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DARK DESTINY

BY BLIND RUTH

THE CLINIC

Tom Bradley sat in the hut assigned to him on the building site as the chief architect. 

Plans of the new medical clinic he had designed lay before him on his desk. Tom came here two or three times a week to check that all was going well. He had meetings with various contractors, carpenters, electricians, plasters, painters, etc. Today he was more than pleased; things were going well, and he anticipated the one o' clock meeting with Dr. 

Diana Dark for whom the clinic was being built. 

A knock on the hut door interrupted Tom's deep thought. 

“Yes come in.” 

A beautiful clear-skinned woman in her mid thirties entered. Dr. Dark had shoulder-length brunette hair, sparkling green eyes, a small petite nose, lips with pale pink lipstick; otherwise she wore little makeup. The 5'5”, 9 stone 10 pound pretty woman sat on the chair Tom Bradley offered her. Diana Dark wore a black business suit, skirt and jacket. Underneath the jacket was a white button-up blouse. On her legs were black stockings, on her feet, black court shoes. 

“Can I offer you a cup of tea and some biscuits, Dr. Dark, while we discuss matters?” 

“Yes, that would be nice, Mr. Bradley” 

Diana made herself comfortable on the soft cushioned seat. This was Diana Dark's fourth visit since work on her clinic started many months ago. Today, Tom Bradley would be updating her on the progress of the clinic. As they drank the tea and munched biscuits, Diana looked at the photo of Tom Bradley’s wife and family on his desk and commented on how lovely his wife looked. She inquired about the two beautiful children to either side of his wife in the photo. Tom’s pride and joy were his son and daughter. 
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The small talk over, it was now down to business. “Dr. Dark, I have made the changes you requested, here, here and here.” Tom said, pointing out sections of the plans. 

“In a little while, I shall take you 'round the building site. I am happy we are ahead of schedule.” 

“Oh really, Mr Bradley? When would you say I could move in and start work?” Diana asked with interest. 

“Hard to say, Dr. Dark, but not more than a month at most. Come 'round the site and I’ll explain as we go.” 

This was quicker than Dr. Dark had expected, now her life work could start, the work she had specialized in, the work that had never entered her mind till that husband of hers double-crossed her with that woman. Diana, lost in her thoughts, never heard Tom Bradley say that she would need protective clothing to visit the work site. It was only when he repeated it again that Diana snapped out her day dreams. 

“Sorry, Mr. Bradley, I was somewhere else. You were saying I needed protective clothes to visit the work site.” 

“Yes, Dr. Dark, it is the law. You'll need a hard hat, overalls, goggles, safety shoes and protective gloves. There is a changing room over there,” he said, pointing to a door. 

Dr. Diana Dark took the safety clothing and made to the little room. Having changed, Diana departed the room and stood before Tom Bradley, awaiting a tour of her clinic. Tom Bradley, looking at her, thought that the outfit spoiled the pretty woman, but safety laws are safety laws. 

The slim Dr. Dark looked out of place among the bulky workmen on the site. She could not see how this building would be finished in less than a month. 

Tom Bradley would stop every so often and chat with some workmen or other. Then, turning to Dr. Dark, he would explain what they were doing. The noise at times was deaf-ening with drills, hammers, and chisel all in use. On reaching a quiet spot, Tom Bradley beckoned Dr. Dark towards him and opened a door. There was a much more peaceful place inside

“Sorry for all the noise, Dr. Dark, but you cannot expect anything else on a building site. You probably thought because of the mess, this clinic will not be ready in a month. 

Having talked with the many contractors, I can assure you it will. The surgery which we now stand in is finished, as is the pharmacy. 

He opened a side door. “Your house is completed. The ground floor with the private rooms for patients is ready. There's only the second floor with operation theater still to complete.” 

“Could I move in, say next week, Mr. Bradley?” 

“Sure, Dr. Dark, if you can put up with the noise, although here in the surgery and your quarters, the sound is not so bad.” 

“Good, then I can start interviews for staff for the clinic, here in the surgery, next week.” Dr. Dark had already put advertisements in the local news papers, telling whose who replied she would inform them when the time was right to come in for a interview. 
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Tom Bradley gave Diana a tour of the surgery, then the live-in quarters, with its en-suite bedroom for herself and her daughter, a living room, kitchen and combined library and study. Everything was in peaceful restful colors just as she wanted. 

The place Diana Dark most wanted to see was the operation theater, the place where the bulk of her work would be done. It was a labor of love turning men into women. Some were going to like it, others would be women anyway. The pre-op room had a built-in screen on the ceiling; when operations took place it would be switched on. It would display a peaceful scene, like wind blowing over swaying corn fields, or gentle waves on the sea. At the same time, peaceful music would play from concealed speakers The patient would be fast asleep; on awaking, their male parts would be gone, replaced by female breasts and vagina. Dr. Dark looked forward to that. To date she had only done one operation, a very important operation, more about which we will learn later. 

Tom then took her outside to view the landscaping. There were large lawns, a rock garden with shrubs and bushes all surrounded by fir, pine, and cedar trees which concealed the gender clinic from the outside world. This two-floor clinic was everything Dr. Diana Dark longed for. She could now make arrangements to transfer everything from her town house to the clinic in the country. 

Diana Dark's Marriage

Dr. Dark's marriage had started off well. She had fallen head over heels in love with Paul Bright, 

he being one of the top designing engineers in the company he worked for. They met at a company dance to which she had gone with one of her girlfriends. Her friend Amy’s father was also a design engineer with the company. Diana was young and just out of university, starting her own practice as a G P. Paul swept her off her feet; inside a year they married. Her practice as a doctor flourished. Paul Bright moved up the ladder in his company. After a year of marriage, Diana became pregnant, which resulted in a baby boy. 

They decided to call him Reginald after Amy’s father in memory of their first meeting. 

Diana was back at work a week after birth. She took the baby to work with her to keep a close eye on her son. Everybody at the surgery made a fuss over Reginald and many toys given to him. 

Ten years into the marriage Paul found himself having to more and more go out of town on company business, leaving Diana for days at a time. Paul Bright had a eye for the women. When he met Diana, he kept it under control, but now that he was away from her, there was no restraint. Meeting many pretty women in the high class hotels where he stayed on his travels, he wined, dined, and bedded them. 

Paul tried to keep things quiet, however someone saw him with one of his road con-quests. Word went back to Amy's father, Reginald and he told Amy. Amy felt it was her duty to inform Diana. Amy anticipated that Diana simply would not believe her and she was correct. Amy said no more, but felt deeply sorry for Diana; she believed her father. 
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A seed of doubt had been sown in Diana's mind. She now kept close attention whenever he said he had a out-of-town meeting and would be away for a few days. When Paul came back from those trips, Diana, before putting his clothes in the washing machine, would smell his shirts. She felt guilty about this; there seemed to be nothing to find. 

She was on the verge of giving up, then one time she detected a hint of perfume. It was not hers, it was a very expensive perfume. Maybe Amy had been right about Paul. A plan came into her head, but she still felt guilty spying on her husband. Paul made regular visits to Blackstone town at least once a month, for a overnight stay. It was on returning from one of those trips that Diana smelled the expensive perfume. 

She had to get things clear in her mind one way or the other. Diana hired a private detective agency. 

Ben Brooks, Private Eye

Diana knocked at the door of the fourth floor office. The sign on the door said Ben Brooks, Private Detective. A gruff-sounding voice came from the other side of the door. 

“Come in.” 

On entering the one-room office, Diana saw a tall, rough-looking man sitting with his feet on a beat-up desk. A old typewriter sat next to some notepads scattered on the desk with Biro pens on top of the pads. The office needed a touch of paint, well, more than one touch. 

“Yes lady, what do you want?” Ben gruffly said. The tone of his voice almost frightened Diana, and she wondered if she had made a mistake coming here. 

“I understand you are a private detective, Mr. Brooks.” 

“That's what it says on the door, lady.” Ben eyed this broad. She was a nice bit of ass. 

No time for that, this looked like business. 

“Want a cup of coffee, lady?” 

Diana looked at the half washed cups and decided no. “No thanks, Mr. Brooks. I better tell you what I am here for.” 

“Unfaithful husband.” 

“But how did you know, Mr Brooks?” 

“Call me Ben. You have the unfaithful husband look before. I’ve been around. Now, do you want to give me the details?” 

Ben Brooks was not worried about the money for the job. This dame was loaded, he was certain. 

“By the way, how did you learn about my about my agency?” 

“I saw your ad in a magazine.” 

Ben grunted in response. 

“I’m Dr Diana Dark, Ben. I’ll tell you all I know and you can advise me where we go from there.” Diana proceeded to tell Ben Brooks everything she suspected about her husband. 
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“I see. You say he goes once a month or more to Blackstone town? I'll take it from there. 

I will report to you as soon as I know anything. I’ll need some money for expenses, then my fee, but that can wait till the job is finished.” 

“Whatever you say, Ben. Money is no object. I hope you find that it's just jealousy by me.” 

“Well, we will see. Wives usually have a good instinct about these things. Prepare yourself for the worst. Do you have a photo of Paul?” 

Diana had expected this; she opened her handbag and handed a photo of Paul to Ben Brooks. Ben studied it for a minute, then put it in his inside jacket pocket. 

“Leave it all to me, Dr. Dark. It could be some months before you hear from me. Don’t worry, I haven’t ran away with your money. Whatever else I may be, I’m straight.” 

In spite of Ben Brooks' rough exterior, and gruff manner, Diana trusted him. Ben Brooks held out his large spade like hands to seal the deal. The small hand of Diana was completely enveloped by Ben’s in a almost vice-like grip. 

Diana left Ben Brooks' office hoping against hope that no incriminating evidence would be found against Paul. Ben’s watched her leaved, then thought how stupid that husband of hers must be if he was two-timing her. With a body like this dame had, he certainly must have a screw loose. 

Ben had a job to do. Ben Brooks had been a cop, and a damn good one. Ben never played by the book, he took short cuts and got results. His superiors did not like that, but they could not argue when criminals they had been trying to put behind bars for years were nailed by the unorthodox Ben Brooks. 

Because of the way he worked, Ben felt promotions were held back from him. So in desperation, he threw in the towel, and branched out on his own. That was all water under the bridge now, though. Now Ben Brooks was a private dick, one with a job to do. 

Ben Brooks couldn't do much till Dr Dark phoned him to say when her husband’s next trip to Blackstone town would be. He could start to check up on Paul Bright, though. One day Ben drove over to Paul’s workplace before Paul arrived. In the parking lot, Ben waited patently in his car for Paul to turn up. From Diana Dark, Ben knew the type of car Paul would come in: a silver Chrysler Crossfire Coupe 3.2, an expensive little number. There were not many of that car about. Ben spotted it right away and kept his eye on Paul. Then he “accidentally” bumped into him in the parking lot. 

“Sorry sir, are you alright?” 

Paul said he was, and walked on. Ben Brooks quickly made back to his car. The leather wallet he had taken out of Paul’s back pocket in the “accident” was quickly thumbed through. There were a few business cards, some dollar bills. Then there it was, what he was looking for, a Blackstone phone number written in a woman’s hand, scribbled on lilac notepaper. Ben took down the number; it was just what he was looking for. He replaced the notepaper back in the wallet. 

Going to the reception desk of the company where Paul Bright worked, Ben asked the pretty young girl, “Does a Mr. Paul Bright work here?” 
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“Why yes. I’m afraid you’ll have to make an appointment to see him” 

“Oh I think he will see me, I’m holding his wallet,” Ben said, showing the wallet. 

“Oh,” the pretty receptionist said. She lifted her phone and relayed the information. 

Paul Bright soon appeared at the reception. 

“Mr. Bright, you dropped this. I’m sorry, I had to look at it to see whose it was.” 

“Well, that is nice of you, Mr...” 

“Brooks is the name, Mr. Bright. Well, I’ll see you some other time. Bye.” 

Paul Bright checked his wallet after Ben had gone. It's nice to meet honest people, he thought. 

Ben Brooks now knew the sound of Paul Bright's voice. That was important. He also had a phone number which could be useful. The next time Paul Bright might see him could be in a messy court case. 

Ben Brooks was back in his office. It was worth a try to phone the number and see what would happen. The phone rang. A female voice answered. 

“Mrs. Ella Donnelly's residence. Who is calling?” 

“I wonder if I could speak to Mrs. Donnelly?” 

“I’m sorry Ella is chairing a women’s guild meeting this afternoon. She should be home in a hour or so. This is her personal secretary. Can I take a message?” 

Ben Brooks hung up. A personal secretary? Chairing the women's guild? Whoever Ella Donnelly was, she mingled in high society. A trip to the local library was in order. 

In the library's reading room, Ben perused through the Blackstone town area phone di-rectory. There were plenty of Donnelly’s but none with the number he was looking for. If he found the number, the address would be with it. Ben’s next stop was the local newspaper's archives. 

The elderly lady at the archive reception ushered him to the reading room and left. After a while she came back, wheeling a trolley loaded with copies of the Blackstone Recorder. 

“There, see you sometime next year,” the elderly woman laughed and departed. Ben Brooks did not know where to start so he would have to take an educated guess. 

Ben scanned columns and features like women guild meetings. Ben glanced at his watch. It was near closing time; he would have to leave and come back tomorrow. Going back to the reception desk, he informed the elderly lady he would have to abandon his studies till next day. 

“That’s okay, sir. Just leave the papers, I’ll put them aside for you,” the helpful woman said. 

Ben informed her that he would be doing an book on the local gentry. Sometimes it was helpful if you brought people like this woman into your confidence. No telling what help she might be to him. 
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Early the next morning, the woman at the reception desk said she had put the trolley with the newspapers at a desk for him. She also informed Ben about Blackstone. 

“Do you know that Blackstone town is one of the most wealthy communities in this country?” 

The elderly woman was not finished. “And do you know the owner of the biggest steel works in the country, Andrew Donnelly, lives there?” 

Ben's ears picked up. “Does he?” Everyone had heard of Donnelly Steel Works. 

The elderly woman interrupted Ben. “I should have said  did  live there.” 

“Why?” Ben asked. 

“Because he is dead for some years, although I think his wife is alive.” 

“You wouldn’t know her name by any chance?” 

The woman shook her head. Still, there must be some reference to Andrew Donnelly in the obituary column of the Blackstone Recorder. Ben went back to copies of the Blackstone Recorder from 15 years ago and worked his way forward methodically. Then he hit it. Andrew Donnelly died five years ago. He had gotten a very long obituary, as one would expect for such a distinguished person. 

Then there it was, near the end. “He is survived by his loving wife Ella.” There was no mention of any family. There was a picture of Andrew Donnelly, but none of Ella Donnelly. Andrew Donnelly had died in his late fifties; Ella Donnelly must be roughly that age. 

This Ella Donnelly, being such a distinguished person, must have a photo somewhere in the paper. 

He struck gold with an article. 

Last week the Blackstone Ladies Guild elected Mrs Ella Donnelly president of the local guild. 

Ella Donnelly appears to be back in circulation three years after the death of her late husband Andrew. Mrs Donnelly has plans for the guild and the good work they do. Mrs. 

Donnelly sits on the board of Donnelly Steel. Ella Donnelly says she will begin to take a more active part at the board meetings of Donnelly Steel, and in the local community. We watch with interest. 

The picture showed a big boned woman, in a flowery summer dress in a red rose pattern, with a big white floppy hat on her head. 

There was no mention of any address for this Ella Donnelly. No matter, Ben was now armed with all the information he thought he would need. 

Next, Ben phoned Dr. Diana Dark and asked what hotel Paul stayed at when he went to Blackstone. La Scala, she replied. 

A few days later Ben arrived at the hotel in a black business suit, very different from the jeans he usually wore. He checked in and made it known he was a salesman. He was there to see the layout of the rooms, and he made discreet inquiries about Ella Donnelly. 
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He found out that Ella stayed a mile or two outside of Blackstone in a country manor house, with tight security. There were security guards and video cameras everywhere and electronic gates at the entrance. If Paul Bright and this woman had any sort of liaison, he hoped it would not be there. They seemed a improbable pair to be lovers, but he had seen many bizarre couplings since starting divorce word. 

The bugging of the hotel would present him with no problem, but this manor house would be a lot of trouble. Hopefully they would do nothing there. His preparation done, it was matter of waiting till Diana Dark phoned and said Paul would be going to Blackstone on business. 

***

The phone call came a week after Ben had done his reconnaissance. Ben booked in the day before Paul Bright. When Paul arrived the next day, Ben was in the bar, sitting at a table with a beer, watching him and keeping a eye on the reception desk. Paul Bright booked in, the bell boy took his luggage to the elevator. As Paul departed with the bell boy, Ben strolled over to the reception. 

“Excuse me, Miss, was that Paul Bright that checked in?” 

“Yes sir,” the pretty receptionist replied

“I thought so, long time since I last saw Paul. Could you give me his room number, please?” 

“Sure. I’ll ring him and let him know you're here, Mr. Brooks,” the receptionist said. 

Having a good memory for guests' names and faces was part of her job. 

“Oh, don’t bother about that. I’ll surprise him. Fancy meeting old Paul again.” 

It worked. Ben Brooks was now in possession of Paul’s room number: 272. Ben figured Paul would be going out soon, to whatever customers he had to see, and he was right. Going back to his own room, Ben picked out what he would need, put it in a bag, then walked down a floor along the thick pile carpets to Paul’s room. A master key from the bag soon opened the door. 

Ben acted quickly; unscrewing the ear piece from the telephone, he placed a bug inside. 

Then he hid very small video cameras in the bedroom area and the large lounge area. 

Ben was happy as he left. In his own room he set up the rest of his equipment. A monitor screen received, excellent audio and video. 

As Ben waited for something to happen, pictures flashed through his mind, erotic but laughable. Images of Paul Bright and Mrs Ella Donnelly in sexual congress. Imagine Paul Bright and a high society matron! Ben roared in laughter. Maybe it was that personal secretary of Ella Donnelly's, she sounded younger. 

A sound through the headphones interrupted Ben’s thoughts. A quick glance at the screen and Ben saw that Paul had entered the room. Lifting the phone, Paul dialed out a number. The phone at the other end immediately lifted. 

“Ella darling, Paul here. The usual arrangements? The usual place?” 
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“Yes of course. It's been so long, hurry.” The phone hung up. 

Ben Brooks had to get out of his room fast; Paul Bright was about to depart from the hotel. Ben got the elevator to the reception area in time to see Paul go out the front door. 

Ben made for the hotel parking lot. He saw Paul’s silver colored Chrysler Crossfire depart. 

Ben jumped rapidly into his own car to follow. Ben Brooks cursed. The two lovers were not having their liaison in the hotel, they were probably too smart for that. If it was in Ella Donnelly’s house, he was beat; there was no way he could get past that security. 

Paul Bright had now gone past the town limits in the opposite direction from Ella Donnelly’s manor house. This was not what Ben had expected. He followed the car for twenty miles off the beaten track, and onto country roads. In the distance, woods loomed. Paul slowed down and stopped. Ben Brooks pulled into a side road. Opening the glove com-partment in his car, Ben took out a pair of binoculars and focused on Paul, who was now walking into the woods. 

A woman came to meet him; they embraced each other. Ben got out of his car fast and opened the car trunk. Putting the back pack which contained his sound equipment over his shoulder, camcorder in hand, he started to run. He was afraid he would lose the couple. 

Ben Brooks, a fit man, made the distance in no time, even with the weight of his backpack. As he passed Paul’s car, he saw a Bentley parked a little further in, concealed by the leafy branches of the many trees and bushes around it. 

Ben took the mic out his back pack and slowly turned it through a 180 degree arc. Then he hit it, speech coming from the left. He began slowly walking in that direction, watching his step so as not to make a noise, the stick mic pointing all the time in that direction. Then through the trees, a hundred yards in front of him, the loving couple was kissing and cud-dling. 

Ben found a bush which hid him completely and took the back pact off his shoulders. 

The mic was picking up their conversation clearly. The camcorder was capturing all the il-licit action perfectly. 

“It's been so long, Paul my darling. I counted every minute, till you came back. Make love to me as only you can.” 

I’ve missed you, Ella. You mean so much to me. These few precious moments we spend together are everything to me, beloved.” 

“These stolen seconds, what would become of us if the world found out?” 

“Ruin for both of us, but let us not think of such things. Let's think about the present and our love for each other.” 

The lovers fell into deep kissing again. As far as Ben Brooks was concerned, the action was good, but that was not enough for a divorce case, not with no actual sex so far. A smart lawyer could concoct a story that could get Ella Donnelly off the hook. 

To Ben, Paul Bright definitely had a screw loose. Ella Donnelly was no beauty. In fact she was a fat old lady. It could be she was using Paul as a toy boy. Perhaps Paul was using her; after all, Ella Donnelly had connections in high places, connections Paul could use ef-fectively. That was none of Ben’s business, though. He was being paid to do a job. 
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Heavy breathing was now coming through the headphones. 

“Do it now, Paul.” 

That's more like it, Ben ruminated. Ben Brooks was about to witness a most amazing scene played out before his very eyes. 

“Do it the way I like it, Paul,” Ella Donnelly said, rising from the grassy patch where both lovers had lay. Walking over to a tall tree, she put her arms around it, her legs wide apart, her back facing Paul. He now ascended from the ground. Walking towards Ella, he took the hem of her flowery summery rose-patterned dress and lifted it up, exposing her naked derrière Ella had no panties or stockings on. Paul caressed the naked backside, gently stroking it. Ben watched fascinated as her fat flesh wobbled from Paul's touch to sighs from Ella. 

“Do it now, I want it Paul.” 

Paul Bright unbuckled his trousers and they fell to his ankles; he had an erection. How could any man have a hard on for a woman like Ella Donnelly? But Ben concentrated on the task in hand, turning the telephoto lens to focus for a close-up shot. 

Standing up, Paul now entered Ella from the back to more sighs from her

“Oh Paul, keep on doing it. You're the best,” Ella said as he took his erection out and plunged into her again. 

These shots were good, but Ben knew he had to have face shots. Putting the backpack on once more, he silently creeped around in a semi circle. He was now face on to the sex act. This would be crucial for any divorce case. Even though Ben was over a hundred yards away, the close-ups were clear and to the point. The two lovers had no idea they were being recorded. Ben had nothing more to do but sit and enjoy the erotic scene being played out in front of him. 

Their sexual engagement lasted fifteen minutes, Paul pumping and pumping into Ella. 

Ben timed it. He kept a record of such minutia; sometimes a court asked questions like that. Who would have thought that old woman had it in her? She looked as though she could go for more. Paul didn’t. 

Ben Brooks had all the evidence he needed. He went back to the hotel and debugged Paul Bright's room, then checked out. He was sorry for Dr. Diana Dark but life's like that sometimes. 

***

Ben Brooks had now prepared a full dossier on the affair, complete with a full write-up on Mrs. Ella Donnelly, who and what she was. With everything in place, it was time to give Dr Diana Dark a phone call. 

Dr. Dark sat in Ben Brooks office, listening to Ben. 

“I’m sorry I have to do this, Dr. Dark. Prepare yourself for the worst. I’m afraid your husband  is  having an affair with another woman. I have here the proof. Do you want to see the pictures?” 
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Diana Dark hesitated for a minute or two, trying to make up her mind; she still could not believe this was true. She had to know. 

“Yes, Mr. Brooks. Show me the video.” 

Dr. Dark sat, stunned, shocked, as the erotic images emerged on the screen. When it was all over, Diana Dark sat still in her seat, not saying a word. 

Ben Brooks looked at her. “Are you alright, Dr Dark?” 

Then it came out her mouth in fury. “The bastard, the bastard! How could he do that to me? I loved him, I loved him.” 

Diana broke into tears. It was a reaction Ben Brooks had seen many times before. This was not a time to discuss fees, court or ask what Diana Dark would now do. 

“Do you want to go home now, Dr Dark?” She nodded her head and departed. 

“Poor kid,” Ben thought after Diana Dark departed; she certainly didn’t deserve this. 

Although Ben Brooks was a hard nosed detective, he did feel compassion for Diana Dark. 

DR. DIANA DARK'S CRUSADE BEGINS

Dr. Diana Dark excused herself from her surgery for a few days, passing her patients on to other doctors. She had much to think about. As far as her husband was concerned, she said little to him. She told him she was not feeling well. He brought her little presents, but that did nothing to help her snap out of the mood she was in. 

Every day she would look at the video; this would infuriate her. How could a man do that to a faithful wife? Diana Dark was a virgin when she married Paul, had never been unfaithful in any way to Paul. If it was sex Paul wanted, she would have done any sex act he wanted, Diana was up for anything, but only with Paul. 

There were other women, good women like herself who had suffered something similar. How had they reacted? Men did not know what it was like to be a woman. Then it came to Diana in a blinding flash. What if these men  became  women? Then they would know what it was like for their wives. 

Dr. Dark sat in her study, calm and collected. She had a crusade to start, for all the women like herself. It would be a crusade for all women wronged by a man. If a male was treating a wife or sweetheart right, they would have nothing to fear from Dr Dark. Those who did not should beware, however. 

The first thing Diana had to do was to learn all about sex change operations. Now her dream was to set up her own gender change clinic. But that required money and lots of it. 

Where could she get that? 

There was one place and one place only: from Ella Donnelly, at first she didn’t like the idea. She had taken Diana's happiness away; there was going to be a messy divorce case. 

Mrs. Ella Donnelly was going to pay through the nose. The money was not for Diana, but for the marvelous new sex change clinic that she would build. 

There were plenty of men who wanted to be women, and those operations would be done. But the men who had wronged a woman in some way would also be changed into Page - 13
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women. How Diana Dark would get them into that clinic, she did not know at first, but by hook or crook, women they would become! 

***

Ten days passed and Diana once more sat in Ben Brooks office. “I’m sorry Mr. Brooks, the last time we met, I was in such an emotional state, I left without paying you. How much do I owe you?” Diana pulled a checkbook out of her handbag. 

“Oh that's alright, Dr. Dark. I knew I was safe with you.” He then named his fee. 

Ben studied Diana intently, this was not the same Dana Dark who came to him origi-nally. That Diana Dark was frightened woman that her fears were founded. This Diana Dark was a strong-willed, determined woman, who would stop at nothing to get her way. 

This frightened Ben. He had seem that look before. A woman scorned can be merciless, vicious even. 

“Mr. Brooks, I have decided to initiate divorce proceedings against my husband. Could you advise me of a good lawyer. I suspect you know one.” 

Ben knew plenty who handled this type of case. 

“Yes of course, Dr. Dark, but it will take a lot of money. You can Ella Donnelly to put up a fight. With her money, she probably can hire better lawyers than you.” 

“I don’t care. I’ll fight to the end. I’ll drag this Ella Donnelly and my husband through the mud if need be.” 

“Yes, I understand. The video should be an asset. I’ll put you in touch with a lawyer who has had good results.” 

“One other thing, Mr. Brooks. I’m sure you can advise me on security guards.” 

“Of course, Dr. Dark, but why would you want them?” 

“Because I’m throwing my husband out of the house, the bastard.” 

“I see. Does he know?” 

“Not yet but he soon will. After that, I’ll change all the locks on the doors.” 

Ben Brooks said no more as Diana departed. It was none of his business what his cli-ents did after he supplied the information. 

***

Everything was now set up for Diana to drop the bombshell. She had prepared a good meal that night, Paul’s favorite foods. After dinner, she asked him if he had enjoyed the meal. He answered yes. 

“Good, Paul, for its the last one you will receive in this house.” 

“What do you mean, Diana?” 
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“Just this.” Diana produced a photo from her handbag showing Paul and Ella in sexual union. Paul did not know what to say. 

“You can leave right now. I’m sure your lady love can put you up. The next time I’ll see you and your lady love will be in court.” 

Going into her handbag, she took out a whistle and blew. Two muscle-bound security guards appeared. 

“This man annoying you, Doctor?” 

“Yes. Remove my husband from these premises.” 

They dragged a protesting Paul Bright out of the house, Diana was not listening to him. 

She was very happy without this man. 

Her son Reginald was ten years old. He had been sent to Diana’s parents for the night. 

Diana had told her parents of all that had happened between her husband and Ella Donnelly. They were shocked and were supportive of Diana. Her son must be shielded from that evil man. 

On returning home, Reginald was told that his father had gone abroad. 

He was glad. Reginald had always felt there was something different about him. He never mixed in the games the other boys played. Reginald was an emotional and sensitive boy and had never really came to terms of being of the male sex. You could say he was ef-feminate, which made Reginald popular with the girls at school. Word got round that Reginald was a sissy, which hurt him, even more so when his father started to call him that. 

“Be a man like me,” Paul would say, “snap out of these silly games you play with the girls.” 

Diana consoled her son as much as possible; she could see there was a deeper reason for his unhappiness, but what? At the present, Diana had many things on her mind. Her son mattered, however; she had to solve his problem for his happiness. 

***

Ben Brooks introduced Diana to a firm of lawyers who would handle her case. Notice had been served to Mrs Ella Donnelly, who was severely shocked that she had been found out. She contacted her lawyers, who suggested she make a out-of-court settlement, particularly if she did not want her name in the papers. Ella decided that was for the best. 

And so it was that Diana received a phone call to come to her lawyers office. On arriv-ing, she was handed a letter with the offer from Ella Donnelly's lawyers. 

“I would advise you to take it, Dr. Dark. The offer is even more than I would have expected,” Mr. Reid, the senior partner in the firm, said. 

“How rich is Mrs Donnelly, Mr Reid?” 

“Well, Mrs Donnelly was left a fortune by Andrew Donnelly. Everyone knows that. 

Must run into millions and millions. Why?” 
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“What she is offering is peanuts, hush money. I won’t be bought off. I want to drag this old bitch through the courts. This so-called pillar of society, I want to ruin her for life. I’m the wronged one. As for my husband, I couldn’t care less what happens to him. I want to bleed her of as much money as I can.” 

Mr. Reid looked up at Diana. Ben Brooks had been right. Dr Diana Dark wanted blood and did not care who got in the way. 

“Very well, Dr. Dark. I shall act on your behalf as you have instructed.” 

***

The first time Diana Dark observed Ella Donnelly was at court when divorce proceedings started. She was everything the video had shown: a small, obese, oversexed woman. 

The judge ordered a private screening of the video for the jury. 

It was then that Diana had a private talk with Ben Brooks in his office. 

“Mr. Brooks, is it possible to release copies of the video to the public?” 

“After the court case, any copies of the video will be destroyed. That is why the judge is showing it in private to the jury.” 

“It also means the public will not see Ella Donnelly and my husband in the flesh. Could a little  accident  happen and the general public somehow gets to see it?” 

Ben thought for a minute. This dame was devious. “Yes, I suppose a accident could be arranged.” 

“Good. You understand I know nothing about it. There could be some compensation sent anonymously to you.” 

Ben Brooks understood very well; he could fix it for Diana Dark. 

The next day, Ben Brooks reported to the police that his car had been broken into. The only item missing was his video for the court case. Funny, who would want a copy of that? 

Dr. Dark's lawyers had a copy so all was well. 

In court, Ella Donnelly was severely flustered by the embarrassing questions being asked, intimate questions. 

Diana Dark was more than happy to see her squirm and wriggle when trying to answer. To Diana, the longer this case dragged on, the better. Ben Brooks was right, it was messy. Diana wanted to squeeze as much money out of Ella Donnelly as possible so that her work could begin, at the same time leaving Ella Donnelly repetition in tatters. 

Taking Ben aside, Diana innocently asked if he knew what had become of the stolen video. 

“Don’t rightly know, Dr. Dark, however I hear there now copies for sale at a price on the black market.” 

“Oh, are there really? Poor Mrs. Donnelly!” Diana Dark said trying her best not to giggle. Revenge was sweet. 
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Copies of the stolen video were indeed being bought on the black market. Because of the notoriety of the case, some husbands of the women on the Blackstone Ladies Guild committee secretly purchased a copy. Like a porn video, it was passed around. One of the wives wondered what her husband was trying to hide from her. One day when he was at work, she searched their bedroom and found the video at the back of the bottom drawer of the tall boy. 

Quickly, she put it in the VCR and watched with astonishment. Oh, the girls  must  see this. 

Catharine Rankin invited the ladies of Blackstone Ladies Guido along to a  special  coffee morning. “What's special about your coffee morning, Catharine?” Agatha asked. 

“You’ll see,” Catharine replied . 

The elderly matrons sat with tomato, cheese and cucumber sandwiches in hand, sipping cups of coffee. 

“Ladies,” said Catharine, “I’ve got something here, a little different from our usual coffee mornings. I want you all to sit back and enjoy a film. We are all broad-minded, aren’t we, ladies?” Everyone nodded. “You may recognize the star of the film.” 

The video started with shots of a car nearing a wood; no one could see who was in the car. Then the car stopped, the man getting out met a woman and they embraced. No one could make out any faces. Then all of a sudden a clearing in the woods appeared and there was no doubt about the woman. The explicit sex scenes between Ella and Paul now followed, close-ups in magnificent Technicolor. 

One woman exclaimed “Oh, it's Ella!” Many of the women pretended not to look, with hands over their eyes. They were, however, sneaking a look through their fingers. 

When it was over, one of the women asked Catharine where she had obtained this video. Catharine told where she had got it. 

“But do not think my husband is the only one who will have seen it by now.” 

Someone joked that Ella Donnelly was now a porn star, to well-mannered giggles. 

Then another woman made the suggestion that Ella Donnelly be stripped of her office as president and booted out the Blackstone Ladies Guild. This vote was unanimous, because of the disgrace that she had brought to the guild. 

Of course the club's proceedings leaked out to Diana Dark, who fell about laughing. 

Mrs Ella Donnelly was now being called a porn star. This pillar of society deserved all that was coming to her. 

The court case was nearing an end. Her lawyers assured her all was going well and that she could expect a larger payment than they had expected. The video was their ace and Ella Donnelly own lawyers were privately admitting defeat. 

The one thing that did worry Diana was her son Reginald. At the start of the divorce case, he had been told his father was abroad. With the sensational stories in the newspapers and on the evening newscast on television, it was hard for him not to see what was going on. 
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Diana took Reginald aside one day to explain what was happening. At the end of the case, custody of Reginald would have to be discussed. 

Reginald ran over to Diana. “I want to stay with you, Mother.” He began to cry, his father had never shown any kindness to him. Diana held him. 

“There there, don’t cry. I’m sure all will turn out right.” 

In the course of the case, certain facts came out. Paul Bright had met Ella Donnelly not at Blackstone, but at Donnelly Steel, situated in a large industrial area nowhere near Blackstone. Paul had been there several times in his capacity of a designing engineer, new mod-ern equipment being fitted at the steel plant. Paul's company was very much involved in this project. Such costly and extensive work needed approval by the board of directors, one member of which was Ella Donnelly. That was where the two of them first met. 

Paul's “meetings” at Blackstone had nothing to do with sales, because Paul’s company had no customer’s there. Being high up the ladder in the company, no one questioned Paul when he went away. Diana remembered the many times he had said he was going to Blackstone on business. It seemed that Paul was not even using Ella Donnelly for her contacts. He was actually in love with this fat slob of a woman. 

Ben Brooks scratched his head in wonderment at the facts of this case. Its sure was a funny old world he thought. 

The settlement from Ella Donnelly ran into millions and millions, more than enough for Diana to set up her gender change clinic. At the finish of the case, she spoke to Paul. 

“I’ll get even with you sooner or later. It may take years and years, but I’ll get you,”Diana hissed in anger, her face red with fury. 

Paul was alarmed. What could Diana mean? Only time would tell. As far as custody of Reginald was concerned, there was no question that he would be brought up by Diana. 

Ella Donnelly's fortune being vast, the millions awarded to Diana were a drop in the bucket; she had plenty more. What worried her was the repetition she now had. People she considered good friends now avoided her like the plague. That hurt her more than the money she had to pay out. SON BECOMES DAUGHTER

The court case now behind her, Diana could get down to what she considered the mission of her life: taking men who had wronged their wives, sweethearts, or mothers, and turning them into females. 

To that end she studied gender reassignment under the tutelage of the best surgeons in the land. It took years, but time did not matter to Diana. She wanted to be perfect; the men she would turn into women, would be perfect specimens. 

Diana bonded more and more with her son Reginald; he was a boy with soft features, and could not quite come to terms with being male. Diana found out that girls at school liked being in his company because they felt he was no threat to them, unlike other boys who may have sexual designs on them. 

They regarded Reginald as one of themselves, and he in turn liked being in their company. Reginald sometimes would bring a girl home, and they would play together. Diana Page - 18
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would find them discussing

cooking, clothes patterns, sew-

ing and knitting. She even

overheard one girl showing

Reginald how to make a dress

from patterns. 

“You really like wearing

some of our dresses, don’t you, 

Reggie? Babs said you tried on

one of hers the other day, and

you liked it.” 

“Yes, but don’t let my

mother know, please?” 

“Of course not, silly, it's a

secret between us girls. But

this special dress, you must

wear every time we are to-

gether.” 

A shy “Yes” came from

Reggie. 

“Reggie, Babs is having a

party next Saturday, its a girl

thing. You will come.” 

“But I’m not a girl so I can’t

come.” 

“Oh Reggie, let me finish. 

You're not a girl, but for the

party you will be.” 

“How?” 

“I’ll get all the girls to give

you clothes, then we will make

your face up and you’ll be that

 special  girl for the night. Now

what do you say?” 

For a moment there was no reply. “Would you really do that for me? I’ve never had makeup on before.” 

“Sure, you will look a lot prettier than some of the girls that will be there. Oh, just one thing. We can’t go around calling you Reggie, it wouldn’t go with the clothes you will be wearing. How about Reganne? From now on, when you're in girls clothes, we will call you Reganne.” 
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After a pause the girl added, “I‘m beginning to feel a little excited myself to see the makeup on you, I just know you‘ll make a pretty girl. Then you‘ll know how wonderful it is to be a girl” she said with a sigh. 

Diana quickly made to the living room, hearing the couple about to come out. She asked quite innocently as the couple came into the living room, “You two enjoying yourself?” 

“Yes, Mother. Is it alright if I go to Babs' party on Saturday?” 

“Sure Reggie, no problem. Your girlfriend going with you?” she asked, pointing at Annette. Reggie was a little bit embarrassed. Annette was his girlfriend, but not the way his mother had indicated. 

Annette quickly jumped in, seeing Reggie’s dilemma. “Oh yes, Dr Dark. Reggie is taking me there,” she said, holding his hand. 

“Oh good. Well, you two have a good time.” Diana was glad to see her son so relaxed after all the strain his father put on him. As long as her son was happy, then Diana was happy. That was all that mattered in this world. 

***

Saturday soon came around. Reggie was smuggled into Babs' house, then taken to her room. The girls had brought various items of girls clothing. The dress Reganne was to wear was the one she had helped make with the girls, and beautiful it was. But before she could put that on, she was supplied with a garter belt, glossy, barely black nylon stockings, a pair of black silky panties and a black bra. 

“Go and slip them on, Reganne. We won’t look, honest.” 

Reganne, alone in the room, stripped off his male clothes, and proceeded to pull the garter belt round his waist. Taking the brand new stockings out their sealed package, 

“she” proceeded to roll them up his legs, as the girls had told him. This was all new and delightful to Reggie, as the stockings embraced his legs. Then Reganne attached three garter tabs to each stocking; wonderful feelings surged through his body as he stood up to step into the panties. Black silky panties; God, how fantastic it was to wear lingerie. Reginald had worn a dress before, but never lingerie. The panties caressed his rear end. 

The bra was next. Reganne could not figure just how the girls clipped these things at the back. So she tried it the easy way: clipping it in front, twisting it round to the back, then slipping his arms through the shoulder straps. Of course the bra was as flat as a pan-cake at the front; that would soon be taken care of however. The girls came back in the room. 

Amber produced a pair of falsies and proceeded to slip them in the bra cups. 

“There a bit on the large size, Amber. Where you get them from?” 

“My big sister's room. I sneaked them out, she does not know.” 

“Ah,  that’s  why she gets so many dates!” another girl said to giggles from the others. 

“Now put this black lacy petticoat on.” 
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Reganne did, letting it slither down his body. 

“Now step into this.” 

As Reganne stepped into it, the girls were busy adjusting the dress, and zipping up the back. 

“Doesn’t she look lovely?” 

“Yes, but not as beautiful as she is going to be. Babs, you do the hair and Amber and I will attend to the makeup,” Annette said, pushing Reganne into the cushioned seat before Babs vanity. Reganne felt excited with all the girls fussing over him. 

Annette and Amber set to work on her/his face. Babs took her brush and comb set off the vanity and started to comb out Reganne’s hair. Annette worked some facial lotions into the face. Her soft hands sent goose bumps over Reganne’s body. What a wonderful feeling it was being a girl, and the way the girls were spoiling Reganne. 

While all this was going on, Babs was brushing out her hair, and styling it into a page-boy bob style. 

“Hey that's good, Babs. How do you think false eyelashes will go with that hair style?” 

One of the other girls fished around her handbag. “Here,” she said, holding up a necklace, a bangle, and a pair of clip-on earrings. 

“Lovely, Lori, they will do.” 

Quickly, a golden bangle was put on Reganne’s left arm, pearl necklace was placed

'round her neck and matching pearl earrings were clipped on. 

“Have a sniff,” Annette said, spraying some heavenly-smelling perfume on Reganne. 

“Well, what do you think, girls?” Babs asked to ooh's and ah's from the assembled girls. 

“She is a little cutie. You know she could have fooled me. What you say we five keep this a secret between us and see if anyone recognizes her as a male?” 

“Yeah, that's a good idea,” the others laughed. 

Reganne felt wonderful that no one suspected her of being male. She was introduced as Annette’s cousin from the country. Even Babs mother was fooled. When she asked for a hand with the barbecue, Reganne offered to assist her. 

“Girls, Reganne is helping me. You should all be ashamed; she is on vacation and she's doing all the work.” 

Anita Douglas looked at the girl. “My but you're a pretty girl. Bet you’ve got a boyfriend at home,” she said to blushes from Reganne and concealed giggles from those who knew she was no girl. 

“That’s a pleasant looking dress you have on, Reganne.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Douglas. I made it myself.” 

“Did you? My, you're full of talents. You're going to make some man happy I shouldn’t wonder,” the woman said to blushes from Reganne. 
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“Well, I’ll let you girls get on with it. You don’t want a stuffy mother messing about with your fun. Bye.” Anita Douglas said, waving to the girls as she left. 

“Your mother's a good sport, Babs,” said Reganne. 

“She certainly likes you, and she had no idea you were not a girl. If you can fool my mother, you can fool anyone.” 

“Have you tried that new lipstick that Max Factor has brought out Reganne. Its fabu-lous,” asked a girl he didn’t even know. 

Reganne was bonding with the girls, no doubt about it. Reganne was sorry when the night ended; he had been so happy, no one knew what he was except the five girls. When could he dress in girls clothes again? Soon he hoped. He was at peace with himself. 

Diana Dark saw a change in her son after the party. She would not ask him but she knew it was to do with wearing girls clothes. She was willing to let it go for now; Reginald was all that mattered. 

***

Reginald was an excellent student in all subjects and could progress to a university as any field: engineering, mathematics, medicine. Dr. Dark was pleased with her son’s progress; the time was near when he had to make a decision. 

So she asked him what he wanted to do in life. “Mother I want to go into the same profession as you, caring for people.” 

“Excellent, Reggie. You have the right temperament to be a doctor, so caring.” She asked Reggie straight out. “Reggie dear, do you like wearing girls clothes? 

“You're my son and as a mother, all I want is your happiness, I don’t care if you live your life as a woman or a man, only about what makes you content. After all, it's your life.” 

Reggie looked at his mother, then put his hands round her “I’m lucky to have such an understanding mother. Yes, I do have feelings of being the female sex. I have worn girls clothes, but I feel something beyond that. I want to enter the world of women and be one, Mother.” 

Diana looked at her son. “You know this is a serious step to take. I will support you in every way that I can. I love you, Reggie.” Diana embraced her son, now about to become her daughter. 

An idea flowing through Diana’s brain. She had been studying sex change operations. 

She was now at the stage where she could undertake her own operations. 

The process would start; Reganne would be put on hormones before proceeding to the operation. She now lived in girls clothes. Diana and her daughter would go shopping for outfits. Their taste in clothes were similar; at times they even wore matching outfits. On occasion, they were mistaken for sisters, which pleased Diana no end. 

Reganne’s body now filled out to fit the dresses and frocks as nature intended. Her progress was carefully monitored by Diana. 
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Diana wanted the operation done before Reganne left for university so that she could start her adult life as a young woman. Reganne was more than happy for it to begin that way too; Reganne was looking forward to womanhood. 

***

As all this was going on, it was time for Dr. Diana Dark to move forward with her plans for the clinic. 

Sitting one day in the offices of Whittle and Burns Architecture, she outlined her plans for the new gender clinic she wished to be built. 

George Whittle said to her, “Dr. Dark, this will be expensive, many contractors to hire. 

Do you have the money to cover all this?” 

“Of course, Mr Whittle, otherwise I wouldn’t have come to you. Name a price and let's get on with it.” 

“Okay, Dr. Dark, I’ll have my top designer Tom Bradley on the job right away. As soon as you approve the designs, work will start.” 

The project would take a year or more. While that was proceeding, Diana's mind turned to Reganne. She was going to operate on her own son and turn him into her daughter. This would be her first-ever sex change operation. 

Diana took the greatest care. All went well: the breast implants, vagina, and clitoris formed nicely, Diana was pleased. Reganne now had all the right parts to have an active sex life as a woman. 

***

Dr. Dark sat back in the study of the new gender clinic. In two weeks' time, it would all be ready. 

Diana had in front of her a list of people applying for varies positions in the clinic. The one thing they had in common was that they all were women. 

One position of the utmost importance to Diana was that of Head Nurse. The people interviewing for it would receive a severe grilling from Diana. That woman would be vital key to what Diana planned. 

Diana had spent a week with interviews on the other positions. For the Head Nurse, she had allocated a whole day for interviews. 

Diana looked at the long list of names before her. She wasn’t surprised by the number of applicants, the salary was more than many woman could expect for such a job. Diana had good reason for her generosity; it would take a special woman to fill the post. That was why she wanted to know their back grounds even delving into personal details. 
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HEAD NURSE MARY DELANEY

Diana started her interviews at nine o' clock sharp that morning. Some women were not happy about having to divulge details of their personal life. As Diana said, “No one is forcing you to give me that information, but if you want a job here, I need it.” 

It had been a tiring morning. Diana glanced at her watch. 1 o' clock, time to eat some lunch, have a rest and start all over again. Hopefully someone good would turn up in the afternoon. 

“Would Mary Delaney please come into the surgery.” 

A blond-haired woman in her mid-thirties rose from her seat and walked into the surgery. Diana pointed to a seat in front of her desk. She observed the five-foot ten-inch, nine stone frame of this woman, then looked at the printout in front of her. 

“I see, Mrs. Delaney, that you have quite a bit of experience in gender reassignment, in a number of hospitals. You worked at St. Thomas and Brandwell General?” 

“Yes, Dr. Dark, I still do work in that field. I may have sent you an old C V. I now work at Dean Gate County Hospital as a theater sister.” 

Diana's ears picked up. “Do you indeed? That’s very interesting, do you know Mr Caldwell?” 

“Yes Doctor, I’m his theater sister.” 

“I studied under old John Caldwell. Such a persnickety man! You would never be his theater sister if he thought you were not up to the job. So, why are you applying here, Mrs. 

Delaney?” 

“The money on offer is better than the pay I get at Dean Gate County Hospital.” 

“Well, you are honest, Mrs. Delaney. I see nothing wrong with your references. Now I come to the important part. Please tell me your personal history, your marriage, any children you may have. I want to know it all. You may call me nosy, but that’s the way it is.” 

“Very well, I have nothing to hide.” 

Mary Delaney dove into her story. It involved being married to a man of questionable character. She should never had gotten involved with him; he had withheld a lot of information about himself when they met and she fell in love with him. Had she known half of it, her last name would be something other than Delaney right now, she told Diana. He didn't seem to love her; in fact, he seemed to have contempt for the entire female gender. 

The answers pleased Diana, this was the best interview yet. If Mary answered the last few questions to the Diana's satisfaction, then she was the Head Nurse Diana was looking for. 

“Do you think that a man like your husband would have a different point of view if he were a woman?” 

“Well, you're asking a hypothetical question, only he could give that answer.” 

Diane felt she was on good ground with Mary Delaney. 
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“I see, Mrs. Delaney. Would you like a man such as your husband to live life as a woman?” 

“If it were possible for such men to be turned into women. I would go along with that.” 

Dr Diana Dark felt this was the time to tell all to Mary Delaney who seemed to be thinking along the same lines as she. 

“I trust you, Mary. What I am about to divulge is strictly confidential. You understand?” 

Mary nodded her head. 

Diana Dark proceeded to divulge the whole story about her husband. 

Mary Delaney sat amazed at the revelations coming from Diana Dark’s mouth. Was it possible? Could it be done? Even if it could, would she want to take part in it? At least Dr. 

Dark was fair. She wanted to convert only those men who had wronged women, not just any man. There were a hundred questions she wanted to ask Diana, but her mind was made up. 

“Yes, Dr. Dark, you can count me in. I want to take part in this crusade.” Mary Delaney had visions of Diana Dark in a Batwoman outfit and of herself as the side kick Robin. In her imagination, they would be the Caped Crusaders, on a mission to rid the world of men and boys who wronged women. 

“Good, Mary. I think we understand each other. You have the job, I want you to start tomorrow.” 

“But the clinic is not finished and I will have to put my notice in to Dean Gate. They may want me to work my last two weeks.” 

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll phone John Caldwell and have a talk with him. He knows I am starting this clinic. I’m sure John will pull strings for a colleague. I need you to go for some essential work before the clinic opens.” 

“That suits me fine.” Mary Delaney looked at a tired Diana. She felt sorry for her new boss. 

“Dr. Dark, how would you like to come to my house tonight for a meal.” 

“That’s very nice of you, Mrs. Delaney. I’ve been bottled up here for the last week, and making a meal would be tiresome.” 

“I get lonely by myself. It would be nice to have some female companionship. I don’t live far from here, Dr. Dark,” Mary said, and she gave Diana Dark directions how to get to her house. 

“I think we should be on first name terms. You can call me Diana and I'll call you Mary, okay?” Mary nodded her head. Diana Dark continued. “But in the clinic I am Dr. 

Dark and you are Head Nurse Delaney, OK?” 

“I agree, Diana. Those we meet in our work must understand we are in charge of their destiny. There must be no question of our authority. You and I will turn these miscreants into women, for their own good.” 
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Diana Dark liked the words coming from Mary Delaney; this was the partner she was looking for. Mary was a wise choice. 

As Mary left, the women kissed each other on the cheek, unusual for a job interview. 

***

Mary Delaney’s cottage was well situated in the country. A beautiful garden was in front of the house; in back there was a nice lawn. 

Mary was busy preparing a meal, a chicken salad with raw carrots, lettuce, and sliced cucumber. It was a quick meal to fix, so it gave her plenty of time to have a shower. 

Mary was in a happy mood as the water ran down her body. Thoughts passed in her mind about the job Diana Dark had for her. This was her destiny. She couldn’t wait to start. 

She was done just in time to hear a knock on her front door. Hurriedly she left her bedroom to answer the door. Diana Dark was standing there, watching Mary button up the top of her dress. 

“Sorry about that, Diana, I'm just fixing the last button here,” Mary said, a little red in the face. 

“That’s okay, Mary. We are women of the world, aren’t we?” The two women stood for a second saying nothing, then Diana snapped out of it. 

“I’m forgetting my manners,” Diana said, holding out a bottle of wine. 

“Oh, you shouldn't have, Diana.” 

“Of course I should have, Mary. If you are supplying the food, it's only right I supply the wine to go with it.” 

By now, Mary had led Diana into her living room, and sat her on the sofa. “Nice cottage you have here, Mary, it seems like a nice place to relax after a hard day's work.” 

Mary poured out a sherry for herself and sat down beside Diana. It was so nice to be in female company again. 

Diana took a photo of Reganne out her handbag and gave it to Mary. 

Looking at the photo, Mary turned to Diana. “That’s a very pretty daughter. You must be proud of the excellent work you did on her. Who would ever know that she was not a girl? ill I be seeing her at the clinic?” 

“Yes, of course. In a month or so, she will be coming to the clinic on vacation from university.” 

“What is she studying, Diana?.” 

“She's going for her M.D., but hasn't decided in what area to specialize in. I hope she ends up in the same field as myself.” 

“You must be so pleased for her, Diana.” 

“I am, and I'm not in the least bit ashamed I turned my son into my daughter. It had to be done for her happiness.” Then Diana added, “She can be sexually fulfilled as a woman now.” 
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As both women sat at the table eating, Diana spoke. “I have phoned John Caldwell and he sorted everything out for you to start at the clinic tomorrow, okay Mary?” 

“That’s lovely. I look forward to working with you.” 

No more was said as they silently ate and sipped the wine. When finished, they took their glasses to the sofa, and talked once more. Mary topped their glasses up. 

Mary observed Diana Dark and the dress she had on. It was a very summery dress, , with a red halter at the top, paneled in the middle in white, followed by a three tier red skirt, all over with a white seagull pattern. On her feet were striped black and white cotton shoes with rope soles. 

“You look lovely tonight, Diana. That outfit is so different from the black business suit you wore at my interview.” 

“And I must say the same for you, Mary,” Diana said, admiring the yellow dress on Mary. 

An unusual situation was now about to rise. For years now, neither had indulged in sex of any kind. Diana had been busy sorting her own life and the crusade that was to be her life’s work. Mary was not in the least interested in sex with men. One thing that both women had in common was a hatred of most men, well. 

“Mary, do you believe in love between women, love that can transcend the love that a man can have for a woman?” 

Mary stared into the eyes of Diana. She was seeing something in those eyes that Barney Delaney had never shown her. This was the kind of love she had been seeking all her life, and something within Mary Delaney wanted to express it. 

“Yes I do, Diana. Until now, I never thought such things could happen. I feel like something is happening between us.” 

Diana, without saying a word, undid the buttons of Mary Delaney’s dress. When all had been unbuttoned, the dress fully opened, revealing Mary’s pear-shaped breasts. Diana stopped to observe the wondrous sight of Mary Delaney’s beautiful breasts. 

Then Mary’s hand round her neck, pulling her mouth to one breast, brought her out of the daydream. Diana’s set about licking and nibbling it. Sighs came from Mary; she had never felt love like this before. 

As Diana eased off Mary‘s breast, Mary looked up at her. “Diana, you must stay the night with me.” 

“Of course Mary, we have much to learn in the art of love between woman.” 

Mary whispered, “Yes my love and we have the time to learn. I think we should go to bed for the night, don’t you?” 

Mary threw off her dress, which left her in a thong and sandals. Taking Diana’s hand, she led her to the bedroom. 

On entering the bedroom, Mary quickly unclipped the halter top of Diana’s dress. This caused it to fall down, exposing Diana’s breasts. Diana’s breasts, while not as large as Ma-Page - 27
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ry’s, were adequate. Mary noticed they were clear-skinned, the same as the rest of her body. 

Mary quickly stripped her dress off to reveal a pair of black lace-trimmed French knickers. 

Mary threw Diana’s French knickers on the floor, to the delight of Diana. Both women now had free access to each other's intimate parts. 

Long pent-up feelings were released, feelings that had not known they possessed, of love for their own sex. 

It just came naturally to end up in a 69 position. Finally, sleep came to the exhausted lovers. 

***

Diana woke in the morning; there was no sign of Mary. Walking naked to the living room, she still saw no sign of Mary. A delicious smell of bacon and eggs was coming from the kitchen. On entering, Diana saw Mary frying up breakfast. 

“You better put something on, Diana.” Mary threw a housecoat to her. 

Diana put it on and tied up a knot in the belt which went round it. “You must excuse my state of undress.” 

“I wouldn’t worry about that. I expect we will be seeing a lot of each other in that state.” Diana said nothing. Help yourself to the orange juice. How do you like your eggs, Diana?” 

“Sunny side up,” Diana said, sipping her glass of orange juice. Then Mary looked at Diana. 

“You know Diana, I never made love to a woman before. I was always told it was a de-viant type of love. But it was ten times better than Barney ever gave me. I rather liked it.” 

Mary clasped Diana's hand within her own. 

“I never made love to a woman before, either. I think because we have similar situations, we bonded, Mary. I’m not ashamed of what we did, are you?” 

“No.” 

A great partnership was about to begin between Diana and Mary, not just sexually. 

They did love each other sexually, but they also loved each other emotionally as only woman can. 


THE BOOK OF DARK DESTINY

Both women were at the clinic in working frocks. As Diana said, there was not much use putting on uniform because of all the dirt in the air. 

There was much to do during that time, Diana was glad that the operating theater was finished. Of course when workmen were, near Diana and Mary gave each other respect, calling each other Doctor and Head Nurse. 
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All the monotonous work nearly finished, Diana took Mary aside one day. 

“Mary, you know that on top of the legitimate operations, we also will be doing illegal ones, as well at least one a week if not more.” Mary nodded her head

“The history of the patients and their legal ops will be on the computer for the staff to monitor the patients. I want a history of the illegitimate ones, however they will not be on the computer. They will be hand written in this book.” 

Dr. Dark now showed Head Nurse Mary Delaney a large black leather-bound book. 

There was a place where files of A4 size could be inserted, and as time went on. 

Diana continued. “The only ones who will see this book are you and me. The only ones who will make the files out are you and me. Each file will be given a number and a title. 

As time goes on, we will monitor the progress of these men who we will turn into women, you understand, Mary?” 

“I will show you where this book will be kept.” Taking Mary’s hand, Diana now led her to a part of the clinic Mary had not as yet seen. 

Diana stopped at the door that led to some vaults. Taking a key that was on a chain round her waist, Diana opened the door. Diana locked the door from the inside. Diana took Mary’s hand as they walked to a large safe. 

Diana stood before it and turned the tumblers. It clicked and she swung the large door open. 

“At present there is not much in here except a scrap book of clippings from newspapers, but they are important clippings, Mary.” 

“Can I see them, Diana?” Diana handed the scrapbook to her. Mary flicked the pages over: all the pages contained clippings from papers about wives, sweethearts and mothers who had been wronged by some male. 

“Mary, I want you to add to these clippings whenever you see something of that nature in the papers. These males must pay for their crimes against womanhood.” 

Mary Delaney nodded her head in agreement. Diana put the black leather file back on a shelf in the safe. 

The women departed after Diana gave Mary the combination of the safe and the key to the vault. Like Diana, Mary put the key on a chain round her waist. 

The time came for the official opening of the clinic. The mayor of the village would be there, the local paper would take photographs. 

A snip with the scissors and the ribbon fell, the photos were taken on the front steps. 

Diana was in her black business skirt to one side of the mayor with Mary on the other in her Head Nurse uniform. 

When Mary first saw her uniform before the opening, it was not as she expected. It was a very severe and sombre dress all in black with a stiff white collar at the neck, a dress that completely covered her down to her ankles, worn with plain black flat heel shoes. On top of her head was a white peaked hat with “Head Nurse Delaney” stitched on it. 

Mary thought, “I look like a bloody nun.” 
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The uniform was all Diana’s idea. Over it went a black cloak, with only one button at the neck. The inside of the cloak was lined with pure red silk. The first time Mary put it on, she looked in the mirror and burst out laughing. “God,” she said to herself, “We  are  Batwoman and Robin, the Dynamic Duo out to save womanhood from the clutches of evil men.” 

The ceremonies over, the clinic now returned to normal. Already five men were booked in for operations, with more to come. Each operation would be performed by Diana with Mary beside. The history of these transsexuals were on Dr. Dark's computer. 

Those, however, are not the ones we are about to reveal. 

FILE NO 1: THE TOUGH BOY/PRETTY GIRL

The clinic had hardly been in business a week, when one lazy Sunday I lay in bed, with Diana between my legs. Both of us had breakfast in bed that morning. “Diana,” I said, “I think we may have our first case.” 

“In that case, I’m going to take a shower, then I'll put on my business skirt and blouse. I want to see in your Head Nurse uniform, okay. 

“You’ve got a bloody sense of humor, Diana,” I shouted as she left with a laugh. 

It was now Diana's habit to come to my cottage to relax on the weekends. It was wonderful for both of us to indulge in our womanly love. In a business skirt, Diana sat beside me in the living room. Taking my hand, Diana said, “Let's get down to work, Mary. Tell me what’s on your mind.” 

“Okay, when we made a agreement to start this crusade, it included boys, yes?” 

Diana nodded her head. 

“Then I think we are about to start our first file. It's to do with Dulce Sweet, her son is giving her nothing but problems. Most boys are a little bit rough or tough sometime in their life. They usually come out of it. Freddy Sweet didn’t, he got in with a bad lot and has been up before the juvenile courts. Dulce Sweet had no end of worry over him.” 

“Can’t his father control him?” 

“His father could keep him under control, but he died, Dulce can’t keep him in order. 

Then he joined this gang He even has a scar on his right cheek from a knife in a gang fight. 

He is very proud of it, thinks it shows how hard he is. Dulce is a bundle of nerves, poor woman, I think we must do something to help her, Diana.” 

“I agree. It's time for us to rescue of Dulce Sweet. Do you know her, Mary?” 

“Yes, I’ve met her a few times in town. But her problems with her son are in the court proceedings in the paper.” I handed Diana a copy of the paper. 

Diana read the report. “Mary, could you invite Dulce Sweet round here for a meal, I have a plan.” 

“Sure, I expect she could do with some female company to take her away from the troubles with her son.” 
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***

Mary had prepared a nice meal for the three of us, and we had a pleasant chat. Mary turned to Dulce and said, “Dulce, we have asked you here to discuss your son. Diana and I would like to help you solve your problem.” 

Dulce, with tears in her eyes, said, “Oh, I only wish you could, but there is nothing you can do. I’m sick with worry over that boy. I tell you he’ll put me in my grave. Nobody can do anything for him.” 

“Dulce, you know that I am a nurse and Diana here is a doctor.” 

“Yes,” Dulce answered. 

I took over. “Dulce, your son has a scar on his right cheek, hasn't he?” She nodded. 

“Well, I’m quite willing to do plastic surgery on it. You wouldn’t ever know it was there.” 

Dulce cut in here. “But doctor, I cannot pay for such surgery. Since my husband died, it takes all my money just to make ends meet.” 

I continued. “No, you see Dulce, Mary and I have a mission in life, to change all males who do a woman wrong. I’ll do the op for free. How would you like to have a nice gentle loving daughter instead of the tough son giving you all that hassle?” 

“Of course I would, but that’s impossible. I’m not even going with a man at present.” 

“Who said you needed to go with any man to have a daughter? You have the solution here right in front of you, Dulce.” 

“What do you mean, Dr. Dark?” 

“It will be easy to turn him into a girl once he is on that operation table.” 

Dulce opened her mouth to say something, then paused before saying, “You mean you would turn my son into a girl? What if he objects, doctor?” 

“What is he going to object to? All he knows is that he is coming here for plastic surgery on his cheek. I’ll bet he don't even know that this is a gender rearrangement clinic. 

From that plastic surgery, it's a small step to cut his male bits off. When she wakes up, she is no longer a he but a she, a beautiful daughter. No one will recognize her. Your ugly son is gone forever, replaced by a daughter who is going to make life easier for her mother.” 

“You make it sound so simple, but would it be correct, doctor?” 

“Dulce, if you let things stand as they are, it will be an early grave for you. Freddy will be free to harass everyone and end up in jail. Do you want a peaceful life or an early grave?” 

I took over. “She really will be a girl in every way.” 

Dulce was starting to come around to this idea. 

“Yes. Yes, by God. It will do him some good to see life from a female point of view. 

You have my permission.” 
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***

It was a couple of days after our talk with Dulce Sweet. Mary was in my office giving the report after her daily inspection of the clinic. “I think I have the solution to our problem with Freddy Sweet. A visit to the boot camp is in order, then we'll take it from there.” 

We had found out that Freddy had been to boot camp. This was a problem, but not insur-mountable. 

I had been in touch with the commanding officer of the boot camp. Soon, I stood before him. 

“Ah yes, Dr. Dark, I have your letter here in front of me giving you permission to do an operation on Freddy Sweet's cheek. I’m sorry to say I’ve had to admit failure with Freddy.” 

“Has he long to remain here, Commander?.” 

“Oh about three weeks, why?” 

“Could I take responsibility of him for the remaining weeks, Commander?” 

Commander Briggs scratched his head. “I don’t see why not. There is nothing more we can do for him. He is going to end up in jail if he keeps on going the way he is. I’ll take you and your Head Nurse to Sergeant Bennet.” 

Mary and myself followed the commander to a large brick quarters and into a barrack room. A huge man was standing in the middle of room, shouting out orders. 

“Sergeant Bennet, I want you to give Dr. Dark and her nurse every assistance.” 

“Yes, Sir. “ Commander Briggs left us with this giant of a man. 

“How can I be of help to you, doctor?” 

“It's about Freddy Sweet. We have come to examine him, he will be going for plastic surgery.” 

“I see. Freddy, come over here.” A large boy with a scar on his right cheek came towards us. 

“Yes sergeant, what do you want me for?” 

“This doctor says you’ve got to get some sort of plastic surgery.” 

“What for?” 

“Your mother says so and that’s all I know. You tell him, doctor.” 

Mary then spoke. “Your mother has given permission for you to have plastic surgery on the scar on your cheek.” 

“No way! That scar is staying with me for life.” 

The sergeant cut in here. “You see, doctor, that scar makes him look tough. That's in case he wants to be in charge of a gang.” 

Diana now spoke. “Does it? Well, I don’t care. All I know is we are here to do an examination on him. Is there somewhere we can use to carry out this exam, Sergeant?” 
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“My room is over there. I think it's best if I stand by with you in case there is any trouble from Freddy here.” 

“Oh, that would be most kind of you, Sergeant. Nurse Delaney, have you got all the equipment we need?” 

“Yes, Dr. Dark,” Mary replied sternly. 

In the sergeant’s room, the two quickly took various measurements. Mary handed Diana a camera and she took photo’s of Freddy’s face. By this time, Freddy was completely naked. He didn’t have to be and no one questioned it. But it was the two women's opportunity to get the shots needed for the preparation for his sex change operation. 

Diana thanked the sergeant for his co-operation with us. Mary scowled. Diana also informed the sergeant that Freddy had to take the pills Mary now handed her. 

“When will he going for this surgery, doctor?” 

“In a few days, after Nurse Delaney and I have studied the examination results.” 

Freddy shouted at us, “There’s no way you will get me for any surgery.” 

“Doctor, when you come back, I certainly will help you get him out of the camp,” the sergeant said. But beyond that, you're on your own.” Mary scowled at the sergeant again. 

***

Diana worked on her computer, designing Freddy's new face. After two days, she called Mary into her office and showed her the complete body layout she planned for Freddy. 

Mary nodded her head, then asked, “Diana, don’t you think her boobs are rather large for a teen girl?” 

“No, I want that to be the focal point of her body, and no one will mistake her as male.” 

It was agreed that Dulce Sweet should be called over right away. 

They showed the body design planned for Freddy. 

“She really looks the part, Dr. Dark, but can it be done?” 

“Of course it can, Dulce. Dr. Dark is one of the best surgeons I have ever worked for. 

By tomorrow, Freda will be the most beautiful girl you ever saw. 

Dulce Sweet looked startled. “Tomorrow, Doctor?” 

“Yes, we will have him here tonight for the operation. If I was you, Dulce, I would spend the rest of the day buying girls clothes for Freda.” 

***

We arrived at the boot camp in a, ambulance; this had been all part of the plan. 
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Diana shut the back door of the ambulance. Mary stayed in the back while she drove. 

As they got on the road to the clinic, Freddy, looking at Mary, said, “I don’t feel well, Nurse.” 

Mary answered, “And you don’t look well.” She pulled out a syringe. “This should do the trick.” Mary now pricked him in the back of his hand. Freddy never heard Mary say, 

“Goodbye, Freddy. When you wake up tomorrow, you will be beautiful Freda.” 

At the clinic, the trolley was quickly taken to the operation theater where Mary and Diana started work on Freddy. The work started at midnight and ran into the early hours of the morning. Mary wiped Diana's brow as the sweat dripped from it. 

One of the last items on the checklist was the breast implants, which Diana inserted with loving care. Everything finished, the unconscious Freda was wheeled into the elevator, down to the ground floor room set aside for her. 

Dulce Sweet came to visit her daughter later that morning. Mary prepared her before entering the room. “Freda is heavily bandaged, don't be alarmed.” 

On seeing Freda, Dulce put her arms around her and kissed her. As tears fell from her cheeks, she asked, “Are you alright darling?” 

“Oh mother, is that really you?” Freda said in a girlish voice and embraced her mother. 

Mary smiled, then said, “I’m afraid Freda will be a little tired and needs some rest.” 

“Of course, Mary. I’ll not keep her any longer.” The three departed the room. 

In her office, Diana explained it would take several days before the bandages would be removed. Meanwhile, she could visit Freda every day till then. 

Five days later, Dulce, Mary and Diana stood at Freda bedside. The doctor removed the bandage from the face. Mary gasped, then exclaimed, “You're beautiful, Freda.” 

Diana told Freda to remove the pretty night gown her mother had bought her. Freda rose from the bed and stood before the cheval-glass mirror. Freda stared at the mirror and slowly passed her hands down her gorgeous curved body. Freda, oblivious to present company, felt her new face, then the breasts and flat stomach. Timidly opening her legs, she put a hand between them and felt her new pussy. 

Turning to her mother, the naked Freda put her hands round her neck and kissed her. 

“Mother, I know as a boy I gave you nothing but worry. Now that I’m a girl, I hope to make up for that. I love you, Mother.” 

Freda kissed her mother again. Dulce kissed her back, at the same time looking at both Mary and Diana. It was a look that said, “Thank you for all you have done.” 

Freda came over to Diana and Mary. “I really have to thank you and Head Nurse Mary for giving me a second chance in life as a girl. I’ll not let you down.” 

Then Freda embraced Diana. She held the young female body close to her, felt the heaving body of a young girl entering womanhood. Then she was inside Mary's arms, kissing her with affection. It was obvious Freda was overcome with her femininity, her new life with so much to learn. 
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Dulce thanked the two again as she opened the suitcase that she brought in with her, containing girls clothes. 

***

Freda and her mother arrived home; Dulce was so proud of her new daughter. 

“Mother, I’ll make tonight's dinner. I’ll take this case to my room. You go and put your feet up and let me do everything I can for you.” 

Dulce sat in the cozy chair in the living room. Already her worries about her son were disappearing. 

In a while Freda, reappeared in the living room. “Mother, I’m going to throw out all that boy rubbish to make way for my dresses and frocks and lingerie. Pity I haven’t a dressing table with a mirror, but still I‘ll make the best of the situation.” 

Dulce looked at her new daughter. “Tell you what, Freda. I think I can stretch our budget and buy you a dressing table and maybe some other womanly things for your room.” 

“Oh, would you, Mother? I’ll try and get a part-time job to help pay for it.” 

Freddy would never have said that. Joy filled Dulce's heart. 

“Come here, darling.” Dulce put her hands round Freda and hugged her and kissed her. 

“What's that for, Mother?” 

“Never mind, darling,” Dulce said and gave her a kiss again. 

“Now I'll help you with the dinner, Freda. I know you said that you would make it, but tonight, it's mother and daughter.” 

The following morning saw found happy females at breakfast. “Mother, you know that bra you bought for me?” 

“Yes, Freda?” 

“It's a bit tight, Mum.” 

Dulce had a look at Freda's breasts. “Okay dear, don’t worry. We will exchange it when we go shopping for a dressing table this morning.” 

Freda was true to her word, and found a number of part-time jobs. Freda was so glad she had a second chance in life. Freddy was so aggressive; in contrast, Freda was happy and at peace with herself. 

She would try on makeup; her mother gave Freda tips. If Freda felt a little annoyed at herself while doing her makeup, her mother would cheer her up. “Freda, do not get so frustrated. Remember you have a handicap, you weren’t born a girl. You're doing fine.” 

There was one problem ahead. Freddy was going into his last year at high school. But he wasn’t Freddy any more. 
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“Freda, you will have to go back to school. Everyone is going to think it strange if you suddenly appear in a skirt. I suggest we put around the story that Freddy is now in jail. 

That will not be hard to believe. Freda's parents are dead, and you have come to stay with your aunt.” 

“If you say so, Mother. I don’t want to give you problems, but when we're alone, I will still call you mother.” Freda put her arms round her mother and kissed her. 

Freda, unlike Freddy, was a brilliant scholar and attracted many boys to her. 

***

One afternoon, Dulce received a surprise to see Freda home from school, with Miss Sample her teacher. “Mrs. Sweet, Freda home isn’t feeling well. She was sick this morning, so I made up my mind to

bring her home. Put her to

bed and I will phone for

the doctor, I’ll call in to see

her tomorrow.” 

“Yes, right away, Miss

Sample. Oh dear, I wonder

what is the matter with

her?” 

As Miss Sample left, her

mother took Freda to her

room. 

“Get ready for bed, dar-

ling. Tell me what hap-

pened.” 

“In English this morn-

ing, I felt an awful cramp

in my tummy. I had to

leave the room to go to the

toilet and I got sick. I felt

wet between my legs, so I

took my panties down and

saw blood down there. 

“Did you tell Miss Sam-

ple, Freda?” 

“No mother, I felt

ashamed.” 

“Let me see, Freda.” 
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Freda pulled her panties down. Dulce looked and saw a heavy discharge of blood between her legs. 

“Okay Freda, put on a clean pair of panties.” 

“Why, mother, is there something wrong with me?” 

“I don’t know, darling. I’m about to phone Dr. Dark, then we are going to her clinic.” 

Dulce was very worried about her daughter. Had something gone wrong in her operation? 

Dr. Dark’s secretary said the doctor was in the middle of a operation. Dulce should bring her daughter over right away. 

Freda could see her mother was very worried. In fact, Freda had never seen her mother so worried before. 

When Dulce and her daughter, arrived the receptionist showed them into the doctors surgery. 

“Dr. Dark will be here right away. When I told her, she said she would drop everything to see you and Freda.” 

Just then, Diana and Mary appeared. 

“Okay, Dulce, tell me all about it.” 

Dulce related the story. Diana asked Freda a few questions. Diana looked at Mary, who nodded back to her. 

“Freda, I’ll need to examine you. Dulce, we may be a little while. I’ll get Debbie to make you a cup of tea.” 

A cup of tea was the last thing on the mind of Dulce. She had just gotten a lovely, loving daughter. Surely she was not going to lose her. All sort of thoughts went through her mind. 

Next door, Dr. Dark and Nurse Delaney were giving a naked Freda a thorough examination. 

“Mary, prepare the probe. We will have to look at her vagina.” 

“Freda, lie down on the examination table. Mary will spread some lubrication on your vagina.” 

“What are you going to do, Dr. Dark?” Freda asked. 

“This will not hurt. It's a small probe, which Mary is going to insert into your vagina. It is going to look inside your vagina.” 

“Plug it in the monitor, Mary,” Diana said. Freda heard a humming noise, and became aware of a vibration inside her vagina. It was pleasant; Freda rather liked it. Diana and Mary were intensely watching the monitor screen in front of them for some time. 

“Okay Mary, I think we have seen enough. It confirms what we thought. You can take the probe out of Freda now.” This Mary did. Mary gave Diana a look but said nothing. 

“Mary you stay here with Freda and I will have a talk with her mother.” When Diana came back to her surgery, she could see Dulce had not touched her cup of tea, and was pacing about the room. 
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“Sit down, Dulce.” 

Before Diana could go any further, Dulce cut in. “Is Freda all right? Oh, I should never given consent to that operation.” 

“Calm down, Dulce. There is nothing wrong with Freda, unless if you call her having her first period wrong!” 

“Period? Period? But I understood that was impossible for Freda. How can that be?” 

Diana proceeded to explain to Dulce that the surgery Freda had undergone involved more than just making Freda look like a female cosmetically. Diana had decided to experiment on her by implanting a womb in her. Apparently, it had taken well. 

Dulce had a lot of questions. “Does that mean that Freda can have babies, doctor. Can I see her now?” 

“Yes to both of your questions, I have told Freda nothing. I think it would be better coming from her mother don’t you, Dulce?” 

“Yes, yes of course. I’m so excited! This is great news. my darling daughter can get pregnant.” Diana led Dulce into the examination room. 

When the two women entered the room, Dulce knelt in front of daughter. She put both hands round Freda’s buttock’s and planted a kiss on Freda’s abdomen. 

“What is that for, mother?” 

“Never mind, darling. Put your clothes on and I’ll tell you when we get home.” 

***

Dulce got the surprise of her life one day to see a boy carrying Freda’s school books home with her. They stopped and talked outside her house. Then he left with a wave to Freda. She came into the kitchen. Dulce asked her right away, “Who is that boy, Freda?” 

“Craig Bellamy.” 

“You do know who Craig Bellany is, don’t you?” 

“Of course I do, mother. He's the gang leader who scarred me when I was a boy. He doesn't know who I am. No one would after my plastic surgery. I even speak like a girl now.” 

“You will be careful, won’t you?” 

“Of course, mother, I’m a big girl now. He has asked me for a date.” Dulce was dis-tressed. 

“Mother, I told him unless he changed his ways, there was no chance of me going out with him. I told him my aunt would not allow me to go out with someone who got involved in gang fights.” 

“You did right, Freda. I think that will be the last time you see him.” 
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Freda was a bit frightened by the prospect of dating the very boy who had cut her with a knife, but at the same time, she was excited at the thought of dating a “bad boy.” He had promised to clean up his act, but still, could he be trusted? 

The day of the date finally arrived. Freda fussed about, getting ready for her big night, like any teenage girl would. When Craig showed up at the door, both Freda and Dulce were pleasantly surprised; he was dressed in a suit and tie, his hair was combed. In short, he looked like an entirely different boy. After coming into the house to await his date, Dulce was gratified to see Craig act with manners like a young gentleman. Could this really be the boy she had heard so many horrifying stories about? 

At last, after what seemed like an eternity to Craig, Freda was ready to depart on the date. Craig got the door for her and bid farewell to Dulce. As a mother, she was still slightly apprehensive, especially considering the unusual circumstances of this date, but Craig had acquitted himself well, she had to admit. 

Freda felt a thrill go through her entire body when Craig took her hand and lead her to his car. He even opened the door for her and assisted her in. So  this  was what it was like to be a girl on a first date with a boy! Freda felt a a naughty excitement at the thought that she was the same person who had not very much earlier been a boy Craig considered “fair game” to pick on and even beat up. God, if he ever knew who he was out on a date with! 

The other boys would tease him mercilessly, but of course, they didn't know who Freda had been either. There was a delicious irony to the whole affair. 

As it turned out, Craig was sufficiently desirous of continuing to date Freda that he took no liberties with her during the date, even warning off a few other boys who flirted with her. Freda allowed him to give her a discreet kiss or two, teasing him by holding him close to her newly-feminized body. Freda could tell that Craig was responding the way a boy should respond to a pretty girl. After all, it hadn't been that long since she was capable of that same kind of response. 

Craig clearly wanted to continue to do out with Freda. She was not going to go steady with him, however, until she had made him jump through a few hoops first. He was going to have to prove to her that his conversion from thug to gentleman was for real. After all, wasn't it a woman's prerogative to string her man along a little bit? Just the thought of that made Freda smile to herself. 

FILE NO 107: THE MISTAKE

Hamilton T. Woodburn's picture was plastered all over the papers because of a rape charge. He was well known in the business world. Although the case had not as yet come to court, the news stories certainly implied that he did rape this woman. Diana and Mary decided that he would be the subject of their next experiment. Diana contacted Ben Brooks again. 

“You know, Dr. Dark, every newspaper is looking for him before this court case.” 

“I’ll pay you well, Ben.” 
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“I know you will, Dr. Dark, but I’ll only take the case on because I like you.” It was hard to tell where the bullshit stopped and the sincerity began with Ben, but that was just part of his business. 

Ben soon came up with the information Diana wanted. She never questioned his methods of finding out, that was his secret. 

Hamilton had lost himself in some seaside town in a shabby run-down boarding house. Diana and Mary booked in. All was set up for the following morning. Mary and Diana came down early for breakfast; old Mrs Baggily was serving breakfast. 

Mary said, “Oh, do let me help with the tea cups.” Mrs Baggily was pleased as she had no help this morning. Mary secretly slipped a pill in Hamilton's tea. 

Not much long after, Hamilton T. Woodburn said, “I’m feeling not well.” 

“I’m a doctor, let me have a look,” Diana said, then she turned to the assembled crowd. 

“This looks serious. My nurse and I will run this man to the nearest hospital right away.” 

Hamilton, who had registered in the boarding house under a assumed name, was not too happy. Diana ,observed him. “Look, I know what I am talking about. Get in my car. 

otherwise I take no responsibility for what happens to you.” 

They were in the car in no time. Mary was in the back with Hamilton and her trusty medical bag. 

“What are you doing, nurse?” 

“Oh, just looking for something that will change your condition. Give me your hand.” 

Mary quickly pulled out a syringe and with a jab released the liquid. Hamilton immediately slumped back in the seat. 

“It gets easer and easer every time. The fools believe all I say.” 

“Yes Mary, you're getting good at that. You're not even wearing the Head Nurse uniform this time.” Mary gave Diana a sarcastic smile. 

Diana drove the car as fast as she could before and they arrived at the clinic as dusk fell. Then it was off to the second floor, to the operating table. 

***

Hamilton T. Woodburn woke drowsily in the morning; his eyes began to focus on his surroundings. He could not completely figure out where he was. 

“Time to tell Mr Hamilton he is now Ms Hamilton,” Diana said to giggles from Mary. 

Opening the door of Hamilton’s room, they saw that he/she was sitting up in bed wearing a pretty pink baby doll nightie. 

“How do you feel this morning, Ms Hamilton?” 

“Where the hell am I?” 

“In a gender reassignment clinic.” 

“And what is that supposed to mean?” 
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“It means you have been reassigned from the male gender to the female gender.” 

Hamilton's mouth fell opened. “You can’t do that. I don’t want it done, they won’t allow you to do such things.” 

“Oh, won’t they, Ms Hamilton? I think you better look under your nightie.” He raised the nightie up and looked. 

“Who are you? You bastard what have you done to me?” 

“Ms Hamilton, its not what we have done to you. It's what you did to that girl, remember?” 

“That case has not gone to court and Steffie Jeffrey is telling a lot of lies.” 

“Not the way we see it. Any-

way, you're in good health and

can go.” 

“I’ve got no clothes here.” 

Mary had disposed of his male

clothes. 

“Don’t worry, Mary here has

a bag full of them for you.” 

On opening the bag, Hamil-

ton found nothing but frocks, 

slips, panties and a couple of

pairs of low-heeled ladies shoes. 

“But...but these are women’s

clothes.” 

“Well, if you want to walk

out here undressed, go ahead.” 

Mary had a fit of the giggles. 

The two left and let Hamilton

get on with it. 

Mary and Diana followed the

case with interest; there was no

shortage of press coverage, as

you would imagine. When

Hamilton T. Woodburn turned

up in a woman dress, a shabby

one at that, the papers went to

town. Had Hamilton T. Wood-

burn changed his sex, to try and

get out of the rape charge. The

judge ordered a medical exami-

nation on Hamilton. Sure

enough, his penis was gone, as
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the papers gleefully reported (even though the outcome of the exam was supposed to be confidential). 

The case went on with Steffie Jeffrey telling the jury of the alleged rape; it was her word against his. Hamilton said he had an alibi, however the person who could corrobo-rate this alibi could not be found. 

The judge said to the jury, “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, you must not take any notice of the fact Mr. Hamilton is now Ms Hamilton. This alleged crime was committed by a man. I don’t know why he/she has had this operation, you must put that out of your mind. Ladies and gentlemen, you will retire and come to a verdict.” 

The jury retired, then after two and a half hours, assembled in the court again. The judge looked at them. “Have you a spokesperson?” A man stood up. 

“Yes, your Honor, I have been elected spokesperson of the jury.” 

“Has the jury reached a verdict?” 

“Yes, your Honor.” 

“And what is that verdict?” 

“We find Hamilton T. Woodburn guilty.” 

The judge spoke, “Hamilton T. Woodburn will rise. This country must be rid of men like you. Perhaps your sex change was intended to remove your offending sexual parts as a form of self-punishment. That in no way affects my sentencing. To protect society from deviates like you, I send you to a woman’s prison for six years.” 

When Mary and Diana read the reports, they felt they had been vindicated by the judge, and no more was thought about it. 

Diana and Mary may have put the whole sordid affair out of their minds, but Hamilton T. Woodburn didn't, of course. How could he/she possibly forget what was done to him/her? Oddly, the judge was half right in his comment about Hamilton having changed sex out of guilt. Hamilton had no say in the procedure, but his/her silence on the matter was due to the guilt he/she felt over his/her actions in the past. 

Prison isn't easy for anyone (nor is it intended to be) but it's particularly difficult for a transsexual, even a reluctant one. As mentioned, Hamilton's “condition” had been extensively covered by the press. Prisoners may be denied many luxuries but they do have access to the news; everyone in the prison knew who Hamilton was. The Germans have a word “schadenfreude” meaning “to take pleasure in the misfortune of others.” The other residents of the prison lost no opportunity to ridicule Hamilton (who had taken to calling himself Karen, as Hamilton no longer fit.)

In short, life was a living hell for the new woman. Even prisoners who didn't actually harbor negative attitudes toward the transgendered didn't dare act in a friendly manner toward Karen; they would become as ostracized as Karen if they did. One simply could not survive in prison without the protection of others. To be Karen's friend meant to be beaten, even, perhaps, killed. 

Eventually, the prison officials had to put Karen in solitary confinement for her protection. That meant living in a cell by herself in a part of the prison away from the others. 
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During her exercise hours, she had to use a separate yard, divided from the others by a high fence. They could see her but not get to her. Well, not physically anyway. Catcalls directed her way were constant. Karen did her best to pretend she didn't hear the taunts or to make eye contact with the women on the other side of the fence. 

According to regulations, the guards should have punished the convicts who yelled the horrible things at Karen. They should have, but didn't. The guards harbored the same feelings toward transsexuals that their charges did, plus as Hamilton, Karen hadn't made many friends among the working class. Hamilton was widely known to be a snob who considered those with lower social standing to be inferior. 

How the mighty had fallen! Hamilton T. Woodburn, a man who traveled in the rarest of circles, was now a woman, of all things, who couldn't have so much as a conversation with the low-class trash in the same prison as her. 

“Yes,” Karen reflected to herself while lying on the bunk in her lonely cell, “I deserve this. That bitch of a doctor had no right to operate on me, but in some cosmic sense, perhaps she did. I have become everything I despised before I was locked up.” 

Was the loss of her male parts the end of her life? The fact was that Karen would be released eventually. What then? There was, of course, no going back to her previous life. 

Even if surgery to reverse her sex change was possible, the people in her old life would be no more accepting of her than the other prisoners were now. She would be shunned there as she was inside the prison walls. 

No, going back was not an option. Only moving forward, whatever that meant, was worth considering. If there was any silver lining to Karen's situation, it was that she would leave prison a wealthy woman. Hamilton had done an excellent job of investing his con-siderable nest egg; that money would continue to accrue interest while Karen festered in this horrible hole. 

To pass the many lonely hours, Karen became an avid reader. Television tended to de-press her, as she saw show after show displaying selfish rich people, people like she used to be. Books and magazines, however, took her out of her personal situation, if only for a short while. Budget cutbacks had affected the prison, so the only literature to be had was in the form of books retired by the local library system and old magazines. 

One afternoon, Karen was lying on her bunk, reading an old People magazine. This was how she had spent many afternoons, especially rainy ones when her private yard was too muddy to walk in. She wasn't really paying that much attention to the magazine, really; just turning the pages and letting the images wash over her mind was a distraction from her situation. This day, however, for some reason, one article struck her. 

This issue of People had come out just after the death of Mother Teresa, the nun who had devoted her life to helping the poor of Calcutta. Who knows why that particular article caught Karen's attention? Whatever the reason, Karen found herself focusing on the story. As usual for People, it wasn't a very long story, nor was it all that exhaustive. It had the highlights of Mother Teresa's story, though and Karen found herself getting caught up in it. 
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“yes” without much thought but the simple fact was that Karen had never considered such an existence. It was as if she had discovered a new continent, it was that much of a revelation. Right then and there, between pages 100 and 101, Karen T. Woodburn had an epiphany. 

When she was released from this Hell on Earth, she wouldn't even consider trying to go back to the life she had left behind. Suddenly, that all seemed like a hundred years ago, in a place that didn't exist anymore. Physically, she wasn't the same person she had been. 

Why should she even contemplate trying to live the same life? 

Hamilton had never been religious; Karen found herself wondering whether what had been forced on her was for a purpose, a purpose she had never before considered. Perhaps she had been transformed into Karen so that she could stop being the self-absorbed Hamilton and become a humanitarian? 

Yes, that was it. Was Karen was released, she would devote whatever was left of her life to helping the misfortunant of the world. She had more than enough money to live well, even if she made it to 80, with millions left over. With no children to leave it to, why shouldn't her money be used to help others? 

The days, the weeks, the month and eventually the years, passed. The day of her release finally arrived. Karen found herself standing in front of the warden, in her office. 

“Ms Woodburn, you have been an exemplary prisoner. I know you have not had it easy here, but you never lashed out at any of the other inmates. That has all been noted in your file. Your time here has come to an end. You are about to be released. Do you have plans for your life on the outside?” 

The warden stared intently at Karen. Despite her position in the prison system, her personal attitude toward transgendered people was scarcely different from that of the low-class scum she supervised. She was professional enough, however, to at least try not to let that show as she looked at Karen, who stood ramrod straight in front of her. She had to admit to herself that Karen certainly looked like a woman, much more so than when she came here six years ago. Back then, Karen looked like a parody of a female. Now she was indistinguishable from any other mature woman. 

“Yes, Warden Crenshaw. I can't say I've enjoyed my time here...” 

At that, Warden Crenshaw chuckled. People weren't supposed to enjoy prison. 

“...but I've had a lot of time to think about my life and my purpose. I've come to realize how selfish I used to be. That is going to change from now on. I'm going to spend my money and energy on helping the poor women and children of this world.” 

The warden didn't know what to say. She had heard a lot of bullshit from a lot of prisoners trying to convince her that they were rehabilitated. This speech, however, struck her as different. It sounded...well, sincere. 

Karen continued. “I've done some research and I'm going to move to Bolivia. The people there need all the help anyone can give them. I'm going to be that anyone.” 

The warden stood up behind her desk. She stuck out her hand to shake Karen's. “Good luck. I hope you find what you're looking for in life, Karen.” Warden Crenshaw  never called a prisoner by her first name. 
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“Thank you, warden. I intend to.” And with that, Karen Woodburn started Phase Three of her life. 

About a month after Karen was released from prison, a strange-looking envelope arrived at the clinic Diana and Mary operated. It had foreign stamps on it and a cancellation in a language other than English. The two women looked at each other quizzically as Diana opened it. 

Inside was a single piece of paper with two words written on it. 

“Thank you.” 

FILE NO 32: MOTHER

One morning, Mary and Diana lay in bed. Diana had never seen Mary so silent before. 

“What is troubling you Mary, If it is that Head Nurse uniform, we can get it changed. You can pick out any design that pleases you, darling.” 

“I only wish it was as simple as that, Diana. No it's more than that.” With a sigh, she held out an official-looking letter for Diana to read. The gist of was that her husband would shortly be coming out of jail. 

“Oh, you poor baby, what are you going to do?” 

“I don't know, Diana. I’ve just paid off his debts. Now it will start all over again, just when I found someone to love, and make me happy again.” 

“We will think of something Mary, we always do.” 

***

You wouldn't believe the problems Barney Delaney gave Mary, having been a drug dealer. Now he was coming out of jail. Diana didn’t want the relationship between them to end so she worked out a plan for Mary. 

“Mary, listen, here is the plan.” Diana whispered the plan into her ear. 

“Yes, yes, Diana. The bastard deserves all that is coming to him.” Then Mary laughed and laughed. 

Prisoners in that jail were released at 6 in the morning. As the prison gates opened, heard the tooting of a car horn. On looking around, he saw Mary waving to him. Mary opened the passenger door and Barney eased himself unto the passenger seat. She put her arms round him. 

“Oh Barney, I’ve missed you  so  much. I'm sorry I never visited you in jail, but it was so far away and I couldn’t afford the fare; I had to pay off all your debts. But now that you are out, we can have a good time.” Mary snuggled up to Barney, pressing her breasts to him. 

Barney had been in prison a long time with no contact with the female sex. He shivered with delight. He came to the conclusion that Mary needed his sex. Mary acted very loving as they drove back to Mary’s house. By the time they arrived, it was late. 
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“Barney, I’m going to cook your favorite meal. Then we can make up for all the lonely years. I need you so much. I never looked at another man while you were in prison.” 

Barney was now becoming sexually excited. His wife was begging for it, for God's sake. The meal was delicious and Mary served him hand and foot. 

When the meal was over, Mary said to Barney, “Darling, I think it's time to go to bed,” 

in a sexy voice and fluttering her eyes. “You wait here and give me time to get myself ready for you.” 

When she was ready, Mary gave a call to Barney to come to the bedroom. On entering, he saw Mary in a sexy black lace see-through nightie, with nothing on underneath. Mary’s breasts stood proudly out and her hairy pussy could clearly be seen. Barney's reaction was also clear; he had an erection. 

“Quickly, darling. I need you now! I’ve waited all these years.” 

Mary was now beckoning Barney to her. Barney needed no persuading, he was already pulling his trousers off. Mary was in the bed, holding the bed covers for Barney to slip in beside her. 

In bed, Barney put his hands round his wife, then he started feeling her all over, to which Mary responded. 

“Barney, I’ve got a little surprise for you. Hold me tight, shut your eyes and you’ll get it.” 

As Barney held her firmly with shut eyes, Mary put her hand under the pillow. She drew out her hypodermic needle. Without pausing, she thrust it into Barney’s shoulder, releasing the plunger. All she heard from Barney was, “What the...” Then he slumped on the bed. 

Mary looked down at the prone body and said, “Now you bastard, you're going to know what it is like for a woman.” 

Mary lifted her bedside phone and angrily punched out the numbers. Diana answered the call. 

“Mary here, Diana. It worked like a charm. Yes, he is here, flat on his back. Bring the ambulance over so we can get him to the clinic. I can’t wait! This one I’m really looking forward to. See you soon.” 

By the time Diana arrived at Mary’s house, Mary was already in her Head Nurse uniform. Diana wheeled a trolley over to the bed. The women managed to put the limp body of Barney on it and out to the ambulance. 

Through the night, the ambulance quickly made for the clinic. They took their “patient” to the elevator, and up to the operation theater With everything laid out, Mary and Diana quickly scrubbed up and helped each other with their long green hygienic surgical gowns and masks. 

Diana lifted the scalpel from the tray and made the first of many incisions. Mary looked at the big clock; this would be a long night. Another four to five hours and Barney would be a woman. 
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***

Barney Delaney slowly opened his eyes. Where was he, and what had that wife of his done to him? Yawning and rubbing his eyes, trying to raise himself off the bed, he suddenly felt pain all over his body. He eased himself back down, then he saw them: two rigid mounds raising from his chest. “What the hell are these?” 

He touched them gingerly. Running his hands over them, he felt the nipples on his breasts become hard. 

“My God! Barney said. They're breasts, TITS! What has Mary done to me?” 

Then a voice came floating from across the room. “They're nice, aren't they? Diana made a good job of them. It's one of the best boob jobs I’ve seen. You did it because it was for me, didn‘t you, darling?” 

“Of course, Mary. What are friends for? What kind of person are you if you can’t do your friends a good turn?” 

“Oh Diana, I thought we were more than just friends. Look, Louise.” 

Barney's pain was giving him trouble. The only thing he could do was watch his wife in the arms of Dr. Dark. The two women were French kissing each other. 

Barney was disgusted by the scene now being played out before him. “Stop it, stop it!” 

The pain in his body made him grimace. “What have you done to me, you witch?” 

“Oh, nothing more than make you a woman, Louise.” Then, scowling at her husband, she said, “Now, you bastard, you’ll know how it feels to be a woman in this world, a woman with no money who has to scrimp to pay off your debts.” 

“Dr. Dark, how long will Louise be here?” 

“Head Nurse Delaney, she will be here for another 3 or 4 days. Oh, please see she takes these pills I have prescribed for her.” 

“Yes, Dr. Dark.” 

Diana and Mary left a confused Barney with pain throughout his body. What did that witch of a wife of his mean that he was a woman now? The mounds on his chest loomed in front of him. Searching for the penis that should be there, he found nothing. Barney was in a panic. What he did feel was a vagina. 

Barney for the first time in his life, put his head in his hands and cried. His manhood was gone. His strength was gone; he felt like a defenseless  woman. What was going to become of him— her? 

By the following morning, the pain eased up a little. Mary, accompanying Diana on her daily rounds, had a parcel for Louise. “Here Louise, these are for you. Don’t say I was never kind to you.” 

On opening the parcel, Barney/Louise saw that there was women’s clothing inside, not brand new. It had come from charity shops

.“I’ll give you a hand putting your clothes on.” Barney, now Louise, put a hand on her breasts to cover them, and the other over her pussy. 
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“Come come, Louise, we are all women here. You have nothing to hide,” Mary said with a smirk on her face. 

The following day Dr. Dark and Head Nurse Delaney were again at Louise's bedside. 

Diana spoke. 

“Louise, you are fit to leave tomorrow.” 

Mary spoke now. “I have had a word with an employment agency. They have a vacancy for a cleaning lady. So as soon as you leave, apply for the job. I also have arranged for you to stay at a woman’s hostel.” 

“Oh, that is  so  nice of you Mary, thinking about your husband. Well, I mean...oh, I don’t know. What  do  you call a husband who is now a woman?.” Diana tried her best to keep from giggling. 

***

Louise wrote the following account in her diary:

“The day I was dismissed from the clinic, there was nothing to do but apply for that job Mary had recommended me for. Having made my living as a drug dealer, I had no legitimate trade. I was no longer a man, and I needed money to live. They asked at the interview if I had done cleaning work. I answered yes. What else could I say? Having been hired for this menial position, I went to the address Mary had given me for the woman’s hostel. 

The hostel was certainly not a first class hotel. I was on the ground floor along with other women. There was a line of bed on both sides of room. You had no privacy except when you pulled the curtains around your bed. Everyone had a bedside locker, which I learned from experience to keep locked at all times. I asked myself if this was really any better than prison. Well, you did have your freedom, but only just. The front door locked at ten o' clock night. If you were not in by then, too bad; you would spend the night in the cold. I was to find out that some of the women I worked with in my cleaning job stayed there as well. 

The first morning I started the cleaning job, I was given a uniform. This consisted of a blue company dress with the company logo over the right breast pocket and two pockets to either side of the dress. Those, I learned from the other women, were for putting dusters in. There was also a blue scarf, again with company logo, which you wore over the head. 

The other women pinned their hair up, and used the scarf as a turban, which was hygienic as my hair became longer; it kept it out my way. 

We were all issued dusters, given a mop, brush, shovel, and bucket, then we were all put in a van and dropped off at the various jobs with which the company had a contract. I would go to a different place nearly every day. The first day I was put under the charge of Libby, to see how I progressed. Libby was a big fat woman, who took no nonsense from anyone. She never did much work, but she “supervised” others to do her work. 

Eventually Libby just dropped me off at some job, told me what to do, then left me to it. 
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For weeks every day after work, I went back to the women’s hostel and read a book or watched the communal television. It was boring, but I did not didn't really know anyone. 

Then one night as I watched the television, one of the women I worked with said, 

“Louise, why don’t you come with the girls tomorrow after you are paid? We're going to Trader Joe’s bar. We always go there after we get our pay checks.” 

“That’s real nice of you, Bee. I’ll take you up on that offer. It gets lonely here.” 

Trader Joe's bar was not far from the office. It was a working man’s pub with no frills; I sat in the lounge with the girls. I ordered a Bacardi and coke, Libby had a large beer and a whiskey. Libby had the reputation of being a hard drinker, which wasn’t my style. Not not now as a woman, maybe when I was a man. 

We girls all chatted. Then one of the girls looked at her watch and exclaimed, “They’ll be coming in soon.” 

Another said, “You fancied that big one, Billy, didn’t you, Liz?” 

“Oh shut up. You're just jealous cause you can’t get a man.” 

I hadn’t a clue what they were talking about. 

About ten minutes later, a group of men came in. You could see they had come off a building site; some still had their safety helmets on. All of them seemed to know the girls I was sitting with. After ordering their drinks, some of the guys came and sat beside us. The girls started to chat with them. A large powerfully built man sat beside me, then said, “A new girl! I haven't seen you around before.” 

Libby chimed in, “She’s your type, Charlie.” 

Another wit came back with, “You should know, Libby,” to much amusement from the crowd. 

“What are you drinking, Louise?” Charlie asked me. 

I blushed. No man had ever asked me that before. I never imagined that I would be pretty enough for a man to ask me such a thing. 

“Bacardi and Coke.” 

As Charlie walked to the bar, Libby looked at me and said, “He fancies you, Louise. 

Don’t worry, he has a big one.” 

The same wit as before came back again. “You should know, Libby.” 

I blushed again. I now knew what they were talking about, as all the conversation seemed to be about men. 

Charlie came back with the drink and a large beer for himself. Without any hesitation, he put his arms around my waist. I drew back and pushed his hands off me. 

“Trying to play hard to get, eh, Louise? I like that sort of game.” 

His hands went round my waist again; this time try as I might I could not remove them. I was like putty in his hands. 

“Louise, you and me are going to have a good time. You're coming home with me to my apartment.” 
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“What you mean I'm going back to your apartment? I’m not going anywhere.” 

“Finish your drink and we will be on our way.” 

I beat my hands against his chest. It was useless; it made no difference to him. I was in the vice-like grip of his massive hands. Whether I liked it or not, I was bound for his place. 

When he finished his drink, Charlie lifted me as if I was as light as a feather. I tried to kick him, pound my hands against his body. He just ignored me. In seconds, there I was in his beat-up car, speeding away to where I did not have a clue. 

Charlie drove to a slum area, stopped the car, lifted me out of his car and over his shoulders. 

“Let me go, you brute,” I screamed. Although there were some people on the street, no one took any notice. I beat him on his shoulders, moved my legs up and down, as he held me tightly to his shoulders. Charlie climbed to the third floor and opened the door of his apartment. All the time I was kicking and screaming, with still no one taking any notice. 

“There, “ he said as he dumped me off his shoulders, onto a couch. 

“You're going to be my woman, you're going to cook for me, wash, and iron my clothes and clean the house. We are going to make love all the time starting now.” 

I didn’t know what to do or say. For starters, now that I was a woman, I felt weak. I could never fight him off. At the same time, I had the feeling that now that I was a woman, perhaps I should have sex as one. In his own way, Charlie was a handsome man. And in a strange, unfamiliar, way, I felt flattered that he wanted me. I knew of course that he had had other women before, Libby for one, but without flattering myself, I was prettier and slimmer than her. 

On the couch, Charlie unbuttoned my blouse and bra. I let him do it without a struggle. 

In no time, all my clothes were in a pile on the floor. Then Charlie took me. 

I won’t go into details except to say it was unadulterated raw sex, sex like I had never experienced before. The girls were right that Charlie had a big penis, I should know, having been a man myself. I blush even now when I admit that I liked his length within me. 

We had been making love for a long time when I looked at my watch. “Charlie, it's after 10 o' clock! I’ll be locked out of the hostel.” 

“Don’t worry, Louise. From now on, you're staying here. Roll over on your stomach and we will do it again, doggy style.” 

That night of love was the first of many I was to have with Charlie. 

The following morning, Charlie ran me to work. I was received much joking about spending the night with Charlie. Libby chipped in when I said I was going to stay with him. 

“I  told  you he had a big one, Louise. He will keep you happy.” I felt embarrassed and said nothing. 

After work that day, I moved all my things out of the hostel, and Charlie ran me back to his flat. 
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From now on, I would do all Charlie asked of me. I would cook his meals, wash and iron his clothes, clean the flat, whatever. I must admit I longed for that long penis inside me. It made me feel like a woman, and fulfilled as a woman should be. How different I had become from the kicking and screaming Louise Charlie first brought back to his flat. 

Charlie, I learned, was married. His wife had run away with another man, leaving him with three children, two girls and a boy, to bring up. He had left his children with his parents, to go and make some money for them. He was far from home when he got this job as a laborer on a building site. As he said, the money was good but it did not stop him from wanting to see his kids again. I could see the longing in his eyes to go back to his children. 

“Charlie,” I said one day, “Why don’t you go back to your kids? You love them, don’t you? You’ll get a job somewhere. Maybe the money won't

be as good, but it's your family

that counts.” 

“Maybe you're right Louise. 

Will you come with me? My

kids need a mother.” 

“Mother!?” I said, thoughts

of what my life had been up to

that point running through my

head. I had been a drug dealer, 

a bad husband and now I was

being asked to be a mother to

some kids. 

“Louise, you’ll make a good

mother. I mean, you cook, 

wash, iron and clean for me

now.” 

“But I've never had kids bef-

ore. What if they don’t like me? 

Oh, I am worried now.” 

“You will cope, Louise. Be

their mother, please. I love you, 

Louise.” 

The last part of that showed

me that Charlie loved me. That

always gets to a woman, being

told that someone loves her. But

what about his kids? Would

they accept me? 
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***

I found myself in Charlie's car on my way to meet his kids. He had told me all about them. His eldest daughter Susan, son Charlie Junior, and youngest daughter Charlene were all at his parents' just now. 

I was introduced to them. Susan was a daddy’s girl and looked at me as a rival to his affections; I felt there was trouble in store there. Charlie Junior could not care less which woman his father went around with. 

As I was being introduced to them, I felt a gentle tug at the bottom of my skirt. I looked down and a small girl of about four years old looked up to me, then she spoke. 

“Are you going to be my new mommy?” 

I knelt down to her. “What's your name, little girl?” 

“Charlene,” she replied. 

“Oh, that’s a nice name.” 

She looked at me and asked again, “Are you going to be my new mommy?” 

I lifted her up. “Do you  want  me to be your mommy?” 

She put her tiny hands round my neck. “Oh yes, all the other children have mommies and I have none.” 

A little tear ran down her dirty face. You feel something in your heart for a child like that. 

“Would you like me to be your mommy?” 

“Yes,” she replied with enthusiasm. 

“Then I’ll tell you what we will do. First of all, will you do everything I tell you?” 

“Oh yes, mommy.” 

“Good. The first thing when you get home, you have a bath, then early to bed and school in the morning, okay?” 

Susan interrupted. “She doesn't go to school, and she doesn’t go this early to bed.” 

“Oh, she doesn't? I’ll soon change that.” Susan gave me a look, a look that said I knew nothing about children. 

I found that Charlene only had the one dress she was wearing now, and no nightie. 

What were her grandparents doing with the money Charlie sent them? Spending it on themselves was the only conclusion that came to mind. Anyway, be that as it may, they were  my  children now and I had to show a mother's love to them all. 

Charlie’s house was in a slum area; the people there were poor. His flat needed to be cleaned out but for now we would have to make the best of it. I would clean and sort it all out tomorrow. Tonight I had a meal to make, then a bath for little Charlene, clothes to wash and iron. 
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Charlene giggled and laughed as I washed her, she was such a sweet little girl. Then I sprinkled some of my own talcum powder over her. 

“That smells nice, Mommy.” I was happy to hear myself being called Mommy. Charlene had to share a room with Susan; I didn’t want that. I had seen a room filled with junk; I had an idea about how to transform the room. 

I rummage around my clothes and found a pair of panties that would do for now as a nightie for Charlene. 

“They're pretty panties, Mommy.” I gave her a hug. 

“You'll get nice clothes and a beautiful nightie tomorrow, Charlene. Now go to sleep.” 

“I can’t, Mommy, it's too early.” 

“If I tell you a story, Charlene, will you go to sleep?” 

“Yes, Mommy, tell me a story.” 

Tell Charlene a story? Well, she got one that was a mixture of “Little Red Riding Hood” 

and “Cinderella.” Charlene was fast asleep before the end. 

It had been a tiring day, what with driving here with Charlie, meeting his children, and moving to his house. I knew there was still a lot to fix, and tomorrow would be another exhausting day. To relax, I went for a shower. The water was cool and refreshing as it ran down my body. Then I heard the shower curtains being pulled open; I had my back to them. It was a naked Charlie stepping in behind me He put both his hands on my breasts. 

“Stop it, Charlie, you’ll wake the children.” 

“Don’t worry about them, they're fast asleep, Louise.” 

I felt his hard penis pressing against me. Even with all the work of the day, I wanted Charlie to take me. He did and I moaned and groaned with pleasure and delight, as he ground into my pussy. I congratulated Dr. Dark for making my pussy capacious to take that long penis Charlie had. I am a lucky woman. 

In the afterglow of our sex, we lay in bed. “Charlie,” I said. 

“Uh huh, honey, what is it?” 

“Charlene needs clothes, and she has to go to nursery school. I need some money, Charlie.” 

“Why, honey?” 

“Tomorrow, I want to enroll Charlene in nursery school and that takes money. I also need your car.” 

“But honey, I need that for work.” 

“You can do without it for one day, so I can register Charlene in nursery school. Then I’ll go to some charity shops and get clothes for your kids. Then I'll have to come back here and clean this house. Oh, and that's another thing. You have to clear out the junk in that spare room. I want it for Charlene. I’ll get a job to help out, money wise.” 

“You're really taking being a mother for my kids serious, aren't you, Louise?” 
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“I am. I want a family unit here. By the way, I can tell your daughter Susan doesn’t like me.” 

“How do you know that, Louise?” 

“It's easy to see. She's a daddy’s girl and she thinks I am stealing you away from her.” 

“I’ll have a talk with her, Louise.” 

“No, leave things as they are for present.” 

Charlie snuggled up to me and whispered, “You're a good woman, Louise.” Then we fell asleep. 

I had to get up early in the morning. I put the kids clothes in the washing machine, along with my own and Charlie’s. When they were washed and dried, I ironed them. With Charlene’s, I took a needle and thread to patch up the holes. I started the breakfast, woke the children and helped little Charlene dress. 

Charlie Junior was not at breakfast, or in his room. “Where is he?” I asked. 

Susan answered. “With the guys in the park, playing hooky.” 

“Do you mean to say he is not going to school, Susan?” 

“He does it all the time.” 

Right, I said to myself, we will soon sort that out. 

Charlie gave me some money. I asked for some more which he grudgingly gave me. If I was going to be a mother to his kids, I wanted them fed, clothed and schooled right. Charlie, having left me with his car, had to go to work by bus. As he left, he gave me a kiss and a pat on my fanny. 

I said, “Charlie, what will the children think?” but he was gone. 

Susan went to school on the school bus, which stopped near the apartment. When she had gone, I took Charlene’s hand and we went down the stairs to Charlie’s car. The elevator in the apartment building had been vandalized some time earlier. I had asked some women about a nursery school and we now headed in that direction. 

At the nursery school, I was given a lot of forms to fill in. I filled them in and gave them to the head teacher who looked up at me. 

“Mrs. Johnstone, these seem alright. I haven’t seen Charlene here before. She looks like a nice child, we’ll make her welcome here. We will send you a bill monthly, okay?” 

I thanked the woman who was never any the wiser that I was not Mrs. Johnstone. A school bus would take the child there and back every day. I gave Charlene a kiss on the cheek as I left. 

Now for Charlie Junior, off playing in the park. The trouble was, there were a number of parks in the vicinity. Not being familiar with the layout of the district, I asked around. 

The first two brought no luck. The third one had a play area laid out. There was Charlie Junior, playing soccer. 

“Charlie,” I shouted. He paid no attention to me. I called again and again. I ran across the pitch to him. “Charlie, you should be at school.” 
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“Can’t you see I’m playing soccer?” he said and gave me a kick on the shin bone. 

“Ouch!” I cried. That really made my blood boil. I grabbed him by the ear and dragged him to the car, all the time dodging his foot as he swung at my leg. 

We arrived at his school where I took Charlie to the headmaster, who looked at him. 

“Long time since we last saw you here, Charlie.” Charlie did not respond. 

“You will see a lot more of him. I’ll make sure he comes every day. Can I see his teacher?” 

“Sure, Mrs. Johnstone. I’ll have to take Charlie to him anyway.” 

I had a talk with the teacher about how Charlie was doing at school. Not very well, I gathered; in fact all the cutting classes and missing work was putting him behind the rest of his class. 

Leaving Charlie at school, I made for the local thrift and charity shops. If you look in the right places you can find some bargains in those shops. I did find some nice outfits for Charlene, a couple of pretty nighties and a pair of shoes. I also found a nice dress for Susan, a pair of long trousers for Charlie Junior, a decent suit for my Charlie and, of course, a nice frock for myself. 

Going back to the apartment, I set to work tiding it up. My work with the cleaning company came in handy. I worked all day tiding up rooms, then I had dinner to make. I was in the middle of working on it when Susan came home with Charlie Junior. Charlene had been home for an hour before and I had given her a number of dolls purchased from a charity shop. She was happy playing with them. 

“Charlie and Susan, your rooms are all tidied up. Please keep them that way. Susan, I expect you to help me once a week to clean this house. Charlie, you will have to help your father with the chores, okay?” 

After tea, I wanted Charlie Junior to show me his homework. I have to admit it was all above me; nevertheless, I tried my best to help him. At least it showed I was interested in him. I think it helped show that someone was interested in him. 

Charlie cleared out the spare room and disposed of the rubbish. “Good, Charlie. I’ll clean it tomorrow. Bring Charlene's bed out of Susan’s room. We will have to search for furniture over the weekend.” I added, “You can have the car back. I’ll take the bus to find a job.“ Charlie nodded. 

I felt a gentle tug on my dress; it was Charlene. “What is it, sweetheart?” 

“It's bath time, Mommy.” 

“Oh so it is. You go and run the bath and I'll come and wash you.” 

Charlene ran happily away. I washed the dishes, then made for the bathroom where Charlene was splashing merrily in the bath. I washed her down, patted her dry, then talcum powdered her. I put a small blue nylon night gown on her; it had little ducks on it. 

“Oh, that’s nice, Mommy.” 
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“Charlene, guess what I’ve got for you to wear tomorrow; a nice white blouse, black skirt, white ankle socks and Mary Jane shoes. You're going to be the prettiest little girl in the nursery, darling.” 

“Oh Mommy, I love you!” She put her little hands round my neck and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 

I now took her hand and made for the bedroom. It was still Susan’s room till I had the spare room made up. I tucked her into bed. 

“A story, Mommy.” 

I had been prepared for this; in the charity shop, I purchased a few children's story books. 

I started reading “Once upon a time there lived a little girl.” 

Charlene cut in. “Is it me, Mommy?” 

“If you want it to be, darling. Let me continue please.” Charlene was excited as I read the story, but she soon fell asleep, dreaming about beautiful princesses and princes, I assume. 

***

We sorted out the room for Charlene. I found a job with another cleaning company. All seemed to be going well. I have to admit little Charlene was my favorite of the children but I wanted the others to accept me too. Charlie Junior was improving at school; that pleased me. Tryouts were being held for the school’s soccer team for the coming season. 

“Charlie,” I said, “why don’t you tryout for the soccer team?” 

“Oh, I wouldn't be good enough.” 

“Well, you’ll never know if you don’t give it a try. I’ll tell you one thing, you sure have a strong kick,” I said, rubbing my shin bone in fun. 

“Sorry about that. I really didn’t mean it. It was just the heat of the moment.” 

“That's okay, Charlie,” I said, “but do give it a try, okay?” 

“Sure, Mom.” 

Charlie Junior was calling me Mom. Wow. 

Charlie did go for the tryout, and was good enough to make the school first team. This meant he would be coached in the skills of soccer; he started going for training two nights a week. 

His team played on Saturday mornings. I took little Charlene with me; she was the biggest supporter of the team and her brother. She would shout loudly for him. It was good to see brother and sister getting on so well. Susan never came until near the end of the first season. Charlie’s team had reached the finals. Charlie played up front and was the leading goal maker for the team. 
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This match was played in the county stadium. Charlie worked on Saturdays; it was overtime, and we needed the money. I persuaded him to miss one Saturday. After all, it was his son’s big day. 

On the big day, the families of both teams were given V.I.P. treatment. I felt so proud of Charlie Junior as he lined up before the start of the match. 

I won’t go into many details. The score was 1-1 till the last minute of the game when Charlie Junior put the ball in the net and his team won 2-1. 

After the match, Charlie went to get changed. When he came back to our seats in the grandstand, he had a man with him. “Mom, Dad this is Mr. Rice, a scout. He wants to talk to you, Dad.” 

Mr Rice introduced himself. “I’ve been watching your boy, not just today but for a number of games. He has talent. I should know, I’ve watched hundreds of school games. I would like to sign him to a contract, however I cannot do that without a parents consent.” 

Charlie looked at me. “I’ll have to talk this over with my wife. It's a big step for my son.” 

“Yes of course, Mr Johnstone. I understand, take all the time you need. Nice to have met you, and you too, Mrs. Johnstone.” He gave Charlie his card with address and phone number. Charlie and Charlie Junior made their way to the exit. I quickly ran after Mr Rice and had a few words with him, which helped clear some matters in my mind. 

On the way home, I could see that Charlie Junior was excited about the prospect of signing. But his father had not yet given permission. I gave Junior a wink that said leave it all to me. He smiled back. Mom would fix all. 

That night in bed, Charlie talked about what Mr Rice had said and asked me what I thought of it. 

“Well, I see this as a great opportunity for young Charlie. Mr Rice says if you give permission, the club will put him up, educate him, and teach him a trade. I don’t see how he can lose. No matter what happens, he will have learned a trade. With all due respect, Charlie, that’s something you never had. How can he lose, honey?” 

“You're right, Louise. I’ve been a bad father to Charlie. I should have encouraged him more.” 

“Oh, don’t be hard on yourself, Charlie. You can make up for it. Now sign that form.” 

When Charlie Junior heard the news, he gave me a kiss on the cheek “Thanks Mom, I knew you would swing it for me.” 

“You know you will have to leave home. You will phone your father and me, won’t you, Charlie?” 

“Of course, Mom. You're the best.” Even though I was happy with the family, Susan still worried me. How was I going to win her love? 
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***

We usually did the main cleaning of the house on Saturday, Susan, Charlene and me. 

Charlene put herself into it, and I have no complaints about her, but she was only a little girl. Susan was different; she would give all sorts of excuses to get out of it. Sometimes on Saturday morning, she was gone before the cleaning started. I got fed up with this; it wasn’t fair to me or little Charlene. 

It all came to a head one morning after breakfast as I caught her trying to sneak out of the house. 

“Susan, just where are you going? There’s chores to do here. Your room is in a mess. 

Get up there, young lady, and tidy it up.” 

“You're not my mother, you can’t make me do anything.” 

That really hurt me. “Yes Susan, I’m not your mother, but I care for you like a mother for a daughter. Your mother ran away from this family; that shows you how much  she cared for you. You will do your share of work here. Charlene does, so you must do your share.” 

“I’m going to meet my girlfriends. Bye.” 

My face went purple with rage. Susan was disobeying me deliberately. Susan thought I would never touch her, because if I did, she would tell her father. 

That did not stop me. I grabbed her, put her over my knee, flipped her skirt up and smacked her on her panties. I was not afraid to smack her, or what she might say to her father. I think the fact that even though she was a teenager, she was still young enough to receive a spanking made her a bit embarrassed. 

After that, she did her share on the Saturday mornings. You must not get the impres-sion I hated Susan; the opposite was the case. 

It was not long after that incident that her school held its Junior Prom. Susan said she was not going as she had no ball gown. I knew this was a high spot in every girl’s school days. I felt we would let her down if we did not get one for her. I mentioned this to Charlie one night in bed. 

“Louise, prom gowns are not cheap, you know. As much as I love Susan, I can't afford it.” 

“I think we could, Charlie. I’ve put a small amount away for a rainy day. This means so much to Susan.” 

“Okay Louise, if you think it can be done, go ahead. You've really been a good mother for all my kids.” 

I told Susan that her father and I would get her a ball gown for the Junior Prom. She was excited as all girls are at the prospect of a special dress for her first prom. 

I think Susan was a bit surprised that I should take so much interest in her, after our bust up. I wanted her to look upon me as a mother. 

Page - 58

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

The day Susan and I went to choose the ball gown was one Saturday when the house work went smoothly. The afternoon saw me and Susan drive into town in the old car Charlie bought me for my work transportation. 

We made straight for one of the most expensive shops in the mall, one that specialized in gowns for special occasions. Ball gowns of all colors were displayed in the window. As we walked in the shop, a very distinguished woman came forward. “Yes madam, what can we do for you?” 

“Susan here is looking for a ball gown. It's her Junior Prom, you see.” 

“I understand. You have a very pretty daughter. Now, Susan, if you go into the changing room, I think we have some gowns that would look lovely on you.” 

Susan and I made our way. In a short while, the woman came back with several gowns on her arms, then she placed them on a chair. 

“This black gown is heavenly. Try it on, Susan.” 

Susan stripped down to her bra and panties. The woman helped her into it and zipped up the back, Susan turned round to me. “What do you think about it,  Mother?” 

She had said a word I never thought I would hear from her lips,  mother. 

“Oh, that’s beautiful, Susan and you do it justice. I like that one, but it's what  you  like, Susan. After all, it's your ball gown.” 

The woman cut in here. “Your mother’s right. You must make the choice. I would try the others on before you come to a decision.” 

Susan tried all the dresses on. She was in heaven. Eventually, she came back to the unique black silk dress she started out with. 

I looked at the price ticket on it. It was more than I had intended to spend, then I looked at Susan’s face. I just  had  to pay that extra price for Susan's happiness. 

After I paid, Susan gave me a big kiss on the cheek. “Thanks mother, you're the best.” I was overcome and I gave her a hug and a kiss. 

Now that Susan was going to the Junior Prom, she soon had a beau. 

I think I was as excited as Susan the night her beau came to pick her up for the dance. I had helped her with her underwear. Apart from her bra and panties, she had on a garter belt, black stockings, and black high heel shoes. Three stiff white waist petticoats held her ball gown out when I slipped it over her head. A black fur wrap and matching clutch bag finished her off nicely. 

When Johnny came, they made a nice couple. She took his arm to be led out to a waiting taxi. I gave her a kiss as they left. 

“Have a good time, sweetheart.” 

“Yes Mother,” she said and returned my kiss. 

Later that night, I was in bed with Charlie. He had just given me a good fucking. 

Charlie said, “Louise, it's time I made a honest woman of you.” 

“What do you mean, Charlie?” 
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“You’ve been such a good mother to my kids, it's time we were married, don’t you think?” 

I was so overcome, I cried. 

“What are you crying for, Louise? I thought you would be happy about that.” 

“I am, I am, Charlie. It's just I never it a thought.” I wiped my tears with a hankie. Living in sin never even occurred to me, it never worried me. But now that Charlie had asked me, I realized this would be better for his kids. 

Charlie and I were married in a registry office, nothing fancy, I wore a plain white dress. I had asked Susan to be a bridesmaid, and little Charlene was the flower girl. When Charlie put the ring on the third finger of my left hand, I was the happiest woman in the world. Charlie treated us all to a nice meal at a local diner. There was no honeymoon, we couldn’t afford it. 

That evening, Susan gave a wink to Charlie Junior and said, “Come on, Charlie. It's time we left mother and father to themselves.” 

A bit slow on the uptake, Charlie Junior finally got the message after a nudge from Susan. “Oh yes, it's time I hit the hay.” 

Charlie made wonderful love to me that night. The size of his prick always kept me more than happy. 

In the morning as we lay in bed, Charlie said, “Louise, I know you take precautions from being pregnant. (Where he got that from, I do not know). Could you please stop? I want you to have my child.” 

I did not want to hurt Charlie by telling him I could not have a child so I replied, “Yes Charlie, I’ll stop now. I want your baby too.” 

Several years have now passed. I told Charlie I have a “female problem” and cannot have children. Charlie accepted that explanation; it didn't change his love for me. 

At first I was mad about the operation Dr Dark carried out, removing my male sex or-gans, as would be expected. But with the way things have turned out, I am a happy and contented woman. Charlie and I still have to watch our money, we are not well off. But having my, yes,  my  family around me makes everything alright. 

The pundits say Charlie Junior has a great future before him. He phones me and his father two or three time a week and sends home money. Charlie Junior is proud of me and introduces me to everyone as his Mom, even his team's manager who confided in me, 

“Mrs. Johnstone, your son is good at soccer. He has a good future ahead of him. He also has good manners which I like to see in a boy. You have brought your son up well.” It filled me with pride to hear such praise from a man like that. I have a son that I am proud of. 

Susan is growing up fast. She now has a job in a law office and is going steady with one of the company partners. 

Charlene, my little Charlene, is not little any more. My favorite is now growing up into a pretty teen girl and has many boyfriends. 

Page - 60

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

I love all my family but what I love more than anything else is being called Mommy or mother. It does something to me to know I am loved by my children. It's a feeling I cannot describe. 

***

Diana and Mary were happy for Louise that she had found her true self as mother to the three children and that she found a good man to be a wife for. 

After the first hundred or so files, Dr. Dark had a meeting with Nurse Delaney in her office. 

“Mary, I’ve been thinking things cannot go on as they are.” 

“What do you mean, Diana?” 

“Well, we are being run off our feet, what with the legal and illegal operations.” 

“Yes, you're right about that, Diana. You hardly get any sleep these days. I must admit I’m in the same state. What do you plan to do about it, darling?” 

“I am going to build an addition to the clinic where you and I can devote all our time to the illegitimate ops. As far as the legal ops are concerned, we have a waiting list and I intend to take on more staff for that. All the legal operations will be dealt with by them. That will give us more time to devote to the illegal ones.” 

“Good idea, Diana. Then we could turn out maybe three a day on these violators of women. I like it, but the pressure of all this work is telling on you, Diana. You need a rest, darling.” 

“You're right, Mary, I have thought of that. I've been thinking about a vacation in Canada for a few weeks. What do you say to that, sweetheart?” 

“I hope you enjoy yourself. I’ll be here waiting for you.” 

“You're coming with me. Not only that, we will get married.” 

“Married? That's not possible, is it Diana?” 

“Same sex couples can now be legally married in Canada. We will spend our honeymoon at Niagara Falls like any couple.” 

Mary laughed. “Does that mean you are proposing to me, Diana? You know it has to be a proper proposal. Get down on your knee, only then will I say yes.” 

Dr. Dark went to her knee and asked for the hand of Mary Delaney in marriage. 

Mary acted coy. “Oh, this is so sudden, Diana. I’ll need to think about it.” She paused a second for dramatic affect. “I accept.” 

The two women embraced each other and kissed. Mary spoke. “I’ve been thinking, Diana. You like my cottage. Why don't we live together there.” 

“That’s good, but it is only fair I give you half of what you paid for the cottage. It will be our love nest where we can get away from it all.” 

“What will you do with the quarters in the clinic, Diana?” 
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“I will give them to my daughter Reganne. She needs space for herself now that she is a young woman. I told you all about her, didn’t I, Mary?” 

Mary remembered Diana telling her that the first sex change operation she did was on her own son Reginald, changing him into her daughter Reganne. 

“Will she have any objections to our marriage, Diana? I mean it's unusual having your mother married to another woman.” 

“I would think not. After all, I made her happy by changing her sex. So why should her mother not have happiness in the arms of another woman?” 

Nothing more was said. 

***

The two women were legally married in Canada and spent a loving honeymoon at a hotel on the Canadian side of Niagara Falls. Diana took to wearing pant suits, beautiful ones it has to be said. 

Mary now wore the prettiest of frocks. You could say she was the female of the relationship. 

When they came back from their honeymoon, the addition to the clinic was still being built. The women never kept a secret of what they were. Everyone could see the large golden rings on the third finger of their left hands. 

Their crusade continues. Diana has not forgotten the vow she made to her ex husband Paul Bright that she would get him sooner or later. Yes, he would be turned into a woman to pay for the grief she suffered because of his unfaithfulness. Diana Dark could not wait for the day her scalpel made Paul into a woman. 

In the meantime, there were many wrongs to right. 

 ##
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