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Bethany’s story, five years later…

I was seated demurely, hands in my lap, when two officers, one 

male, one female, entered the interview room and took the seats 

opposite me. Good cop, bad cop, no doubt about it. The only 

question was which one was which.

“I’m sure you know why you’re here,” the man said, speaking 

sternly. Probably the bad cop, but you never know.

I nodded meekly. Only days before, my employer, Mr. Xavier, 

had been found dead in his bed. I was obviously a suspect.

“What can you tell us about the victim?” That was the woman.

“Mr. Xavier was a good man. He hired me five years ago as his 

executive assistant, but to tell the truth I was more like his live-

in girlfriend. He had people in the office who helped him with 

his work, and staff to run the mansion. Mostly all I had to do 

was look pretty and pretend like his jokes were funny.”

“His ‘girlfriend’, eh?” The man’s eyebrows furrowed. “This 

in spite of the fact that you’re physically male?”

I smiled. “Of course. Mr. Xavier adores shemales. That’s an 

open secret in the company, although he prefers that clients not 

know about it. That’s why he was careful to make me totally 

passable as a girl.”

The woman smiled back. “Mission accomplished, hun. We had 

no idea until we looked into your background.”

“Speaking of which,” the man said, “there’s no indication that 

you ever dressed as a female prior to your employment. We 

interviewed your parents, your sister, childhood friends, your 

classmates from college—they were all shocked to see what 

you’ve become. How do you explain that?”

“I come from a small town, sir. Good people, but conservative. 

I knew they’d have trouble accepting me as a woman, which is 

why I stayed away as long as I have. Email and texts only.”

“That’s not the point. My understanding is that cross-dressers 

like yourself begin wearing female clothing, from their mother 

or sister, when they’re still children—nine or ten years old, or 

thereabouts. But no one we spoke to had any idea. Are we to 

believe you kept this a secret from everybody and his dog?”

I shook my head. “I only began cross-dressing five years ago.”

The woman’s voice was gentle. “That was Mr. Xavier’s idea, 

wasn’t it? He wanted you to look like a girl.”

There was no point in lying. “The job required that I appear to 

be female. It was a live-in position, so I had to pass as a woman 

full-time. I had no objection. It was a good job.”

“Really? Even though you had to sleep with him as well?”

I stared at the table between us. “Mr. Xavier was a good man. 

He was a kind and gentle lover. I know what you’re thinking, 

but he never forced me. He didn’t have to.”
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The man grunted. “Cut the crap. We examined that machine in 

your bathroom. It’s a surgical robot. When it encounters a male 

body, it’s programmed to carry out cosmetic alterations to make 

the subject appear more feminine—and that includes removing 

the testicles. That’s what happened to you, isn’t it?”

I couldn’t deny it, so I just nodded.

The woman looked sympathetic. Definitely the good cop. “Did 

he force you to do that, hun? Did he make you use that robot 

beautician in his wife’s bedroom?”

That, at least, I could deny. “Mr. Xavier told me what to do, but 

he didn’t force me. I needed the job.”

The man studied a document in front of him. “It says here that 

you just finished paying off your student loans—last week, in 

fact. That’s awfully quick, wouldn’t you say?”

I shrugged. “The job paid well. I didn’t have to pay rent or buy 

food, or even clothing, and whenever we went out Mr. Xavier 

picked up the tab. My salary went to paying off the loans.”

“Riiight, and a few days after you become debt-free, your boss 

just happens to drop dead—leaving you free and clear.”

“I don’t see what one has to do with the other. If I didn’t want to 

work for Mr. Xavier any more, I could’ve quit anytime.”

“But you’d still be a girl, wouldn’t you?” The woman pushed a 

piece of paper across the table. “That’s your medical report. 

The surgical robot made permanent alterations to your body. It 

also installed an artificial endocrine gland in your abdomen that 

pumps out estrogen, and the effects of that hormone on your 

body can never be undone. You could go back to being male, 

but you’d always appear effeminate.” She paused. “Perhaps 

you blamed Mr. Xavier for that.”

“That’s our working theory, by the way,” the man said. “You 

resented your boss for turning you into a ‘shemale’, and using 

you as his little fu—” He stopped abruptly and glanced at his 

partner. “Pardon me. He used you for his ‘sexual gratification’. 

Is that acceptable?” The comment wasn’t aimed at me. The 

woman only grunted. He pointed at me. “You resented that, and 

as soon as your loans were paid off, you killed him for it.”

“It’s a ‘working theory’,” the woman said quietly.

I tried to look even more meek and demure. “I really don’t 

know what you’re talking about, sir. I thought Mr. Xavier died 

in his sleep. That’s what I was told.”

“He died in his sleep,” the man said. “Doesn’t mean someone 

didn’t give him some help. A calculated push.”

The woman added, “The autopsy found Fentanyl in his system. 

It could have been self-administered… or not.” She took back 

the medical report. “We’ve also determined that Mr. Xavier was 

sexually active less than two hours before his death. Would you 

know anything about that?”

Also no point in lying. “Yes, he took me to bed that night. After 

he was done I went back to my room to clean up.”
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“You mean ‘throw up’, don’t you?” The man spoke roughly. 

“According to your family and friends, you were a normal guy 

growing up. All through college too. In other words, not gay.” 

He pursed his lips. “Now, don’t get me wrong, I got nothin’ 

against the gays. I’ve even served with some. Great guys. But 

if you’re not gay, then what they do—” He stopped.

The woman stepped in. “Honey, you said that Mr. Xavier didn’t 

‘force you’. Are you sure about that?”

I nodded vigorously. I couldn’t afford to hesitate on this point. 

“Yes, ma’am. I wanted to do it. I know I only dated girls before, 

but once I became one of them and saw how pretty I looked… 

well, I figured it made sense to let my sexuality move towards 

being more of a woman. Mr. Xavier was very patient with me 

while that was going on. He didn’t make love to me until—I’m 

not sure. I think it was four months after I started?” Mentally, 

I crossed my fingers. There was no way to check such a thing.

The woman sighed. “Did you know whether or not Mr. Xavier 

was using prescription medication for pain?”

I shook my head. “I wasn’t with him in the bathroom. I don’t 

know what he was taking—other than Viagra, of course. He 

needed help maintaining an erection. Like a lot of men his age, 

I guess.” I didn’t tell them how he took enough of the drug to 

give him an hour-long stiffie, and that he used every minute of 

it to turn me inside-out beneath him on the bed. By the end of 

our lovemaking sessions I was sore in every possible way.

“Lemme get this straight,” the man said. “A pretty young thing 

like yourself was totally ‘into’ being used like that by a middle-

aged dude old enough to be your father?”

“Mr. Xavier was a very generous—”

“Yeah, yeah, I get the economics of it. Ya know, there’s a word 

for women who sell themselves for sex—but let’s not go there. 

Not really relevant to the case.” He coughed. “The point is, he 

was using you, and you resented it, so you—”

“So charge me.” I placed my hands on the table. “You seem to 

have made up your mind already. That’s fine, it’s your job. But 

if that’s where this is headed, I’m quite happy to defend myself 

in court. I’ve done nothing wrong. Any good lawyer could win 

a case with a ‘pretty young thing’ as a client, even if I’m not a 

real girl.”

“We don’t have enough evidence to charge you,” the woman 

said. “The case is circumstantial.”

The man gathered his papers and stood up. “This isn’t over,” he 

said gruffly. “We’ll continue to investigate. If we find anything 

to implicate you in this crime, you’ll be right back here.”

After he left, the woman winked at me. “Personally, I think ya 

done good. Men like Mr. Xavier are dinosaurs; they used to rule 

the world, but their time is over.” She escorted me to the front 

desk, where I reclaimed my purse. “Take care of yourself.”

I returned her wink. “I already did, ma’am.”  


