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I RISE

I Rise is the true story of my transformation from an effeminate, conflicted male to a proud, educated transsexual. To the best of my knowledge, it is the first memoir written by a member of the African American transgender community. 

I was the eldest son of a strict Christian family from Jacksonville, North Carolina, and I knew at an early age that I was a different bird born in the wrong body. I was referred to as a sissy-boy. 

At eleven, I fell in love with a handsome fifteen-year-old. I wanted to be his girl and dressed up as a woman for him. He loved it, and I felt like I was in heaven.

My desire to be a woman conflicted with my family’s religious code. Despite my inner turmoil, I did extremely well in school. I graduated high school with honors, and won a scholarship to Wake Forest University. 

In college, I had many flings. The guys liked me to dress up in women’s clothing, but none ever acknowledged our relationship. I was always a dirty little secret.

One night, outside a drag club, a transsexual prostitute told me she worked to pay for her hormones and silicone injections. I learned such a transformation came at an enormous cost, but still, it fascinated me.

DR. MAYA ANGELOU became a Reynolds Professor of American Studies at Wake Forest University. I read her book, The Heart of a Woman. It spoke to me of a battle between the inner and outer self – a battle I fought every day of my life.

After graduation, I held a series of managerial positions and even pledged to Kappa Alpha Psi’s Graduate Chapter. Still, something was missing from my life.

I moved to New York City, where, as a male escort and fitness trainer, I worked on my body and appeared in the November 1995 issue of Playgirl Magazine. I founded the Male Physique Calendar, featuring the hottest male bodybuilders of the time. It was a huge success, but with the millennium just around the corner, I knew my true self had not yet come out. 

I announced to my friends and business partners that I was going to start a male-to-female transformation. The reception was universally cold. I had to pursue my path alone, without friends, family, or a job.

Going out for the first time in broad daylight dressed as a woman was a bold step. Going to 14th Street, to join the transsexuals working the block, was even bolder. I was a college-educated professional working the streets, seeking my identity among what society calls “the lowest form of our American existence.”

I found out all I could about pre-operative and post-operative transsexuals. Though I didn’t know which path was for me, I started a regimen of female hormones, and had electrolysis done to remove my body hair.

Life on 14th Street was hard. For a while, I was homeless. Both cops and drug dealers harassed me. I met a female dominatrix who worked out of her apartment, and started working for her. In my first week as a dominatrix, I made more than a month on the street.

Most of my clients were married white males who were attracted to the female form with male genitalia. All denied they were gay or bisexual. In their eyes, they were straight. 

Over time, I worked with many escorts. I always encouraged them to finish their education. I even got my diploma as a Licensed Practical Nurse. I knew escorting was not the end point for me, nor did it have to be for them. 

A famous men’s underwear model followed me home one day. We became lovers, but soon, he turned possessive and aggressive. I had to call the police to remove him from my apartment. I knew a snake was in the Big Apple, and it was time to leave town.

I moved to Los Angeles, where I forged an alliance with ERIC (24), a handsome escort supporting his acting career. Our clients were rich, famous, or most often both. We invited another escort, CARMEN (21), to join our team. She was a beautiful girl, but had drug and alcohol problems. On the last night of a working trip to Las Vegas, Carmen and I were arrested by some of the same police officers that had been our clients only days before. Our arrest and subsequent treatment were so brutal that afterwards, Carmen permanently fell off the wagon, and my interest in law began.

Back in Los Angeles, I spoke to doctors about Sexual Reassignment Surgery and finally decided the physical risks were too great for me. I was, and would remain, a pre-operative transsexual. I had found the true me.

I realized my years as a dominatrix were coming to an end. I had seen many of my transsexual sisters, overcome by loneliness and unhappiness, turn to drugs and alcohol. Almost none knew their rights, and fewer were educated. But I knew, with my faith and education, I could make a difference for myself and others. In 2008, I entered law school in Los Angeles. One day, I will be a lawyer who proudly defends her transsexual sisters’ rights.

Eric encouraged me to write my memoir. I wrote for every lonely soul hoping to rise. 

