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Put In Skirts, Hose And

Heels

BY BLIND RUTH

SLEEPY VALLEY

Sleepy Valley is a small town where, behind twitching curtains, everyone knew everyone else’s private business. 

* * *

ENTER ABBIE

Abbie Crawford, a widow at 40, was a beautiful woman, 5 foot, 7 inches. They said Abbie had Spanish blood somewhere within her. That would account for her fiery temperament at times. 

Today, George, her son, told her what his troop in the Boy Scouts, was about to do in the local Gong Show. A Gong Show was held once a year to raise funds for all the scout troops in the area. It was a sort of variety show; every troop con-tributed something: singers, dancers, comedy sketches. George’s troop had drawn the short straw so to speak; they had to supply the dancing “girls” for a cancan number, 12 of them. Many boys were not happy about this arrangement, as can easily be understood. The Scout Leader stood by the decision. After all, he said, other troops had done it. 

The show itself was a long way off. There were rehearsals to come, much practice, and a lot of hard work. After all, it’s not easy being a girl. 
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Abbie Crawford was delighted, so delighted that she said, “George, go and get changed.” To any other boy they just meant that. To George, though, they meant something else. 

George was a fifteen-year-old boy, not small, not tall. Medium would be the best word to describe George. He had a slim, smooth face and black hair, just like his mother. 

Thirty minutes later, Abbie exclaimed, “Georgina, how nice to see you again. 

Come to help Mum?” 

The teenage girl standing beside Abbie was of course her son, to whom she was now attaching a nice blue cotton frilly apron, tying a big blue bow at the back. 

This vision of femininity looked nothing like George. “She” was a very beautiful girl, showing the first signs of womanly curves and budding breasts. How this could this be was no secret. Padding & bra fillers do miracles. 

“Georgina,” Abbie said, “I’m thinking of having you dressed full time ‘til this Gong Show is finished.” 

“Oh Mother!” “Georgina” whimpered. “That’s over two months away.” 

“Yes, I’ll see Miss Hester about it.” Miss Hester was the headmistress of Sleepy Valley High, the school George and many of the others in the chorus line attended. 

George/Georgina knew there was no use having an argument with his/her Mum. 

How did Abbie Crawford's son start dressing as a girl in the first place? It’s a long story, and it started before Abbie married. 

Abbie Collins, single and nineteen, worked in the account department of Crawford and Crawford, a wholesale company. You name it, they sold it. She had been going steady with the boss’s son, Iain. The local gossip was, she had flung herself at him. How wrong people can be. 

It was Iain who had asked her out. He thought she would be an easy lay. He was very much mistaken. Abbie had played about a bit before; they could kiss, they could feel, but that thing between her legs was only for the man she married. 

Abbie had her own sense of morality; Iain found this out, which made him admire her more. 

Doris Crawford, Iain’s mother, kept a careful watch on the girls her son went with. She didn’t want any money grabbers or those who slept around. She wanted a nice neat, clean, home-loving girl for her son. She was pleased when her son told her that Abbie said she would remain a virgin ‘til married. 

Doris wanted to meet this girl; Iain had proposed marriage to Abbie. Doris liked this girl. When Mike, her husband, stepped down from the company and Iain took over, he would need a strong woman behind him, just as Mike had her. 

Abbie, Doris was sure, was that woman. 
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It must have been the third or fourth time that Abbie met her future mother-in-law, at a summer barbecue. Mike and Iain were cooking steaks. Doris said to Abbie, “I’m too hot. I’m going for a drink. Coming Abbie?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Crawford.” 

“Stop calling me that, Abbie, it makes me feel old. ‘Doris’ will do.” 

“Yes, Doris.” They made their way into the magnificent lounge, with its fitted carpets and soft furnishings. “Take a seat, Abbie. As it seems you are to be one of the family, you may as well have a look at the family album.” As they went through the photos, Doris said, “This are our wedding photos. Here’s Iain as a baby. What do you want to drink, Abbie?” 

“A gin and tonic, Doris.” Doris left Abbie to get the drinks. 

Doris took her time mixing the drinks, a Gordon’s gin and tonic for Abbie, Bacardi and coke for herself. 

“Doris,” Abbie said, “is this your sister Michelle?” She was pointing at a picture. 

Doris had a look and laughed. “No dear, guess who it is.” 

Abbie looked again. She hadn’t a clue; it certainly was a very pretty woman. “I have no idea, Doris.” 

“Can’t you see it’s Mike?” 

“Mike! But how?” 

Doris explained it had been for a company fancy dress party. 

“But he looks so good as a woman, Doris.” 

“I know, dear.” Doris sat nearer Abbie and whispered. “Abbie, dear, some men make better husbands when put into skirts, hose and heels.” 

Whether Abbie got her mother-in-law's meaning or not, only time would tell. 

Abbie and Iain got married, with no expense spared. Doris and Mike paid for it; Abbie’s parents could not afford to pay for this lavish wedding. 

Three months into the marriage, Abbie was getting ready for bed. She had put on a beautiful pale blue diaphanous nightdress. Seeing it, Iain said, “That’s a really wonderful nightdress, darling. Anyone would look good in that.” 

Abbie, on impulse, removed it from her beautiful body. “Here darling, you wear it.” 

“Do you really mean it, darling?” 

“Of course I do. I’ve plenty of beautiful nightdress,” she said, removing an equally lovely diaphanous purple nightie from the dressing table drawer. 

That night, Abbie was to experience the best sex she had had since they married. 
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* * *

Two years into the marriage, things were not going so well. Iain seemed rest-less and moody and was liable to be irritable with Abbie. Abbie gave as good as she got. Nearly every day now was a match; the marriage was on the verge of going on the rocks. Sex was nonexistent. For the last six months, there hadn’t been any. This only led to more tension in the marriage. They now had separate rooms. 

One night they were about to go to bed; they had been going at it hammer and tongs. Abbie said, “You were much better in bed when you had that nightie of mine on in bed. You were more relaxed. You were a better man and lover then.” 

Abbie didn’t know it then, but she had hit Iain’s tender spot. Iain, with tears in his eyes, said, “That's just it, Abbie. I think its time to tell you. The way our marriage is going, this may be my last hope. I’ve tried to stop it, but I have to tell you why I have been so tensed up.” 

Abbie could see Iain had something important to tell her. Tenderly, she said, 

“Darling, tell me. If it will save our marriage, I am all ears.” 

“Abbie, I don’t know if you will like this or not. First of all, I am not gay. What I am trying to say is, I like woman’s clothes. I not only like them, I  love  wearing them. So now you know. I would not blame you if you walked out on me now.” 

Abbie felt pity for her husband. To her mind came the meeting two years ago with Doris her mother in law and that photo album and photo of Mike/Michelle. A lot of things now seemed to fall in place. “Iain darling, forgive me for asking. Did your mother ever dress you in girls’ clothes?” 

Iain looked at Abbie for some time before answering with a pained look on his face. “Yes Abbie, she did. From the age of six, she had me in skirts, hose and heels. At that age, you think it’s fun. However the feel of the fabrics, the softness of the materials, soon has you hooked for the rest of your life. It’s like a drug. I’ve been doing it at every opportunity since.” 

“I think I understand, darling. You thought you would give it up because of me.” Abbie went over to Iain as he sat in his chair, sat in his lap, put her arms

‘round Iain's neck and kissed him fully on the lips. “Darling, I think we have cleared the air. I see why you have been tense.“

“But Abbie, you’re not mad at me? ” 

“No Iain, I think I must have accepted things two years ago when I saw Michelle’s photo.” 

“You saw father’s photo? Mother showed it to you?” 

“Yes, but I knew nothing about you, although your mother did give me hints. 

Like an idiot, I never picked then up.” 

Looking into Iain's eyes, she said, “Come, darling. Let’s go to bed. I have a beautiful nightie for you. Our marriage is taking a new turn.” 
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Abbie now took great delight in helping him with clothes. It was like having a husband and girlfriend all rolled into one. The sex was unusual, different, but wonderful. Abbie never thought of a man in bed with her, anymore but another woman dressed in her pretty nightdresses. 

* * *

MIKE/MICHELLE AND HIS WIFE DORIS

Doris Crawford lived not far from her son, so it was no surprise when Abbie, her daughter-in-law, dropped in one day. This was shortly after Abbie and Iain had patched up their marriage. Of course Doris knew nothing of that. She did know all was not well with the marriage. She saw that in the tenseness in her son’s eyes and Abbie’s. She only wished she could help the couple. 

Doris was glad Abbie called. Abbie who spoke first, after Doris had fixed some drinks for them. 

“Doris, tell me all about Mike.” 

“What is there to tell, dear?” 

“You showed me that photo two years ago. I now realize there was more to it than I first thought.” 

“Why do you say that, Abbie?” 

“Because I have discovered Iain is a transvestite. I want the whole story, Doris.” 

Doris gave a sigh, looked at her daughter-in-law, took a sip of her drink, then asked, “Do you approve of what Iain does?” 

“I had to have a long think about it. Finally, I said to myself it could have been worse. He could have been fooling about with another woman. Wearing women's clothes is not so bad. At least at night I know where he is and I do love him. I have accepted it but I’m still curious how this all started. He says you put him into skirts, hose and heels.” 

Doris looked at the younger woman, took another sip of her drink, then said, 

“Yes Abbie, you can blame me for putting Iain in skirts, hose and heels. It all started with Mike. We had been married about a year or two. One afternoon I had gone to the shopping mall, Mike was at the office. I came home, put the food in the freezer. I thought I heard a noise upstairs coming from our room. ‘Mike,’ I shouted, ‘is that you?’ No reply. Burglars, I thought. I did a stupid thing, I went upstairs. I should have phoned the police. 

“Anyway I tiptoed to my bedroom, looked in and saw a woman sitting in front of my dressing table mirror, in my clothes. ‘Who the hell are you?’ I said. She turned in fright, got up and ran to our adjoining bathroom. I quickly ran after her. 

As she tried to lock the door, I put my foot in it. As I burst in, this woman was on Page - 7
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her knees at my feet, clutching my skirt, pleading with me, saying, ‘Please forgive me, Doris. I didn’t mean it, I didn’t mean it, I can’t help it.’

“’Then who the hell are you?’ I said. ‘It’s me, Mike.” As he said that, he removed his wig. ‘God, it is you, Mike, but why?’ I am quite an understanding woman, Abbie. I’ve seen a lot in my life, so I wanted to know more. 

“’Tell me honey, why you do this?’ ‘Let’s go into the bedroom, honey,’ Mike was saying. 

According to Doris, this was Mike’s story. “As you know, I was brought up by my granny. 

“It really must have been hard for her. As a boy of seven, I was not making things easy for her, playing truant from school, getting into trouble. Fooling around one day I threw a stone and smashed somebody’s glass house. They, of course, told granny. My granny was a peaceful sort of person, but I think that was the straw that broke the camel’s back. When I came home that night, granny con-fronted me about it. I confessed all. She said you’ll not do that again. Go to your room. I had been sent there before, so it meant nothing to me and I never thought any more about it. 

“When I came home from school that day, granny was there to greet me, smiling, She had me go upstairs to change. There was nothing new about that. I had to change out of my school clothes every day in case they got dirtied. In my room, I saw, lying on my bed, girls clothes. I went to my dressing table drawers. There was nothing but girls undies. When I looked in my wardrobe, I found skirts and blouses. I scratched my head. I went to see granny. I asked granny where my clothes were.’ On your bed, was her reply. 

“But, but I can’t, they’re girl clothes.” 

“’Yes, you will put then on till you have learned your lesson. If you do not, I’ll have you over my knee in a minute.’

“I had never seen my granny so angry before. I meekly obeyed, The first thing granny put on me was a crop top in pink with a glitter heart design. Next was a matching pair of panties also with a glitter heart in the middle, which she pulled up tightly. It made me feel sort of nice. 

“The pink socks matched the top and panties. Now it was time to put a white cami top over my head, a white cotton matching skirt, then a white pair of open toe sandals with a red heart design on the leather. When all that was done, granny sat me down in front of the dressing table mirror, combed my hair out, gathered it at the back and pulled it tight. Then she tied a white ribbon at the back in a bow. 

“I had to dress as a girl every day for four weeks. 

“At the end of the four-week period, I had gotten used to wearing girls clothes; to be honest I liked the soft feel. When it stopped, I started to think of other mischief I could get into so Gran would put me in a dress again.” 
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Doris continued. “I listened with understanding to Mike’s story. He said he hadn’t told me sooner because he was afraid I might leave him.. I told him I would never do that. 

“I decided then that I would try to understand more about his crossdressing. I could see he needed some lessons on make up and that maybe my clothes were a little too small for him. I suggested that we could buy some new clothing for him. 

Doris now took another sip of her Bacardi and Coke. “I’m sorry if this narrative is taking so long to tell, but it’s important that you know all.” 

“That’s alright Doris, I did say I wanted to know all.” 

“Thank you,” Doris said. “We now come to the photo I showed you two years ago. As the company grew, and we employed more workers, Mike said I could stay at home more often. Mike decided to have an annual company fancy dress dinner dance and ball. He also decided this was the time to come out the closet and that he would come dressed as a woman to it. In a way, I was sort of glad, because I knew he was more relaxed when in skirts hose and heels, so much so that I even thought it helped the company. 

“We had a lot of fun picking Michelle’s outfit. We decided in a bright green silk-chiffon cocktail dress, draped and ruched from the low neckline to the hemline. It had long black stretch-satin gloves.He also wore black satin sling-back strap sandals, with three-inch stiletto heels. 

“Underneath, Michelle wore a beautiful pair of emerald green panties. As the dress was strapless, there could be no bra, so we managed to form Mike’s loose flesh into cleavage and a pair of breasts. He really looked beautiful. I had a similar out fit and we went as sisters. No one recognized Michelle as Mike, ‘til at the end when he revealed himself. No one batted an eye. 

“That night, at home, I could not resist pulling Michelle’s beautiful green panties down. A magnificent erection awaited me down there. We had sex and it was on that night that I conceived Iain. 

Doris took another sip of her Bacardi and Coke and said, “Now we come to Iain. 

“As I said, Iain was conceived on the night of that first annual fancy dress dinner dance. Mike still dressed after Iain was born, but we tried our best to make sure Iain was not around when Michelle was. However, things do not always go according to plan. 

“When Iain was six, the annual dance came around again. We hired a baby sitter, Iain was put to bed early. As Michelle and myself got ready for the dance, we looked in his room. Iain was fast asleep. We told the baby sitter to look in the room every half-hour or so. 

“When we came home, the sitter said he was as good as gold. Michelle and I made our way to our bed room. 

Page - 9

PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE & HEELS

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“Next morning, I preparing breakfast for Iain and myself after which I would run him to school in my car. Iain said that he had had a strange dream and I asked him what it was. 

“He said, ‘Well Mummy, I dreamed I saw you and another lady go into your room.’

“I immediately knew what had happened. Our laughter had wakened him. I quizzed Iain further about what else had happened in the dream. He said nothing, just that he saw her enter our bedroom. He said the lady didn’t look scary, although she was taller than me. I asked him if he would like to meet her sometime and he said he didn’t know. 

“I left the conversation with plenty to think about. If my son had seen his father once, there was every possibility that he may see him again. Of course I could always tell Mike never to dress again, but I didn’t think that was the solution. Besides, I felt a sisterly bond to Michelle. We had such fun together and in bed I had this bizarre, odd, different feeling, that a woman, not my sister, was lying beside me. 

“Although there was a penis down there between her legs and I knew it was Mike, I still thought there was a pretty woman making love to me. It really was weird, impossible to describe. I never ever thought of myself as a lesbian, but this worried me. 

“What was I to do about my son? I thought very hard and came up with this solution, Iain had to find his female side. I decided to play a little game with Iain. 

“On picking Iain up from school one afternoon, I said, ‘How would you like to play a little game, Iain?’

I suggested that he could pretend he was somebody else. He could wear different clothes. 

“When we got home, he seemed excited by the idea of our little game. I told him to look in his room where he would find the new clothes. 

“It was then I put my son into skirts, hose and heels for the first time. I helped him into the little skirt and blouse, ankle socks and Mary Jane shoes. Then I gave him a little hug and a kiss. 

“We played this game for a week ‘til Mike came home. My son loved this game. 

“Iain became a well-mannered boy because of it, not that he ever was a rowdy boy. Mike still did not know any of this. I felt he had to know. I told him what had happened and he seemed doubtful as to whether this was the right decision. I persuaded Mike this was right . I wished our son to meet Michelle or Aunt Michelle. 

Again, Mike seemed reluctant

“Finally it was agreed Iain would meet his Aunty Michelle. 

“I told Iain she was a very nice woman. For the occasion we would buy him a new dress to meet her. Iain wanted to know if Aunt Michelle would want to meet him as a girl. I told him that Aunt Michelle loved little girls. 
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“By this time I had taken Iain to shopping malls dressed as a little girl. I said he would have to look very pretty to meet his Aunty Michelle. With the help of a sales lady I picked the following outfit: a red checked dress, with white collar, button front, slight A-line detail. It was made of viscose and polyester. It had matching Gingham-trim ankle socks, black glossy strapped girls shoes, a white cotton cardigan, and of course little red checked silk panties. 

“I gave Iain a hug and a kiss as I always did when he was dressed as a little girl. I tried to make this a fun and happy time, nothing to be ashamed of. I had arranged to take Iain to the hairdressers. He had never been to a hairdresser before; his hair was now long. 

“The style I had picked was a Ponytail. I had let my son’s hair grow long since we played our little game, long enough to be tied in a ponytail. 

“The woman doing the ponytail accomplished this by clasping the hair and se-curing it with a covered band. 

“As a final touch, the hairdresser added a large red floppy see-through bow made of silk to the back of Iain’s head and attached it to a slide. My son really looked beautiful. I could not help myself and I gave him a big hug, kiss and a squeeze. 

“’Now you look beautiful to meet your Aunty Michelle,’ I said.” 

* * *

A NEW AUNTY

As this was all going on, Mike/Michelle was getting ready to meet his/her son, having showered, powdered, talc his/her body and sprayed some perfume over his/herself. He/she was now sitting before the dressing table mirror in a black underwired bra, falsies inserted, black panty girdle, with white satin diamond panels at center front, three suspenders hanging down each leg, to which were attached a pair of honey-colored nylon stockings. 

To give her that fuller figure, Michelle inserted pads into the back of the panty girdle. Michelle wanted to make a good impression on her son. Before putting her lovely dress on, Michelle wriggled into a pretty pair of blue and white vertical striped satin panties, which snugly fitted over her padded rear. Michelle liked having many pretty pairs of panties; it made her feel  so  girlie. 

It now was time to slip the navy blue and white striped knitted cotton dress over her head. The dress had a hip-length unfitted bodice, a wide neckline in plain red knitted-cotton to match the deep cuffs and bound hem of gathered miniskirt. 

Red leather shoes with almond-shaped toes and wide bar straps with 3-inch heels came next. 

The last item was her wig, one of many of all styles and colors. This was a long blonde one that hung down her back, below Michelle’s shoulders. In front it Page - 11
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stopped above her eye brows. Michelle now combed her long blond shining hair. 

There was no longer any trace of Mike. 

Michelle lifted her blue leather stud fastening clutch handbag. She put on blue and white leather gloves over the highly red polished finger nails. Michelle was now ready to meet her son. 

It was arranged that Mike/Michelle leave the house, then come back when Iain and Doris were there. 

* * *

“I had now come back home with Iain, my little girl. How absolutely becoming and radiant she looked in her red checked dress, her chestnut hair in a ponytail style with the big floppy bow at the back! So sweet so innocent, I could not help myself. I gave her a big hug and kiss again.” 

“Oh, you just look so wonderful to meet your Aunty Michelle, darling.” 

“Will she be long coming here, Mummy? 

“No dear, very soon. Just sit like a good girl and wait for her.” 

Doris asked her son if he liked playing as a little girl. 

“Oh yes, Mummy. It’s so different. Girls have softer clothes and things. They’re so pretty, and so many different colors! The clothes make you so relaxed, not like my boys clothes which are so dull, so rough.” 

“Then you like girls clothes, Iain, you wouldn't want me to take them away from you?” 

“No Mummy, it’s nice being different, like a girl.” 

Just them the door bell rang. Mike/Michelle had arrived. 

“Sit up dear, this could be your Aunty Michelle.” 

Iain was so excited that he stole a glance out the window. He saw a very attractive, and elegant looking woman standing on the doorstep, greeting his mother with a kiss on her cheek, to which she replied with the same. The two women now came in, arm in arm with merry laughter. The attractive woman was carrying a brightly-covered package, tied with bows. 

“And who is this pretty little girl, Doris?” 

“It’s my little girl, Michelle.” 

“Mummy, it’s that beautiful lady I saw in my dream.” 

“Are you afraid?” 

“No, Mummy.” 

“That’s good, Iain, because this is your Aunty Michelle. She has brought you a little present. Haven't you, Aunty Michelle?” 
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For the first time, Mike/Michelle spoke to his son not as a male, but as a female. Michelle could, when circumstances demanded, like now, have a female-sounding voice. 

“Doris, I have this present for your little girl.” 

“Go on, Iain, take the present from your Aunty Michelle.” 

Iain tried to hide behind her. 

“She is a shy little girl, Doris, isn’t she? Go on, take the nice present and give your Aunty Michelle a big hug and a kiss.” 

Iain shyly went over to his Aunty Michelle, put his little arms round her beautiful neck, received a red lipstick kiss on the cheek. The present was handed to Iain who eagerly opened it to find a pretty little white lacy night dress. 

As Iain’s father, Mike would not have kissed his son. As Michelle, however, this seemed natural. Especially with his son dressed as a little girl, there was no sense of wrong here. 

To Doris, both her husband and son looked so attractive in their outfits, there were tears in her eyes as she surveyed the scene before her. 

* * *

“I hope I’m not boring you, Abbie dear.” 

“Oh no, Doris. I’m fascinated by all this talk.” 

“To continue, the first meeting with Michelle and Iain had gone better than Mike and I expected. After another couple of meetings like this, we felt the time was right to tell the truth, the ground work had been laid. We actually found no problem, Iain excepted the truth, I think that was because Mike/Michelle and myself always showed tender love and affection, when he dressed. We became a very loving and happy family. 

“As you know, Abbie, I am a deeply religious person. There is a saying, ‘The family that prays together, stays together.’

“Well I believe that, but I also believe the family that dresses together, stays together. I firmly believe that, Abbie. 

“We went on many holidays together, all three of us dressed. To Iain, it was always his Aunty Michelle when Mike dressed, never his father. 

“As the years went on, I taught Iain about make up, dress sense, and many other womanly things. Did you know she can do embroidery, cook beautiful meals, Abbie?” 

Abbie shook her head no. 

“Then Iain became eleven years old. I thought a little training bra was now needed, along with a suspender belt, her first pair of stockings, a pair of shoes and 1-inch heels. Iain had found her female side and loved it. 
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“Iain had excellent grades at high school. Iain, Mike and myself decided to send Iain to college for Business Administration, which he passed with flying colors. Iain now possessed the business skills and knowledge required to cope to work at Crawford and Crawford. 

“Abbie that's all of it. I never gave Iain a girls name, I just called her my little girl, or my girl. That was a decision that Iain had to take himself.” 

“Have you any questions, Abbie?” 

Abbie looking at her mother-in-law. “I think you have been very honest with me, Doris. A lot of things now fall into place. As you can imagine, our marriage has gone through hell the last two years. I think I am now a more enlightened woman. I will try and make up for lost time and put everything back on track.” 

The older woman listened with interest, then said, “Mike and I were discussing matters only the other day we knew something was not right between you two. We felt if you became more involved in the firm, it could led to you and Iain getting closer again. You’re not a stupid woman, Abbie. That’s why I was so glad that Iain married you. You’re a strong woman, the kind Iain needs behind him. I wondered if you would like to take some business management courses, so that you can be beside Iain, steering Crawford and Crawford through the rough seas of business management.” 

Abbie was surprised but delighted by Doris’ proposal. She now had more respect for the older woman. 

“Yes Doris, I would like that. I think its about time I rolled up my sleeves and helped our family business.” Doris was quite pleased at this turn of events. 

“Then Abbie, I think we should all take a break for a week or two and go on vacation together, to get to know each other better.” Then with a pause, she added, 

“That’s you, me, Irene and Michelle.” 

Abbie replied yes before she realized the implications. Abbie would be meeting Michelle for the first time. Sure, she had seem those photos of Michelle, but Abbie had met actually Michelle in the flesh. 

All Abbie could say was, “Where are we going on vacation, Doris dear?” 

“The Lake district.” 

* * *

IT’S FAMILY TIME IN THE LAKE DISTRICT

It was a long hot summer that year. The time Doris and company picked for their vacation could not be better. Most people who worked for Crawford and Crawford were now on their summer break, however a skeleton staff was still at the warehouse. 

It was arranged that Doris and Mike/Michelle go two days before to set up things in the cottage that had been rented. Abbie and Iain/Irene would drive up Page - 14
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later. Iain who was now running Crawford and Crawford, had last minute company matters to attend to. 

During the stay all would be en femme, there would be no Mike or Iain, just Doris, Abbie, Irene, and Aunty Michelle

The hot weather meant summer outfits and dresses for all. Abbie was really excited; while she may have seem her husband dressed at home, she had never seen Irene for so long a period, twenty-four hours a day. And while Abbie had met Mike many times, she still had to meet her as Aunty Michelle. She was looking forward to that happy occasion. 

While Abbie watched and shared the dressing table mirror with her husband, the pretty Irene sat in her black half slip and bra, putting on her make up, Irene became a new girlfriend of Abbie’s, a girlfriend she was to have fun with. 

Irene put on a summer holiday outfit consisting of a yellow cotton dress, white seagull print, yoke bodice, gathered halter straps, three-tier skirt, central panel white with red seagulls, and a lovely matching yellow and white print stole. Irene did not wear any stockings, the weather being warm. 

To cap it all there was a black wig in a short bob style which gave a neat head shape. Irene now placed it on her head. She had padded out her bum and hips. Of course silicon breast forms were inserted in her bra cups. No trace of a man could now be seen. 

Irene’s make up consisted of Kissy, that was the name of the pink colored lipstick, that Irene applied. The lipstick matched the toe nails. 

They fell about laughing and giggling at this caper. Abbie was having so much fun with this new girlfriend of hers. Irene who had had her ears pierced a long time ago. From them hung a pair of earrings representing purple grapes. 

This was a turn-on to Abbie; she loved her girlfriend so much. Their marriage was being reborn at a higher level, a level that few marriages find. Abbie and Irene were to explore new exciting depths of amorous love they had never reached before due to Abbie accepting Irene. 

Eventually the car was packed with suitcases and the two happy girlfriends set off on holiday. 

* * *

On the way to the Lake District, after an hour or two, they pulled into a cafe, for a snack. Abbie and Irene turned some heads towards them. A couple of lads who thought they could pull these broads sat down beside them. They chatted up Abbie and Irene, bought them a meal and tried to find out where they were headed. 

Abbie could see as to what they were up to, and led them on ‘til she said to Irene, “But you don’t really like men, do you Irene dear? That’s why you’ve come on vacation with me, isn’t it dear?” Then Abbie gave Irene a big sloppy kiss on the Page - 15
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mouth, which Irene returned with interest. The two lads quickly made excuses to leave. 

As they left, Abbie and Irene could hear one say to the other, ”Just our luck, a couple of lezzies. Why do good looking chicks do these things? It’s a waste of good womanhood!” 

Abbie and Irene had a good laugh in the car as they made their way to meet Doris and Michelle. 

The cottage could be seen in the distance. As the car rounded a bend in the road, the lake came into view and there, nestling on the shore, was the cottage. 

Irene drove up the graveled driveway in front of the cottage and parked her car beside his Aunty Michelle’s car and honked her horn. 

For the first time, Abbie saw Irene’s Aunty Michelle. She and Doris came out the cottage to welcome and greet them with hugs and kisses all round. Irene and her Aunty Michelle exchanged kisses on the cheeks, then Irene introduced her Aunty Michelle to Abbie. They again kissed each other on the cheek. 

Abbie observed Aunty Michelle. She tried to think of Mike, but there was no re-semblance here. Some things, of course, cannot be hidden, like height. Mike was 5 foot 11 inches, but as Aunty Michelle, exercise had kept him in the approximate weight for a woman of that height. 

Doris and Aunty Michelle addressed Iain as Irene when he was dressed. 

The car was unloaded and Abbie and Irene were shown their room, at the right of the hallway when entering the cottage. To the left was the room Doris and Aunty Michelle shared, then the hallway opened up to a combined living room/kitchen. Each room had a bathroom with shower. The bedrooms looked out over the lake, very beautiful scenery. There was a little sandy beach in front of the cottage, where they could sunbathe or swim. Of course they all brought swimsuits. 

Doris and Aunty Michelle had prepared a salad meal for dinner of lettuce, chopped carrots, cucumber, and cold slaw. 

With a family business like Crawford and Crawford, company talk was never far away. Aunty Michelle suggested that Abbie come on the board of directors, as a junior partner. Doris was on the board of directors, but was taking a back seat, as her new daughter Irene steered the company. All agreed Abbie would make a good addition to the board. 

Doris said, “Enough of business talk. There’s plenty of time for that. Where are you two young girls planning to visit?” 

There were so many lakes crammed into the Lake District, they were spoiled for choice, not to mention Scefell Pike, the highest point in England. 

“To be honest, Doris, we don’t know,” Abbie replied. 

Irene and Abbie had brought hiking shoes and rough tweed skirts. 
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The day had been tiring and it was time for bed. Before retiring, all four woman watched the beautiful sunset over the lake. 

* * *

Doris Crawford was a forty-nine year old mature woman who had a pair of full, firm breasts that stood out firmly from her body. Doris always kept her body fit and trim with workouts. She was a fitness fanatic and she put that down to Michelle, her husband, who did workouts with her. She really loved her husband when he dressed as Michelle, like tonight. 

Doris looked down upon the beautiful Michelle lying in bed in her diaphanous ruby red baby doll nightdress, holding out her arms for Doris. Doris, when she saw her husband dressed like this, always had a funny feeling in the pit of her stomach. She could not resist the advances of this beautiful woman. At these times, she never thought herself a lesbian, this was a love affair with a transvestite. Over the years, it had mellowed into a calm, serene, tranquil love between Michelle and Doris. 

The wonderful feeling of lipsticked lips, painted faces, scented and perfumed bodies upon each other could almost make Doris come before her husband had evened entered her body. She just could not get enough of this transgender love. 

In the afterglow of the amorous passions of their transgender love, Doris lay awake as the charming Michelle peacefully slept beside her. Doris’ thoughts drifted to when she first put Iain in skirts, hose and heels. 

She knew there had been whispered talk of strange goings-on at the Crawford household, like the whisperings about Michelle being dressed at all those company fancy dressed balls. 

They whispered that Mike/Michelle looked too well-dressed for a man as a woman, surely Doris had a hand in the makeup and dress sense. Did she dress him at home? And what about that son of hers? If she helped her husband, maybe she put her son into blouses and skirts. Doris heard the whispers but thought if it wasn’t her, it would be someone else that they talked about, they always had a victim. 

Crawford and Crawford was one of the biggest employers in Sleepy Valley. Michelle and Irene cared for all who worked at Crawford and Crawford. The company had one of the best of medical, and retirement plans in the country, so they may have whispered, but few were willing to leave the company. 

Doris thought, “I did the right decision putting my son into skirts hose and Heels. It made a better person of Iain.” She was so glad that Iain found Abbie. Yes, Abbie was the right woman for him. She knew it must have been hard for her to accept Iain’s transgenderism. Now that she had, her marriage would see better times. Of that, Doris was sure. Doris was happy and at peace with herself and with everyone in this transgendered family. 
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* * *

The following morning, Doris asked the young couple where they planned to go today. Abbie answered, “Oh, I think a trip to Grizedale Forest is the order of the day. We will have to hire bicycles to see the forest. How’s your cycling, Irene?” 

Irene flashed a smile and answered, “Wait and see, beloved.” 

Abbie had a little bit of mischief about her today. She knew that Irene and Michelle had ways to conceal their private parts between their legs. Abbie persuaded Irene not to wear a gaff today. There would only be her to see, anyway. 

Doris and Michelle would send the day lapping up the sun, in their swimsuits, at the beach. 

Off the young couple want. They came to a campsite some ten miles from Grizedale Forest. After renting a pair of bikes, they made there way along the Silurian Way. The Silurian Way has fifty-odd stone and wood sculptures scattered among the trees. 

Abbie and Irene had brought lunch along with them, which they carried on backpacks. They were having great fun, had now been on the go for over 4 hours since breakfast. As they rounded a bend in the trail, they came upon a dry-stone wall slaloming the conifers. 

“This looks a good spot for a picnic, darling,” said Abbie. So they set out lunch beside the wall; chicken and ham sandwiches, flasks of tea and a couple of apples. A tablecloth was laid out, on the grass. 

The sun shone brightly down on the cheerful and contented couple while they ate their lunch. 

They smiled into each other’s eyes. Their love was renewed, the impending de-struction of the marriage had been overcome. Abbie and Irene lay in each others arms, kissing gently. 

Abbie slowly slipped her hand up the nylon stockinged leg of Irene, her husband. “Stop it, darling,“ said the beautiful Irene. As the hand came nearer to the stocking tops, a bulge could be seen through the skirt. Abbie put her hand on the beautiful blue nylon panties, which resulted in Irene's penis increasing in size. 

Abbie pulled Irene’s skirt up and quickly slipped Irene’s panties down. Irene assisted her by raising her rear off the ground. Irene’s member stood stiff in all its glory, proudly out above the blue suspender belt holding the beige-colored nylon stockings. 

Abbie with love in her eyes, and a roar of laughter, stood up with her back to Irene and slowly pulled her skirt up to the waistline. Irene, quick to seize an opportunity, grabbed Abbie’s panties and pulled them down. This was just what Abbie hoped for, and she quickly stepped out of them. Just as quickly she bent her knees and sank on the erection of Irene, with a lot of giggling. Irene put her hands

‘round Abbie and tickled her. This only made Abbie squeal in laughter. Her body moved from side to side, and up and down. 
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Irene’s penis and Abbie’s pussy moved in unison. They both quickly came and had orgasms. 

They were lucky because that part of the Silurian Way was deserted at present. 

The lovely scene soon came to an end, and the happy couple made their way back to the cottage, where Doris and Michelle were lying on beach towels, soaking up the sun, rubbing suntan lotion on each others bodies, laughing and smiling into each other’s eyes. 

Because of this bond between Doris, Michelle, Irene, and Abbie, Crawford and Crawford blossomed and became a prosperous, thriving business because a femaleness had been injected into their business, something lacking in their rivals. 

This was good for Crawford and Crawford, their workers and the town of Sleepy Valley in general. 

All this in spite of the whisperings of the matrons of the blue rinse brigade. 

* * *

TRANSGENDER WIVES

Now is the time to have a look at Abbie and Doris and analyze them. 

First, they became transgender wives not by choice, but by circumstances. 

True, Doris had a hand in Iain’s transgenderism, but that had nothing to do with Abbie. 

Doris, after discovering Mike’s transvestism and accepting it, got involved in showing Michelle how to apply make up, and many other tips that women are experts at. Doris came to accept Michelle as a woman. Eventually it got to the stage where she preferred Mike/Michelle with a nightdress on rather than pajamas. 

What of the lovely Abbie? Like Doris, Abbie was now accepting the transgenderism forced upon her as the result of Iain’s boyhood. She did not have to show him how to put make up on. Abbie did, however, ask Irene to have her ears pierced so that beautiful designer earrings could dangle from her ears. Abbie, like Doris, came to prefer Iain/Irene in female dress. Like Doris, it became a turn-on for her. 

While Doris never considered herself a lesbian, the same might not be said of Abbie. 

* * *

The Lake District holiday being over, Abbie was now at collage for the business management courses. 

Abbie took a marketing course and, after two years, passed to get a HND in same. 
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Abbie’s input to company matter’s now increased. One of the first suggestions Abbie came up with was for Crawford and Crawford to expand their business and open up shops all over the country, selling many of the products they stocked direct to the public. 

Abbie and Irene would make a feasibility study and report back to the board. 

This was done. Abbie and Irene reported that it could be done, and so the first Crawford and Crawford stores were set up. 

Abbie, being intensely interested in this project, gave it all her time. Sometimes, however, other matters interrupt, no matter how much one tries to concen-trate on the task at hand. In Abbie’s and Irene’s case, it was a family. Abbie became pregnant. 

Also during this time, Abbie persuaded Irene to come out the closet; the year before Abbie became pregnant, Iain appeared as Irene at the annual company fancy dress dinner dance. But more than that, she suggested the beautiful Irene go to work dressed all the time. Two attractive and good-looking ladies left their residence every day, to arrive at the workplace of Crawford and Crawford. 

Of course tongue’s wagged, the blue rinse brigade had a field day. Abbie said to the workers, “If you don’t like it, there’s always other jobs and other companies.” 

Eventually, everyone accepted Irene. 

Irene now dressed full time. Abbie, like Doris, wanted a woman in bed beside her, not a man. Again like Doris, she found it difficult to have sex with Iain/Irene unless he/she was in female clothes. Irene became female full-time, although there were no operations involved. 

The night Abbie conceived, they both wore the most beautiful of nightgowns. 

Irene wore a white rayon-satin nightdress, with an ankle-length skirt gathered from under shaped cups, a wide V-shaped neckline formed by two wide-set embroidered-velvet ribbon shoulder straps unfilled with fine rayon-lace. Abbie wore a pair of camiknickers that night, lilac polyester-satin strapless, with elasticized neckline edged with wide scalloped lace to match the front panel and hems of straight-cut legs, elasticized drawstring waist, crotch stud button fasting. 

Two beautiful people made beautiful transgender love together, the result being a beautiful baby boy, whom they named George. 

The baby now took a lot of Abbie’s time, and she wanted to give it all her devo-tion therefore Abbie took a back seat in the running of the company. 

Irene drove herself really hard. She was so proud of her son and wife and wanted to give “her” best for everyone. 

Irene and Abbie’s son George reached the age of five when Iain/Irene, his father, had a heart attack, because of driving himself so hard. Abbie came back to work and told Irene to stay at home and rest. Unfortunately it was too late. 

Iain/Irene died. 

Needless to say, Abbie was devastated by the death of her husband. As a result, she now directed all her time and energy to company business. 
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With a pretty woman like Abbie in charge of a big company like Crawford and Crawford, there was no lack of suitors for Abbie’s in marriage. After Irene, any man in a pair of pants was out. It was a pair of panties they had to be in as far as Abbie was concerned. 

* * *

Abbie engrossed in the company, now ran it single-handed, with a little input from Mike and Doris. Abbie was not one to drown her sorrows in drink. Abbie drowned her self in company business. 

George was now twelve and studying at Sleepy Valley High School. One morning, a phone call came to Abbie. “Phone call for you, Mrs. Crawford,” said her personal secretary over the intercom. 

“I’m with a client just now, May, I’ll call back later.” 

“I think you will have to take this call now, Mrs. Crawford. It’s Miss Hester, the school headmistress, and it sounds as if you will have to speak personally to her.” 

“Right,” said Abbie, angrily grabbing her phone. She was in deep discussion at present with an important customer. 

“Yes, Miss Hester? I’m a busy woman, I hope this is not a trivial matter that can wait.” 

“No, it is not. I cannot discuss this over the phone. I suggest you come over here right away. It’s most important to your and George’s future. That’s all I can say for now,” said Miss Hester. Then she put the phone down. 

***

GEORGE IS IN TROUBLE

Abbie quickly arrived at Sleepy Valley High School. The little secretary showed her in to Miss Hester’s office and told her to take a seat till Miss Hester arrived. 

Miss Hester eventually arrived; she had been busy talking to various teachers and classes. 

Miss Hester was a woman in her late 40 ’s. She had a stern appearance, auburn hair tied in a bun at the back, a black suit, black stockings, and shoes with wedge heels. Hester Ward would a pretty woman if she let her hair down and wore smarter clothes, but she was immersed in her academic activities. She had no time for dress sense, or even men. Children and their education were of more importance to Hester. 

Abbie quickly came to the point. “Hester, what is this all about? As I said on the phone, I’m a busy woman.” 

Miss Hester was not one for beating about the bush. With a grim face, she said, “Abbie, it’s George. He has gotten himself in serious trouble.” 
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Abbie seemed most surprised and raised her eyebrows. “Are you sure you have the right boy?” 

“Without a doubt Abbie, but you will have to listen to what I am about to tell you. I don‘t know if you have been keeping a close eye on George lately.” Without waiting for a reply, Miss Hester carried on with her narrative. “Well, George has fallen in with a bad crowd, Jake Lowther and his gang to be precise. Why George thought Jake was a hero, I’ll never know. Anyway, George wanted to join Jake’s gang, even pleaded to join. Jake and his lot thought they would have a bit of fun with George. To join they said you have to accept a dare and do it. George, not being one to back down, took the challenge. 

“He had to lift the skirts of two girls in the same grade as George at the same time to expose their panties. Of course, they all thought George would chicken out. Not your George. George watched the girls’ class closely for a few days, then chose Lillian Smart and Queenie McFarlane. They were girlfriends, had been ever since primary school. George told Jake and his gang to gather after school and keep an eye on him. 

“George watched Lillian and Queenie leave school holding hands, then walked over to them and asked if he could carry their books. As they gave George their books, that’s when he struck. He quickly stepped behind both of them and pulled the back of their skirts up to expose their panties. 

“A big shout and a cheer went up from Jake and his gang. George got a slap on the face by both girls. As they ran away crying, the gang made George a member right away. The first thing George did was to challenge Jake to do something similar. Jake, being the coward he is, opted out. That, of course, made him smaller in the eyes of the gang. George now became the leader. That's everything, Abbie,” finished Miss Hester. 

Abbie listened dumbfounded. It took a while before she gathered her wits. “I can only apologize, Miss Hester, for George. I don’t know what to do. What will happen to George?” 

“Well Abbie, George is suspended from school for a month at present. However that’s not your problem, your problem is Lillian and Queenie’s parents,” Hester replied. 

“Why what do you mean, Hester?” 

“It’s just this Abbie, Lillian and Queenie’s parents may bring charges against George. I suggest you see both parents as soon as possible. I see trouble for George ahead unless you can persuade their parents to drop any charges.” 

Abbie looked shattered and worn out. “Where is he now?” 

“In the room next door. I kept him there ‘til I had a talk with you.” 

“I’ll take him home right away and see Lillian and Queenie’s parents tonight. I promise you, Miss Hester, George will be a changed person when he comes back to school, providing that I can persuade Lillian and Queenie’s parents not to bring any charges against George.” 
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Abbie came out Miss Hester’s office. George was waiting for his mother. When she came in, he was about to utter something, but the look in his mother’s face stopped him in his tracks. If looks could kill, George would be buried by now. “Get in the car right now and don’t say a word ‘til I tell you,” said his mother. 

The ride home was made in silence. George had not yet felt the fury his mother was about to throw on him. Abbie was like a simmering, bubbling volcano about to erupt. It was all her fault, she blamed herself. If she had not been so engrossed and absorbed in Crawford and Crawford, she would have seen what her son was up to. 

It would have been nipped in the bud. George should have been put in skirts, hose and heels a long time ago. Yes, skirts, hose and heels. It was a tradition in the Crawford family. Abbie was furious with herself that she had not yet done so. 

She vowed that Georgina was going to be more feminine than Aunt Michelle or Irene ever had been. 

Abbie now knew what had to be done. Georgina’s life was now mapped out & he/she did not as yet know anything about it. 

At home, Abbie made a meal of chicken and French fries. They ate in silence. 

“George, go to your room and stay there ‘til I come back,” his mother said in an angry voice. 

Abbie phoned the parents of Lillian and Queenie and arranged to meet then all at Mr. and Mrs. Smart’s house. 

* * *

Abbie drove over and knocked at the front door. Eve Smart, a smallish woman, answered. “Come in, Abbie,” she said. The families were assembled in the large living room. After introductions were made, Abbie started on a speech to the parents, then stopped. She looked at the two girls. Two very beautiful girls they were. 

Turning to them, she said, “Lillian and Queenie, I should have spoken to you first. I cannot express the sorrow I have for what my son did to both of you. I can feel the humiliation you must have from this vile act. I can only apologize for Georgina and try and make it up to you both some way.” 

Both girls look at each other when Abbie said Georgina. Was this a slip of the tongue? Abbie looked at both girls; they seemed to be holding hands tighter than girlfriends should. 

Turning to the parents again, Abbie said, “If you do not bring any charges against Georgina, I promise she will be a better girl. In fact, I will put money in trust for both your girls ‘til they reach the age of eighteen. Then they can do what they like with the money.” Let’s not kid ourselves, it was bribery. Abbie could afford it, the company was doing well, very well. 

Continuing on, “If Georgina has not improved in a month, just go ahead and tell the police. All I ask is this one chance.” 
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Abbie knew there was no chance of the girls’ parents ever being able to give this opportunity to their daughters. They grabbed it while it was there and accepted the conditions. 

Abbie again turned to both girls. “What do you plan to do after you leave school, girls?” 

Lillian was an olive skinned girl with golden tresses streaming down her back and over her shoulders. She was small like her mother, a teenager about to enter womanhood with small budding breasts. “I’d like to study business and commercial economics. I would like to be an economist, Mrs. Crawford.” 

Abbie looked at Lillian. You could have knocked her down with a feather; she didn’t think the girl was that intelligent. Lillian had the highest marks in her grade. In fact, Miss Hester rated her a very good bet to get into a university. 

“And you, Queenie, what would you like to do?” 

Queenie had an elfin, childish-looking face, with her hair in a bob cut. She had slim shapely legs and a rear that was to become prominent as she grew older.She shyly replied. 

“Oh, I would like to be a beautician, Mrs. Crawford.” 

That's more like it, Abbie thought. 

“Well girls, you both have a job at Crawford and Crawford if you wish it, when you pass your exams. Lillian, we could use a good economist in our head office and we pay good money, the top money in this business, Queenie, there is always a place for a good beautician in our shops. Meanwhile you can both work on Saturdays in a beauty shop in one of our supermarkets. For Queenie, it will be good experience. For Lillian, I expect the money will come in handy. Of course, there is as much free cosmetics as you could want. What do you say to that, girls?” 

Of course both girls were highly delighted. What more could they ask for? 

Abbie left maybe not in a happy mood, but at least in a better mood. Yes she had to admit it was bribery. Georgina would pay the price. 

* * *

It was now late as Abbie made her way back home. First she stopped off at Crawford’s supermarket. Going down to the clothing department, she stopped at the counter. “Yes, Mrs. Crawford, what can I do for you? Unusual to see you at this time of night.” 

“I suppose it is, but call me Abbie please.” Cathy was a new worker, eighteen, very pretty and working the night shift. This was a twenty-four hour supermarket. 

All first-timers worked the night shift for the first six weeks of employment in the supermarket. 

“I’m looking for teenage girls clothes, skirts, underwear, hose and heels.” 
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“I would like to help you out, but this clothing department does not stock teenager clothes. Can I tell you something? I hope I am not speaking out of place.” 

“Yes Cathy, all our employees’ opinions are of value here.” 

“It’s just this. I think Crawford and Crawford are missing out on a big market. I don’t know if you realize it, but teenagers today have more money than ever before. More money to spend on dresses, skirts, bras and panties. Of course, that means more money for Crawford and Crawford.” 

Abbie listened intently to everything Cathy said. She was right, there was a market out there. She noted it in her mind, that would be sorted out. She also noted in Cathy, there was potential management material. 

“You’re right, Cathy. Thanks for telling me. Never be frightened to speak your mind to me if you think things are wrong.” 

“Yes, Abbie” 

“You live with your boyfriend, Cathy, don’t you?” 

“Yes I do but I don’t see much of him at present. When I go home in the morning, he is going out to work. When I leave for work, he is coming back from his work. We only have a quick talk over breakfast and dinner.” 

“I see. Well, you go nine to five as of the day after tomorrow. I’ve broken the rules but if I can’t, who can? After all, I damn well near own the company.” They both laughed at that. 

“Thank you Abbie, I certainly will have more time with Jim.” 

* * *

DORIS AND ABBIE HAVE AN ARGUMENT ABOUT GEORGINA Abbie’s plans for Georgina were now on hold at least till tomorrow. On entering George’s room, he was sitting on his bed. 

Angrily, she looked at him. “You know that you’re grounded for the rest of month, ‘til you go back to school.  If  you go back to school, that is. Go to bed at once. There is a lot to do in the morning, Georgina.” 

Georgina? 

George was completely confused as to why his mother was calling him Georgina. It wasn’t a mistake, she had called him that twice. That left George a very mixed-up boy. 

In the morning, Abbie woke him, told him to get dressed, there was a lot to do. 

Abbie phoned Doris. “Doris dear, could I leave Georgina with you this morning? I have many things to organize.” 

“Why of course, but shouldn’t George be at school today?” Doris said, not saying anything about the word Georgina, which she heard and noted with interest. 

“Yes Doris, he should be. It’s a long story, I’ll explain when I see you.” 
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Abbie drove to Doris’ house with George. All he knew that was that he was going to his grandparents’ for he day. George was told to go to the spare room, while his mother had a talk with his grandma. In a short while, George heard raised and angry voices coming from the room next door. This puzzled George; his grandma and mother always got on well. 

What was happening next door? Abbie explained to Doris all that happened at school and that George was now going to be put in skirts, hose and heels. 

Doris listened to all this with clearly mounting anger on her face. Then she turned on Abbie. “This is all your fault, Abbie. That boy should have been put in skirts hose and heels at least seven years ago. This trouble would then have been nipped in the bud. At his age it can still be done, but the going may be harder. 

Seven years ago, he could have been gently eased into the female role, just like our Irene. They’re not so much trouble at that age. I left things alone, to see what you would do. When Irene died, I did not want to interfere, but now I see I should have.” Doris finished her tirade. 

“I’ll bring up my son as I please,” Abbie quickly replied with a flash of temper. 

“That's why he got in trouble in the first place, Abbie,” Doris retorted. She was losing her temper too. 

Abbie could see that Doris was right, called a halt, and agreed with her. 

“Anyway, the damage is now done. We have to make the best of a bad job. 

What did you plan to do, Abbie?” Both women smiled and gave each other a kiss on the cheek. 

“Well, I’m going to get her a complete outfit. You know what I mean. By the way, did you know our supermarkets do not stock teenager clothes? I will be gone a little while, then I’ll come home and dress Georgina in them.” 

“Have you any long-tern plans for Georgina?” 

“I certainly have. I may go further than you ever did with Irene. I’m thinking of a sex-change operation for Georgina, but that may be further down the line. If Georgina likes panties that much, he should have the body for it. However, he may get breast implants before that,” Abbie replied. 

Doris listened, but said nothing. She thought that was drastic, but it wasn’t her son. “Look Abbie, no need to go home. Dress Georgina here. I will have a talk with him while you are away. He will also meet his Aunty Michelle while he is here.” 

Mike now dressed full-time at home. Doris insisted on it, and he had no objections. 

“I suggest you also get a training brassiere and that you also buy a pair of silicon breast forms, hip padding, and a gaff. Oh yes, definitely a gaff. The first time wearing girls clothes may excite him too much. What do you plan to do with her hair?” Doris said, addressing her daughter-in-law. 

“I was going to put it in a bob style. I will let it grow, then it can be styled into a more feminine shape. What do you think, Doris?” 
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“Abbie dear, I would suggest you get a wig at present, black of course. Then when the hair has grown in, it can then be styled,” Doris replied. 

“You’re right Doris, you always are. I’ll go to that special shop uptown that deals with crossdressers for all that.” 

“While you’re gone, I shall use some hair-removing cream on her body. Michelle keeps plenty in the bathroom cupboard,” Doris was saying as if it was all in a day’s work. 

Poor little George/Georgina didn’t know that his/her feminine life was being mapped out by his mother and grandma. Any resistance he may have had would be crushed, as his mind became enveloped in the wonderful world of femininity. 

* * *

Abbie having departed, Doris called her grandson into the vast day room. 

As George entered, Doris patted the cushion next to her on the sofa. “Georgina dear, come and sit beside your old grandma and we will have a little talk.” George did, still confused that everyone now called him Georgina. “Georgina dear, I’ll go and make us both a cup of tea. I always say things are discussed better over a cup of tea.” Shortly, Doris came back with a tray, on which sat a teapot, cups, saucers, table spoons, milk jug, sugar bowl and a plate with chocolate biscuits. 

This was to be a civilized talk. 

As Doris sat down and poured cups of tea for both of them, she said, “Now Georgina, your mother has told me what happened at school.” 

At this, George interrupted. “Why is everybody calling me Georgina?” 

“Well Georgina, if you give your old grandma a hearing I will clear up everything. Your mother is going to put you in girls clothes, at least ‘til your four week suspension from school is up. She has gone to get the clothes. So you see,  that  is why everyone calls you Georgina.” 

George looked at his grandma, demoralized and frightened. “But why? Girl clothes are for sissies. I’m not a girl!” 

Doris munching a biscuit, thoughtfully looked at Georgina. Clearing her throat, she replied, “Don’t be so downhearted, Georgina. You’re only carrying on a family tradition.” 

“A family tradition? Whatever can you mean, grandma?” 

“Your father wore girls clothing ever since the age of six” 

“I don’t believe you, grandma. My father would never do such a sissy thing. 

Would he?” 

Doris rose and went over to the book case, on top of which were many photo frames. She lifted one and brought it over to Georgina. “And who do you think this little girl is, Georgina? It’s your father.” 
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Georgina was flabbergasted. He was holding between his hands a photograph of a little girl, who on concentration did look like his father, although with a young, girlish appearance, and another woman. 

“This is my father? Grandma, who is the other woman?” 

Doris stopped before answering. “Yes its your father. The other lady is your Great Aunty Michelle; you may meet her very soon. Georgina, you should have been put in skirts, hose and heels a long time ago. Your father was at six, he was always a nice girl. As I told your mother, you would not have gotten in trouble if you had been seven years ago. Now I fear the worst for you, Georgina.” 

“Whatever can you mean, Grandma?” George said with a worried expression. 

“Today your mother talked about breast implants and sex change operations for you. Need I say more? That’s further than I ever went with Irene, your father.” 

When Georgina heard this, she completely broke down and fell at her grandma’s feet. Touching her skirt, she said, “Oh Grandma, what can I do, what can I do? I’ll do anything to avoid an operation.” 

Doris smiled to herself. She had done Abbie’s work for her. It had been easier than she thought, there would be no resistance from Georgina now. Yes, she still had that touch to put males in skirts, hose and heels. 

“Then Georgina, you must do everything that your mother says. Then maybe, maybe, that can be avoided. Remember, your mother is a very determined woman. 

Even doing as your mother says will not stop you from going into girls clothes. To start off, we will put your mother in a good mood. I’ll run a bath you’ll get washed and cleaned in preparation for the clothes.” 

Doris ran a bath, went to the cupboard and took a tube of hair-removing cream. She told Georgina to rub the cream into his body and all over his skin, even “down there” between his legs. She told the boy to take a shower and after that to go into the sunken bath, in which Doris now poured heavily-scented sweet-smelling bath oil. 

Doris told her to give a shout when her ablutions were finished. Georgina did. 

Doris came into the bathroom with a big pink fluffy towel and a tin of talc powder. 

Doris could see the now clean Georgina, even down there between her legs. 

Georgina was embarrassed at her nakedness before his grandma. “Don't be embarrassed, Georgina. I've seen you ever since you were a little girl. Come over here and I’ll pat you dry.” 

Georgina did this, then his grandma sprinkled talc powder all over her. She produced a bottle of perfume, squirted some on her and wrapped the big fluffy towel around Georgina. Taking her hand, she led Georgina into the living room, to await his/her mother. 
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* * *

GEORGE IS PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE, AND HEELS

Abbie arrived shortly after Georgina and his grandma had settled down on the sofa. They seemed to be chatting away amicably, which surprised Abbie. 

Georgina exuded a wonderful smell of perfume and talc. Abbie gave a surprised look at Doris, who gave her a wink. “Doris, I wonder if you could give me a hand with the rest of the parcels.” 

Both women made their way to Abbie’s car. Opening the trunk, Abbie asked, 

“What did you do to George?” 

“Haven’t lost my touch yet. I just told Georgina a few truths about Irene, his father and Grand Aunty Michelle, although he does not know who that really is. She is prepared to be a girl, I’ve done your work for you,” Doris replied. 

“I congratulate you, Doris. I really do, Now we can start work on the feminiza-tion of Georgina.” 

“I’m afraid there is a hitch there. Michelle is still in bed, Abbie,” Doris replied. 

Abbie looked at her watch. It was mid-afternoon. 

Doris by way of an apology, said, “Michelle and I had a sort of late night of it. 

You’re a woman, Abbie. You know what I mean. But as you know, we have many other rooms.” As Doris turned, Abbie noticed a love bite on Doris’ neck. 

Abbie thought Doris certainly was having fun with the beautiful Michelle. 

Whatever it was they did, it certainly kept both of them young. 

Abbie was so tied up in her work she never had time for fun, sexual or other-wise. Maybe she would sometime. Meanwhile, there was Georgina to see to. 

Doris showed Abbie into a spare room, which was lavishly and extravagantly furnished. Doris, dropping the parcels on the bed, quickly left the room and made for the master bedroom, where the pretty Michelle was in front of the dressing mirror, in her nightgown, applying makeup. 

“Michelle, we have a visitor. Pretty yourself up.” Doris gave Michelle a sweet kiss on the mouth. 

Michelle returned it with interest. “Who has come to visit us today? ” Michelle asked. 

“None other than your granddaughter, darling.” 

Michelle was taken aback. “I didn’t know we had any granddaughters.” 

“Well, we have now,” Doris said, explaining the whole situation. “Darling, where do you keep your earrings, bangles and necklaces? Something tells me Abbie will have forgotten to buy any.” 

Michelle opened a drawer on the dressing table and took her jewelry box out. 

“Help yourself. There are some clip-on earrings there, but, as you know, I very rarely wear them since my ears were pierced.” 
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Going back to the spare bedroom, Doris found Abbie disrobing her son and fitting a gaff between his/her legs. Now all smooth down there. The next item of clothing, the corset, was swiftly rapped ‘round her body, the busk at the front clipped to the knobs, the laces at the back threaded through the metal eye holes, which left two loops in the middle at the back, one to the right, one to the left. 

Abbie took one loop in her hand, Doris the other. Both now pulled and pulled the black silken laces. Georgina could feel her stomach being pulled in; this made her hips more prominent. An excess of flesh went to the top of the corset, which her mother would make good use of to form a cleavage and small budding

“breasts” to go in the training bra. The black lacy training bra now having been duly fitted, Georgina was told to step into a suspender belt. This was also black, fringed with black lace. Four suspenders hung down. 

Abbie now seated Georgina in front of the dressing table mirror. Taking a foot in her hand, she showed Georgina the method as she rolled a pair of honey-colored nylon stockings up each leg. 

Abbie opened two parcels lying on the bed. One contained a black wig, the other black hair extensions and black hair pieces. “Had a talk with the woman in the shop about Georgina here. I told her that we were going to let her hair grow long. She suggested hair pieces & extensions. This will mean Georgina can have her hair long, for the four week period. No need to remove a wig every night. And her hair can be washed every day.” 

“Good idea, Abbie. What do you think, Georgina?” 

At this minute, Georgina’s thoughts were a million miles away, the sensations traveling round her body were mind blowing. Her resistance was dropping lower and lower. No answer came from her as her mother went about fixing hair pieces and extensions on Georgina’s head. The boyish appearance of George was being slowly erased the makeup to follow would completely blank it out. 

Abbie cleansed Georgina’s facial skin, with a mixture of cucumber, mint and witch hazel. Light foundation applied, not too heavy, as a teenage appearance was wanted. It was dotted on, blended in, cleverly camouflaged, then came loose face powder, applied with a powder puff, to add a finishing touch. Eye brow pencil, eyeliner, light blue eye shadow, black mascara followed. Pale pink blusher on the cheeks, lip liner, matching pale pink lipstick applied with a brush, then lip gloss. 

Makeup was now finished. 

“Isn’t she just gorgeous? Look at yourself, darling.” 

Georgina saw what she thought was another girl staring back, but no, it really was her, him — whatever. 

“Stand up, dear.” This time her mother spoke, holding a very pretty pink slip with a frilled flounce out before her. Georgina, still in a daze, rose and walked over. Abbie dropped the slip over her son’s head. It slithered and slid down Georgina’s body to come to a halt just below the knee. Where the slip touched the hairless skin, the soft sensation was ever so nice. 
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His grandma now held a cotton floral print dress in sugar-pink and quickly slipped it over her head and down Georgina’s body. Finally came shoes, platform sandals: side buckle fastening 3-inch heels in pink. The transformation of Georgina was now complete. 

“She wears that dress so well, and it so becomes her. I’m so proud of my grand daughter. Come over here, darling and give your old grandma a kiss.” 

Abbie gestured with her hand for her son/daughter to go to her grandma. 

Georgina, still hypnotized by all that happened to him, like a zombie, walked over to Doris, who hugged and kissed her granddaughter. Abbie followed suit. 

This was all part of Doris’s strategy. As she told Abbie, You must hug, kiss, squeeze her, show love, let her know that she is doing nothing wrong. Slowly but surely the feminine path will open to her.” 

To George/Georgina, crossdressing would be a drug; he would always have to have his fix. 

“Lets go to the day room and meet Grand Aunty Michelle. She may have a present for Georgina.” The two women and girl left the spare room to enter the day room. Doris left to see Michelle. 

“Rap one of your perfume bottles up in fancy paper to give to Georgina as a present. You have lots of them.” Michelle went to the luxurious bathroom. where numerous bottles of perfume stood on shelves, many unopened, in mint condition. Lifting a perfume called Fantasque by Avon, she wrapped it up in fancy colored paper, put pink ribbon ‘round it and tied that in a bow. 

Accompanied by Doris, she now entered the day room. 

“Georgina, this is your Grand Aunty Michelle. Give her a kiss.” 

Michelle held her arms out to receive her granddaughter. Georgina who seemed to be getting used to this, ran to her grand aunty, she thought, to be welcomed in Michelle’s outstretched arms, hugged & kissed on the cheeks. 

“What a beautiful granddaughter. For a pretty Georgina, I have a little present.” Michelle handed it over to Georgina. Georgina shyly took it and opened the parcel. 

“Yes the perfume is Fantasque, for a fantastic girl. Here, let me show you,” Michelle said, taking the perfume and squirting some on Georgina. It was the second time today Georgina had perfume squirted on her. A heavenly smell emitted from her body. 

“I think we four ladies will all go to church together on Sunday. What do you say, Georgina dear?” 

“Yes, Great Aunty Michelle,” Georgina meekly replied. 
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* * *

Sunday soon came, Georgina being kept in female clothes all the time, even in bed. Abbie had Georgina in the grip of girlish femininity, thanks largely to Doris, and would not let go. 

As Abbie and Georgina drove over to meet Georgina’s grandparents, Georgina wore a pure white dress, down to her ankles with matching white sandals with 2-inch heels. Georgina was learning to walk on heels, although from time to time she did totter. 

On arrival, Georgina was greeted with kisses from Doris and Great Aunty Michelle, He did not as yet know she was really her grandfather. 

If this was a big day for Georgina, it equally was a big day for Michelle; she was to outdo herself. Sure, she had been dressed at the annual fancy dress ball of Crawford and Crawford and gone holidays en femme with Doris, but now she would dress full time forever. Tomorrow his male clothes were going to the Good-will shop. Someone would have a field day; the suits he had worn were very expensive. 

Georgina sat like a demure, modest teenage girl, which others did not fail to notice. One woman in particular had an inward smile. Miss Hester could see the demise of the gang that George had led. She could just see it: George with his long hair, his now girlish walk. Yes, the gang were going to like him! The names they would call him: wimp, Nancy boy, poof, sissy. Hester could see an easier time for herself. “Happy days are here again,” was Hester’s thought. 


* * *

During the following year Abbie was to have Georgina’s ears pierced, given speech therapy and electrolysis. Georgina was in the female role whenever possible, except at school. When she came home from school, he immediately changed into skirts, hose, and heels and loved it. He wore them continuously from Friday night to Monday morning. 

* * *

ENTER BETTY

Betty Stover was brought up in a large industrial city, nowhere near Sleepy Valley. Her parents were poor. While they were not exactly on the bread line, life was always a struggle. Betty’s grades were always good, and while not the pretti-est girl in her class, nevertheless she got plenty of dates. Her beauty spot, on her left cheek seemed to attract boys for some reason; of course the other girls were envious. 

Betty eventually got fed up with boys. They all wanted a hand up her skirt and in her panties. 
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One summer when Betty was fourteen, she went to a Girl Guide summer camp. To this camp came girls from all over the region came, to spend the summer in the fresh air of the woods. 

A girl named Jeanie McCall had been to the camp the previous year. Jeanie was a year older than Betty. That previous summer, one of the older woman councilors, who had a lesbian inclinations, singled out little Jeanie for her attentions. 

Jeanie looked forward to meeting her councilor friend again. However the councilor did not come this year. After a few days of checking out various girls, Jeanie’s radar homed in on Betty. Jeanie was sure Betty had lesbian tenancies. 

She decided to bide her time, then strike when the iron was hot. 

About 1:30 every afternoon, Betty went for a shower. One day, as she shampooed her hair in the shower, suddenly she felt a soft feminine hand on her body from behind. Turning around, she came face-to-face with Jeanie, as naked as herself. No words were said as lips descended on lips. 

When Betty was seventeen, her parents wanted her to leave school and take a job; money was tight. Betty wanted to stay on for higher studies. As yet she did not know what she wanted to be. Even with pleadings from the headmaster, poor Betty became a typist with a large industrial company. 

If that wasn’t enough, her mother kept asking her if there was any nice men there. She was angling to get Betty married off. Her mother kept harping. Betty had been in her job two years, when a new sales man arrived. Billy Wade, a bit of a wolf with the girls, dated many of them, and some married women as well. He usually had the panties off them by their second date; a real charmer he was. 

Well the inevitable happened. He asked Betty for a date. They went for a meal in a fancy restaurant, then back to his flat. Nothing doing with Betty; he got a kiss and that’s all. His face got slapped as he tried to get a hand in Betty’s panties. A little light clicked in his brain. “An engagement ring! If they think they’re getting married, they drop their drawers.” 

Because of the hassle her mother was giving her, Betty accepted the ring. 

So Betty married and became Mrs. Betty Wade. She gave her body to Billy as a wifely duty. Like a lump of lead, she lay there and did nothing. Not exactly what Billy expected. 

Billy’s wandering eye spotted a seventeen year old blond bimbo, new to the typing pool. A secret liaison between Billy and the blond bimbo soon sprang up. It wasn’t hard for Billy to get the panties off her. Betty knew there was something wrong with the marriage and turned her back on him at in bed. 

“To hell with this,” Billy thought. He left Betty and ran away with the blond bimbo. 

Betty would have said, “Good riddance to bad rubbish,” but she was six months pregnant when the bastard left her. 

Billy’s leaving only confirmed Betty’s notion of men. They only wanted one thing and when they get it, the buggers run away. 
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Betty had her baby, a boy she named Norman after the head master of her school, the only man who had faith in her academic ability to be something. Stover was the surname, That bastard Billy Wade was not going to have the pleasure of having his son named after him. 

For the first year of little Norman’s life, Betty had to survive on hand outs. It was a hard life with no income. Billy and his bimbo could not be traced. 

Betty found an agency that gave out typing work she could do at home. It was a rough life, but Betty and Norman survived. Betty turned her back on her mother, who she felt had pushed into marrying Billy. 

Norman grew up and asked about his father. All he heard from his mother was abuse about him and men in general. It soon entered Norman’s head that it was better not to mention anything about his father. Norman therefore had no one to take him to ball games, no male influence at all. Betty certainly was not going to see any men again, ever. 

So to Norman the only influence to him was his mother, he sometimes thought his mother wished he was a girl. 

As a little boy, his mother would bath with him, sprinkle that nice smelling powder on him and he would sleep in bed with her. Betty was trying to obliterate any trace of maleness in Norman’s mind. Norman was on the road to be becoming a Momma’s boy, if he wasn’t already there. 

As Norman entered primary school, Betty found herself a part-time typist job with lawyers. As soon as she saw Norman off to school she could go to work, then be back for him coming home. The money was improving, however Betty thought she could do better for herself. That would mean leaving her home town, though. 

If that was the answer, so be it. 

Betty, with Norman in tow, pulled up roots and headed for Sleepy Valley, for a better life, she hoped. 

* * *

BETTY AND SON ARRIVE IN SLEEPY VALLEY

Betty had arranged for a single parent house in Sleepy Valley. 

On arrival, she picked up a card with a vacancy for a typist at Crawford & Crawford which she knew was a big supermarket company, and applied for the job. 

Within a couple of days, a letter popped through the letter slot, asking her to come for an interview. 

The day of the interview, Betty put on her finest clothes. 

On entering the company’s office, she was directed to a waiting room, where ten other woman were waiting. Betty thought the money must be good. She was Page - 34
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called in after the fifth came out and was invited to sit in front of two women. This surprised Betty she was expecting a man. 

The black-haired woman spoke. “I’m Abbie Crawford and this is Mary McGuire, head of our typing pool. We have already had a look at your references, but in your own words, please tell Mary and me all about your work experience.” This Betty did. 

When she was finished, Abbie said, “I see, Betty. There are other women still to interview. We will send a letter in the next two days letting you know whether you have the job or not.” 

After all the interviews were over, Abbie turned to Mary McGuire. “Well Mary, what do you think?” 

“Abbie, I've gotten it down to three,” she said, showing Abbie her list. 

“Yes I agree, Mary, but if I have to make a choice it would be Betty Stover. The other two women are married, this is only pin money to them. Betty has that child to bring up. The money means more to her and because of that, I think she will be the better worker.” Mary nodded in agreement. 

On her first day at work, Betty was directed to Abbie’s office. 

“Have a seat, Betty.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Crawford.” 

“Just call me Abbie. We are all on first name terms here. I may run this company but I like to keep in touch with my workers. I shall buzz for Mary to show you to the typing pool. I understand from my son that your son Norman is in his class. I know things are hard for you and Norman. If he wishes, we have a vacancy for a Saturday boy in the store.” 

“Thank you, Betty. I’m sure Norman will take it and the money will come in handy. I think I will enjoy working for Crawford and Crawford.” 

Betty left Abbie’s office in a happy mood; it had been some years since she felt so happy. Coming to Sleepy Valley had been a good move. 

* * *

One day Abbie Mary McGuire into her office. Mary was about to retire in three months. Abbie came to the point. “Mary, you retire in three months and someone will have to take your place. I could advertise the job, but before I do that, I would rather have someone who understands the working of the company, have you any suggestions, Mary?” 

“Abbie, I’m glad you took me into your confidence. Yes, I do have some thoughts in the matter. In my mind there is only one candidate, Betty Stover. She is reliable, efficient and right for promotion, not like some of the young ones who are only interested in who they are dating next Saturday. Betty keeps to herself and gets on with the job.” 
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“That’s a wonderful rec-

ommendation, Mary. We will

promote her. For the next

three months, she can move

in with you, so you can show

her the ropes. Tell her to

come to me now and I’ll ex-

plain all to her.” 

Abbie explained to Betty

what was about to happen, 

that she would be working

with Mary for the next three

months. Abbie also said

Betty would get the same

salary as Mary for the three

months, then she would

have the office to herself. 

Betty could sit in on the

weekly head of department

meetings ‘til she took over. 

Betty was absolutely over-

whelmed with the offer. She

had only been there 18

months. 

Abbie also told Betty she

had a free hand to make any

changes she wished in the

typing pool

* * *

Betty was quite a revelation in Abbie’s eyes; the ideas and suggestions she came up with at the weekly meetings were very good. Betty suggested that Crawford and Crawford, get themselves geared up for the coming computer revolution, and be one step ahead of their rivals. Employees were sent to computer courses. 

A little light went on in Abbie’s mind. Betty Stover was in the wrong job, she was much more than a typist, or even head of the typing pool. 

Betty once more sat before Abbie in her plush office. “Betty I will come straight to the point. What exactly were your grades at school?” 

Betty blushed. “Very good. In fact, I was supposed to go to university.” 

Abbie cut in. “Then why the hell didn’t you?” Betty went on to explain about the family needing money. 
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“I see Betty. I think in this company you can be more than the head of the typing pool. I suggest you enroll in the Open University. You have the ability to pass. 

I would venture to say that you might even end up on the board directors of this company, at some future time. Meantime, I am pulling you out of head of the typing pool and making you my personal secretary. Normally that would mean a smaller salary, but I’m giving you a raise. Will you accept.?” 

Of course she would! What an opportunity to be something in life. She almost kissed Abbie right there in her office, but you don’t do that sort of thing with the boss? 

Betty’s duties as personal secretary were easy compared to being head of the typing pool. She was to take notes from Abbie in shorthand, work out her weekly schedule, remind Abbie of important meetings with clients and take phone calls. 

The only thing that worried Betty was that, from time to time, Abbie would visit clients, or go to conferences. That would involve an overnight stay, sometimes more. Who would look after Norman? 

Abbie and Betty bounced ideas off each other and came up with good results. 

When Abbie said she would be going to a conference in three weeks, Betty confided her problem about Norman. 

Abbie replied, “Don't worry. I shall put him in the best of hotels, at the company’s expense of course. He’ll be picked up and taken to school, given the best of meals. This all made Betty happy. 

* * *

ABBIE AND BETTY BECOME GOOD FRIENDS

Abbie and Betty would now and again go to a conference, or meet a client, involving an overnight stay or more. They were always booked in adjoining rooms, with a connecting door. Abbie insisted on that, as from time to time, she or Betty would come up with an idea to do with work. Betty had to be on hand to take notes. 

On one particular occasion, after a good dinner in their rooms, Betty noticed Abbie was looking tired. She told Abbie so. “Yes Betty, I do feel a bit exhausted and worn out but a good night’s sleep should fix that.” 

“If you don't mind me saying, Abbie, you’re driving yourself too hard. Get out and enjoy yourself. This company will still be here when you’re dead and buried. 

Forgive me for being so frank, Abbie.” 

“You’re right, Betty. Since Iain died, I’ve lost myself in company business.” 

“When I first went to work, one of the woman there did massage. Some of us girls would go to her house and she would show us how to massage. I’m no expert but if you like, I’ll try some on you.” 

“OK, Betty.” 
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“I suggest you take all your clothes off, lie down on the bed face down. I’ll go to my room and fling on a night gown. I have some soothing scented oil that I will rub in your back. I think you’ll like it.” Betty left the room as Abbie disrobed herself. 

Coming back into the room, Betty saw Abbie lying naked face down, her long black hair cascading down her back. 

“God,” Betty said to herself, as she poured the scented oil on her trembling hands, “she is a beautiful woman.” Betty started to knead Abbie’s back; her skin was as soft as silk and satin. Abbie let out a moan and exclaimed, “Oh, that's so good, Betty. Do you want me to lie on my back now?” 

Betty was getting worked up. The way she was feeling, she might do something she would regret and lose her job. Her mind went back twenty or so years. What was the name of that girl? Jeanie, Jeanie McCall. Yes that was the name, but they were only girls then. Betty was now a woman in her thirties. People that age didn’t do those sorts of things, did they? But it was so nice. Better than that so-called husband, whatever his name was. His type of sex was wham bam, thank you, ma’am. Women were so much nicer. 

“You look relaxed enough, Abbie. I think that will do for tonight,” Betty said with a dry throat and husky voice. 

Abbie jumped off the bed and stood naked in front of Betty, exposing her breasts and, down there, her delectable, delicious, exquisite pussy. “Give me my negligee, Betty dear.” Betty went and lifted it, her hands sweating in case she did something wrong. 

Abbie turned her back to Betty. “Slip it on, dear.” This Betty did but it was a ordeal. It took her a great deal of willpower not to touch the soft display of flesh on Abbie’s body. The beautiful black silk negligee flowed down her body, filling out and displaying ever curve. 

Abbie felt much better and relaxed. She rang for room service, ordered some coffee and cheese cake for herself and Betty. She invited Betty to sit down beside her on the plush white suttee with the small pine coffee table in front. 

“Tell me Betty, how is Open University going and how is that son of yours?” 

By this time the coffee had arrived. “University is going well. My son doing good at school, Abbie dear.” 

“Being an unmarried mother must be hard for the two of you, Betty.” 

“I’m not an unmarried mother, Abbie.” 

Abbie looked deeply embarrassed. “I’m so sorry, Betty. It’s just the talk that goes around Sleepy Valley.” 

“Don’t lose any sleep over it, Abbie. If you will excuse the language, my husband was a bastard.” 

“Oh, I see. If you prefer, we will not discuss the matter.” 
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“No, I don’t mind talking about it. I’ve never really talked to anyone about it; maybe it will be better to get it out of my system.” And so Betty told all to Abbie as if she was a mother confessor. 

Abbie felt so sorry for her. She remembered all her own happy times with her Irene. 

Abbie then told Betty all about herself and Iain/Irene. Betty listened in amazement. She had of course heard rumors in the office but did not believe them, ‘til she heard the complete story from Abbie’s own lips. 

The two women became closer to each other. They both had been married, both had known only one man, one with disaster, the other with happiness. 

Betty feared every time she had to go with Abbie on an overnight stay, because Abbie now asked for a relaxing massage when she retired at night. Up ‘til then, Betty had kept herself under control, but something was about to happen that would change all that. 

* * *

PATTI’S PRETTY PANTIES? 

Abbie called a conference of the board, to which Betty had been invited. The agenda was only one item, the company of Patti’s Pretty Panties Lingerie Company. Patti Page, the owner, was putting up her company for sale and was looking for offers from any interested parties. Abbie had her eye on this company; she could see potential in it. 

If Crawford and Crawford did take it over, they would blast television screens with ads for Patti’s Pretty Panties, Patti’s Pretty Petticoats, Patti’s Pretty Pantyhose. 

Abbie explained her plan for a takeover. The board agreed with all she said. 

Abbie asked if any of the board members had any suggestions that would make the takeover easier. Betty said she had an idea, but would only talk in private to Abbie. 

Betty explained her idea to Abbie, who thought it brilliant. The meeting with Patti would be in six weeks, plenty of time to put Betty’s plan into action. 


* * *

Patti had hired a conference suite in a large well-known hotel chain. Abbie had booked herself and Betty into one of the luxurious penthouse suite. This room was so big, you almost needed a pair of binoculars to see one end of the room from the other. 

There were twelve companies interested in Patti’s Pretty Panties. Some were clothing companies and others big supermarket chains. 

Abbie and Betty had a quick look at the opposition. There would be a hard fight on here, but they had an ace up their sleeve. 
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The meeting started with each speaker telling Patti how much money they would pay for the company. Abbie and Betty listened with interest. Abbie’s turn came and she rose to her feet. 

“Patti, I am sure that you would like to see your products passed on to safe hands, to a company that would care about your products. If you look at the sales chart here of Crawford and Crawford, you’ll see that our sales of Patti's Pretty Panties have risen in the last three months, more than any of our rivals. In fact, Crawford and Crawford sell more of Patti’s Pretty Panties than any other company. 

“Why? I’ll tell you why. All our sales women in the lingerie departments were given two sets of your lingerie, bras, panties, petticoats, and pantyhose. They were told to wear them, so that they could describe to customers how good they felt wearing your lingerie. They could tell how feminine the underwear made them feel. Your panties are not cheap, Patti. Even so, women were willing to pay that money for a product that caressed their body with loving care. To further prove the point that we do care for your product, Betty and I will now put on a little demonstration.” With that, Abbie finished her prepared statement. 

Abbie and Betty rose from their seats, stepped out into the passageway, where all could see them. Abbie and Betty put their hands on the hem of their skirts and slowly raised them up to their waists. A gasp went up from the assembled audi-ence, for there, clearly on display, were their panties. Patti’s Pretty Panties. Abbie had a black pair, with “Abbie” embroidered on them. Betty wore a white pair, with

“Betty” embroidered on them. 

“Now, do any of you men have anything similar on? If so, show us now,” Abbie said. No one moved. Abbie smiled in triumph, the battle was won. Patti had decided in favor of Crawford and Crawford. 

An arrangement was made with Patti Page to stay on as a designer of lingerie with a very good salary. Abbie said she would have her lawyers draw up papers, then Patti could sign them. 

* * *

ABBIE AND BETTY BECOME VERY CLOSE FRIENDS

Abbie celebrated the deal with Patti and Betty in the hotel restaurant with a meal and a couple of champagne bottles .It was time to let their hair down. 

“Well girls, its time for me to hit the sack. I’ll leave you to celebrate. See you when I sign the papers, good night, ladies,” Patti said as she rose to go to her room. 

Abbie rose to give Patti a friendly kiss on the cheek, and with a slurred voice, said, “Was nice, nice meeting you, Patti.” 

“No thanks Abbie, must fly now.” 

Patti left. “These two are plastered,” was her thought. 
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“Another drinky poo, Betty?” Abbie said, pouring out a glass for Betty, not waiting for a reply. 

An hour later, there was no doubt about it, Abbie & Betty were tipsy.”Come on, Betsssy, let’s go to bed,“Abbie said, slurring her words again. The two women stepped into the elevator. Abbie opened her clutch bag to take out the pass key, which when fitted in the control panel, would allow the elevator to stop at their penthouse floor. Without the key, the elevator could not stop at that floor. 

Abbie fiddled and fiddled with the key, but still could not get it in the slot. 

“Here Betsy, you try it.” Betty had the same result; she was as sozzled as Abbie. 

One of the waiters was passing through the reception area, watching the antics of the two women. He had seen it all before. 

“Can I be of any assistance to you ladies?” 

“Yes, can you put this damn key in the lock?” This was Betty speaking. The waiter took the key and easily inserted it in the lock. “There. All part of our service.” 

“I always knew a man was good for  something,” Abbie said, giggling. Searching in her clutch bag, she found and hand the waiter a twenty. 

“All I ever found them good for was getting you knocked up and disappearing,” 

Betty said with a cackle. 

The waiter stood there as the elevator door shut. He shook his head and pocketed the twenty. 

Abbie and Betty, holding hands, made their way into the luxurious penthouse. 

“Betsssy, what’s your poison?” said Abbie, walking to the cocktail cabinet and pouring out two glasses of gin and tonic. 

The two women sat side-by-side on the plush sofa. “You know Betsssy, that was a damned good idea of yours, getting the shop girls to wear Patti’s lingerie. 

I’m having trouble saying that. Betsssy, show us those panties.” 

Betty immediately lifted her skirt, exposing her white nylon panties. “OK now show us your bra, petticoat and pantyhose,” said the giggling Abbie. 

Betty sat down beside the still giggling Abbie. “Let me see your outfit.” 

In no time, the two lovely ladies were sitting in their scanties. 

“Betsssy, did you see the look on those men’s faces when I asked if they were wearing fancy undies?” 

“I’ll bet some of them would like to, Abbie, might make better men. I sure wish mine had worn a pair of my drawers.” Betty went into a cackle again. 

“My Irene could wear a pair of panties better than any of them. Irene always looked like a good woman,” Abbie said saying this with a tear in her eye. 
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Betty looked at her and put a sympathetic arm round Abbie’s shoulder. Abbie looked up and let Betty hold her. Betty took Abbie’s chin in her hand, gently brought her lips down and sweetly kissed Abbie. 

In no time, Betty had divested Abbie of her scanties and slowly led her to the double four-poster canopy bed. Discarding her own clothes, she slipped in beside her. 

* * *

Abbie woke up in the morning with a head that was thumping. Just then, a hand fell across her face. Traveling up the hand with her eye, she saw the sleep-ing form of a female. “Who the hell is this?” she thought. “I’m still dreaming, it’s my Irene.” 

Abbie’s eyes were now coming into focus. “It’s Betty and she is naked as me. 

What is she doing in my bed? What did we do last night? I hate to think.” 

Abbie quickly rose, went to the toilet, ran the shower, washed and shampooed her hair. 

Abbie came back into the room with a big yellow fluffy towel wrapped ‘round herself. Betty was now raising her head off the pillow. Yawning, she spoke to Abbie. “Morning, darling. I think Ill have a shower myself.” 

Betty rose naked from the bed and walked towards the bathroom. Abbie stopped her. “Betty, what exactly happened last night?” 

“Don’t you remember, Abbie? 

“Well no. My head is all fuzzy this morning.” 

“We made love as only two women can. It was lovely, darling. I love you, dear.” 

Off Betty went before Abbie could say a word. 

As the water cascaded over Betty’s body in the shower, she felt refreshed and relaxed. She had done it, made love to another woman. She did not feel ashamed of herself. “Admit it, Betty,” she said to herself. “You love woman, you’re a lesbian, you’ve come out the closet.” 

On reentering the penthouse with a big blue fluffy towel around her, she could see Abbie had not moved since she left her. Abbie, sitting up in bed, had her head in her hands in deep thought. Betty, going towards her, said, “What is it, baby?” 

“Oh God, what did I do to you last night? Please forgive me, Betty.” 

“Forgive you, Abbie? Forgive you for what? There is nothing to forgive you for. 

We made love as two mature women. I liked it and you liked it.” 

“Oh Betty, I’m not really that kind of woman,” Abbie said, tears running down her face. 

Betty sat beside her in bed. She took Abbie's face in her hands, kissed the tears and pressed Abbie's face to her bosom. 
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“Listen Abbie, don’t fight what you are. You’re a lesbian, you always were. 

Okay, you married a man whom you loved very dearly, you even had his child, but think very carefully. As you told me, you preferred to see him dressed as a woman. In the last years of his life, he dressed as a woman full-time. Do you not think you were being a latent lesbian? Think hard, Abbie and tell me honestly.” 

“Yes you are right, I did want to see him as a woman. I even conceived my son when Iain/Irene was in a beautiful nightdress. Maybe I did want a woman in my life.” 

“You were a latent lesbian. This lesbianism would have come out at some way even without your experience with Iain.” 

“What can I do to stop it?” 

“Stop it? Why would you want to stop it? You enjoyed last night. I’ve never seen you so happy. Tell me Abbie, do you ever want to go with a man again?” 

“I’ve had some men chase me since Irene died, but I always said they would have to wear panties.” 

“Exactly my point, Abbie. I‘m accepting my lesbianism. I’ve kept it bottled up over twenty years. It’s out now and it’s not going back in.” 

Betty slowly unraveled the towel wrapped around Abbie. The two women looked upon each other. Betty took the lead and put her lips on the sweet little breasts of Abbie. She met no resistance, quickly offering one of her own breasts to Abbie, who licked the prominent erect nipple, as Betty did the same to hers. 

Betty, taking Abbie’s hand, gently put it between her legs. Abbie had her eyes closed; her hand was feeling that spot between Betty’s legs. It was so good. Betty opened her legs wider and her hand now felt Abbie’s pussy. 

* * *

Abbie and Betty now slept in the same bed whenever they went on company business. Betty still booked separate rooms with a connecting door and she still massaged Abbie, but that was all part of the love play. 

As the years went on, Abbie and Betty became so-called “lipstick lesbians.” 

They liked smart clothes and always put makeup on. They liked to be turned out smartly. They went to hairdressers and the beautician once a week, They were the smartest turned-out women in Sleepy Valley. 

* * *

Georgina by this time had her ears pierced, her hair had grown long. She had electrolysis and her speech was now feminine-sounding. The old gang now shunned George. “What is wrong with that guy?” they said. “Look at his long hair!” 
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Some had actually seen him at church in girls clothes with his ears pierced, so George/Georgina found himself alone except for one boy who would speak to him. 

That was Norman Stover, a boy he came to like. He was glad the other ruffians did not speak to him. The only thing he was afraid of that they might beat him up. 

Georgina expressed to her mother her fears about going dressed to school, not that she did not want to. Abbie smiled to herself. Georgina also intimated she would be happy if some of the others in her troop would accompany her, also dressed. 

Abbie would intimate the same to Miss Hester, but she insisted Georgina would have to go to school dressed. 

* * *

The school was on vacation when George/Georgina mentioned the Gong Show. 

Miss Hester still worked away in her office. There were time tables to work out, teachers’ schedules to fit in, etc. Abbie arranged a meeting with her. 

Sitting before her, Abbie asked how her son was progressing at school. “Abbie, since that incident over a year ago, George’s work has been good. His grades are excellent. In all, he is much-improved. There have been many changes to that boy in the past year.” 

Abbie shuffled uneasily in her seat. “I will come straight to the point, Hester. I have no doubt you have seen George dressed as a girl in church this last year. As you know, George is in the Boy Scouts show as one of the chorus girls. Since that incident, George has been dressed in girls clothes at every opportunity. I was wondering if he could come dressed as Georgina to school, Hester.” 

This request did not come as a surprise to Hester. “Abbie, I have no objections to your request, and I don’t think the Board of Governors will either when I explain that this is being done to let him get the feel of being a girl. The offer is also open to any of the other boys at this school, the ones in the chorus line of course.” 

“Well Hester, I have been working on that, but so far the mothers I have asked, declined.” 

“Abbie, have you asked Betty Stover about it? You know her son Norman is a chorus girl too. Betty works for you, and you are close friends.” 

“Yes Hester, I will ask. There is one other thing. Georgina has no problem coming to school dressed. The one thing that worries her is that the other boys in his class who egged him on in that disgraceful, disgusting incident last year might beat him up.” 

“I’ll tell you what I will do, Abbie. I will put him in the girls class, along with any other boy in that chorus line, who comes dressed. However, there is one thing he must do before Georgina can come to the girls class.” 

“What is that, Hester?” 
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“Georgina must beg forgiveness from Lillian Smart and Queenie McFarlane and ask that they allow him to partake in the class. He must also, of course, wear the same uniform as the girls.” 

“The uniform will be no problem, Hester. I will see Georgina apologizes to both girls and I’ll have a talk with Betty.” 

“Good, Abbie. I look forward to welcoming Georgina and any other boy who may be dressed as a girl.” 

* * *

Betty Stover now had a better job, better salary. She decided to move to something a bit better; while not in the same class as Abbie’s mansion, it was better than anything Betty had ever lived in before. Her studies had seen her get a B.Comm. At a recent board meeting, Abbie had proposed two new directors, Betty and Patti Page. Abbie had seen Patti put a lot of design work in at the factory, not only in underwear, but also in women's clothes. 

“Yes Abbie, what's up, lover?” Betty spoke when alone in Abbie's office. 

“Can I come over to your house tonight, some time after six? It’s personal, your Norman and my George will be at their Scout meeting then.” 

“Sure baby, you know you’re welcome any time.” This was unusual. They tried to keep any private meetings to business trips, away from home. 

“Good. I will have a new toy for us with me.” 

“While I am here, could we talk about a business matter? It could take some time, can we fix a date?” 

“Yes, of course. I’ll just see my secretary. Elsie, what spare time have I on the daily schedule in the next two days?” 

“You have a spare two hours on Wednesday from 10 to 12,” Elsie, her secretary, replied. 

“Good. Put down Betty Stover. I may order a working lunch if things go on too long.” Flicking the switch on the intercom off, she turned to Betty. “Does that suit you?” 

“Yes, I’ve taken a note of it in my diary,” said Betty, writing it down and putting the diary back in her hand bag. 

* * *

Abbie ran Georgina to the Boy Scout meeting. Tonight they would go over what was to be done as chorus girls. None of other chorus girls would be dressed. 

When Abbie arrived home, she took a taxi to Betty’s place. 
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As Abbie entered Betty’s house, Betty pushed her left cheek towards Abbie's lips, that was the one with the beauty spot. Abbie kissed the beauty spot and gave it a lick. “You’ll have it licked off yet, Abbie,” Betty said and both women burst out laughing. 

Betty then put her arms ‘round Abbie. Abbie did the same to Betty. They kissed each other on the lips. Tongues entered mouths and touched each other. 

They French kissed each other, then finally broke off. The lovers held hands as Betty led Abbie into her living room. 

“That was good, Betty. I’ve wanted you for so long, darling. I suppose you wondered why I wanted to see you in Sleepy Valley; that is another thing I want to discuss tonight. I want to bring our love out in the open. Make a cup of tea and I‘ll spell it all out.” 

“I’ll come straight to the point. Your son Norman is in this Boy Scout Gong Show, same as my George. As you know from having seen him in church, George is dressing as a girl. I have dressed him as Georgina ever since that disgusting affair last year, with the two girls. When Georgina told me about the Gong Show, I decided George would be wearing girls clothes every minute till the show, even to school. Georgina is quite willing to go dressed. He is afraid someone might beat him up, but he hoped some other boy would come dressed with him. I was hoping that your Norman would go to school with Georgina, dressed as a girl.” 

“I see. I would have to ask him. Your George certainly is a quieter boy since you put him in girls clothes. I remember Norman saying he was a hellion before that. I see no reason why my Norma should not accompany your Georgina. 

“Now what about this new toy you were talking about? I like surprises.” 

“I’ll get it out the car. I’ll see you in your bed, lover.” 

On coming back from her car, Abbie had a long parcel wrapped in fancy paper, under her arm. 

“What's in the parcel?” 

“A present for both of us, Betty. Now let’s head for your bedroom and strip” 

Betty took Abbie’s hand and led her to the bedroom. Then both pretty women slipped their clothes off. “Now Betty dear, go under the bed covers, close your eyes and in a few seconds you may have a pleasant surprise.” 

Abbie opened the package which contained a flesh-colored sixteen-inch double-ended dildo, made of bendable plastic, with a real feel. Abbie opened her legs and inserted eight inches into her vagina. 

She slipped in to the bed, lay on top of Betty and inserted the dildo into Betty’s pussy. Betty opened her eyes, smiled at Abbie and said, “For a minute I thought you had grown a penis, honey.” Running her hands through Abbie’s black hair, Betty rolled over in the bed so she was now on top. Pumping her hips, the dildo went in and out of their hot pussies. Both women were in pure passion. 
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* * *

They were lying back in the afterglow of their love making. “Betty darling, I’m thinking about the two of us living together. What do you say, dearest? Move in with me.” 

Betty took Abbie’s face in her hands and strongly French kissed her. “Yes dear, I would like to move in with you, but what about Georgina and my Norma?” 

“I think my, our, happiness is more important. Georgina may have more things to worry about than his mother and a woman friend sharing the same bed.” 

Betty gave Abbie a curious look. “Whatever can you mean, Abbie?” 

“Georgina may not know it yet, but I am having her infibulated. She will also have breast implants very soon. I have found a doctor who will do the job, very good she is, too.” 

“Excuse me, darling. I know what breast implants are, but what is this infibulation? I never heard of that.” 

“It is a minor operation on

the genitals. The foreskin will

be pulled over the penis. 

They will sew it down there, 

but leave an opening to uri-

nate. She will have to sit on

the toilet to do so. The opera-

tion can be reversed at any

time. This means Georgina

should not be in any trouble

using the girls’ toilet, as

there will be no penis to be

seen.” 

“Oh I get it! Then his

panties should fit better with

no lumps to be seen. Wish

my old man had one of them

fitted to him.” 

“Yes that's right, Betty. 

Any erections he/she may

have will not be seen.” 

“Good idea! I think I’ll get

my Norma fitted out with one

of them and, of course, the

breast implants.” 

So the fates of Georgina & 

Norma were all set out. 
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* * *

NORMA IS PUT INTO SKIRTS, HOSE, AND HEELS, QUICKLY! 

Abbie picked up Georgina and Norman at the Scout hall and ran Norman home. Both boys sat in the back seat. Norman kept looking at Georgina. He could not believe George looked like such a pretty girl, and was so brave about it. It was amazing that he was not afraid to show himself as such. Norman saw George as a she. 

On pulling up at Betty’s house, Norman rose from the back seat to exit. For some reason, he gave Georgina a kiss on the cheek. Abbie looking through the mirror, said nothing. As the car made its way back home, Abbie said, “I see you’ve got a boyfriend, Georgina. You never know what that could lead to.” 

Georgina’s face blushed red, she said not a word. 

* * *

As soon as Norman entered the living room, Betty tackled him right away. 

“Norman honey, you’re going into skirts and dresses as soon I can buy them tomorrow. You have to get the feel of being a girl, I want you to get right into it.” 

Norman hardly had time to draw a breath, as his mother went on and on about dressing him as a girl. To Norman, if his mother wanted him to dress as a girl, then dress as a girl he would. Anything to make his mother happy. 

“Oh mother, can I dress tonight? PLEASE, OH PLEASE?” Betty could not believe her ears, this was going to be a push over. 

“I would dress you, darling, but the only women’s clothes are mine, and they’re too big for you. I know! You can sleep in one of my nighties tonight.” 

* * *

After breakfast, Betty phoned the office, telling her secretary she would not be in today. Then she asked to be put through to Abbie. 

“Hello, Abbie. I’m taking Norma to be fitted out in teenagers clothes. Well yes I’ll bring Norma over tonight to meet his Aunty Abbie. Abbie, it looks like your Georgina and my Norma will become girlfriends. See you tonight, lover.” 

Norman had been working in the stores during the holidays, like Lillian and Queenie in the supermarket. Betty decided that he/she would have the day off. In Betty’s old Ford they pulled up in the supermarket parking lot and made their way to the Teenage Miss clothing department. Cathy was there to welcome them. 

“So, this is the young lady to be fitted. I’ll just take her measurements.” Cathy had been informed by Abbie about what was happening. 
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Cathy came back with a bundle of skirts and dresses over her arm and two women assistants. Leaving Norma with the two women, she took Betty aside and whispered something in her ear. Betty looked pleasantly surprised. 

By the time Betty had finished listening to Cathy, Norma was already standing in her new undies: white training bra (bra fillers inserted), white frilly lace-trimmed panties and honey-colored stockings attached to a white suspender belt. 

“Mother, how do you think I look? Is this my color? Is this the right type of bra. 

Do you really like me? It’s so exciting!” said the quivering Norma. 

“You look wonderful, my little girl,”. Betty replied, hugging Norma to her chest. 

Norma never felt so good. This was the first time his mother had been so warm and kind to him. He was hers to command. 

“Norma, we’re ready to fit your Sleepy Valley school uniform,” Cathy spoke, turning to Betty. “It’s the standard uniform, white nylon button front blouse, gray pleated skirt with tie belt, white cotton ankle socks and shiny black strap-over-foot Mary Jane shoes. Oh and these optional extras,” Cathy said with a laugh, holding up something to Betty. 

“We’ll have it in white, two pairs. Put them on, Norma.” Norma now had her school uniform on, stockings discarded, ankle socks on. If her mother said she had to wear these, wear them she would. Quickly slipping her panties down, she replaced them with a white cotton pair of school girl knickers. Old-fashioned they were. At the front was a pocket for putting a hanky; a white one had been already supplied. Betty again smiled happily at her daughter. 

A day dress and a more modern party dress were fitted. Betty planed to take Norma to see her Aunty Abbie and Georgina in that outfit. 

Finished in the Teenage Miss department, Betty and Norma — now fully dressed in girls clothes — headed to the beautician shop. The woman in charge was expecting them. This would be good practice for Lillian and Queenie; f they were good, they could make this boy look feminine. 

The girls knew who the boy was and that Norman was to be a girl in the show. 

“Well girls, can you make my Norma look really girlish, a real blond bombshell? 

There’s something in it for you if you can, girls.” 

“Mrs. Stover, you won’t recognize her. She will get the works.” Both girls went to work on Norma’s face with moisturizing creams and lotions to soften the face and skin in preparation for the makeup to come. Norma just lay back as the two girls put on face powder and shaped her eye brows to a more feminine curve. They followed with a pale blue eye shadow, black eye liner, pink blusher and pink lip liner, to go with the pink lipstick. 

“Should we?” said Lillian. 

“Why not?” said Queenie, and they did. They put false eyelashes on Norma. 

Betty had gone to the wig department and purchased a couple of them. One was a brunette Beehive style, out of date, but if she liked it, Norma was going to like it. The other was blond in a loose, long, crimped style that would hang down Page - 49

PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE & HEELS

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Norma’s back and over her shoulders. Norma’s hair would be allowed to grow long, then the hairdresser could style it to any fashion that Norma wished. 

On returning to the beauty salon, Betty strolled over to see her daughter. The two girls obstructed her view of Norma. Stepping aside, both girls said in unison, 

“Behold! Your new daughter, Norma.” 

Betty now stepped forward and placed the beehive wig on Norma. She could not believe the alteration in appearance to her son. There was no maleness there. 

“Congratulations girls! You have worked wonders. I’ll recommend you to anyone. 

You did a magnificent job. True to my word, here is your reward.” She handed each girl a ten. 

* * *

That evening, Betty and her beautiful and delicate daughter Norma stood before the door of Abbie’s house. Norma was adorned in earrings, necklace, bangle, and a chain round his right ankle. 

Abbie, opening the door with Georgina at her side, greeted Betty. Betty held out her left cheek, the one with the beauty spot. Abbie kissed the beauty spot and gave it a lick. Norma, observing her mother, kissed the lovely Georgina,, this time on the lips, which took Georgina by surprise. 

Abbie led everyone into the living room, casting an eye on Norma. Lillian and Queenie certainly had done a good job on her; there was no sign of a boy there. 

Although there was no party, Betty had done Norma up in a teen party dress consisting of Pink, Red, and Gold patterned silk. It had a hip-length fitted boned strapless bodice, straight across the neckline, an above-the-knee skirt, trimmed with swirls of accordion-pleated fabric. 

Abbie invited all to be seated, looking at Norma again. “That’s a very beautiful dress. You really look pretty.” 

“Do you really think so, Aunt Abbie? I’m so happy you and mother like it. 

“I’m so delighted to go with Georgina, as a girl,” said Norma in a sissy voice. 

Norma rose, sat beside her Aunt Abbie, put her arms round her neck, and, mouth to Abbie’s ears, whispered, “Can I show you my pretty panties, Aunty?” 

“Why of course, darling. I must see them now.” 

Norma immediately rose, lifted her dress by the hem, pulled it above the waist and showed off her pink satin frilly lacy panties. 

“They’re so beautiful, sweetheart. I must give you a hug and a kiss, for wearing such pretty panties.” Abbie gave Norma a kiss on the cheek, a hug ‘round the waist and a pat on the rear of his pink panties. 

As Abbie finished speaking, Betty, rummaging through her shopping bag, produced a package, giving it to Georgina. “This is for you. It’s a present from the company. Now take it and open it in your room, while I have a talk with your mother.” The two girls left the room, hand in hand, to Georgina’s room. 
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After they had gone, Betty, turning to Abbie, said, “That package is Crawford and Crawford’s latest line in teen wear. Patti Page has turned out a new line in Patti’s Pretty Panties for teenagers. Cathy suggested the idea the day Patti was voted onto the board.” 

“That was quick work, Betty. Patti was only voted on a couple of days ago.” 

“I know Abbie it was Cathy’s idea really. She said if you catch them young, they could be wearing panties all their life.” 

“That's a great idea, Betty. Now for something completely different. How would like to live here permanently and share my bed? Of course, Norma can stay as well.” 

“I don’t know, Abbie.” 

“I’m outing myself, say you’ll out yourself too. Norma can have one of the spare rooms. It will be converted to a girl’s room just like Georgina’s. Oh, please say yes, darling.” 

“Well, why not? Norma and I will move in as soon as possible. Speaking of Norma, I wonder what our girls are up to.” 

**

Norma in Georgina’s room, which was all girlie and feminine, looked around. 

“Oh Georgina!” she exclaimed. “Isn't it so nice and wonderful being like a girl, and wearing all these beautiful dresses? I just adore it, don’t you?” 

Georgina looked at the lovely Norma and thought, “She really is beautiful. I’ve dated a few girls before, but none can compare to Norma. She was the only one who talks to me. My former so-called friends now shun me. Norma really is a friend, and now a girlfriend. I must help her to become more of a girl.” 

Norma put her hands ‘round Georgina’s neck and gave her a big lipstick kiss as if it was natural. Norma was thinking she and Georgina were real girls; she had seen her mother kiss her Aunt Abbie, so this was all right, wasn’t it? 

“There, that seals it. Girlfriends,” Norma said. Georgina liked it but said nothing. 

“Norma dear, I was thinking you need some padding, you know to get those curves on the hips and on the rear. I have some things that will help you.” 

Georgina, going in to one of her drawers, produced hip and bum padding and a gaff. 

Georgina fitted the gaff. When Norma’s dress dropped over her head, Georgina exclaimed, “That's better! The padding fills that dress. Makes you more girly.” 

“Mother says in a while I won’t need to worry about padding.” 

“What do you mean, Norma?” 

“Well, when you and me get infibulated, and our breast implants, the doctor will give me little yellow pills and I will fill out and have hips and a rear like a girl.” 
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All this was news to Georgina. The pills she knew were hormones; her grandma had told her all about them, Georgina was used to the feminine life style, but she didn’t want an operation, not even breast implants. Infibulations? What was that? 

Norma could see her girlfriend was worried. “Hasn’t your mother told you all about this?” 

“No.” 

“Oh how awful, did Aunt Abbie not say anything? You’ll want it, won’t you?” 

“I like being a girl, in my family it’s a tradition, but I want to retain my manhood. I can take only so much.” 

Norma looked thoughtfully at her new girlfriend. 

* * *

The following morning at breakfast, a fierce argument broke out between Georgina and her mother. Georgina challenged Abbie about what Norma had told her the previous night. Her mother said she would have to learn a lesson in humiliation. She believed the implants would do that. 

Georgina saw she was now trapped. Dropping to her knees before her mother, she pleaded that she would have the breast implants if her mother would not go any further; she did not want the full operation. Abbie looked down on her son/daughter and said she would consider it. Abbie explained that the process of infibulation could be reversed, as could breast implants, which cheered Georgina up a little. 

* * *

INFIBULATION AND BREAST IMPLANTS FOR TWO! 

Dr. Jayne Burton, 43, was a very beautiful Scotswoman. She had a clinic, se-cluded in the Grampian Mountains of Scotland, surrounded by hills and glens and a beautiful loch beside the clinic. Dr. Jayne specialized in sex-change surgery, mostly male to female. She also did cosmetic surgery, nose, chin, facial and, of course, breast implants. 

As a surgeon D. Jayne was one of the best in the land. Money was what she interested her however; the Hippocratic oath took a back seat. She did many operations on teen boys whose mothers, stepmothers, and guardians wanted a girl. 

They paid good money and no questions were asked. 

Today she had two boys booked in for ops, breast implants and infibulation. 

Infibulation was not a hard job, but an unusual one in this age, but if someone wanted it, she would do. 

Abbie was on her way to Dr. Burton’s clinic, with Betty beside her in the front seat of her car. Georgina and Norma were in the back. Norma was all aflutter with Page - 52
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excitement. She chatted to Georgina with anticipation about her forthcoming operations. Georgina was not so happy, and looked glum. 

On arrival, Dr. Jayne met them at the reception desk in person. “So, this is to be our two new girls. We will book you in, then show you to your rooms. Georgina and Norma, sweet little girls you will be. Your mothers will be so proud of you.” 

The girls were shown their rooms. Abbie and Betty were to share a double bedroom. “I’ll see your daughters after lunch and take tests. Then we can discuss procedure and, of course, my fee.” 

After lunch, Dr. Jayne took various tests on Georgina and Norma. As they put their clothes on, she brought various silicon implants to show their mothers; a nurse was on hand to show Georgina and Norma back to their rooms. As Norma left, she whispered something in her mother’s ear. Betty smiled upon her daughter in approval, opened her arms gave Norma a big kiss and said, “Well, I will ask Dr. Jayne what can be done, darling”” 

Dr. Jayne explained the various operations to Abbie and Betty and said that she expected no complications. Betty now spoke. “How big can you make these breast implants, doctor?” 

Dr. Jayne said, “Well Betty, this is the size I propose to put in Norma. Why?” 

“Can you make them bigger, doctor?” 

“This is the normal size for a girl of Norma’s age.” She took out another set of silicone breasts. “Norma could support a set of this size, which is really big for a girl that age. Do you want that, Betty?” 

“Norma said she wanted big ones. She would be proud to have them that size. 

It would make her feel more of a girl, she said.” 

Dr. Jayne could see that Betty wanted her son/daughter to have massive tits. 

If that’s what they wanted, then that’s what little Norma would have. 

* * *

A week passed. Georgina and Norma were recovering, school was restarting. 

Betty and Norma moved in to Abbie’s mansion. Betty shared Abbie's bed. Norma had her own room. 

The first day back at school, Abbie took the two girls to Miss Hester's office. 

Miss Hester spoke. “Georgina, I said to your mother I would put you in the girls class, providing you apologized to Lillian and Queenie. Are you willing to do that?” 

“Yes, Miss Hester,” Georgina replied. 

Lillian and Queenie were summoned. Georgina begged their forgiveness, Queenie said, “I want more than that, Georgina. Kiss the hem of my skirt and Lillian's, to show you really mean it, and that you will never forget this humiliation in front of your mother and Miss Hester.” 
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Georgina was humbled and humiliated as he knelt on both knees before his mother and Miss Hester. She kissed the bottom of first Queenie’s, then Lillian’s skirt. Miss Hester then asked if Norma could also join their class. There was no problem, Norma had done them no harm. In fact, Queenie rather like him/her as a girl. 

* * *

The Gong Show came and went, Norma & Georgina still remained in the girls class. 

Georgina had qualified for university, for business studies. There was no doubt that she would be an economist. 

Queenie McFarlane went to school to be a beautician. Norma had no qualifica-tions except being beautiful. She spent all her time in front of the mirror preening and adoring herself, making herself beautiful, combing her hair which had grown in long and blond. Her mother did not mind. Betty had the money now to spoil her daughter, and spoiled Norma was. 

The hormones did their work as Norma filled out in the right places. 

Georgina bandaged her breasts to flatten them because she now dressed in male clothes. When she came home, she would put her female clothes on. Both girlie boys were now 19 years old. 

As Georgina’s mother now shared a bed with her Aunt Betty, Georgina could see no problem about asking Norma to come to her bed. This happened the first Christmas Georgina came home from university. 

Georgina wanted to share a bed with Norma all the time over the holidays. 

Norma was still infibulated, while Georgina had had hers removed before going to university. 

Norma was nervous, but she had kept herself pure since that talk years ago. 

Betty could see her daughter was worried, and asked what was wrong. Norma confessed all to her mother. “Do you love Georgina?” 

Norma thought very hard. His/her mother did not like men, she knew, and she did not want to be on intimate terns with any man because of that. But Georgina was not really a man. He/she had a penis but also breasts. Surely her mother realized that it was the same as her relationship with Aunt Abbie. Mother would approve. 

“Yes mother. I love Georgina and she loves me.” 

“Then Norma, you must follow your heart with my blessing.” 

“Oh mother!” Norma gushed. “You’re so wonderful.” 

Betty said, “Am I going to lose my little girl so soon?” 

“Oh no mother, I will always love you.” This was what Betty wanted to hear, she was playing games with her little Norma’s heart. Norma must be smitten with Page - 54
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Georgina. She did not mind that. Georgina was not really a boy, and he would treat her like a lady, not like that bastard of a so-called husband of hers. 

* * *

On Christmas Day, Abbie and Betty watched with approving smiles as their daughters prepared Christmas dinner in their beautiful frocks and frilly aprons, leaving their mothers in the sitting room to talk away. Such lovely and dutiful daughters, caring for their mothers. 

After the dinner, Georgina and Norma sat on the plush white fitted carpet at their mothers’ feet, glancing happily up into their eyes. Such a peaceful family scene. 

“And how are you progressing at university, Georgina dear?” 

“I am doing well. I will get my degree, then I want to come into the company. I want to help you and Aunt

Betty.” 

“Good, dear. Have you

any girlfriends? I like to

know these things. If so, 

bring them home. I’d like to

meet them.” 

Georgina stretched over

and took Norma’s hand. 

“Mother, this is my girlfriend, 

Norma.” 

“And a nicer girl you

could not find, dear,” Abbie

said as if she did not know

Norma was of the male sex. 

“You’re both over eighteen

and you know your own

mind.” Giving Betty a know-

ing glance, she asked, “So, 

it’s serious, Georgina?” 

“Yes. When I leave the

university and have a job

with our company, I would

like to set up home with

Norma,” Georgina said, giv-

ing Norma a kiss on the

cheek. 
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“It looks like I’m going to lose a daughter and gain a daughter,“ Abbie giggled. 

Abbie walked over to her cocktail cabinet, took four small glasses out and opened a bottle of champagne. She poured out four glasses, giving one each to Georgina, Norma, and Betty. 

“A toast to Georgina and Norma! May they find happiness.” All drank and clinked their glasses. 

Betty, looking at Abbie, said, “Do you remember the last time we drank champagne? That’s how it all started.” Holding out her left cheek, the one with the beauty spot, Abbie gave it a kiss and a lick. Both women laughed. The joke was lost on Georgina and Norma. 

Georgina & Norma had bought their mothers perfume and talc sets; their mothers gave them a kiss and a hug. In turn, Abbie and Betty gave their daughters beautiful dresses and expensive jewels. Norma was so overcome with all of her presents, she cried and thanked her mother. By now Norma had been on hormones for about three years which may have been the cause of her tears. 

Happy scenes must end. The day was closing as Abbie gave a yawn and looked at Betty. “Well lover, time to hit the hay. I expect you girls will be tired too.” She made towards the master bedroom as Betty followed, leaving Georgina and Norma looking shyly at each other. This would be the first time they would share a bed together. 

Georgina broke the silence. “Let’s go bed, Norma.” 

“Yes,” Norma timidly replied. “But first, let me put some makeup on, and a nightie. I want to look pretty for you, dear.” 

Georgina hugged Norma and gave her a kiss. They broke and made their way to their bedrooms. 

A little parcel lay on each of their beds. Georgina found a packet of condoms and a note from her mother reading “To Georgina. Take good care of Norma, and practice safe sex together. Love, Mother xxx” 

Norma, on opening her parcel, found a small jar of anal lubricant cream, pina colada-flavored. On a note card was written “For that special person and you to enjoy yourselves.” 

It was quite clear both mothers knew what their offspring were up to. 

Norma sat at the dressing table mirror reapplying her make up with hands shaking. She was dressed in a pale blue see-through nightie, trimmed with white lace ‘round the neck and bottom hem. 

A knock at the door made Norma jump, so nervous was she. 

“Come in,” she said. Georgina entered in a black see-through nightie. Georgina put her arms ‘round Norma, lifted her chin and gave her a kiss on the lips. “I received a little present from mother.” She showed Norma the condom packet. 

Norma blushed, rose, and lifted her present. “That's from my mother,” she said, showing the anal lube. 
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Georgina, taking Norma’s hand, led her over to her bed, laid her on it and quickly removed her blue silk panties. Heavy petting now followed. 

The condoms and anal lube lay side-by-side on the bedside table, but not for long. Georgina now had the blue nightie pulled up at the back . Turning Norma on to her stomach, Georgina now took the small jar of lubricant, screwed the lid off, smeared her fingers with sweet-smelling lubricant and gently applied it to the Norma’s anus. Norma moaned in delight as Georgina worked her fingers in Norma’s rear entrance. There was a pleasant, relaxing feeling and a warm glow within her anal passage. 

Georgina took the condom packet, opened it, rolled the condom up his penis and smeared it with anal lube. Placing himself behind Norma, Georgina now aimed her member at Norma’s rear entrance. A little amount of pain was felt by Norma. Georgina stopped ‘til it subsided and whispered in Norma’s ear, “Do you want me to stop, darling?” 

Norma replied, “No dear, I want you, I love you. I want to please you, carry on.” 

Georgina eased her member further into Norma’s rear. Suddenly, Georgina felt as if her penis had passed an obstruction and quickly went right up Norma’s back passage, to the hilt of his penis. 

Once that had happened, Norma felt more relaxed. A slow rhythmic motion started, with Georgina pulling his/her penis back, but not out, of Norma’s rear. 

Norma in turn pushed her backside to meet Georgina’s thrusts; the pace became quicker and quicker. 

Georgina eventually came. 

The two boy/girls spent the rest of the night in each other’s arms, kissing and cuddling each other. As they regained their strength, they indulged in another rear entry sex session. 

* * *

As Georgina and Norma lay in bed the next morning, Norma intimated that she wanted the full sex change operation. This was not entirely Norma’s idea; her mother had planted the suggestion in her mind. Anyone looking at Norma would never suspect she was a he. Norma also said that she wanted to be able to give herself to Georgina as a woman. This would be the ultimate; her mother would surely love her now. 

Georgina and Norma spent the Christmas holiday in bed together, with their mothers’ approval. Georgina even took Norma to see her grandparents, telling them that Norma was her girlfriend. Doris, of course, knew all about Norma, had seen her at church. She invited Georgina and Norma to sit beside her and Georgina’s Great Aunty Michelle at church. Georgina by this time knew that her “Great Aunty Michelle” was in fact her grandfather, but she always referred to him as Great Aunty Michelle. Norma was introduced to her, there were kisses all around Page - 57
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and more presents of perfume and talc from Georgina and Norma to the grandparents. 

In turn, Doris and Michelle gave jewelry to both girls and Great Aunty Michelle clipped a lovely real pearl triple row necklace round Norma’s neck. Doris said to Norma, “You wear it so well, darling. You make a lovely couple. When are you going to marry.” 

Norma, blushing, said, “Well, when Georgina finishes university and has been with the company for a year or two, we will sort something out, won’t we, dear?” 

Doris, again looking seriously at Norma, asked, “Can I expect any great grand-children then, Norma.” 

Norma, taking all in her stride, replied, “Oh, I think one will be enough. We don’t want any more, do we, darling?” Which left Georgina speechless. Doris wondered how they would manage that. 

Norma was now so engrossed in becoming a woman that she really felt she could have a baby. In fact, she thought the process had started, because every four weeks or so, Norma had stomach cramps, which would last for about two or three days, although there was no blood anywhere. 

* * *

Christmas over, Georgina and Lillian were back at university. They lived in separate apartments in the university town. 

Crawford and Crawford now had a women’s hairdresser and beautician in every one of their supermarkets. Norma used the hairdresser once a week, getting a new style every week. She had to have the latest styles in beauty & hair. Norma avidly read all the women’s fashion magazines to keep up to date, not without a little encouragement from her mother. 

On this particular day, as she sat on the plush chair in the beauty parlor having a manicure and pedicure by Queenie, they got talking. “I miss my Georgina. I love her so much. I have this notion to go and visit her this weekend at the university, How would you like to come with me? You could see Lillian as well.” 

“Of course I would, but I can’t take time off.” 

“Oh don’t worry about that. I’ll fix it with mummy, you’ll be alright.” Mummy —

Betty — would do anything for her daughter now that she said she would have the sex-change operation. In fact, when Norma said she would have the op, Betty bought her a red Ferrari open top sports car. Betty spoiled her now-daughter rot-ten. Norman would never have received the same attention. 
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* * *

NORMA THE FAST LADY! 

Norma and Queenie were on their way to visit Georgina and Lillian. Norma was driving her little red Ferrari, with Queenie in the passenger seat. Norma had her hair in a bob, her style for this week. “You know Queenie, I’m having the sex-change very soon. I’ve talked to Dr. Jayne about it, mother whole-heartily approves and I’ve had a little operation which will be another surprise for Georgina.” 

Queenie knew what that one was, having seen it. 

All the way to the University, the two girls chatted away like two girlfriends. 

Queenie was driving the car too fast. A motorcycle siren was heard behind them; a police officer drove past and indicated for Norma to pull to the curb. The police officer stopped and came over to Norma. “Can I see your driver’s license? 

“Did you know you were doing 80 mph in a 70 mph zone?” 

“Oh officer, I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize it. I’ll never do it again.” All the while she was pushing her breasts forward, which the police officer could not fail to notice. They bounced up and down in her pink sweater, because Norma was not wearing a bra. 

“How I’d like to get my hands on them!” was his thought. He kept on talking, just to watch the antics of Norma’s tits. The officer finally said, “Well, don’t let it happen again, lady” and drove off. 

Queenie said, “That was a close one, Norma. Good thing you were flashing your tits. It saved you from a ticket, he was mesmerized with them. By the way, are they real?” 

“Of course they are. Well, as real as implants can be.” The rest of the journey was in silence with Norma abiding by the speed limit. 

Norma dropped Queenie off at Lillian’s apartment, saying she would pick her up on Sunday on the way back to Sleepy Valley. 

On arrival at Georgina’s apartment, Georgina was most surprised to see Norma. Georgina had her breasts bound flat, her long hair in a pony tail, held by a pink ribbon, and she was wearing male clothes. Norma immediately pulled the ribbon holding the pony tail. Georgina’s black hair fell down her back and over her shoulders. “Darling, I’m not having you look like a man. And get these male clothes off. I’ve brought dresses and skirts with me and a bra, I’ve got to see those tits.” 

Georgina obeyed and put on female clothes in no time. Norma said she had a little surprise for Georgina. She went into Georgina’s bedroom, changed her shoes from the flats she drove with to high heel ones. “Well, what do you think, darling?” 

Norma asked. 

Georgina said, “What am I looking for, Norma?” 
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“My shoes, Georgina. Damn it, can’t you see?” Georgina looked again at the stiletto-heeled shoes. God, they were 8-inch heels. 

“How do you manage to wear 8-inch heels, Norma?” 

“I saw Dr. Jayne and had my small toe on both feet amputated, to have designer feet. It’s the latest fashion, and it lets you wear higher heels a lot better. I’m aiming for a 9 and 10 inch heels, darling, to look pretty for you.” 

Georgina looked and looked again. She just could not believe the sacrifices Norma had made. She had to admit that with these shoes, her feet were shapely, the height pushed her ass out at the back, and her tits out at the front. There was no doubt Norma looked like a sexy lady. Georgina wanted her NOW. 

Georgina, pulling Norma’s skirt up, found that she had no panties on. 

Georgina carried her through to the bedroom, her hands under Norma’s bare ass, laid her on the bed. Norma had her arms ‘round Georgina’s neck, kissing her. 

It didn’t take long for Georgina to zip Norma’s skirt off, and there she was naked on the bed. 

* * *

PLOT AND COUNTER PLOT! 

Later that night, two girls lay exhausted, cuddling and kissing each other after a strenuous session of lesbian love. 

“Lillian, did you know that Norma is going for the full sex-change operation in a year or two?” 

“No I didn’t. Tell me something, Queenie. Do you want babies, later in life?” 

“Well, the thought never entered my mind ‘til you mentioned it. I would, but I hate the idea of some man pawing me and putting his penis up me. Since that humiliation when we were at school, I’ve never liked men. I only love you, Lillian.” 

“Yes I see but suppose, just suppose there was some way to have a baby without a man touching you sexually, what would you say?” 

“Well yes, I would have to consider it.” 

“This is my line of thought. Suppose Norma does have the op and she lives with Georgina, which looks likely the way things are between them. When Georgina dies, there would be no one to carry the name of Crawford and Crawford on. Remember Abbie Crawford did give us that money. I think we have a duty to carry the name of Crawford on.” 

“Yes but what are you getting at> There is no way I’m having sex with Georgina, even if she is not much of a man now.” 

“You’ve heard of sperm banks and artificial insemination. Well, why don’t we get Georgina and Norma to donate and we can use that at a later date, when we are in a more motherly mood.” 
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“That's a great idea, Lillian. No man would ever touch me. I could get pregnant, so could you. We could bring a child up. with no man to bother us. But who would have whose sperm, Lillian?” 

“Well, since you like Norma, you could bring up her offspring, and I would take Georgina’s sperm.” 

“Excellent! Now we only have to persuade Georgina and Norma that it is a good idea!.” 

A phone call was made to Georgina, to arrange a meeting at Georgina’s apartment the following night. 

Georgina did not know what it was all about, only that Lillian had said it could affect all them for the rest of their lives. 

* * *

Georgina and Norma greeted Lillian and Queenie with kisses. Norma had prepared a lovely dinner to show off her culinary skills to all. Her mother had taught her how to cook, and Norma did like cooking. 

As they all settled down, Georgina poured out a bottle of inexpensive wine, passing glasses to all. 

“Well girls, what’s on your mind? What is this mind-shattering thing that will change all our lives?” 

Lillian spoke for both the girls. “Georgina, what do you and Norma plan to do together when you leave the University and Norma has had her operation?” 

“I plan to have my business study degree, work for my mother’s company, then live with Norma for the rest of our lives,” Georgina said, taking Norma’s hand and looking in her eyes. 

“I thought as much. Does that mean that you will have no one to carry on the name of Crawford, no one to inherit the company? So some big giant could come and gobble the company up?” 

“I suppose so, but there is not much I can do about that, is there?” Georgina said. 

“Suppose that I carried your child and raised the baby. You, of course, would be able to see it any time you wanted. What would you say to that?” 

“But Lillian, you are not going to let me anywhere near you in a sexual way, are you? Queenie certainly wouldn’t like it, never mind Norma.” 

“You have heard of sperm banks and artificial insemination, yes, Georgina?” 

“Yes of course.” 

“The plan is that you and Norma donate your sperm to a bank. At the appro-priate time, Queenie and I will get pregnant and there you are — someone to carry Page - 61
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the family line on. Its the least Queenie and I can do since your mother gave that money to each of us.” 

“So why is Queenie gong to carry Norma’s baby?” 

Queenie spoke. “I like Norma and, as she is going to have a sex change op, this would be the only opportunity to carry her seed on.” 

Norma chimed in. “Thank you, Queenie. I think it is a good idea, but I would like to raise my own child myself. You, of course, would have access to the child. 

However, I do not want any child of mine born out of wedlock.” 

“Neither do I. There are going to be no bastards in the Crawford family,” 

Georgina said. 

Lillian and Queenie looked at each other and laughed. Queenie spoke. “Looks like you and me are going to end up married women after all, Lillian, and have a family. I’ll be Mrs. Stover and you’ll be Mrs. Crawford.” 

Norma butted in. “No, I’m Mrs. Crawford.” Everyone looked at her. “If I’m sharing a bed with Georgina, I have every right to be Mrs. Crawford.” 

“So when do we arrange these marriages?” Queenie chimed in. 

“When Lillian and I have gotten our degrees and established ourselves in the company. After Norma has had her operation,” Georgina said, again giving Norma a loving look. 

“Would we all stay in the same house?” Norma asked. 

“Of course, darling. In my mother’s house. You and I will stay in my room and your room can be converted for Lillian & Queenie. And our mothers will, as usual, have the same room. We are years down the road from that, though.” 

“Oh darling, I’m so happy now that the future is sorted out. I’m going to have our baby and bring it up. It will be precious to us, darling.” Norma had tears in her eyes; the hormones made her very emotional. 

“Let’s drink to our futures, to our marriages, and our babies,” Lillian proposed. 

Glasses were raised and clinked together. 

* * *

It seemed like a long time since that conversation with Queenie and Lillian. Lillian worked under Betty, learning what Crawford and Crawford was all about. 

Queenie had been promoted to Head Beautician of all the supermarkets. The promotion was on merit and hard work. Queenie and Lillian went home every night to share the same apartment. 

Norma made herself pretty, always buying new dresses and skirts to look nice for her Georgina. 

Both Georgina and Norma’s mother had been told of the forthcoming marriages of their daughters when the time was right. They approved. 
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Today, Norma was in the beauty shop with two assistants fussing over her. 

Norma wanted the best beautician to attend to her, hand and foot. The best beautician, of course, was Queenie. 

“Alright girls, I’ll take care of it. Norma Stover can be a little bitchy at times,” 

said Queenie. 

Queenie came over to Norma. “What can we do for you today, Norma dear? You know you look so pretty, it would be hard to improve on you,” said Queenie, but-tering her up, she knew Norma liked flattery. 

“Queenie, can you make me look more beautiful than I am?” 

“I’ll tell you what. We have a new line in designer nails. I’ll do your makeup, then you can go to the hairdressers. They’re trying a new upsweep style. You will look as pretty as a picture.” 

“Queenie, you’re such a dear. You really make me feel beautiful.” 

Queenie got to work on Norma’s face. As she did with all her customers, she chatted away about nothing in particular. “Going anywhere exciting in the near future, Norma?” 

“Yes, I’m going to visit Dr. Jayne in a week, to arrange my operation, and also have some cosmetic surgery done.” 

Queenie said, “Are you, Norma? Then our plans will have to move fast.” 

“What do you mean, Queenie?” 

“Just this. We shall have get married very soon. You do want to be a virgin, on your wedding night with Georgina, don’t you, Norma?” 

“Of course but how?” 

“After the op you will be a woman. The only person you want to have sex with is Georgina, and only on your wedding night.” 

“Yes, of course you are right. I’ll have to discuss this with Dr. Jayne. Mommy will be pleased that I’m having the operation and that I‘m going to be married.” 

* * *

Norma was on her way to Dr. Jayne, this time in a new sports car, bought by Mummy of course. 

Dr. Jayne welcomed her. Norma was one of her best customers. If she wasn’t having her toes amputated for fashion, it was a nose job, a chin, always something. Jayne asked, “Well, Norma dear, what can we do for you now?” 

“I want the full operation, Dr. Jayne, as soon as it can be arranged, but first can you give me bigger boobs?” Dr. Jayne looked at Norma. Dollar signs lit up in Jayne’s eyes. 

“No problem, Norma. First, we will have to remove your infibulation and we’ll remove your present breast implants. I’ll show you some, then we will make a de-Page - 63
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cision. The operation is two months from now, we will book you in for next week. 

Is there any reason you want the op just now, Norma.?” 

Norma told her about the forthcoming wedding and that she was to be Georgina’s wife. 

Jayne got lost trying to figure it all out. The one thing she never lost sight of, though was all the money involved in the various operations. 

Dr. Jayne now took out various sizes of silicone breast forms. The larger sizes were what Norma was looking for. “The customer is always right,” Jayne thought. 

Dr. Jayne said, “The breasts you have chosen are just right for you. However Norma dear, these breasts need bigger nipples than the ones you have. I could enlarge your present ones during the operation. You know, it’s all the fashion.” 

“Oh yes, Dr. Jayne, I’ll have the nipples as well. It will be a surprise for mummy and Georgina as well. What size are they and how far will they protrude?” 

“Oh, about an inch and a half, Norma. You’ll like them.” 

So Norma had the infibulation removed, her silicone breasts removed and bigger ones inserted, and her nipples enlarged. 

* * *

It was the first time Georgina and Norma had sex after Norma’s new implants that Georgina brought up her promotion. “I have been promoted to take charge of the hotel chain. The chain is making a profit but not enough for the money being pumped into it. Lillian has also been promoted to look into the finances, what cuts can be made and how we can economize. There is only one snag. I may have to be away from home, sometimes for a week, every couple of months.” 

Norma didn’t look happy about this. “Does this mean poor little me is going to be all alone in bed without my Georgina?” 

Georgina suggested that Norma come with her to the various hotels and motels in the Crawford and Crawford chain. 

This calmed Norma down. She was happy with that and offered one of her tits as a reward to Georgina, who could not refuse. Norma felt so proud of the job Dr. 

Jayne had done on the implants, she pushed it into Georgina’s lips and mouth. 

She knew that Georgina could refuse her nothing when she was receiving sex like this. 

To Norma, visiting the hotels was great fun. She had everyone jumping at her command and waiting hand and foot on her. She always found some fault with the house maids, she was always complaining about this and that. The hotels feared the coming of Georgina with that, well what was she? his wife, or his/her lesbian lover? No one was even sure if Georgina was a he or a she. There was even rumors that Norma had been a he at one time; no one was sure. All they knew was that they were glad to see them leave. 
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Norma informed Georgina that she would be going for the full sex-change operation in two months. The wedding arrangements were about to start, as Norma planned to have the ceremony two months after the op. Norma also informed Georgina that she could not have any sex in her new vagina until after the wedding and that she wanted to remain a virgin till then. Of course Georgina could have sex the usual way, in Norma's rectum. 

Norma’s anus had widened since that first time to accommodate Georgina penis with ease. 

* * *

The big day arrived, and Norma was now back at Dr. Jayne’s clinic with her mother and Georgina in tow. “Will I really be a virgin at the end of it all? I want to present myself to my Georgina.” 

“Norma dear, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will tighten the skin ‘round your new vagina and give you a jar of alum to smear on your twat for the wedding night. 

That will be my wedding present to you.” 

“Oh thank you, Dr. Jayne. You are invited to my wedding.” 

“I must warn you of one thing. Your first night of sex may be painful. As the penis enters, it will feel as if your hymen is broken, although you have none.” 

“I don’t mind, Dr. Jayne. It will make feel a real woman on my bridal night. I really want that experience. I’ll be so happy, that I am now a real woman.” 

There was no more to say. Norma was booked for a two-week stay. The operation took place and all went well. 

After the operation, Norma was fussed upon by her mother and Georgina. She had turned out to be the woman her mother always wanted. 

Norma kissed Dr. Jayne and said, “ Don’t forget to come to my wedding. I’m looking forward to seeing the one who made it all possible.” 

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll be there. I wouldn’t miss it.” 

* * *

EVERYONE WANTS TO BE A BRIDE

Norma had now been home for a week and the wedding arrangements had started. Betty made arrangements with the pastor of the Evangelical Church. 

There would be two weddings on the same day, at the same time. 
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That night, Abbie said, “Why don’t we marry, Betty? I know two women cannot marry as yet in this country, but there is a ceremony that same sex couples can go through, a union for life.” 

“That's a good idea Abbie, and we can wear wedding dresses as well, on the same day as our daughters.” 

“You’re only doing it to wear a wedding dress,” Abbie said. Both women laughed. 

Meanwhile in the mansion that Doris and Michelle lived in, Doris was saying, 

“Michelle, we have the invitation to Georgina’s wedding. Why don’t we renew our marriage vows at the same time?” 

“That's a good idea, but I want a bridal dress, darling.” 

“But of course, dear. I wouldn’t have it any other way. We will have a joint fitting, then I will see if we can marry on the same day as Georgina.” 

When the pastor was informed of this, he had to sit down and work out an order of events. 

1 THE UNION FOR LIFE OF ABBIE CRAWFORD AND BETTY STOVER. 

2 THE REDEDICATION OF THE MARRIAGE VOWS OF MICHAEL (MICHELLE) AND DORIS CRAWFORD. 

3 THE MARRIAGE OF GEORGE ( GEORGINA ) CRAWFORD AND LILLIAN

SMART. 

4 THE MARRIAGE OF NORMAN (NORMA) STOVER AND QUEENIE McFAR-LANE. 

This would be the biggest day the pastor would ever have in Sleepy Valley; the whole town would be at these weddings. There would be eight brides and no grooms! The church would be packed. 

Meanwhile the shops in Sleepy Valley dealing in bridal wear were overrun. The entire female side of the Crawford family was involved in producing some aspect of the weddings. 

* * *

The big day arrived. It had been planed like a military maneuver. Everyone had to be up by six that morning, it was going to be a long day. Georgina and Norma slept in one room, Lillian and Queenie slept in Norma’s room. After breakfast, Queenie went directly to the supermarket to supervise all the makeovers. 

When all that had been done, she went back to Abbie’s mansion for Abbie, Betty, Georgina, Norma, Lillian, Queenie and the other bridesmaids. Doris and Michelle went home to their house with other matrons of honors and flower girls. 

By this time, the bridal outfits were there waiting for them, with women from the bridal shops to help everyone put them on. 
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It was noon by the time the

fitting of wedding dresses

started. The start of the wed-

dings had been timed for two

o clock. 

The Evangelical church

was packed to capacity, every-

one in Sleepy Valley was

there. The front pews were

filled with nervous brides fidg-

eting, waiting for it all to start. 

Then the music started. All

eight brides, one at a time, 

came down the aisle, each

with their bridesmaids, ma-

trons of honors and flower

girls, ‘til all eight stood in a

line in front of the altar. 

The pastor called out the

names of the first couple, Ab-

bie Crawford and Betty Sto-

ver. Both stepped forward and

a solemn ceremony of union

took place complete with an

exchange of rings by Abbie

and Betty, followed by a kiss

by each on the cheeks. 

As Abbie and Betty

stepped back, the names of

Michael (Michelle ) and Doris

Crawford were called out. The

ceremony of rededication of

marriage vows took place. 

Again there was an exchange of rings and kisses. Doris and Michelle wore identi-cal bridal outfits. It was clear that Doris & Michelle were still in love with each other. Doris was so happy’ her dream was as real today as it ever was. 

The pastor now called the names of George (Georgina ) Crawford and Lillian Smart, then Norman (Norma) Stover and Queenie McFarlane. The couples stood side-by-side as the pastor read out the marriage vows. Great Aunt Michelle stood for Lillian and Queenie and presented each to the pastor. At the part where the pastor said that they could exchange rings and kiss the bride, there was a break from the usual custom. Norma and Georgina exchanged rings and kissed each other. Lillian and Queenie also exchanged rings and kissed each other. 
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All parties now went down the aisle, to an anteroom to sign the register, with the witnesses. Everyone was now ready to depart to a lavish reception in a Crawford and Crawford hotel some twelve miles from Sleepy Valley, out in the country. 

Georgina had taken care of all the reception and taxi arrangements. 

* * *

WEDDING NIGHT FOR EIGHT BRIDES

All brides and guests were now at the wedding reception. This of course had been arranged by Georgina in a Crawford and Crawford multistory hotel in a large wedding suite which held a couple of hundred guests. A lavish meal of ten courses, was now served, with dishes from all over the world. All eight brides took care not to eat too much. After all, the bridal night was still to come, and they had to be fit for the sexual exploits of the night to come. 

Toasts were given by Great Aunt Michelle, on behalf of all brides, as she was the only true male. Wine flowed, then the dancing started. Georgina had arranged for two large rooms in the hotel, for two different types of dancing.. 

After a few dances, the bridal couples slipped away, one by one, to the penthouse bridal suites, all still wearing their bridal dresses. For Doris and Michelle, lovemaking was slow and gentle, no need to rush. They had satisfying, prolonged intercourse, expressing their love and commitment to each other over the years. 

They slowly brought each other to arousal many times during the night. 

The next bridal suite saw Abbie and Betty starting with their usual ritual of Abbie kissing Betty’s beauty spot, then divesting each other of their wedding dresses. Tonight was to be a first in their exploration of lesbianism. As Abbie lay on her back on the bed, Betty was strapping a dildo onto herself. 

Betty positioned Abbie on the bed, face down on the pillow, rump sticking up in the air. Betty oiled Abbie’s back passage. Abbie moaned, Betty had her own pleasure in being the dominant woman. 

Betty eased the oiled dildo between the well-oiled cheeks of Abbie’s ass. A slight resistance was felt by Abbie, then suddenly it was right up. Betty pushed it as far as she could go. “Come on, baby. Give it to me,” Betty shouted. Abbie moaned and groaned. Betty pulled Abbie’s rear closer with a hand in her pussy. 

Not very far away, Georgina lifted Lillian over the doorsill and into the bridal suite, as Norma tried to do the same with Queenie. 

After a rest, Norma made her way to the connecting door. As she opened it, Lillian came through from the other side. They passed each other to go to their true partners, Lillian with Queenie, and Norma with Georgina. 

Lillian & Queenie may have been young lesbians, but they were not novices; they knew as much about lesbian love as did Abbie and Betty. Their brand of loving had more body contact, than was true for Abbie and Betty. They quickly di-Page - 68
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vested each other of their wedding dresses. With hands ‘round each other’s waist, they went to the large bed and quickly assumed a sixty-nine position, Lillian on top between the legs of Queenie, who was laying on her back. 

The eager tongues of both young women were at work, Lillian’s licking the clitoris of Queenie, which throbbed and stood up like a very little penis. Queenie had her tongue in Lillian’s vagina which was already secreting love juice. It wasn’t long before both women had an orgasm. 

Norma had now entered the bridal suite where Georgina lay on bed waiting for her. Norma was blushing and hesitant, as nervous as any bride on her first night. 

Georgina rose from the bed, came over to Norma, put her hands ‘round her and gently kissed her on the neck and shoulders, which helped ease Norma’s fears. 

Georgina slowly divested Norma of her wedding dress. Norma looked so beautiful, standing there with nothing on. Beautiful firm breasts, although they were big, shapely hips, a rear that protruded at the back. The only thing Georgina had not removed was Norma’s black suspender belt, sexy black stockings and a white garter edged with black lace at the top of her black stockings. Norma wore white 8-inch stiletto heel shoes and she wanted to keep then on in bed. The heels made her legs look more shapely, as Georgina lifted her on to the bed. 

“Be gentle with me, Georgina,” Norma whispered in her ear. Georgina looked at the hairless vagina of Norma. Georgina felt that Norma had to be played lovingly, like a Stradivarius. 

Georgina could see that Norma was nervous and tried to work her up with foreplay, playing with her massive tits, French kissing and sticking a finger in her pussy. Georgina even offered one of her own small breasts to Norma, which she gladly sucked. Georgina, who now had an erection, felt it was time to enter Norma’s twat. Georgina pushed her penis against Norma’s vagina, the entrance was tight. 

Georgina decided to push on, forced her member right in. It was as if Georgina had broke Norma’s hymen. Norma was sure Georgina had taken her virginity and deflowered her. The pain was excruciating, however Norma did not mind this. All she knew was that Georgina had made her a woman. 

Georgina stopped as Norma shouted, “I’m a woman, a woman! Oh mother, see? 

I’m a real woman. Love me, love me.” 

Georgina thought that Norma was talking about her. She was not, she was talking about her mother, Betty. Norma would now receive her mother’s love for sure. 

Now that the initial pain had receded, Georgina moved her penis in and out of Norma’s pussy. Norma pushed her black stocking-covered legs up, over and

‘round the back of Georgina. 

Georgina felt wonderful as Norma’s black stockinged legs and white heels rubbed sexily on her back. Georgina felt that she was going to come, and come quickly she did. 
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Abbie thought that the time was now right for her Georgina to take the reins of the company along with Lillian. Both had made a good job of the hotel chain. Profits had exceeded what Abbie thought they would, and her opinion of Lillian had changed drastically since the time she had bribed Lillian’s family with that money. 

Lillian had been an asset to the company. 

Norma finished her breakfast, and departed to change into a going-away outfit as Georgina discussed business with her mother and Aunt Betty. 

NORMA HAS HER PRETTY PANTIES TAKEN DOWN

OR WERE THEY PATTI’S? 

Georgina on returning to the penthouse suite, found a young pretty housemaid in tears, coming out of the suite. “Oh Georgina, I was told by Norma that I was a lazy bitch and had not done a good job of tidying the room and making the beds. 

She made me do it again. She said I would lose my job, if she told you.” 

Georgina told the girl to carry on with her work. Georgina went back in the elevator to the reception, went in the manager’s office and asked to see the girl’s work file. The manager had no complaints about her. In fact, the manager said he was about to promote her to take charge of the penthouse suites for cleaning details. Why was Georgina interested in the girl, the manager asked. “Oh nothing. 

Go ahead and promote her, I value your opinion,” Georgina replied’

Georgina knew what she must do. Norma had to be brought down a peg or two. She felt Norma was not showing respect to Crawford and Crawford’s employees. 

On entering the penthouse suite, Georgina called out, “Oh Norma dear, could you come here?” 

Norma emerged from the bathroom, combing her hair with a brush. “Yes darling, what is it?” 

Georgina was sitting on a large Queen Anne chair. “Come over here, you beautiful thing and sit on my lap.” Norma sat on Georgina’s lap. Georgina took the hairbrush and combed her hair as if nothing was wrong. Suddenly, before Norma knew what was happening, Georgina slipped Norma off her lap, had her over her knee face down. In no time, Norma’s skirt was up and her pretty panties were down around her ankles. Using the hair brush, Georgina administered a spanking on Norma’s pretty rear end. 

The tears rolled down Norma’s beautiful cheeks. She sobbed, “What’s this for? 

What have I done?” 

“It’s for not having any respect for employees. You’re a little bitch. I’ve heard the talk. Never forget these are the people that are keeping you in the luxurious life you now lead, Norma.” 
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“I'm sorry. I'll be a good girl from now on, Georgina. Give me a kiss and tell me all is well.” Norma was now pulling her panties up. The spanking had inflamed Norma’s rear and she wanted to make love to Georgina. 

“Give me a kiss to show no hard feelings between us, sweetheart.” It was not Georgina’s feelings that were hard, it was something between her legs. How could Georgina resist? She had gotten her point across. Norma would behave herself in future. 

* * *

The honeymoons were now over and changes in living arrangements had been made. As Doris and Michelle were away on their yearlong cruise, they had given their mansion to Georgina and Norma to live in. This was only a temporary arrangement until Georgina found property to build a bungalow for herself and Norma. 

Lillian and Queenie had found a nice little cottage in the country for themselves. This left Abbie & Betty on their own in the house they now shared. A lawyer had drawn up documents that said they were equal partners in everything. 

This would prevent any arguments should something happen to one them. It was nice to have their daughters around them, but their daughters had to led their own lives, as Abbie and Betty had to led theirs. 

* * *

THEY’RE ALL PREGNANT, INCLUDING NORMA Doris and Michelle had come home. By this time, Georgina and Norma had their little dream home built. Norma had outdone herself; she had even planned a nursery. Georgina said nothing. She wanted a child; if only there was something he could do. 

Lillian and Queenie decided on a visit to Dr. Jayne’s clinic. The pretty receptionist welcomed them, “What can I do for you, ladies?” 

“I wonder if we could see Dr. Jayne. We are old friends of hers,” Lillian said. 

The pretty receptionist looked at them again. 

“Oh, silly me, Lillian and Queenie. I was at your wedding.” Lifting the white ivory handset of the phone, she dialed Dr. Jayne. “Oh Jayne, I have Mrs. Crawford and Mrs. Stover here to see you.” Turning to Lillian and Queenie, she said, “Please take a seat. Dr. Jayne will be here as soon as she can. She has a client with her just now.” 

Dr. Jayne arrived. “Yes girls, what can I do for you?” 

“Could we have a private talk with you, Dr. Jayne?” Lillian asked. 
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“But of course. Come to my office.” Turning to the little pretty receptionist, she said, “Cindy, you can go now. Mandy should be on duty in a few minutes. Go to the apartment and start dinner. I'll see you tonight.” 

As Cindy passed Dr. Jayne, Jayne patted her on the rump. “Oh Jayne you are awful, but I love you.” 

“More of that tonight, darling, if you are a good girl,” she said, to which Cindy giggled as she walked away. 

Jayne thought, “That man is coming along nicely. He’ll be ready for the op in ten months or so.” Cindy had had breast implants, rhinoplasty, her cheeks and chin reshaped. No one looking at her would have seen a man. 

Lillian came quickly to the point. “Jayne, Queenie and myself wish to become pregnant. A few years back, our husbands put their sperm in a sperm bank. We want you to do artificial insemination on both of us.” 

Jayne looked at both girls. “But of course, dears. There is no problem, but I suggest you come into the clinic a month before birth so that I can give you all the care and attention that first time mothers should have. I will look after you.” 

“There is just one other thing, Jayne. Queenie’s baby will be given to Norma. 

It’s her sperm that will be put in Queenie. My baby will be brought up by Queenie and myself.” 

“Yes I see. No problem, I will arrange to get the sperm in two weeks from now.” 

Both girls agreed and all shook hands on it. 

* * *

One Sunday, Georgina and Norma lay in bed. Norma was in a beautiful black lacy see-through baby doll nightie. She turned to Georgina. “You know darling, I think you have made me pregnant. Isn’t it wonderful that we will soon here the patter of little feet?” 

Georgina looked at Norma in amazement. Norma was a transsexual and could not possibly be pregnant. 

“Norma, you know that cannot be possible. Your body is not constructed that way.” Norma seemed upset by that remark. She wanted to be a woman in every way. 

“Then why have my periods stopped, Georgina?” 

Norma had stomach cramps about every four weeks for three or four days. 

Georgina tried to pacify her, thinking the notion would pass after a few days. 

It didn’t. In fact, it got worse. Norma started to have morning sickness. It was then that Lillian and Queenie informed Georgina that Dr. Jayne had performed artificial insemination on them. 

Only when Norma’s abdomen began to swell did Georgina started to worry. A quick trip to Dr. Jayne was taken. 
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Norma lay naked on Dr. Jayne’s examination couch, her legs wide apart on stirrups. Dr. Jayne probed in her vagina, felt her breasts, took readings with a thermometer in Norma’s anus, making a through examination. 

“Norma, you can get dressed now. I have to go into my office to check out a few things.” 

“Jayne, am I pregnant? I know I am.” 

“I’ll give you an answer when I come back.” 

Dr. Jayne proceeded to her office where Georgina sat waiting. “What’s wrong with Norma? You know our circumstances. I love her so, I wouldn’t want to see any harm come to her.” 

“Georgina, what I have to tell, you must never reveal to Norma; it would kill her. Have you ever heard of ‘Phantom Pregnancy’? This a condition some women have; they so desperately want a baby that they imagine they are pregnant. They take on all the symptoms: morning sickness, abdomen swelling, breasts becoming heavy. This condition can last more than nine months, sometimes years. Well that's what Norma has. I have never known it to show up in a transsexual before. 

Norma is a fragile woman.” 

“Then what do you suggest we do?” Georgina asked. 

“Bring Norma into the clinic three months before she should be due, have a talk with Queenie. I understand her baby will be given to you and Norma anyway. 

At the time of the birth, I will give Norma an anesthetic and put her to sleep. 

When she wakes up, Queenie’s baby will be lying beside her. I will tell her it was a difficult birth and that's why the anesthetic had to be given. Queenie’s baby, she will be told, was a still birth. The baby Norma will have is actually her own, as Norma’s sperm was used for Queenie’s artificial insemination. I will now inform Norma she is, in fact, pregnant.” 

* * *

Two bombshells were about to drop. The first was that Michelle announced she would be having breast implants. This was at the instigation of Doris, who urged Michelle during their world cruise. Then Doris felt a little bit unwell and run down. She went to Dr. Jayne and was told she, too, was pregnant. “Impossible at my age. I’m into menopause,” said Doris. 

Jayne explained that many women had babies at her age. “At your age, I think it best if you come in at the same time as Norma, about three months before baby is due.” 

“Imagine her being pregnant. Of course her husband will be having his breast implants at the same time; its going to be a busy time here. That reminds me, Cindy and I are getting married. I’ll ask Norma, Lillian, Queenie and Doris to be bridesmaids.” 
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* * *

Georgina had informed her Aunt Betty of all that had happened to Norma. She felt Betty, being her mother, had to know. Betty felt love and compassion for her daughter, and worried whether she had caused it all. She cried in bed one night. 

Abbie asked what was wrong, and Betty told her everything. If only she didn’t hate men so much, this would never have happened. Abbie said if anyone was to blame, it was that husband of hers. That cheered Betty up. 

Norma was so happy; she got the glow that all pregnant mothers get. She was convinced she was carrying a baby girl. 

Betty looked at her daughter. Norma was just like her in pregnancy; her belly was fat, legs, breasts full with milk. She was beginning to waddle like a duck, just like Betty when she carried Norman/Norma. 

* * *

Some funny and touching moments took place during the phantom pregnancy of Norma. One night at three in the morning, Norma woke Georgina up. “Yes darling, what is it?” Georgina said, yawning. 

“I’m starving. Let’s go and have a meal.” 

“Norma its three in the morning. Can’t you wait ‘tll breakfast?” 

“No, I want to eat now.” 

Anything for a peaceful life, Georgina thought, so both dressed. Georgina drove to a Crawford and Crawford supermarket and ordered a meal in the cafeteria for Norma. Georgina was not hungry. Norma had a meal of steak and fries, a dessert of ice cream and peaches. Norma took the ice cream and peaches and poured it on top of the steak and ate the lot, as if that was nothing unusual! 

Another night, Norma, wearing a black lacy oversize maternity nightie, said to Georgina, “Listen to it, darling,” pointing to her abdomen. Georgina had to put her ear To Norma’s belly, not a sound could she hear. “It’s moving, giving me a kick. 

It’s going to be a little girl, our little girl, darling. Can’t you hear it, Georgina?” 

“Yes, darling,” Georgina said with a tear in her eye. She couldn’t tell the truth, it would break Norma’s heart.” Oh darling, don’t cry. It’s only our little girl. Be happy.” Georgina felt sorry for her little Norma. 

* * *

DR JAYNE’S WEDDING
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Dr. Jayne’s wedding took place in a Church of Scotland church near her clinic in the Grampian Mountains. Jayne had three bridesmaids” Lillian, Queenie and, of course, Norma. Doris, as an older woman, was a Matron of Honor. All four women were in different states of pregnancy. Doris you would hardly know at all; Queenie showed a little bump; Lillian was more prominent, while there was no doubt Norma was pregnant. Her belly stood out. Patti had made all the clothing for the expectant mothers, another new line for Crawford and Crawford. Patti was eyeing the baby clothes market. 

The minister gave the wedding vows to Dr. Jayne and Cindy Burton. Dr. Jayne had Cindy change her surname to Burton. Jayne still wanted to be called Dr. 

Jayne Burton. Dr. Jayne had read this interesting article in a medical journal by a leading gynecologist. It said it was possible to reconstruct men to have babies. It was still in the theory stage and needed someone to experiment. Dr. Jayne thought she could be that someone, and Cindy the recipient. 

The wedding reception was held in a nearby five-star hotel. A sumptuous meal was supplied by Dr. Jayne. Of course the traditional glass of whisky was taken with it, which seemed to make everyone happy. 

Dr. Jayne could only spend one night on a honeymoon, she had much work to do in the clinic. 

* * *

BABIES FOR ALL

When Doris and Norma were six months pregnant, they were taken to Dr. Jayne’s clinic to be observed in case there was any problems. At the same time, Michelle came along with Doris for her breast implants. After a day or two, Michelle received the implants, which gave Michelle a pair of 36b tits. Then they shared the same bed ‘til Doris had her baby. 

Georgina shared with Norma. Her work load at Crawford and Crawford was temporarily taken over by her mother and Aunt Betty ‘til after the birth — or false birth in this case. 

All went well with Doris and Norma, then Lillian and Queenie arrived about a month to go before birth, lucky because Lillian gave birth two days later to a beautiful baby girl with black hair, just like her father. She weighed in at three pounds, ten ounces. Doris followed a week later with a little boy weighting four pounds, three ounces. Both babies were premature. Queenie’s baby this turned out overdue by a week. Dr. Jayne watched Queenie and Norma very carefully. 

Then it came, Queenie went into labor. That was the sign for Jayne to give Norma an anesthetic. Queenie gave birth to a blond-haired baby boy of seven pounds, six ounces. It was quickly transferred to Norma. When she came around, Page - 75
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“her” baby was presented to her. The bonding baby suckled to Norma’s ample breasts. Norma smiled and looked happy with her son. “Yes,” she thought, “I’m a woman and mother now. This is the ultimate of womanhood.” 

Georgina was happy for Norma. Everyone was happy. Abbie and Betty were now grandmothers. Doris was a mother again and a great grandmother. 

* * *

THE BABIES ARE BAPTIZED

The evangelical church was crowded that Sunday, as the pastor brought all the mothers forward, for the babies to be christened. 

“I now name this baby Hannah Smart Crawford.” Turning to Georgina and Norma with their little boy, he said, “I name this baby Paul Stover Crawford.” Now the third couple came forward, Doris and Michelle, with their boy. The pastor said, “I name this baby Rebecca Virginia Crawford.” A gasp went up from the con-gregation. How could she, how dare she? This made no difference to Doris. 

Hadn’t her son Iain/Irene been a good boy & man ever since she dressed him as a girl? Look what happened to George/Georgina. Doris was taking no chances. 

Her son would be put in skirts, hose and heels right from the start. Doris had no intention of telling him he was a boy. 

So there the Crawford family were, after the church service & Baptism at one of the luxurious Crawford and Crawford hotels, toasting the babies. 

Doris smiled on her family. “Yes,” she thought, “it’s true. The family that dresses together, stays together.” Doris loved all her family. Big Michelle behind her loomed over her head, gave her a kiss on the neck. Doris was so happy. 

Among the guests at the christening were Cathy, now a married woman, and her husband. Also there was Patti Page, still looking for a man, which would not be hard. A fine looking woman she was; she had just been too involved with her work to look for one. Next was Dr. Jayne Burton with her wife? 

Cathy, Patti and Jayne were to be godmothers today. 

Norma loved her son, but as you will remember, she predicted a girl. She smiled at her son who gurgled and laughed at his mother. “Well,” Norma thought, 

“if I put an A at the end of Paul on the birth certificate, change the M to a F and Put him in skirts, hose and heels, presto, I’ve gotten my little girl. Life is not so bad after all.” Norma felt sorry for Queenie. She lost that baby, a still birth they said, a little boy. She put an arm ‘round her to comfort her. 

All these babies would, at some future date, be groomed to take over the reins of Crawford and Crawford from their fathers? and mothers. The company was big and expanding fast: supermarkets, hotels, motels, one never knew what they would go into next. The future looked bright for the three new babies. 
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* * *

SLEEPY VALLEY

A stranger happened to be passing through the town of Sleepy Valley. He sat down with his coffee, donuts and cookies. To make conversation, he asked one of the elderly matrons, “Anything exciting ever happen here?” 

The elderly matron said, looking at the young man, “Well, we do have the big company of Crawford and Crawford. Their headquarters are here and they employ nearly all the town. Apart from that nothing really happens in this town.” 

The young salesman finished his coffee. He was going to Crawford and Crawford. From the looks of it, he should get the hell out of here then. Nothing exciting to do. 

The matron watched the young man leave. She thought, “There is plenty of scandal in Sleepy Valley, what with those Crawfords and all their goings on.” It was Sleepy Valley’s scandal, though. No outsider was going to know. What would she and the rest of the old ladies have to talk about if the rest of the world knew? 

No more twitching curtains, no more whispered talk? We can’t have that!. 

IS THIS END? 

NO ITS THE END OF THE BEGINNING!. 
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