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Darlene happily greets me when I walk through the doors. Already by nine in the morning, I have three messages from potential clients. 

"I predict this will be a good day, Dayton," she says merrily.

A cursory glance at the messages and I see both my client and the seller have called. It can only be good news because I've worked the seller hard on behalf of my client. Getting the seller to agree to the price decrease was fairly easy when I pointed out the water damage in the basement. 

"If you expect full price, please fix the basement," I said yesterday. They were caught with it and I'm pretty sure they'll agree to the price.

"Dayton Haynes here, how are you today?" I ask Mr. Foley, the seller.

"I've sent the signed contract through my agent to you. Please tell the Burgons they have bought a house."

I smile. Brilliant! The Burgons bought a house, I make a nice commission, and life is good. I drum my fingers over the desk as I line up in my head all the tasks I need to do today. I'm a damn good real estate agent. I can sell ice to an Eskimo and talk the bank into handing out dollars. Both sellers and buyers are putty in my hands.

"The Burgons are here, Dayton," Darlene says as she pokes her head into my office. Perfect. 

"Mr. Burgon, Mrs. Burgon, please have a seat," I say as I stand and offer my hand. I shake a lot of hands throughout the day, part of my job and my charm. "Coffee? Darlene, please bring the Burgons a cup of coffee."

"I assume you have good news. Darlene called us to come in first thing this morning," Mrs. Burgon says.

I smile at the receptionist. Darlene is the best, always anticipating everyone's needs. "Seems we have the agreement we want!" I slap the contract down in front of my buyers. They clap and smile and sign on the dotted line. This is why I do what I do. I boast about happiness, resolutions. I help sellers make money. I help buyers find the perfect home at the perfect price. We set the date for closing once Darlene nails Escrow and we're in the running. Next.

Many clients are walk-ins. Very few actually call and make appointments, and this is perfectly fine. If I'm busy, the next agent gets a stab at their business. But if a client makes an appointment, I work the walk-ins around it. We have a system and it works out well. It's not a competition but a rising tide lifts all boats mentality. We share in commissions when we step in, according to the work done.

"You have a two o'clock appointment, a Macy Donaldson," Darlene says.

I pat the countertop and smile. "Wonderful. Is she a seller or buyer?" I ask.

"She found a house she's interested in on our website. Not sure about her current residence," Darlene says.

I nod. First things first, I carry the Burgon file to the realtor across town, we have a meeting for the sale of their listed house. I'm cool about splitting the commission. Most of my commissions are split with the agents in other real estate offices. I love it when it comes together, and I get to sell a house in my listing and help the seller buy another in my listing. That's what I'm hoping with Macy Donaldson. 

After shaking hands with Martin Realty, I set my schedule for the Burgon closing and check on my listings. As the agent in charge, I always do a daily check on the homes in my charge that are vacant. We've had issues with vagrants trying to get in and set up home. I make sure everything is in place and okay before I move on to the next one.

By the time I make it back to the agency, it's lunchtime. The realtor, Harvey Murth, comes out and smiles a hearty hello. "Can I buy you lunch, Dayton?" he asks as he smiles.

"Dayton, you put Harvey Murth Real Estate on the map. I value your input on ways to improve the business of buying and selling for our clients. You are the most requested agent in our office," Harvey says. 

I nod and smile, my chest puffing up with pride. I'm the big man at the office and the prized agent. My name should be on the sign out front. I make aspirations to someday have my own place, the Dayton Haynes Realty. It has a nice ring to it.

Macy Donaldson waited in my office for me to return from lunch. She's an hour early and I quizzingly look at Darlene. She merely shrugs.

"She said she was anxious, had a lot to discuss. I told her you were out to lunch and may have other appointments before hers, she said she'd wait," Darlene says.

Macy looks in the compact mirror, the puff adjusting her make-up. She sees me in the mirror and smiles brightly as she snaps it shut and stands. Her strawberry blonde hair rests at her shoulders in soft waves, her face painted to perfection with red lipstick to match the red pants and jacket she wore. "Macy Donaldson, I assume you're Dayton Haynes?" she asks.

Of course, I take her hand and shake it gently, because she's a lady through and through. "In the flesh, nice to meet you, Macy," I say as we take a seat. I sit beside her instead of behind my desk. It's less formal and puts the client at ease, helping them to feel I'm a friend and not some superior businessman just wanting their business. We chat idly first because I want to know who she is.

"I'm the office manager at Comartin and Tumbles. You know the place, the office of accounting and finances on Danbury Street?"

I nod. "Yes, I've dealt with a few of your co-workers," I say and smile.

"And you come highly recommended. They said you are hard to nail an appointment and even if I got one, I may have to wait. That's why I'm an hour early," she says.

"Lucky me! I had a full morning, I was going to play catch up on paperwork until you came in any way. But you saved me from the dull work. I'd much rather get to know new potential clients and talk shop," I say as I wink, hoping it's not too forward. I'm a bit flustered in Macy's presence. She puts off an air of being a someone like I'm lucky indeed that she chose me.

She gets around to telling me which home interests her and we set out to see the beautiful place. It's a bit big for a single woman, but I make no judgment on what she wants. I walk her through the four bed two bath home and she's chatty.

"I can turn one bedroom into my office. I run a side-business setting up websites for financial and accounting clients. Another bedroom can be my craft room. I love crafts. There's enough room for the crafting table, the sewing machine, and the storage shelves. And then, of course, a guest bedroom. I don't mind there's not a separate den, I can always combine my office into the craft room should I want a separate den," she says.

"You like the open concept floorplan? Even though it's open, you have distinct areas for dining, living room, and kitchen. Off the back is the laundry and mud room that opens from the garage. The backyard is fenced, with a gate that opens to the trail that leads down to the lake. You even share a boat dock with your neighbor. Of course, the corps owns the shorelines, but they allow joint docks to the homes in this area," I say.

"Perfect. I see there's a boat storage or camper. I'm not sure about which, I still haven't decided. Someday I'd like both, but I'm hoping by then to have a significant other to help make fun plans like that," she says nonchalantly. Noted!

After walking through again, Macy sits down in my office as we come up with an offer. I'm pleased with our time and if the seller takes the offer, everyone will be happy. She surprises me again once the offer is set.

"Now, I want to list my townhouse with you. I'm thinking of renting it also until it sells. Would you be interested in handling that part too?" she asks.

"Do you have financing secured for the home already?" It's an important question.

"Of course. That's why I didn't mention the townhouse until we finished with the offer. One thing at a time," she says.

I smile. This is the perfect client, both a buyer and a seller. I feel a stiffy coming on in anticipation of the commissions I'll make from her alone.

"Great. Would you like to set up a time to come by and see my place and start the process of putting it on the market?" Macy anxiously claps her manicured hands together as she leans forward in her chair.

I glance at my



































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SIEIY
ALTER EGOAN ['ATED A‘QSD T5NTED

|
A TALE OF FEMINIZATION SISSIFICATION AND CROSSDRESSING

SCarET T SUEFELE






d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
Fﬁmuwumﬂ@m

ALEJTO, FEMINIZED, SISSY,

5 i]





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





