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I WAS A BLACK TRANSVESTITE (ONCE)
BY DR. GREG HORMONE 02-02-92

(hell, any clown can be a lousy doctor)

Against the winds of life we walk breaking wishbones by accident along the way. My no-name white on white on white convertible takes me across my dreams all too often in a wintertime tour of old home towns filled with Deja Vu and sexual fantasies that seem like they belong to someone else. Or should.

The maggot infested feces ridden institutions that assume the task of running this circus are long past due for a butt slamming rip down change.  Butt then they always have been!

So anyway, Eberhardt Fleber silently drug his dick along the Equestrian Trail as he whistled a song he had never heard or seen before.

March would be a good month for selling the siamese twin sisters who hid in the cellar for safe keeping and seclusion from cynical sightseers.

And the tabloids...now disguised as evening news shows, with anchor people who would suck a cold turd just to get to do an evening report.

Why, most of these little faggots wouldn't be able to recognize real news information if they fell into it head  first!

That convertible... I think it was a white car, ... with white upholstery and a white top. I remember snow coming down while the top was down during one dream I was in, I stopped at a little market on Van Dyke. I bought fresh fruit and a soda and some gum.

Later I was back at a house I sensed I was renting. It was full of rooms... more than we would ever use.  I was with my original little family. 

There were several houses like that in my dreams,... usually only a few of the rooms are actually used, and many others are never even entered by us, according to my recall of the dreams.

Still the houses seem like they are never really meant to be a real home. Sort of incomplete or empty- rooms with no furniture - maybe carpeted and ready for it but...

... Or rooms with carpeting and furniture but just not suitable to actually "use". Or maybe we just arent planning to stay long.

There are even a few houses with some traps that await my return. I wont be back, though.
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 *                                        ALMOST ,  HORMONE    

