarnate spirits, ghas, or other ethereal beings who have
a purpose for contacting the living. Many advocates of the Sptualist Theory think that there is
no harm in contacting the other realm because most spiritare basically benign and have
important information to share. A few of these same advocatesiWperform elaborate cleansing
rituals before using the board, just in case they run ird a stinker. Other Spiritualist Theory
supporters, often religious fundamentalists, believe thatamone should ever use the Ouija board.
Malevolent forces may masquerade as good and cause emotional damayen death to the user
of the board. They offer as proof the many accounts of spiritgssession reported by "experts” on
the occult and demonology. The absence of any actual emergency roadmissions for these
Ouija board tragedies does not discourage this kind of thinkig.

In the end, debates are not likely to settle the mattenifavor of either theory. Science will
continue to press for conclusive evidence in what is, essially, a faith-based state of affairs. For
every argument one way, there is a counter to the contrary. F@xample, skeptics think that
blindfolding or handcuffing a medium so that the board cannobperate proves the Automatism
Theory. Spiritualists point out that this simply indicatesthat the board will not work if the
medium is handicapped, not whether the messages origindtem the medium or the spirits.
That the spirits need human eyes to see the letters, ahdman hands to touch the message
indicator, is blatantly obvious, they will say. The planchette&loes not move unaided. The spirits
guide it through the medium. The board has no power of itewn but is just a tool to facilitate
spiritual communication. And so it goes.



So, | asked the question, what are your views? Both to ydwere and to the girls at
Roses, here are some of your replies.

My old next door neighbour had a Ouija board. One nightthey got all the
neighbours around. not me i was only small at the time. ankdad a
séance...Apparently things started to happen and most pele walked out and the
séance was over. My mum was there and she said it wentccand she could feel
something wrong in the room.

A few years later new people moved in....One day the ladame round to ours and
asked if we knew anything about a séance or something likebecause things were
flying off the walls and it kept going cold in certain ooms in mid summer.

Instead of pleading ignorance we told her what we ke and so she decided to get a
priest in. He did an exorcism service and nothing more as heard of the ghost or
whatever it was.

Now this might add to the debate but the priest askedho saw the things moving
the most and it was the daughter, he felt that maybe sthad become the channel for
whatever was left in the house after the séance or fordlcynics she was doing these
things for attention. but she could not have known about theéance because they
lived miles away...........

So there you go, make of that what you will....

PJ XXXXXX

A parlour game at best. Dangerous if folks getto b elieving it. Of course |

don't believe in ghosts so contacting them wouldn’t be something | would
get into.
Lisa
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Well | don't believe in any gods, so | don't believe in dedither. On the other hand there
have been many people who have been evil and malicious indifd,since | like to believe
that there is a chance of something beyond death | do acceppdtissibility that someone
like that may be able to carry on being evil and malicious beyond batkigth. Best not to

mess with it.
Marianna
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The evening began like many others with a group of frieatlseging at another's home.
The difference with this particular house was thedessi ghost'. None but the family that
lived there had experienced any sightings, but it made the ptase seance all the more
thrilling.

We weren't fortunate enough to have the luxury of a real bagad so we had improvised
by placing the alphabet in a circle using Lexicon cé&adsold word gameincluding a

'YES' & 'NO' card at opposite ends.

Six of us sat around the table and placed our fingeeampturned wine glass. Questions
were asked by one person along the lines of, "Is theteoayythere?" Giggles followed as
nothing happened. Another question. "Is there a spiritargthss?" More giggles but
surprise as the glass moved to the 'YES' card. Ooohspowky! The evening progressed
with some apparent reaction from the glass but variotissations of, "You're pushing it!"
being levelled at one or two participa



We continued larking around when, there was a knock at theaddaanother of our friends,
Mick entered along with a guy none of us recognised, andieeluted him as his cousin,
John. It has to be said there was a visual similarityden them.

We all said, hello and extended an invitation to them bofbiicus in the seance. Mick
declined stating he was not getting involved in such ribbis

John did sit down, at the head of the table, and we gotdmeh to the serious business of
quizzing the 'spirits’.

A few more 'run of the mill' questions were asked, tlwedglass responded to each of the
guestions and provided some relatively sensible and beleredponses. Then somebody
asked, "Are there were any disbelievers in the room@"gl&iss responded by moving to the
'YES' card and then returned to the centre of the t&bén you name any?" continued the
guestioner, and the glass began to smoothly visit the le@eksl V E R T. Suddenly John
leapt up with a horrified _expression on his face, knockiegdhle and upsetting the cards.
He ran from the room blubbering, "Why me, why me?"

All assembled were dumbfounded and looked to each otherrfa@ semblance of
understanding, until Mick admitted that John and he wetreetated, and that they merely
worked together and thought it would be a ‘hoot' to fool usiallvent on say, with a look of
total amazement that John was not John at all but whg @zdvert....a name he hated and
never used. John was in fact, his middle name.

Not one person at that table knew John prior to that rgdet alone that his real name was
Calvertls
That was the last séance | ever dabbled in!!!!
Spooky or what?
Gilly xx
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Its amazing the difference a year
makes!! On the 28" October 2005
Lilboutique was born.. 6550+
fantastic members and 100,000
hits later were a fantastic family,
to celebrate this, here’s a few
brave girls showing how they
looked

(NO LAUGHING PLEASE!)

From the land that taste
forgot, honey,

blonde is just NOT your
colour!!

How to go from the
SUNDAY SCHOOL teacher
to VAMP in one fell swoop!

Go















The Southern Comfort Convention - Atlanta, Georgia, USA
September 18th - 24th

| write you from my hotel room in Atlanta. Just under 800 Trans-people are
atending this fine event. Itis the largest convention of its kind in the United
States. It began onTuesday night with planned events. | couldn't afford the
time away from work, so | flew in on Thursday morning, and readied myself
for the onslaught of fun and enjoyment.

Walking through the front doors of the downtown hotel where the event is
taking place is a psychological delight. If the science fiction writers and FX
people were to depict it, it would be a scene like this. A man walks through a
hotel lobby, and as he does, he begins to see women of all kinds dressed
beautiful-leigh, but some odd-leigh "rough” in their appearance. He
penetrates a barrier, of sorts, almost as if the fabric of the place clings to his
very physical body, and as he pushes forward, he sees and senses a jelly-like
shimmering and wiggling of the atmosphere touching his body and sees the
surrounding space wiggle, brief-leigh, as if seeing the heat lines shimmering
above a desert highway. He feels his psychology change, slow-leigh at first,
then abrupt-leigh, he becomes she. His cares melt away, replaced by a joy of
being, of being female. He
sees the smiles on the faces of
all the others. The "others"
that comfortably greet him in
his new-leigh minted feminine
attire that adorns his now
feminine body, are gracious,
and smiling, and carry the
acceptance of their common
secret, that physical-leigh their
hidden body may be male in
origin, their feminine outward
presentation is what is, now,
the most important thing in the
universe. For this time, in this
place, the "normal” rules are
temporari-leigh
suspended. We are what we
dream to be, wish to be, and
ARE, for this brief few days,
girls, women, well, almost,
sure-leigh close enough.
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| met a couple old friends, many new friends, and bathed in that hidden sister
| always knew was tucked away in that "societal gaff" where we all normal-
leigh try to fit. For some the "tuck" is good, others have to work so very hard
to achieve a modicum of comfort to allow them to survive their normal

days. For some the "gaff* comes off and with a little surgery (did | say 'little'?),
they can be what their souls were meant to be. For me, 4 glorious days
where the male clothes took their place in the closet in reversal of the

norm. The outfits | made were displayed with pride and welcomed with
acceptance and occasional compliments.

And, now, back home,

again..... This convention, like
many others in the civilized world,
caters to the deep seated identity
that conflicts with the world we
were raised in. One thing,
amoung the many great things
that happened in this convention,
was the heartfelt welcome of the
transmen contingent. Recognition
that we are all part of a very
diverse community. One of the
night events was dedicated pure-
leigh to the transmen and they
used it to shake the windows on
the 27th floor turned dance studio.
It was nice to meet the guys and
see their enthusiasm for what I've
never been ful-leigh capable of
enjoying.

Another theme addressed, was

inclusiveness. There were brief

presentations from ladies about
the other conventions in the USA. From "First" in Boston, to the california
events, the importance of a sense of "movement” was expressed. There is so
much more to do, but the more we can realize that we are part of a whole, the
more we can coax our sisters out into the light, and convince society that we
are part of them, not to be put down, or shoved back into the closet and
ashamed of.

One of the speeches was given by Donna Rose and hit me particular-leigh
strong-leigh. (These are my words in summary of her message) | only took
mental notes, so there is a degree of disolution, but she spoke of how wrong it
is thinking of ourselves as "trapped in a man's body", "birth defect", diseased,
or disphoric. The importance of this distinction is, we have every right to think
of ourselves as whole and healthy with our difference as anyone else. We are
not sick!! We are not defective in any way. And we cannot be "cured"! We
are beings, just like any other! When one has struggled with society's
strictures, and survived, and fought to come out into the light that they
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deserve to be, just like any other being, one realizes that all the classifications
that are forced upon us and we force upon ourselves are mear-leigh

arbitrary. They are meant to differenciate, at best, and discriminate at worst,
and only tend to divide us from ourselves and the world. And that that sense
of "something's wrong" is learned behavior, taught by others and has no real
meaning.

Her website is inspirational. Itis: http://www.donnarose.com/

| have, now, been to two wonderful conventions. SCC, in Atlanta, and The Be
All, in Chicago. If you have not been to one, it is something you should put on
your calendar. Make a point of finding one!!! You will never be sorry. You
will see others that will amaze you. You will be amazed by yourself. There
are transgirls there that do not pass, but who cares, their true inner light
shines through. The sense of comfort with yourself is remarkable!! You can't
help but compare yourself.....
"She looks great!" "That can't be a male under there." "Wow, that's gotta be
a GG!" AND... "that poor girl, she really looks like a man in a dress" "Thank
goodness | don't have THAT beard to cover." "That's the worst outfit I've ever
seen!" I'm being honest here, girls. You think it, | know you do! But, the
funny thing is NO ONE CARES!! This is a time to forget the world. Forget all
the measurements that are used
outside these walls. We are all
sisters, all brothers, all accepted, all
worthy, all helpful, all caring. You
soon abandon those thoughts in
favor of basking in the light of
commonality, sharing who you tru-
leigh are with others who understand.

In this picture, I'm (on the left) 5'15"
tall, wearing 3" heels. My Green

wearing 3" heels) and clear-leigh
beautiful.

Another place this happens, is in the
"Pride" celebrations. But, that is not
just us trans-people. Find that
convention, girls, FIND US!!!! Find
yourself!!
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Partl
by Cierra Cienna

A True Account

Here it is in mid September and | am inalgi ever so closely to
transition. What a joyous feeling it is to know thany life’s long feud is
about to end. | am thirty six years old, and likeamy of us | am married.
We have no children, which to me a relief. Other@ismay not of had
the courage, or selfishness if you would, to dosthihave to much of a
moral way about me to overcome. Interestingly enbugough, my wife
has discussed saving some of “me” to later havehddc More on that
later.

How many of you have a wife or girlfriertlat knows about you?
And how many of the significant others have accepiou? | am going
to make it a point to at first focus on this aspettransition. There has
been nary a document covering how a wife or giréfnd really thinks
about all of this. | am here to tell you that it igrobably not all that it
appears to be. My wife for example. On the outssihe always led me to
believe that everything was ok. That she was deaalwith the whole
thing well. Nothing could of been further from theruth. Just because
they say all of the right things. Things that yoterd to hear. DO NOT
TAKE IT FOR GRANTED. Always be open with your thobts and ask
her questions about her feelings. Let her kndkat you are interested in
her private feelings. And always reassure her tiyau love her. Up until
recently this has been my failing. | am sure | anotnthe only one.

Many, many people have commented on howelpthat | look and
| love and need to hear that. | am going to quote mvife’s comments |
read recently. “She thinks she’s so hot! All | waitd do is tell him that
he looks ridiculous and dress’s like a slut”. “Hieves in a dream world
and is oblivious to anyone else around him.” “Whyiat he dress down
to Earth like me?” He only dress’s that way to atit men.”



What do you suppose brought all of thasgnments on? In my
case, it was my failure to divulge my dreams of agopg men. |
recently have discovered with the help of my thasaphat | am a
heterosexual female. Not lesbian, not bisexual. Hdwl she find this
out? She made it a point to compromise my emailgvasrds. Why did
she have to do that? Because | had been withholdavgrything and
she knew it. See, remember, your wife knows youadtras well as you
know yourself. So, in her words, not only am | traexual, | am also
gay. Nothing like getting hit by a ton of bricks tee is there? But alas,
my wife is no quitter. Despite my obvious lack ofdt in her. She state
she will always love me and all she asked for itura that | make that
same commitment now and always.

Girls, to your wife or girlfriend your fermle self might as well of
been a drunk driver that killed her husband. Becauthat's how she
really feels. And that is what she has to comedanis with. You have t
treat her with the utmost regard of love and opessend reassurance.
That is what she needs from you. And she needdétéro

In the months to come | will share much meoof my wife’
feelings and how my transition is proceeding. Theseso much to tall
about. So please stay tuned. This could really hgm and your
current relationship. If you want to contact me ngmail address is
cierrakel@hotmail.comlf you would like to see more of me and my
pictures the link ismww.geocities.com/cierrakel/index.html.

See you all in next month’s edition.

XoXo
Cierra Cienna



ACROSS

POND

Short column this month. It's a big issue add have a spooky story for you
(elsewhere in the magazine.) so you'll all have mbas tenough of my ramblings
for this month. So here goes:

Just who is this woman? And why am | agreeing to traitel wer for a
whole week? Well the answers are pretty darned obvioumiiever meet her. Her
name is Josephine Ryan. She’s 68 years old and oneyafuhgest trans-women
I've ever met. Talk to Josephine for half an hour and ybe'joining her fan club
too. She goes everywhere, lives almost full time as Josepleverting to her
“male twin” (her words) only when absolutely necess&he travels to Canada to
visit other T friends and goes to many of the conventions. thhe when many
people are slowing down, Josephine has grabbed the geaamelshifted up.
She’s entirely responsible for getting Lisa out ofdber and into the general
public, an experience | will never forget. Remember hbared you with the
story of that outing, a movie and dinner, a few montlek®dNo? Well it's in the
archives. She’s done so much for me and for the transoaity here in the
Capital District, including now working on getting the &t) discrimination bill
passed by the New York Legislature. Educated, thoughtful aicdlate. That's
why I'm travelling with her for a week.

So where are we going? To the Erie Gala. @gaé Josephine has talked
me into going out as Lisa (not that | needed a lot of pesien) but this time we're
travelling to Erie Pennsylvania for a big Trans conventWa:re leaving
Wednesday morning even though the convention is unofficipn Monday and
Tuesday. I'm so looking forward to Wednesday through Sundagiafj feminine
twenty fours a day. This is from the Gala Website:

Our eighth annual Lake Erie Gala is Nov. 13-19 [tlégn Tuesday,
Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday] at the Quality Ifdrien Our event is an
inexpensive cross-dressing week long event and insanetgalfile if you room
with another girl. Eighty five great gals attended lasins event and we had a ton
of fun dancing and shopping.

We venture out for day wine-tasting tours arapping. At night there is
dinner and entertainment, followed by dancing at TG-Friealdlgs We again plan
to have some excellent vendors, including Veronica's Spks,(makeup and other
beauty services, and Wigs By Carrie.
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We also have the lounge at the hotel for those girlsdamd want to venture out to
Trance Dance Club.

Check out the website: http://www.eriesisters.org/GALAmMI | have never
been to one of these events and while this is certaatlyhe largest in the United
States, it is without question the most economical aadrding to the local girls
who have attended, the most fun. I'm told that | won#&da ride home since I'll be
floating home on a cloud. (Not if | don’t drop some of thedeagpounds!) Anyway,
| won't have computer access during the trip but I'lkdldng notes and will give
you all a full report when | return. Probably won't semtpuntil the December issue
given the timing of the convention and Mandy’s publicasehedule. This is of
course for the benefit of our readers in Yurrup. You girkhe colonies, well you
should just attend the Gala as well then you'll knowst firand and not have to read
my impressions. If you do go, be sure to look me up. I'iHegeone looking lost but
grinning like a new bride.
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CHAPTER TWO
SARAH AND DONNA'S FIRST DATE

A week had passed since our first encounter in the batebnd |
was once again seated in my preferred spot, this tinme alod anxiously
awaiting Sarah’s arrival. | must have spent 3 hoursyimoom preparing
myself for her, going through practically every dress hewbefore
reaching a decision. Even after all that time and delitwan, | couldn’t
stop second-guessing myself. In the end, | selected a stinhkgmery
sleeveless silver a-line minidress, (in a departuna ttee black to which
| almost invariably default), gray lace top thigh highs, blackmadpen-
toed 5” pumps, and, as always, pearl choker, pearl earrings amnd pe
bracelets on each wrist. Underneath, as previoushuaist, | wore
sheer, lacy boy cut panties and a matching front hook undelbnar both
in a smoky gray to match the hose. Because my usaadtilar breast
forms were too big to fit into a sexy little number like thisubstituted a
pair of silicone enhancers, to which | had attached sdiaapples. |
wasn'’t stacked, but | looked more girlish and much hotter thiad in
the matronly bras required to accommodate a set of fulsbfeans.

| scanned the room as | slowly savored my Black label ornotties,
knowing | would be permitted only one more for the eveningerd
were, perhaps, 10-12 people there, all occupying tables. dlomes at
the bar. The man | had been engaged with the previouswiean Sarah
arrived and dismissed him so forcefully and claimed me dosdif, was
nowhere to be seen. A number of the men | recognizednaiseas, bar
regulars who under ordinary circumstances would be hovering biog
they hadn’t managed to secure a seat next to me, buyingmiks,dr
praising my rare beauty and looking for opportunities to run tiaids
up and down my silken thighs. Something had changed. It sesmed a
though the word had already gotten around. Sarah had pulibdled
her claim, these men knew it, and they dared not cig@l@er. Of
course, | didn't want them to.

| cast my eyes toward the entrance and waited. | gddyw
flushed and lightly trembling with anticipation. The utgeorder another
drink, a double, swept over me, but with some effort | rgadao
suppress it. | sipped my Scotch ever so daintily. Sarah’iate (I had
arrived early), but | was beginning to feel as though shevdmget there.
Finally (right on time, actually), | spotted Sarah’s urtakable auburn
waves, backlit to give her an otherworldly aura. Sheeavas more
exquisite than | had remembered. Her eyes immediktehted onto
mine, and she approached just as she had done thenfigstvé met,
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never breaking visual contact. Her outfit surprised atidited
me. Skin tight black vinyl pants, cut like jeans, 4" blampen-toed heels
and a gorgeous silk blouse, in teal. Her tiny toes wainated fire red, to
match her fingers. As she walks toward me | saw hovpthoe
accentuated her tiny waist and beautiful feminine hips. nitetel’'s walk,
each step crossing slightly in front of the last, gasehips a soft, sensual,
rhythmic movement that | could only dream of approximatinghade a
mental note to practice that walk whenever | could. Patiteperfectly
formed, Sarah simply took my breath away.

She smiled warmly, got up on her toes to kiss me on tbekcéind
said, “Come with me, Donna. | have a few surpriseydor” Turning
to the bartender, she said, “Bill, put Donna’s drink on myant,
please.” Bill replied, “Yes, ma’am.” | wished Billgood night, but,
oddly, he didn’'t seem to hear, although he was only ddewaway.
Sarah took my right hand and led me out of the bar, througtotkeé h
lobby, and out the main entrance into a waiting limo.e"# going into
Boston for dinner first. You're so nervous you haveaten, have you?”
Sarah already knew me so well. My food intake for thitgeday (it was
7:30 p.m.) had consisted of a handful of cashews, and apmlegbout 9
cups of coffee. No wonder | was shaking like a leaf!

The air conditioning was on high and goosebumps began to form
on my arms. | felt a bit weak and lightheaded from drinl8ngtch on a
very empty stomach. My heart was fluttering wildMy hands had not
stopped trembling. “Lift up your dress, Donna. All the wayvant to
see your new bra and panties.” | pulled my dress up to nky asc
instructed. | noticed the driver’s eyes fixed on me erttirror. He was
SO cute, young and hunky and totally my type, and obviously quite
interested. | returned his eye contact and signaled macadin to him.
At that moment, the privacy glass rose, and the drigapgeared behind
a shield of black. We were now completely alone. 3 egposed from
the neck down and it was freezing! Sarah carefully, deltbéy
examined every thread of my new undergarments with hermyayes
and delicate touch, warm breath on my cold skin. Myychigrvousness
began to subside, supplanted by the rising heat of arotikaiely,
Donna. You've done well, my dear. You have a very baauteminine
body and you mustn’t ever again be afraid of showingdliis is how you
are to dress underneath from now on. No more matronlyobtagefs,
but no thongs, either. Is that clear?”

“Crystal.”

“Very good. You're a quick learner.”

We were in Boston now, on one of the cross streeteiB#tk
Bay neighborhood. The limo pulled up in front of a quiet lagkdistro
with which | was unfamiliar. The driver opened the door &achh again



took me by the hand and led me into the restaurant. Theerdagreeted
her warmly and the two exchanged the banter of well-actpthpeople.
It was obvious that Sarah was a highly-regarded regular ah@éhcould
expect the best of service. We were led to a sma# faldn isolated
corner, well separated from the other patrons. Théstamed to take
no particular note of the fact that one of their favarestomers had
walked in accompanied by a spectacular, beautifully madedip an
perfumed 6’2" transvestite, 6’7" in heels.

“What is your fragrance, Donna?” Before | could answeralsa
continued with “Consider Aliage, by Estee Lauder. Itdmagarthy scent,
and you are my earthy lady, my woman of the early morwmogds.” At
her words the hairs on the back of my neck stood erectsmnddred.

After ordering our meals, Sarah caressed my cheek light,
my chin into her hands so we could make eye contact, and wduspe
“Donna, take off your panties.” | did as | was told. “Nplace them on
the table next to your wine glass. You won't be weallagt again
tonight. | would do the same with mine, except that I'mwedring any
and, well, the pants would make it awkward.” | set themrdasy
instructed. | hoped that my dress was loose enough anidcthat
suppress my excitement well enough to pull off this studidn’t argue,
though. [ just did it.

The dinner was, of course, delightful. Admitting to being an
incorrigible carnivore, Sarah ordered an alarmingly lafgesuch a tiny
person) rib eye, medium rare, which she devoured with aimps¢ssive
gusto. She was clearly a woman of remarkable appetit@srried that |
might prove unable to feed them adequately. | ordered tihernaore
modest fresh wild trout. We ate and chatted and laughethamérlier
jitters vanished entirely.

We finished our meal, Sarah paid and bantered a bit manethvet
staff, not one of whom uttered so much as a word to meoketbme in
the eye, and we emerged into what was now a beautiéal;, dtarlit late
summer evening. A light, warm breeze found its way undedmass and
tickled my exposed privates. We climbed back into the limo ariddul
away into the night. We talked little as we rode, sideidsy, @rms
intertwined and hands locked, feeling the electricity sbegeveen us.
We left the city and headed in the general directioth@efhotel. Several
miles short of our destination, the limo pulled into wéiapeared to be an
all-night tattoo shop. Sarah led me into the shop and was oare ag
greeted warmly by an enthusiastic staff. “This is my a@ad very
special friend Donna. She’s here to have her navelgaérd was???
Yes, | suppose | was. The staff chatted animatedly Satiah, but not a
single one would look at me or speak to me, as though it werel®ow
forbidden.
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It hurt! Very much, but the pain didn’'t matter, aséateased the
very tip of my clitty, the pee slit actually, with thie of her tongue. |
was shocked and awed by her public boldness, and intearselyed.
The piercing bled, more than | would have expected. d Inever had a
piercing before, not even of my ears. But | enduretlknew at this
point that | would endure anything Sarah asked of me. | knemyi
heart that Sarah would never have me do anything thatd cotlor
should not do. She would always care for me and protef&tomehurt. |
trusted her without reservation.

With the piercing completed and the bleeding stancha@dhS
selected a lovely pearl ornament to grace my sore litthg beatton. She
kissed the wound and inserted the ring. She had marked rgattoni
What did this mean? Was | hers now? This had to maaathing. |
noticed that Sarah had also purchased some nipple jewlich she
dropped into her purse without any mention of it. Wagriher? Was it
for me? Where was all this going? | resolved to stop pugalbout it
and to let things flow. Her selections complete, Sawated to the
manager and said, "Put this all on my bill, William.”

“Yes, ma’am,” came the simple reply.

We arrived at the hotel and the concierge said “Good evening,
ma’am,” as Sarah passed by. He ignored me, even thouggr daat
evening, before Sarah’s arrival, we had had a very @loedchange about
the weather and that awful traffic mess from the tooson on [-95.
Sarah and | took the elevator to Sarah’s top floor suite. Eptaring, |
could see a video camera set up on a tripod at the foot btth “I
loved your performance last week so much that | wanteég/se do it
again, and again and again and again.” Sarah laughdtuakdd with
embarrassment. “Go down to your room and fetch that big tkdow
you have. And don’t forget the lube.” | practically ramnty room and
retrieved the enormous, fat 8” dildo | had ordered onlisegwcouple of
weeks before. How did she know? When | returned | slipped pfiness,
stretched languidly out onto the bed, opened up my legs and began to
stretch and lubricate my boy pussy. Sarah slipped offielh@is and
situated herself on the side of the bed, next to my hdgatlitty, which |
had been struggling mightily to keep in check since removing mygsanti
at dinner, promptly sprang to its full length and hardniésgas evident
that | loved having an audience, and that | desired no reel®ore than
Sarah. | wished to perform for her alone. | needed to ls akihers.

“Suck it first, Donna. Show me how much of that greatduigk
you can take orally.” | obliged and slipped my full red lipsiend the
massive shaft. | had never before attempted to take anyghthg size
into my mouth, but | wanted to do it for Sarah. | gaggeese times and
my eyes began to tear profusely, yet | continued to wat&terminedly.
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Before | knew it, | realized that | had taken the renthonstrous thing
right down to its base, and | was sucking away greedised¢med
impossible, but | had done it. | could have gone on muocheln but my
stretched and lubed boy pussy needed serious attentdbehameeded it
now. | cleaned the lipstick ring off of the dildo, gengsly coated it with
lube, and slid it deep into my accommodating ass. A whole sigidtth
of accumulated passion grabbed hold of me and | began to fuekfmys
with a furious abandon, crying and moaning and screamindl fibvea
world to hear. Sarah said nothing, but allowed me to fullylge my
overpowering need for a hard fucking. As she had done the psgevio
week, Sarah watched me intently as she masturbatedcétain point
Sarah shifted her body into a 69 position, and her delightfut §tled
my nostrils. She leaned on one elbow and continued pleasheisglf as
she watched me intently, her eyelids flickering as hesipa began to
build. | did not dare to touch her myself or attempt to absgisin any
way. | focused on myself and my performance, pumpinglilde and
stroking my clitty to an even more thunderous orgasm thad | h
experienced the previous week, and as jet after jet pfthiok cum shot
all over my writhing body. | was surprised and thrilled te 8&t Sarah
was cumming right along with me, her body convulsing in pedgnc
with mine, as a powerful and sustained orgasmic wave consiened
As we settled down and caught our breaths, Sarah sidlednug, to
took my head into her arms, and laid it on her breast, strokynigair
and kissing my forehead. Quite unexpectedly, | began tcCapious
tears poured out of my eyes and my cheeks were soon wellexhweith
black mascara and blue eyeliner. Sarah did not com#rnhor did she
need to. These were proverbial happy tears. For italvdgat moment
that | knew for certain that | belonged to Sarah fully. dié&jighted sobs
eventually ebbed, | settled into Sarah’s warm and loving amebiand
dreamt contentedly of all the wonderful things that mighahead.
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QUIZ
ANSWERS

WHEN???
1) 1979
2) 1979
3) 1951
4) March
5) 1971

WHQ?7??

1) Edward Jenner (1796)
2) Rick Wakeman

3) Felicity Huffman

4) James Earl Ray

5) Narcissus

WHICH???

1) Leonardo Da Vinci
2) Finland (1906)

3) Scorpio

4) The Kentucky Derby
5) Monica Seles

WHAT?7??

1) Afish

2) Red (dark red)
3) A sword

4) Cheese

5 K

PICTURE QUIZ
1) Tweety-pie

2) Peppermint Patty
3) Sylvester

4) Taz

5) Tigger
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6) The Slag Brothers
‘Mutley

8) Henry’s Cat

9) Minnie the Minx

10) Mister Tickle
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Conversion of Women'’s Clothing Sizes
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Size Conversions, Tops and Dresses

Men's Sizes, Shirt, Pants Blouse/Dress Size

‘Medium Shirt, 29-30" waist. Ladies12

|40 Jacket, 32" waist (28" clincher) |Ladies 10 or 12 Skirt, Ladies 14 top, dress
Medium shirt, 32-34 waist Ladies 14, also Ladies Large

44 Jacket, 36" waist, 30" length  |Ladies 14 (tight) or 16, Ladies Large
Large Shirts, 36" waist, 30" length |Ladies 20 top, 20 or 18T dress, XL, 18W
Large Shirts, 37" waist, 30" length Ladies 18T, L, 18W

|XL Shirts, 44" waist, 30" length |Ladies 24W

Size Conversions, Shoes

Men's Sizes Women's Sizes
8W - 8.5M 9W - 10N

9.5 10W-11

9M 10W-11W

? 10-11

10 11W

10.5 EE 12 W-12 WW
11D 12W-13
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o FOP

We all love to shop, but as we all know , from personal expence, some
are...er...friendlier than others. Here’s a few of the betteones, as
recommended by you.

This is my own personal recommendation. The girld\b#ting Hill branch were superb.
They couldn’t be friendlier, more welcoming, and proif@sal too. They have a fantastic
range of wigs of all lengths , colours and prices , arahlrot recommend this branch of
stores enough

Open till 6, by appointment — latest 5 o’clock

http://www.trendco.co.uk/default.aspx

1) The Casket storéttp://www.casketfurniture.com/caskets_coffins.php
A unique store offering casket shaped furniture for the gothic’s

2) The Baroness: Ok rubber and latex fetish store | baea better and more but the
craftsman-ship looks good and styles are their own
http://www.baroness.com/RubberClothes.htm

3) JT's Stockroom offers a wide range of fetish thingshfbmndage beds to fetish toys,
not a gigantic selection but enough to satisfy the novidebaginner.
http://www.stockroom.com/search/search.aspx?i=20&seé&rnhiture

4) Lydia’s offers a ok selection of transgender andsztysssing items again not a wide
selection but a ok one for the beginner and part time.
http://lydiastv.com/osb/showitem.cfm/Category/12

5)Corset Connection: Offers a very wide selectiorafbtypes of corsets everything from
waist training to under-bust and to men to woman trainingetgrand for those who
never have laced their own corsets they offer a ertli@ning film for corset lacing A+.
http://www.corsetconnection.com/Images/Vintage%20Glam/vidd 7.
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“ Hi Mandy, | have a review for yowyigsrus Itd in Southport. Recently been
there for a new style they are great. Hugs Julie Hidsad\fter asking around for
some advice on wigs | plucked up the courage to go and ey atyle and |
decided to have it fitted. | took the advise of an Angel anédd up
www.wigsrusltd.comat Southport. This meant going out en femme for the first
time and having a stranger see me as Julie. | made amtapgot with Jennie and
ventured out into the world as Julie. Jennie is a fantastierstanding lady; she
puts you at ease straight away. All appointments arécoore and you can try as
many styles on as you like. Jennie will give you advisstgles and colour. After
you have chosen your new hair, Jennie will do the firydihgt and trim if
required. The service was excellent and Jennie was waohdaghly
recommended. | felt so good and confident With my neve dtighd a walk
around Southport, then decided to drive over to the Tdhffentre and had a walk
around the shops not bad for my first day out.”

Hugs Julie

“ www.frillys.co.ukis a friendly dressing service Droylsden a town
about 4miles from the centre and gay villag&lanchester. The owner is called
Julie and she now offers self catering accommodationeher shop.
HOTELS- | useTravelodgeand the special offers of £10 & £26 a night per room
are great value. | have never had any problems at thesls.hiche only problem |
have had at an hotel was at a gay hotel in Torquayenigot a really frosty
welcome to say the least.
MAKEUP- | don't useDermablend because it is expensive and difficult to apply
so | use a Boots No17 cover stick drimmmel cover stick both are on sale at
about £2.50.
Raquel

Hi Mandy!

| order make-up frohttp://www.blushedcosmetics.co.uk/ They are
very reliable and discreet with their deliveries everitdland. And you know the
all in price straight away, no need to email askingofare of postage. And they
have a 50p and GBP1.00 corner!

Kirsty

Contact us on: Tel: +44 1376 322209 or Mobile: +44 7887 723239
Email your general enquiries to: custsupport@EpilationServices.com
Email your website enquiries to: webmistress@EpilationServices.com
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Here at theAmazing Costume Companye stock over 3000 costumes for hire and
sell a wide variety of fancy dress and theatrical accessd¥ieatever you need to
make your party a success - you will find it here! We are a asithat has built a
strong reputation based on efficiency, professionalism and styleraViele a one-
stop resource for all your requirements so that organising paniksvents need
not be stressful or time-consuming.

Where appropriate, all our costumes come with accessories tgdwet@mplete
the character such as wigs, boots, hats, jewellery and weapartsis/ail within
the price quoted.

To the left are some of the things we have available, tmeriaatoo many to list
so if you don’t see what your looking for. or wish to hire, please cbntaon 020
8859 7747 owisit our shop in Sidcup.

As well as our diverse selection of costumes we have towéere also well
known for our genuine 2nd World Waniforms as well as our supeiedieval
costumes, perfect for weddings, banquets & functions.

Proprietor Mr J Griffin
Amazing Costume Company
745 Sidcup Road
New Eltham
London
SE9 3SA
Tel: 020 8859 7747 email:amazingcostume@aol.com
Web site: www.amazingcostume.co.uk
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“And Now,
The end IS near.....”
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Thanksgiving Special!!
Super-heroines!!
Interviews!!
Competitions!!
Stories!!

Fashion!!

| mean...... COME ON!!I



