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SISSY FOR

MY AUNTS

BY BLIND RUTH

INTRODUCTION - INSIGHT INTO THE LIFE OF SISSY BOYS

This book is composed of the secret diaries of aunts who have a preference for seeing nephews dressed in skirts, frocks and beautiful lingerie along with the secret diaries of these boys and their reaction to being sissies. 

AUNT CECILIA's DIARY

It has been over six weeks since Elizabeth-Jayne and I came back from our vacation to visit Aunt Matilda. I think it is fair to say we both enjoyed the vacation and how well Elizabeth-Jayne got on with Violet, Matilda’s eldest daughter. This pleased both Matilda and myself. How well her other two daughters have grown since we first met! Little Holly looked  so  pretty in the beautiful dresses her mother had picked out for her during our stay. Holly received many hugs and kisses from her mother and myself during our stay. 

She just looked  so  lovely; little girls like that just deserve to be cuddled. From the sighs she gave I just know she was delighted with all the fuss her mother and I paid to her. 

Matilda always said Holly would be the easiest of her boys to put in a dress, and so it seemed. It was her middle son Thelma that worried her. Thelma had no special girlfriend to play with, unlike Violet who bonded well with my Elizabeth-Jayne. 

It reminded me of the first time I made contact with Aunt Matilda all those years ago. 

That contact was made through a well known woman’s magazine. One day I read the following advertisement in the friendship column. 
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Mother with three  special daughters seeks other mothers with same for mutual com-panionship and friendship between all. Vacations together at my home. Nice surround-ings, friendly family. 

Eldest daughter lonely looking for that  special girlfriend, can you help? All corre-spondence answered. Reply: Box S D 100359

I answered. What had I to lose? I thought it was time Elizabeth-Jayne had the company of her own kind. It was a decision I was not to regret. 

From the first, Elizabeth-Jayne and Aunt Matilda’s eldest daughter Violet became very close  special  girlfriends. Aunt Matilda and myself also struck the right note from the first. 

Although Matilda and I were not related, Matilda insisted from the start that all her daughters call me Aunt; I told Elizabeth-Jayne to also call me Aunt. 

Elizabeth-Jayne was a happy girl from the start. My late husband John, when we were going out together, told me of his desire to wear woman’s clothes. 

“I have to come clean before we marry, and you can accept me or reject me,” he said. 

About three months into our marriage, John said he really had to dress in women’s clothes very soon, as he was getting depressed and agitated, not having wore a dress for some time. 

I had never seen John dressed in women’s clothes before and was curious to see him as such. It was quite a revelation.. John looked nothing like a man. I was impressed particularly at how he treated me. He was so soft and gentle to me, different from the authoritar-ian business manager he was in the company he worked for. He said that this display of femininity released the tension built up over the months of hard decisions at his work. He felt so at ease in the pretty women’s clothes. As time went on, I treated John as a girlfriend whom I called Joanne. 

In time, our son was born. John was pleased the day I told him to dress as Joanne and help nurse our son. This led John to suggest that we dress the baby in girls clothes, which we did. John Jr. became used to wearing girls clothes in his early years. We played it as a game and John Jr. took a delight in dressing in girls clothes in which John and I encouraged him. 

When John Jr. was five, my husband took an illness from which he was to die. On his death bed, he told me that he wanted John Jr. to be brought up as a girl. He felt that John Jr. was not cut out to be a man, and that being brought up as a girl was best for him. He made me swear that I would bring our son up as such; this was his dying wish. As such, I faithfully upheld it to this day!. 

Elizabeth-Jayne is now so deeply involved in her female side that all trace of the male she once was has long been eradicated. Elizabeth-Jayne knows that in time she will be made female in all ways. That is why she gets along so well with Violet who is going along the same path. 

Now some information has come into my hands that may well solve Aunt Matilda’s problem concerning her second daughter, Thelma. 

My younger sister Susan, a widow, died three years ago. Her son was at present in an orphanage. The people at the orphanage knew Susan had a older sister but could not trace Page - 4
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her till now. This did not surprise me; Susan, when she heard I was bringing my son up as a girl, broke off all contact with me. 

Now I, as his only relative, had access to Lanny. 

I make no bones about it, I intend to make Lanny into a girl and a  special  girlfriend for Aunt Matilda’s Thelma. It serves Susan right for snubbing me just because I brought up Elizabeth-Jayne as a girl. Revenge is sweet. Lana is a sweet name for my nephew; in time she will get used to it. 

She will be a little sister for Elizabeth-Jayne, a new  special  girl welcomed into our family. Elizabeth, I am sure, will help me sissify Lana. 

I hope Lana will be well sissified by the next time we go on vacation to Aunt Matilda and her girls. The orphanage has asked me to visit next week, which I surely will do. I have Lana’s training programme all sorted out and will keep Matilda informed of every move. 

***

Isn’t Lana the sweetest thing you ever did see? I have just come back from our visit to the orphanage. The principal Miss Liddell explained that the orphanage likes to place the boys and girls in the care of relatives if they can be found, and are suitable people to take care of them. I of course said that I would be delighted to have little Lanny in my home. I almost called him Lana, so excited was I when I beheld that cherubic little face with his small nose and cupid lips, so girlish, with soft skin and curly hair. Put a frock on him with three layers of swirling petticoats underneath and who would ever know that he was a boy? And that was just what would be happening to him once I got my hands on him. I acted all prim and proper with Miss Liddell so that my sisters son should live in my house. I told her that after the death of my husband, I had gone abroad and only recently had come back and set up home. It was a pack of lies but it impressed Miss Liddell. 

Miss Liddell explained that a lot of red tape would have to be sorted out, but that I should not worry. I would be made Lanny's guardian. She would put in a good word for me; in a few weeks, she would personally bring Lanny to my home. Till then, I contented myself in the knowledge that my sister Susan’s son would be turned into a girl. If only she was here to see how pretty a girl her son would turn out to be! In the meanwhile, I bought a number of girls dresses and frocks and the prettiest girls underwear you ever did see. I got petticoats of silk and satin, and knickers of the same materials with the finest of lace trimmings round the legs. So gossamer thin were these knickers that I just knew little La-na’s heart would skip a beat as the delicate flimsy material softly embraced her skin. I knew little Lana would be captured by the outstretched and waiting hands of girlhood, hands that were just looking for little boys such as he. Soon Thelma would have her special girlfriend! 

LANNY's DIARY

Life is so lonely here in the orphanage. I miss my Mommy but God came and took her away. Miss Liddell tells me I must not cry, she is doing her best to trace an aunt of mine. 

Funny, Mother never mentioned that I had any aunts but I do hope it is true. 
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Today, Miss Liddell called me into her office and said, “Great news, your long lost Aunt Cecilia has been found and very soon she will visit you.” 

Apparently, she is my mother's elder sister. I do seem to remember hearing the name Cecilia whispered in hush tones between my parents; however when I was spotted, the conversation ended. 

No one ever explained who Cecelia was and eventually I forgot all about her. Miss Liddell said this aunt was keen to meet me. I looked forward to meeting her. 

***

Today I met Aunt Cecelia for the first time, or so I thought till Aunt Cecelia said she first saw me as a baby. I not only discovered I had an aunt but also a girl cousin, Elizabeth-Jayne, Aunt Cecelia’s daughter. They both greeted me with a kiss and a hug. Oh how nice it is to be with my own family again. Aunt Cecelia brought me a big box of chocolates. 

How nice that was of her. She talked of how she would love for me to come and stay with her and Elizabeth-Jayne. I must say I was enthralled by the thought. Not that there was anything wrong with the orphanage, it was just that I was so lonely. 

Every so often, Aunt Cecelia would call me Lana. I expect it was a slip of the tongue. 

When both my aunt and cousin were gone, Miss Liddell asked me if I would like to stay with them, I had no hesitation in answering yes. Miss Liddell said she would see what could be done about that, I was  so  happy. 

After a month, Miss Liddell informed me that it had been arranged for me to live with my aunt. Miss Liddell also said that she would have to take me there as it was a long journey for so young a person as myself. A lengthy train journey would be involved and there-after a trip by boat to the island my aunt stayed on. Aunt Cecelia wrote many letters telling me how she wished I would stay with her and Elizabeth-Jayne. 

She gave me breathtaking descriptions of the beauty of the island which only added to my desire to stay with her. 

The day eventually came when I would depart with Miss Liddell to my aunt's home. I had packed two cases with all my worldly belongings. After a hearty breakfast, Miss Liddell and I set off early that morning with a long journey ahead. It was exciting to see the countryside as the train sped away. Late that day we arrived at the ferry to the island that Aunt Cecelia lived on. As we neared the island, I eagerly searched the assembled crowed on the harbour awaiting the arrival of the ferry. This was the last ferry of the day. Then I spotted Aunt Cecelia and cousin Elizabeth-Jayne. I enthusiastically waved my hand as if I had known them all my life. 

As I departed the ferry, Aunt Cecelia and cousin Elizabeth hugged and kissed me. 

Aunt Cecelia had her Range Rover waiting for us. She lived some six miles from the harbour and cars were the only means of transport on the island. 

Aunt Cecelia had a magnificent house made of granite; when the sun shone it gleamed like silver. The locals nicknamed her house “The Silver Palace.” A room had been made up for Miss Liddell; she would be getting the morning ferry back. 

Page - 6

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

Aunt Cecelia showed me my room, beautiful with lace curtains. There was a dressing table with hair brushes, which I must say puzzled me. That's for girls and I’m not a girl. 

Elizabeth-Jayne helped me unpack and as I put jackets and trousers, shirts into the wardrobes, I discovered girls dresses within. 

“Silly me,” exclaimed Elizabeth-Jayne, “I forgot to take out my skirts, Mother.” 

“So you did,” Aunt Cecelia replied. 

“There are so many here, Mother. Could we leave it till tomorrow? You don’t mind, Lanny, do you?” Elizabeth asked me. 

Well of course I didn’t. We had just found each other, no use in falling out now. 

Miss Liddell enquired about my education. Aunt Cecelia explained there was no school on the island and that she would have to teach me. Miss Liddell accepted that and up-dated Aunt Cecelia on my academic progress. Miss Liddell told Aunt Cecelia that I had to carry on with my violin lessons. This surprised Aunt but she said I would have to practice every day. She would see I did although she knew nothing about the violin. Elizabeth-Jayne confirmed to Aunt that she had seen my violin when she helped me unpack my cases. 

***

The following morning after Miss Liddell left, Aunt Cecelia made clear to me that this was not a well-populated island. One might go for days without seeing another soul. so I would have to do many tasks around the house. Some I might consider girls' work; never-theless I should not complain. 

The first instance of this came the day it was my turn to wash the dishes. Aunt Cecelia insisted that I put on a pinafore to keep my clothes clean. It was one of Elizabeth-Jayne's old ones, she said, but to me it looked brand new. Elizabeth-Jayne commented how nice I looked in it. I blushed. I took a sly peek in the dining room mirror. What a sissy I looked, but as Aunt Cecelia said, there was no one here to see me. In time I forgot I was wearing a girl's pinafore. It just seemed natural when it came my turn to wash the dishes, to pick up the pinafore. Aunt Cecelia tied a big bow at the back. 

Other things were girly, like the day I opened the drawers in the dressing table to get a pair of my boy's underpants. There was nothing but girls knickers in the drawer. I immediately took them to Aunt Cecelia. 

“Elizabeth,” she shouted. “What is the meaning of this?” Aunt said, showing the knickers. 

“Oh Mama, I am such a silly girl. I put all Lanny underwear in the washing machine, then discovered my mistake. So I put some of my own knickers in Lanny's drawer. Oh, do forgive me Lanny.” 

“Don’t let it happen again, Elizabeth-Jayne.” Observing me, Aunt said, “Lana, I’m afraid you will have to wear Elizabeth's knickers till we sort all this out.” I’m sure Aunt Cecelia gave a smile to Elizabeth-Jayne as both left my room. 
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As the weeks went on, Elizabeth-Jayne seemed to put more and more frilly, lacy, soft knickers in my drawers. Some were satin, some silk. I must say a delightful feeling coursed through my body as I slipped then on. The soft cuddly feel of the knickers against my hairless body was pure ecstasy to me. As I moved, the silk or satin caressed my skin. It was wonderful. Then the thought came to me that there were girls frocks within the wardrobe. Maybe they also would be nice to wear. 

Elizabeth-Jayne would tell me of the wonderful feel of these gorgeous frocks as they swirled round her legs. She tried to persuade me to try one on which I thought was most bold of her. Elizabeth-Jayne would exit the room with skirts swirling and swaying round her curved body, saying as she left, “See all the fun you are missing, Lana?” Like Aunt Cecelia, she too was calling me Lana. I wondered why. 

I must admit to a feeling of guilt should I be observed wearing any of her clothing. 

That however didn't stop my shaking hands from removing a sleeveless turtle neck jumper with beading trim and a georgette skirt with a elastic waist band in a pale green colour from the drawer. 

I stretched the turtle neck jumper over my head. The jumper fitted tightly over my upper body. I followed by stepping into the georgette skirt; the stretching of the waist band made it a perfect fit. Have you ever had the feeling that something had been planned for you without you knowing it?. Well that was the feeling I had as the jumper and skirt fit so perfectly. 

Like Elizabeth-Jayne, I walked around the room, making that skirt swirl round my legs. What a breathtaking sensation I felt as the luxurious material caressed my legs. I could not sway my hips like Elizabeth, but then I did not have the broad hips she had. 

This was not to be the last item of girls clothing I would wear. Such bliss, such paradise, awaited me. 

ELIZABETH-JAYNE's DIARY

Dear Mama complimented me on how well I played my part in her plans to sissify Lana. A new dress was promised to me before our next visit to Aunt Matilda and dearest Violet. I put my arms round Mama’s neck and kissed her, so excited was I at the prospect of a new dress. Mama always bought the most expensive and prettiest of finery for me. 

Would it be silk, satin or velvet? Mama would keep it a surprise, she liked to see my eyes sparkle as she slipped the finery over my body. 

The knickers trick was done on purpose; it was all planned that I take Lana’s underpants and replace them with the knickers Mama had bought for her. I disposed of Lana’s underpants as there would be no future need for them. Mama said I acted  so  inoffensive and natural. Didn’t Lana look so girlish when Mama tied that pinafore round him? The pinafore was so long that one could not see his trousers. Lana looked as if she had a skirt on, although she may not have realised it. 

Mama said she wanted Lana sissified before our next visit to Aunt Matilda and that I must help all I can. That is why I keep praising the beautiful dresses, frocks and skirts in her wardrobe. One day soon she will be wearing them, I just know. Then I will be assisting her into the pretty dresses in that wardrobe, to giggles from Lana. She is going to make the perfect girlfriend for Thelma. Violet and myself will give every encouragement to them. 
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I do not hate Lana even after what Mama told me about her mother, that she would have nothing to do with us, just because mother put me in girls clothes. I like them. Besides, it was Father's death wish and I respected it. Father was  such  fun dressed up in women's clothes. I called him Aunty Joanne. Maybe he was right, I am much better as a girl. Aunt Matilda arranged for the first steps in that direction when she arranged for her daughter Violet and myself to visit Dr. Evonne Fredrick's. Dr. Fredrick had no hesitation in supplying hormones for both of us. I look in the mirror every day to see if there are any changes in my body, in particular my breasts. 

Mama laughed, “It's a slow process darling, but in time you will see, mark my words.” 

Mama keeps me at my studies to gain a City and Guilds certificate in photography, something I am most interested in. Mama sent away for the course and bought me many things I would need, she even converted one of our rooms into a darkroom, complete with developer. I am forever taking photos I think during my next visit to Aunt Matilda's, I shall take portraits of Aunt Matilda, dear sweet Violet, Thelma, and pretty little Holly. 

Violet is taking business studies during our absence from each other. It was she who suggested that we go in business with each other after passing our exams. We sealed the deal with a kiss. 

Violet and I write letters to each other nearly every day so she knows all about Lana and looks forward to meeting her. Violet said she would like me to send her photos of how Lana became a sissy step by step. Mama told Lana I was practicing my skills and would she help me? The first photo I took of Lana was in that red checked pinafore frilled with white lace. A proper little sissy she looked, although she never realised it. 

***

Its happened! Now we are making progress. Soon we will have the little sissy in skirts all the time, and how beautiful she will look. I will be happily waiting to encase her body in satin petticoats. 

With Mama’s approval, the steps to sissify Lana were now in place. 

I grabbed the little sissy and pulled her out of bed in her boy's pyjamas. I rubbed the taffeta dress against her soft skin, unbuttoning the pyjama top at the same time. 

Lana was breathing heavily, a far away look on her face. “Open your eyes and touch the dress, Lana,” I ordered. 

This was the moment of truth! I had her in the palm of my hand. I gently placed that fine material in her fingers. 

I sat her on the high backed satin-covered chair in front of dressing table mirror. Lana was still clutching the taffeta dress. Taking the dress. I placed it on her bed, followed by other items of girls intimate lingerie. I knew what I was looking for as I opened the drawers in the dressing table, The black lace garter belt with three garter tabs hanging from each side, the sheer black stockings were still in their unopened cellophane packet, along-side a pair of black satin knickers trimmed with white lace at the bottom. There was also a small black bra, to which I would add some of my own bra fillers. A nice shiny black satin Page - 9
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petticoat with lacy black edging round the hem and at the top above the breast area rounded out the ensemble. 

Nothing was said as I rolled each stocking up her leg and snapped each of the three garter tabs hanging down each leg onto the stockings. I could feel Lana’s legs tremble as I slowly pulled the stockings up them. I wanted her to feel the sensation of nylon softly rub her legs. 

I followed this up by lifting the pair of black satin knickers off the bed and putting her legs into them. Motioning her to raise, I pulled them up to her waist. A bulge under the knickers reminded me that it would have to be taken care of. 

With the small black bra in my hand, I fitted it round Lana, clipped it at her back, adjusted the shoulder straps. Then I removed the bra fillers from the table top and slipped one in each bra cup. The petticoat and dress still remained on the bed, but a lot of work had to be done before they decorated her pretty body. 

I got to work with the creams and lotions from the makeup box I had brought back from my room. I could see the little sissy was loving all the fuss I was making over her as I massaged her face. 

The foundation now prepared, I could proceed to paint a pretty picture on that face. I picked up the black eye brow pencil and lightly painted in her arched brows, then on her eyelids I put pale blue eye shadow. A chestnut brown soft Kohl pencil lined the inside of her upper and lower eyelids. A dark

brown mascara was applied to her eye lash, as I took the utmost care to separate each lash. This painstaking task took a lot of time, but seeing little Lana sissified was worth it all. 

Rosy tones seemed right so to the plumpest part of her cheek it was applied, then blended along the cheekbone. Lip liner made the outline of a Cupid's bow lip, this only emphasized what Mama and I had seen that day at the orphanage. Taking a lip brush, I applied a deep red to her lips. 

The makeup finished, I stepped back and admired my painted picture, pleased with myself. I wished I had my camera, but there would be other times to take a photo. 

Lana squirmed and wriggled as I ran my hands down the outside of the shimmering petticoat, just the reaction I hoped for. I stopped to let Lana’s moment of truth sink in. She was a sissy as her reactions to wearing her first petticoat demonstrated. I watching Lana face contort in ecstasy as the petticoat caressed her body. She would never stop wanting to wear these exciting girl's clothes again. 

As I held the dress above her head, she eagerly had her hands into it and let me smooth it down her body. 

Taking Lana by the hand, I sat her once more on the high-backed satin-covered seat before her dressing table. Lifting the brush and comb off the table top, I set to work on her hair. I took my time brushing and combing out Lana’s hair and trying to style it the best I could. If I say so myself, I didn't do a bad job on the little sissy. Lana’s hair was all fluffed out; she looked a perfect picture of a sissified boy. 
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The last item now a pair of girl's shoes, glossy flat black ones. I slipped each stocking-covered foot into a shoe, as I did so took a quick look up her skirt. Did I detect a little twitch under the material of her knickers? Maybe it was just my imagination. 

My work was now at an end. Lana the sissy was now born! Taking her hand, I led her to the full-length mirror on the inside of the wardrobe. Look at yourself, Lana! Aren't you the most beautiful thing you ever saw? She cried and kissed me on the cheek. I gave her a kiss back. 

I said, “I must take you to see Mama, dear sweet Lana. Mama will just love you for the sissy you are.” I could see Lana was a bit apprehensive. Taking her by the hand, I led her out of the room towards the living room where Mama awaited us. 

LANA's DIARY

Dear diary I am no longer Lanny. How did this change come about? It all started one morning when Elizabeth-Jayne came to my room. I was still in bed sleeping. I was awak-ened by her holding a black dress and telling me this was more suitable than the one I wore the other day. I was shocked and shaken; how did she find out? Before I knew it, she was rubbing this black dress against my body and calling me a little sissy. What is a sissy? 

If I did not know then, I certainly know now. 

All those wonderful girls clothes that Elizabeth-Jayne festooned upon my body gave me feelings that I never knew existed. Elizabeth-Jayne lingered, opening the drawers in the dressing table; each drawer displayed the wonderful sight of girls finery. 

Now a burden had been lifted off my shoulders, Elizabeth-Jayne had given me the green light. These drawers would be raided many times from now on. The magnificent petticoats, and dresses would slither over my body from now on. 

Elizabeth-Jayne applied makeup and I watched in the dressing table mirror, as my appearance slowly changed. Oh what a lovely girl emerged! Elizabeth-Jayne said I was a beautiful sissy. I am beginning to like her more and more, even if she treats me roughly at times. Before I knew it, my steps were heading me towards the living room and Aunt Cecelia. 

AUNT CECELIA's DIARY

Elizabeth-Jayne informed me of how the little sissy Lana had worn that dress. I know soon I shall see the little sissy. 

Elizabeth-Jayne mentioned a few weeks ago she was worried about the development of her breasts. I told her not to worry. Still, as I inspect her every week for breast development, there seems no increase. I measure her each week and take notes. Maybe I should write to Dr. Evonne Fredrick and tell her. It will not only ease Elizabeth mind and my own. It could be that implants will be needed, but let us hear from Dr. Evonne first. 

This island is isolated and so remote we do not even have phone lines. Still, that's the way I like it; when we go to visit Aunt Matilda, I catch up with the outside world. I keep Elizabeth hard at her studies for the City and Guild certificate. I know she and Violet get on well, and they have even talked about setting up together in business. Aunt Matilda and I will assist them all we can. I love my Elizabeth, she is all a mother could want in a Page - 11
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daughter, and I know she loves me. I hope to make Lana the sissy love me also. She will be like a second daughter that is always dressed in the prettiest of girls clothes. 

Aunt Matilda's second daughter, Thelma, is also a bit of a sissy. Lana and her are well matched, they make a nice couple as they hold hands and giggle. 

Do I hear footsteps approaching Yes, it's Elizabeth-Jayne holding hands with a now sissified Lana. Elizabeth shows her how to curstsey, then Lana makes a faltering effort. I embrace her and kiss her, she shivers in my arms. I look at Elizabeth with approval, Lana does not see me. 

“Are you a sissy? Do you like wearing girls clothes, answer me truly.” 

A whisper comes from her mouth. “Yes.” 

I give her a long hug and kiss again. 

“Your studies will have to change, Lana. The reading, writing and arithmetic will have to stop; you know enough of them already. As a sissy, you will have to learn makeup, hairstyling, cooking and the refined arts of sewing, needle work, embroidery, and dress making. 

“You know, Lana, you have the delicate hands needed for the intricate work of embroidery.” 

Lana giggled and blushed. 

She knew she was my little sissy, and she loves it. Elizabeth came over and joined in giving her more kisses. Lana had probably never been kissed so much in her life. 

“Tomorrow, you will embroider your name on that pinafore. What shall we put on it, Lana” I know! What about 'Lana the Sissy?' What do you say to that?” She just nodded her head. 

Although I may not have liked the way Susan shunned me and Elizabeth-Jayne, I admit Susan was a beauty. Lana had the same looks now that he was sissified. It was my idea to make her as close in appearance as possible to sister Susan. That was why I would arrange with Aunt Matilda to start her on hormones at the next vacation. Before that, though, there was a lot to do in making her a sissy. 

I had just finished it straightening after dinner when a knock came at the door. Elizabeth led Lana in. She was stimulated because Elizabeth said her Mama would be fitting a new dress on her. 

“Lana, would you like to wear another beautiful dress for your Aunt Cecelia” 

“Yes,” she answered thoughtfully. I gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. What a pretty sight came into view, with Lana in the black shimmering satin petticoat. It was my first sight of the little sissy in her lingerie, but not the last. I knew she would be eager for me to see her in lingerie She would be trained to be a show-off. 

Lana certainly was a lovely spectacle, standing there in black bra, and black satin knickers, black nylon stockings. Perfect, she was just perfect. I watched her stockings stretch out as I asked her to turn and walk across the room back and forth. Lana was in heaven as the stockings contracted against her legs; that was why I made her walk back and forth. 
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I sat her on the Queen Anne satin padded chair, and stepped back to watch her. She slowly unclipped each of the three garter tabs on the stocking, then slowly rolled the stocking down her leg. The little devil was getting the maximum thrills out of this action. 

Her face was a pleasure to behold. 

She held her hands out to feel the knickers that were made of pure silk. “Can I wear them Aunt Cecelia, please, please?” she pleaded. 

“Of course you can, sweetheart, that is what they are for. Auntie wants to see you in the beautiful knickers. Now remove the pretty one you now have on, and replace them with the ones you have in your hands.” 

This pulled down her black satin knickers. I turned my head away from the appalling sight of what was hanging down between her legs. In time that would be removed; then I could look at her. When I turned back, she had the beautiful white silky pair of knickers on. That was a better sight. Elizabeth was filming the whole process, Lana was so involved with herself she never noticed. The little sissy wanted to be made a fuss over, and I certainly was going to. 

She came to me and whispered, “Can I always wear pretty dresses, Aunt Cecelia.” 

I pulled her to me, hugged and kissed her, and felt her lithe body against me. 

Elizabeth lifted the first of five petticoats that had been planned for her to wear. I pulled the half petticoat up to her waist, sorting it and fluffing it out above her knee. This was followed by four more half petticoats. 

Elizabeth helped me fluff out

t

he five petticoats, in preparation of

t

he beautiful blue dress that lay on

t

he bed. Elizabeth, taking the ut-

most care, lifted the fragile, flimsy

dress. Having unbuttoned the back

of the dress, she held it open for

Lana to step into it. 

“Let me see you walk in it, 

sweetie.” This she did and because

of the five half petticoats and the

movement of her body, the dress

swayed round her knee. It de-

l

ighted me with joy to see a boy in

skirts. 

The little sissy Lana's heart was

now pounding. 

I lifted the navy blue and white

l

eather shoes off the bed; these

almond-shaped shoes had two-

i

nch heels. This was her first experi-
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ence with heeled shoes. These were low heels to start with, but her shoes would be much longer heeled before our vacation to visit Aunt Matilda. Lana was now seated in my chair; the flat heeled shoes she wore came off. I replaced them with the two-inch heeled shoes. 

Elizabeth may have imagined a twitch under her knickers; there was no question that she had an erection under them. “Enjoy it,” I said to myself, “for in time what causes that will no longer be there.” 

I now set to work on her hair. Elizabeth had done the best she could. It was not her strong point, but she made a good effort. I tied two ribbons to her hair, one red, the other pink. 

I opened my jewel box and took out a pearl necklace. I clipped it round her neck and placed a gold bangle round Lana's wrist. The only earrings I had were for pierced ears. 

Lana's ears had not been pierced yet. Elizabeth came to the rescue. 

“Mama,” she said, “I have clip on earrings in my room. Shall I fetch them.?” 

“Yes of course, darling.” 

She had no need for them since her ears had been pierced. She came back with them. 

Elizabeth and I scrutinized the box. Finally, Elizabeth held up a pair of pearl earrings. 

They matched the necklace, so I clipped them to Lana’s ears. 

Lana’s eyes were watching every move I made. 

“Am I pretty, Aunt Cecelia? I’m not a boy any more, am I?” 

The little petticoated sissy was mine to do with as I wished. That would serve Susan right for snubbing me. Her son was now in skirts. How the tables had turned. If only she could see her sissy son now. But at present, he didn’t look like anyone’s son. 

“You should have been a girl a long time ago, but your mother wouldn’t allow it. Aunt Cecelia is going to make sure you become one. What do you say to that, Lana?. “

“Oh yes, auntie, make me a girl, please!” 

“Lana,” I said, “it's time you went to bed for to-morrow we start the lessons you need to learn to be a sissy. Will you do that for me?' 

“Yes Aunt.” 

After about twenty minutes, there came a knock on my door. It was Lana in the beautiful nightie I bought for her. She did a pirouette to let the blue diaphanous nightie fly up to her waist, showing the matching blue panties that go with it. 

Lana had had enough excitement for the day; besides, she has to save her strength for tomorrow. One last kiss, then I said goodnight to my little sissy. 

She quietly left hand in hand with Elizabeth, her face a picture of tranquility LANA's DIARY

Dear dairy I must record this feeling right away. I love dear, dear Aunt Cecelia. What a exciting day I have had. I am so excited; that is why I am awake writing this diary when I should be asleep. Aunt has promised so many exciting things that I must learn to be a Page - 14
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sissy. I know Aunt Cecelia loves me, she is always kissing me. I kiss her back. That’s a nice feeling. She has given me such nice girls clothes, so many that I can wear a new set every day for weeks and weeks and still not have shown them all to Auntie. The lovely lingerie does something to me when I put them on; the knickers and petticoats seem to caress my body. 

Aunt Cecelia says I may not be a boy for much longer. I’m not sure what that means exactly. Is it that I will be wearing girls dresses for the rest of my life? I will like that; Aunt Cecelia has shown me how to like them. Or does it mean something else? Whatever it is, I trust dear, dear Aunt Cecelia. I am sure she has only my best interests at heart. 

I so look forward to tomorrow and learning all I can about being a sissy for Aunt Cecelia. It all sounds so nice. I wonder why Mother never put me in a frock. I would have loved her even more than I do if she had. Aunt Cecelia must have a special place in my heart for me to show me how to be her sissy! 

***

Elizabeth-Jayne came to my room early this morning. I don’t mind that I hardly have had any sleep, so exited am I about what is going to happen today. Taking my hand, she shows the way to the beautiful tiled bathroom. Already Elizabeth has run a bath of hot scented water for me to step into. 

Elizabeth places a shower cap on my head, then bids me step into the bath. I lie down and let the warm water flow over me. Elizabeth having soaped me all over, is vigorously rubbing my back. I am being pampered and loving every minute of it. 

My ablutions finished, Elizabeth is holding a big fluffy pink towel, telling me to step out the bath, which I do. I am dried by Elizabeth who then produces a tin of talcum powder. Opening the tin, she sprinkles the sweet-smelling white powder all over my naked body. Elizabeth pats it into my body, then wraps the towel around me. 

Hand in hand with Elizabeth, I go back to my room. 

I had noticed a delectable little outfit that I simply  had  to wear. Opening my wardrobe, I took the skirt and blouse out and held them up for Elizabeth‘s inspection. I was so proud of myself from Elizabeth's praise and I hoped that Aunt Cecelia would like it. 

The outfit was a green patterned leaf blouse with long sleeves, a dark green knee-length wool skirt, with pockets set at hip level. I pulled out a black suede belt which would go nicely with the outfit. 

Elizabeth was opening other drawers, sorting out lingerie to go with this outfit. She picked out a white suspender belt, a green-coloured bra, silky green lace trimmed knickers, and a green slip. My heart skipped a beat again, as my body welcomed the wonderful lingerie. 

Elizabeth now had a perfume bottle in her hand. I looked at the name on the bottle; it was a Eau de Perfume Spray called Rare Gold. I was now sprayed all over my body by Elizabeth, who then put the delicate, delightful and dainty lingerie on my body. Now she Page - 15
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sat me before the dressing table and applied makeup to my face. That done, my blouse and skirt were put on my body, the green heeled shoes on my feet. 

We were now ready to go to breakfast. I entered the dining room hand-in-hand with Elizabeth. I lifted the hem of my skirt to let Aunt Cecelia see the lovely lingerie I was wearing. 

“Will you spray perfume on yourself every day for Aunt? 

“Yes aunt,” I say. 

“Lana, help Elizabeth serve breakfast.” 

This we did as Aunt Cecelia sat proud at the table, in her blue velvet dress. I took in the full appearance of my aunt. She was  so  beautiful. I hadn’t realised she was so tall, towering above me. Her auburn hair hung round her shoulders; it looked so bouncy. Her blue eyes shone at me. Aunt Cecelia was my mother's older sister, yet she looked so young. What age she was, I never asked, but I guessed she must be in her mid forties, taking into ac-count my mother's age. 

After breakfast, Aunt Cecelia took me by the hand and walked me towards the conser-vatory. She had decided this would serve as my school to be sissified in. My curriculum had been worked out by my aunt. Mornings after breakfast, Elizabeth-Jayne would teach me all about makeup. In the afternoon, Aunt Cecelia would teach me the more arts of embroidery, needle work, sewing and dressmaking. Elizabeth-Jayne would have me in the kitchen at dinner time to show me cooking. Aunt Cecelia said she would take me to Jean, the village hairdresser, to have my hair styled. Jean would teach me all about styling my own hair. 

After dinner I would be left to review my studies. This would be important as each week Aunt Cecelia would set a small test. What happens if I fail, I do not know. 

AUNT CECELIA's DIARY

I am more than pleased with the progress Lana has made since I started her lessons to be a sissy. I do not show or let her know of this; it makes her try all the more to please me. 

She now comes every morning to breakfast in a different dress. 

In the morning while Elizabeth is giving Lana makeup lessons, I clean the house. Little sissy Lana will soon be taught to do that. It's all part of her lessons. 

I must say I felt elation on my conquest over sister Susan's son. Yes, Susan's son would be a sissy. If Susan had not rejected me and Elizabeth, then I would not be so determined that Lana will become the best sissy I can make of him/her. I have many things planned out for her son. 

I shall write to Aunt Matilda about our little sissy's progress. Aunt Matilda knows what to do with sissies. 

Matilda, I know, will enjoy knowing about me putting Lana into silky knickers. We both love to see boys in skirts. It's so delightful to see their skirts swish and swirl round their legs. 

I had arranged with Jean to pierce Lana's ears soon. What Jean knows about Lana is she is my niece, an orphan and I am bringing her up. Taking her to Jean will not happen till I Page - 16
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am satisfied Lana can do her makeup to perfection. I am worried about her speaking in a girl sounding voice. That was something I would have to work on. On our vacation to Aunt Matilda's, I will arrange for Lana to have speech therapy. What is the use of being a sissy if you do not sound like a girl? 

AUNT MATILDA's DIARY

I read Aunt Cecelia's letters with interest, so it seems Cecelia has found a nice sissy for my Thelma. The pictures of Lana are just scrumptious. I have every confidence Aunt Cecelia will train this Lana the proper lessons a sissy like her requires. 

I must write quickly and tell her not to have Lana's ears pierced till vacation time. I want to see the little sissy’s ears pierced as well. I have plans to extend the vacation this time; so many things to do. Violet and Elizabeth-Jayne have there operations to get, and will need recovery time. Like Cecelia, I am pleased that my Violet and Elizabeth get on so well. 

I will address Lana as Elizabeth-Jayne's sister while she is here, and all my daughters will know her as such. 

Violet is a great support to me, I cannot do enough for the girl. It reminds me how my boys became girls. The transformation of my sons to daughters went better than I had anticipated. The first night I and my daughters sat down for dinner, I had a tear in my eye. 

Violet asked me why I was crying. I told her I was happy now that all my sons were dressed in girls clothes. Violet told me that she wanted to change her sex for good. 

I thought maybe I had gone too far; I only wanted to see then in girls clothes, but I would have to consider them having operations. Did Violet really know what she was saying? Thelma never said a word, and I don’t think Holly understood things at all. 

After I was alone with Violet, I questioned her. Did she know what she was talking about? She told me she really did want to be a girl. 

I said we should make a appointment with Dr. Evonne Fredricks. I knew Dr. Evonne very well, she had seen the marks on my body from the beatings that my husband, Peter, had given me. She said I should have gone to the police. I never did, and Dr. Evonne even attended to bruises on Violet. 

When we met with Dr. Evonne, I explained Violet’s desire. Dr. Evonne questioned her, then asked Violet to leave till she had a talk with me. When we were alone, Dr. Evonne said all the trouble I had with my husband, turned Violet against her own sex. It was the doctor's opinion that the right thing for Violet was to have a sex change in time. Meanwhile, I should bring her up as a girl. Violet was then informed by the doctor of the situation, with which she was most satisfied. 

Before I left, Dr. Evonne said she thought it best if I brought my other daughters to me. 

Dr. Evonne would talk with each girl in private. After talking to them, Dr. Evonne confided in me. What she suggested for Thelma was that I keep her dressed as a girl for all time. When the time was right, she too should have the operation. 

Dr. Evonne said that Thelma may well rebel from time to time, and want to dress as a boy. I should be hard on her. By that she meant I should pamper her in pretty clothes and make a sissy of her. 
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Dr. Evonne agreed that Holly did not quite understand what is happening. She advised that she go the same way as her sisters. 

I said nothing to let all this sink in. Just what had I let my sons in for? 

I was about to leave Dr. Evonne's clinic when she said that there has been great ad-vances in transgender treatment, for little Holly for instance. Female genitals could be given to her now. They could be moulded on to her body while she is still male. They are made of latex, but they are so lifelike that Holly will never know. Moulded into her, she would perform the bodily functions of a girl. She could be brought up as a girl in every way. 

I think you can say I was happy with the outcome. Violet assisted me in every way, praising little Holly on how nice she looked every day. Although she was past the age of playing with dolls, she did so with Holly. This was to show Holly encouragement. Violet and I would take Holly to toy departments and let her pick many dolls. 

A year or two after all this, my sons no longer looked boys, what with letting their hair grow and styled like girls. Along with Dr. Evonne, I arranged for then to have speech lessons, for more female sounding voices. They also got deportment lessons, not to mention make up lessons. My sons were beginning to look like proper little ladies. Of course their academic studies were not forgotten; I hired a tutor to come to the house, and teach them in all subjects. 

Being so alone with no friends, Violet looked a bit down in the mouth. She told me she had no friends similar to her. I told Violet that we would put an advertisement in a woman’s magazine for a mother with similar daughters. That cheered Violet up. 

The result was Aunt Cecelia and her daughter Elizabeth-Jayne. From the first, Violet and Elizabeth hit it off. Their friendship was cemented and they like nothing better than showing their lovely dresses to each other, and wearing each other's dresses. I am so happy for both of them, as I know Aunt Cecelia is as well. 

Aunt Cecelia and I have so much in common; she spoils all my daughters when she comes here. Little Holly just loves her because Cecelia always spoils her with candy and buys her dolls. During Cecelia and Elizabeth-Jayne's last visit, I made known my concern about Thelma, how a special girlfriend for her could be of advantage, especially seeing how Violet and her Elizabeth got on so well. Cecelia sympathised with me and hoped something would turn up. 

After Cecelia left, I gave much thought to finding a companion for Thelma. I was on the verge of putting another ad in a woman's magazine, when I received the letter from Cecelia about Lana. Cecelia sends photos of the progress of her little sissy. I can’t wait to get my hands on her. I am training Thelma to be a good sissy as well. 

VIOLET's DIARY

Mother is much happier woman since father was alive. Wearing girls clothes is so much more relaxing! I cannot wait till I have the operation to become a girl. Mother says I won't be a girl but a young lady. I do not argue, Mother is always right. She does so much to please me. The best thing that ever happened to me was when mother put that ad in the woman's magazine. Elizabeth-Jayne is a dear, dear girlfriend. Oh, the fun we have when Page - 18
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she is here! We have so much in common. Both of us are now on hormones. Next vacation, it will be exciting o see how much we have changed since starting the hormones. I wait with excitement to see her changes. I must say I am slightly disappointed with the progress of my breasts; they're not filling out as much as I hoped. 

Last vacation, it was so nice for Elizabeth and myself to go about most days holding hands. Elizabeth and I have  so  much fun trying on dresses; Elizabeth brought so many of them with her. Like my mother with me, Aunt Cecelia keeps her in the most pretty dresses. 

Mother asked me to keep an eye on Thelma. She is a funny one; one never knows how to take her. Mother keeps her in prettier clothes than I, but Mother says that is to make her a pretty sissy. 

Elizabeth-Jayne has sent me photos of Lana, the sissy Aunt Cecelia is bringing up. 

From the pictures of her and the sissy dresses Aunt Cecelia has put her in, Lana and Thelma are well matched. 

Elizabeth tells me Lana knows nothing of the forthcoming vacation or of Thelma. She has made the sissy up, and I know Elizabeth is an expert at makeup. From what Elizabeth is saying in her letters, I cannot wait till Lana comes here and we can all have fun together. 

Holly is always wanting me to play with her and her dolls. I say that I am too old for that, but because for Mother's sake, I pacify her. It is nice to see little Holly play with her dolls, she has so many. 

Holly loves me and she is always kissing me. I return the kisses. After all, she is my little sister. 

Mother has given me the responsibility of watching Holly. I dress her in the morning, wash her, and at night make her ready for bed. I do this willingly as I know mother has so many things to do. Besides, I like looking after Holly. 

I help Mother pick skirts and frocks for Holly. Mother and I keep to the frothy lacy frocks for her. In a way I am envious of her; she is so young that her life as a boy will be forgotten quickly, and she will easily move into the life of a girl, something Thelma and I never had. Holly will never remember her past. Mother and I intend for her to never know any of it; that is the best way. Of course, with the little operation she had, she actually thinks she is a girl! 

Mother tells me when Lana comes here, she will have her ears pierced, and we all can watch. That reminds me of the time Thelma had her ears pierced. I had mine pierced a long time before that willingly. Thelma was a bit stubborn, but Mother firmly put her foot down. I know mother was in cahoots with Dr. Fredricks. When Mother took her to the office, the doctor herself pierced Thelma's ears, saying this was for her own good. 

Once Thelma's ears were pierced, Mother made sure the largest earrings she could find were fitted to Thelma. Mother keeps her in big gold hoop earrings, larger than any I pos-sess. If Lana is fitted with something similar, they both will really look like sissies. Mother says little Holly will have her ears pierced at the same time too. Like with all things girlie, Holly will take it in stride. I know she will enjoy it. 

LANA's DIARY
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Elizabeth-Jayne says I must do all her Mama tells me. I must do it politely and quickly and I must do things that will please her Mama. I should thank her Mama, she is only looking after me, and means no harm to me. I reflect on that; it makes me love Aunt Cecelia more than ever. 

Elizabeth-Jayne is a hard on me about my make up. She scolds me if I am not up to her standard, and makes me do it again. However, if at the end of the class, she thinks I am doing well, she will give me a great big hug and kiss. I love that and try to do my best to receive a kiss from Elizabeth-Jayne. 

Aunt praised how much attention I was paying to her instruction of the finer arts. I received a great big kiss and hug from Aunt Cecelia. I put my hands round Aunt's neck and kiss her back. Maybe if I do

things to please aunt she will

give me my pretty lingerie

back. Surely it will not harm

my health as Elizabeth says. 

Aunt sometimes takes me

with her into the village while

she shops. In the shops, some

of the boys ask all about me. I

giggle because they are the

same age as me. They do not

know I am a boy. Some of the

boys say I am a pretty girl

which makes me blush and

giggle again. Sometimes they

ask if I can come and play with

them. Aunt always says no, I

must behave myself. I do not

know what Aunt Cecelia

means but I obey her. When

we come home, Aunt lectures

me that I am not to speak to

these boys, they may take ad-

vantage of me. Whatever can

Aunt Cecelia mean? Elizabeth-

Jayne says she will keep an eye

on me for her Mama, she will

report me if she see me taking

to any boys. I see nothing

wrong with it. I find that I am

thinking in terms of being a

girl now. I receive so much

pleasure from being dressed as
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a girl. I love it! If I am not to talk to boys who can I talk to? Girls, I guess. Aunt seems pleased when I do. 

One day, Aunt says she and Elizabeth-Jayne are going into the village to shop. Aunt instructed me what she wants me to clean, and ties a pinafore on to me. After they left, I started dusting and polishing the furniture in the living room. As I moved up and down the hall with the Hoover, a thought came into my head. Where else could I see such pretty lingerie but in my aunt’s dressing drawers? 

Being near Aunt Cecelia’s room, if I cannot wear the lovely knickers and petticoats, I can at least look at them. 

Oh, such beautiful attire Aunt Cecelia wears! My heart skips a beat as I behold each item. With shaking hands that I touch them, run the slippery material through my fingers. 

Enchanting smells of lilac and lavender come from the lingerie, to the pleasure of my nos-trils. 

I am in heaven! Each item is a pleasure to my eyes. I am lost in delight looking at it all. 

I hold a pair of black lace trimmed knickers. It is so beautiful. Then the voice of Aunt Cecelia comes from above. 

“What are you doing, Lana?” 

I open my eyes and Aunt Cecelia is towering above me. I do not know what to say. I blush. Aunt asks me again what I am doing. I tell her I just love her lingerie. 

Aunt says she will forgive me, she tells me I am a naughty little sissy. 

Aunt Cecelia then asks if I love her. Oh yes, Aunt, I do love you. 

Aunt Cecelia is very pleased and gives me a great big kiss and hug. Aunt smiles at me. 

I would do  anything  to please her, and see that smiling face. 

Aunt Cecelia beams a big smile at me and makes a gesture for me to come over to her. 

She puts an arm round me and says she will help me be happy but I have to be sure I want whatever solution we come to. 

“Oh Aunt, I say, “I would do anything for you. I love you.” 

Aunt Cecelia smiles at me, and says I have pleased her. I am a good little sissy. I wonder what will happen to me. 

ELIZABETH-JAYNE's DIARY

Mama says she has a surprise for me and hands me a parcel. Upon opening it, I find a few tubs of hormone cream. Mama wrote to Dr. Evonne Fredricks about my breast development. Dr. Evonne wrote back. She said I was to continue with my hormone pills, but has also sent this cream with instructions that I had to rub it into my breasts twice every day, in the morning and just before retiring to bed at night. I have to do this for five minutes on each breast at a time. Mama has to report on my progress to Dr. Evonne every couple of weeks. On our next vacation to Aunt Matilda's, an appointment will be made for me to see the doctor. 

I wonder how Violet is progressing with her hormones. 
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Mama tells me the little sissy Lana has played into her hands. Therefore arrangements will be made for her to have a sex change. However, that may take some time. She will have a full medical examination by Dr. Evonne, then she will go on hormones, as will Thelma. Violet says Thelma is a funny one, she may well against going to see Dr. Evonne. 

Mama in anticipation of Lana's bodily changes has ordered hip and rear end padding. 

Lana will be told she has to wear this if she wants to please her Aunt. There should be no problem then. 

I was fitted with padding a long time ago, but as soon as I was put on hormones, it was removed. Aunt Matilda did the same to Violet. I am excited about my forthcoming operation. I so want to become a young woman. I know Mama will be pleased. I can't wait for our next vacation to see Aunt Matilda. 

THELMA's DIARY

Mother has asked me to come to her room after breakfast this morning. This usually means I am going to be lectured by her. I have done nothing wrong that I can remember but Mother is always watching me and Violet always tells her if I have done wrong; she is such a tell-tale. To be fair to Violet, she did protect me when father went into his drunken rages. Violet will be having an operation to make her into a young woman very soon. This will happen the next time Aunt Cecelia and Elizabeth-Jayne come to visit. Elizabeth will have the op too. She thinks she is a girl anyway, so the op will make no difference to her. 

Mother has never said a word of what is to happen to me. It's not that I don’t like wearing girls clothes, but to have my male member removed, though, I don’t know. 

When this all started, Violet explained to me that Mother was on the verge of a nervous breakdown, because of Father's abominable behaviour. I made the sacrifice to wear dresses, frocks and so forth and I must made Mother happy. But if I am to have a operation, I do not know. 

Mother has left me wondering who this Lana is; Elizabeth-Jayne never had a sister before. Is this Lana a real girl, or a boy/girl like my sisters? If she is a boy/girl, it will be interesting; I have been wishing I could make friends with one of my own kind. After all, Violet and Elizabeth-Jayne get on so well with each other. 

Mother says Lana is about the same age as me. I have the feeling Mother knows more than she is telling me. I will wear the prettiest of clothes when this Lana comes to visit, to impress her. I wonder what sort of lovely frocks she will wear. Aunt Cecelia keeps Elizabeth-Jayne in pretty skirts, so I expect it will be the same with Lana. 

Mother keeps me hard at my piano practice and Miss Ferguson, my music teacher, says I am very good. She tells Mother I am very talented. In fact, I am a genius in Miss Ferguson's opinion. Mother says I have the ability to be a concert pianist. She spends a lot of money to have the very best pianos available to me. I am a bit embarrassed by all this talk, but it makes me practice all the more. I find playing the piano very enjoyable. I have a longing to try the harpsichord which is a difficult instrument to play. Miss Ferguson says I have the ability to master it. 

AUNT CECELIA's DIARY
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I have kept Lana practicing her violin, she is no novice. Lana is very artistic. It confirms my opinion that it will be better if she becomes a girl in all ways. I will make that come true and I have already written to Aunt Matilda to inform Dr. Evonne Fredricks. We will take it from there. Sister Susan, this just serves you right for ignoring me and Elizabeth-Jayne. 

I saw Lana the other day talking to some boys. I don’t like that. I tell Lana she is not to speak to boys; you never know what evil they have on their minds. I can forgive the boys, Lana is such a pretty sissy. That is a credit to all the hard work we have put into making Lana a sissy. 

I have high hopes that Lana and Thelma will hit it off, same as Elizabeth and Violet. In six weeks' time we will be on vacation to visit Matilda. I have told Elizabeth that she is to say nothing to Lana. I will inform Lana two days before we depart. Elizabeth will pack her cases the night before leaving. 

Lana, for the first time in months, will once again see her silks and satin and lace. I will be there to see her face light up and receive the kisses I know she will shower me with. 

This brings to mind that she has disclosed her desire to buy padding for her hips and rear end. This will make her frocks and skirts fit all the better to her, as the shape she is now in has not yet filled out. However when the hormones start, padding will no longer be needed. 

Matilda has expressed approval about Lana. She wants to share in sissifying Lana, which she surely will on vacation. Matilda is worried about Thelma and has lectured her on her behaviour. Matilda has never spanked Thelma in her life, but if she misbehaves, she will have no hesitation in doing so. She tells me Holly is  so  looking forward to her Aunt Cecelia coming on her vacation! She just loves her aunt. 

This reminds me I must get a present for little Holly. I think a new doll and doll clothes will go nicely for her. 

Matilda said, “See what you have started? Holly really thinks she is a girl. There will be no problem when it comes to operation time.” 

I take Holly every three or four months to Dr. Evonne to check that all is going well. 

Dr. Evonne gives her a general anesthetic which puts her out, then the doctor can make any changes that may be needed. Holly likes Dr. Evonne as she is always spoiling her with a doll or a box of candy on every visit. So it is no problem to get Holly to visit Dr Evonne. 

LANA's DIARY

Dear Diary, Aunt Cecelia has informed me that in two days we will be going on vacation to visit my Aunt Matilda. All that day I reflect that I seem to have another aunt I do not know, and three more girl cousins. I was so lonely at the orphanage. Now it seems I have two aunts I never knew, and four more cousins. Isn’t life wonderful! 

I wonder what my cousin Thelma will be like, but a thought has come into my mind. I am really a boy. What will this Aunt Matilda say if she finds I am a boy? Will I be allowed to play with Thelma? Will I be allowed to wear my pretty frocks and lingerie? When I asked her, Aunt Cecelia became very cross with me. 
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She said, “You just dress in your girls clothes, like you have being doing here for the last seven months.” No more was said. I did not want to upset Aunt any further. 

I lie awake at night wondering what my new cousins be like. Oh, I am so excited. Will they like me? Aunt said I must not tell anyone there I am a boy. I wonder why?. 

Aunt Cecelia had me come to her room two weeks ago. She opened a parcel which con-tained a padded panty girdle. Holding it before me, she told me to step into it, which I did. 

Aunt Cecelia pulled the girdle up my body till it reached my waist. 

“That’s better,” she said. You now have the outline of a girl of your age. Look in the mirror.” 

Aunt was, as always, right. It did look like I had a more girlish figure. I was so proud, especially when aunt gave me a sweet, sweet kiss. I sighed. I just love it when Aunt is pleased with me. 

The day before we departed for Aunt Matilda's, Aunt said I was to go to Elizabeth-Jayne room's. On her bed were two large empty suitcases. Lana said we were going to pack my underclothes to wear at Aunt Matilda, just watch. She opened various drawers; there in all their glory were my knickers and petticoats which I had not seen since Elizabeth took them away. My heart fluttered, my eyes popped, and I put my hands out to feel them. Elizabeth immediately grabbed my hand and said we mustn't touch. I was down hearted. 

“Will I be wearing them at Aunt Matilda's?” I asked Elizabeth. 

A voice from behind me answered, “But of course, darling. Aunt Matilda will want to see you in the pretty frills and ruffles.” 

It was Aunt Cecelia standing there with a dress in her hands. 

“Oh Aunt,” I squealed. I put my arms round her and kissed her. I had my pretty lingerie back once more. I was  so  happy. 

Aunt Cecelia said, “That is not what I came here for. Here,” she said to Elizabeth-Jayne, 

“this is the dress I promised I would buy for you.” It certainly was a most lovely dress. 

Elizabeth had tears in her eyes, as her mama patted her on the back. 

“Now, once you have packed Lana's underthings, take another two cases to her room and pack her skirts and frocks. Lana, as soon as Elizabeth packs the cases, I want you to go straight to bed. You will have to rise early in the morning and take a warm scented bath with powder and talc. Perfume yourself, but no makeup, Elizabeth will do all that.” 

“But Aunt, I protested, “I am now proficient enough to do it myself.” 

Aunt Cecelia looked at me. “I know, pet. But we want you to be your very best for Aunt Matilda and her girls, don’t we, Elizabeth?” Elizabeth nodded. 

Aunt Cecelia left Elizabeth and I to finish the packing. Then straight to bed I went. I couldn’t sleep, I was so excited about all that was to happen on our vacation. Three new cousins! Violet, Thelma, and Holly and a new Aunt Matilda. 

I got up that morning, ran a hot steaming bubble bath, and added rose scented bath oil. 

I washed and scrubbed all over myself, and prepared my body as Aunt had instructed. 
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When I came back to my room, Elizabeth was there with pretty lingerie laid out on the bed for me to wear. 

“Now, my pretty little sissy, let's have you in this before we start on your makeup.” 

So there I was, sitting in white satin knickers over a matching suspender belt, and bra. 

The suspender belt was holding up a pair of light brown stockings. Elizabeth was now working on my face. An excellent job she was making of it, until the lipstick was applied. 

A bright vermilion was not what was required with this makeup; a pale pink would be better. But it was not for me to be critical of my teacher. 

When she finished, Elizabeth took my hand and said, “Come with me, my pretty little sissy sister.” 

Aunt Cecelia awaited us in her bedroom dressed in a purple peignoir. She looked magnificent. Elizabeth sat me in front of her Mama's dressing table. Aunt went to work on my hair, combing and brushing it. When she was satisfied, she tied ribbons of red, white and yellow into it, then she finishing off by sliding a tortoise shell Alice band over the front of my hair. 

Motioning me to stand up, she slipped five white satin waist underskirts over my head. 

They stopped just below my knee. I was to find that the underskirts twisted and swished round my legs, and at times would rise to show my knickers. It was embarrassing, but Aunt never said anything. When the underskirts were fitted, Aunt carefully eased a white satin frock over my head and smoothed it over me. 

Elizabeth was still in her black negligee. Aunt said, “Go and get yourself dressed, then pack the car with the luggage.” 

As Elizabeth departed aunt said I was to stay and assist her dress. 

“Now Lana, Aunt said, “would you please pass me that lovely blue petticoat, matching knickers, and brassiere?” 

After she had put it all on, a pair of light honey-coloured hold-up stockings was fitted to Aunt's legs. From her wardrobe she took a blue wool jersey dress with three-quarter length sleeves. This dress came to just below her knee; it had a high round neck. The she put a black patent leather belt round herself at hip level. A pair of flat patent leather sling back shoes slipped on her feet. Just as Aunt finished, a knock came on the bedroom door. 

It was Elizabeth. “Mother, the Range Rover is now ready,” she said. 

We were making for the nine o clock ferry to the main land. Aunt Cecelia gave me instructions on how I was to be seated. I was to lift my five underskirts and sit on my white satin knickers. This way, my underskirts would not get dirty. Aunt arranged the underskirts around me, then she and Elizabeth sat in the two front seats. I noticed Elizabeth did the same thing with her skirt, although she had only one petticoat. 

Then off we went. Aunt made pleasant conversation, informing me that breakfast would be served on board ship. I found the constant bumping over the rough tracks of the island embarrassing. This caused the satin material of my knickers to rub against my skin, buttocks, and that unmentionable thing between my legs. My face turned a deep red. It only made me more determined to see the end of that awful thing between my legs. Aunt Cecelia said she may know a way of helping me, and that Aunt Matilda would also help. 
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How kind they both are to me. I love them both even though I have yet to meet Aunt Matilda. 

Soon we arrived at the harbour and boarded the ferry. Aunt parked the car on the ferry and led the way to the dining cabin. We had a two-hour voyage before us. After breakfast, we went to the upper deck. It was very windy which caught me by surprise. Before I knew what was happening, my skirts had blown up, revealing my pretty white satin knickers. I had to quickly pull my underskirts down. As soon as I would hold the front down, the wind would blow the rear end of the underskirts up again revealing my white satin knickers. 

How embarrassing it all was, particularly as some boys had seen my finery and whis-tled. Their mothers gave them a slap on the face. Turning to Aunt, they said they were sorry for their sons. One of them did whisper to Aunt Cecelia that she had never seen such pretty lingerie before on such a cute girl. She even commented on the delightful smell of the perfume drifting from my body. 

Aunt Cecelia smiled and thanked her for their kind words. Despite the praise I had gotten, I was glad when we reached the mainland. 

If I thought my embarrassment was at a end, I was very much mistaken. On our long drive to Aunt Matilda's, from time to time I would hear snatches of conversation between Aunt and Elizabeth. Words like “hormones” and “hormone cream” were mentioned. 

These had no meaning to me. I was preoccupied with my own feelings. 

***

We did eventually arrive at Aunt Matilda's house. Maybe “house” is the wrong word. 

It was a magnificent stately home. Once off the main road, we drove through woodlands which I later learned all belonged to Aunt Matilda. After stopping on the chipped granite path in front of the house, Aunt Cecelia honked the car horn. From out of the house emerged a woman about the same age as Aunt Cecelia, surrounded by three girls of various ages. 

Getting out of the Range Rover, Aunt was greeted by this woman with a kiss on the cheek. Then the girls gave aunt a kiss as well. 

“Lana, come and meet Aunt Matilda.” 

Oh, she is lovely, Cecelia. She is all you said in your letters. Come here and give your Aunt Matilda a kiss.” This woman immediately gave me a hug and kiss on the cheek. 

Aunt Matilda, turning to the girls surrounding her, said, “Girls, I want you to be friends with Elizabeth-Jayne's little sister. Show her your affection. 

First the elder girl, Violet, gave me a kiss on the cheek. Then Thelma who was about my own age, surprised me by kissing me full on the mouth. Both my aunts were smiling at me. Then little Holly put her hands round my neck and gave me a sweet little kiss. 

She said, “I like you, Lana. You can come and play with my dollies.” 

My aunt looked down at her. “I have a few presents for you, Holly.” 
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“Oh, what are they, Aunt Cecelia?' 

“You’ll see after dinner.” 

Violet and Elizabeth-Jayne took all the cases out and put them in the various rooms. 

Thelma and Lana took my cases to my room to her room. 

I noticed Elizabeth-Jayne and Violet holding hands. I thought how nice and friendly it is being cousins. It was obvious they liked each other. I suppose cousins are like that. I hoped Thelma and I got on so well. Then it was that Thelma placed her hand in mine. 

I had noticed about Thelma—one could not miss it—she wore large golden hoop earrings. I had never seen such large earrings before. Her ears were pierced, unlike mine. As we carried my cases to the room I had been allocated in this vast house, I returned her gesture by curling my fingers round hers. Thelma looked down at our hands and gave them a squeeze. How nice it is to be among my own kind. I will love Thelma as Elizabeth-Jayne and Violet do each other. 

Thelma, still holding my hand, led me through the house and up some stairs to a room. 

“Here we are. This is your room, Lana.” 

What a wonderful room it was, with dressing tables, mirrors and built-in wardrobes. 

There was a big bed covered with sheets and pillows of satin. 

As we unpacked, Thelma gave ooh's and ah’s as each item was taken out the cases and put in a drawer or hung in a wardrobe. 

“You are a lucky girl, Lana. I have never seen such pretty frocks. Mine are not as lovely as yours.” 

“Would you like to wear some of mine?” I asked. 

“Oh, could I?” gushed Thelma. 

“But of course, Thelma. We are cousins, aren’t we?” 

Thelma was silent for a moment. Then she said, “Yes, of course, Lana. We will have great fun trying on each other's clothes. I think we are going to be good friends.” 

Then she put her hands round me and kissed me again. 

VIOLET's DIARY

Aunt Cecelia and my dear Elizabeth-Jayne have arrived. Elizabeth promised that she would put vermilion lipstick on Lana. With that on, and her five underskirts, which puff out her skirt, showing a flash of her white satin knickers, she really does look a sissy. 

I think Lana is a bit naive and innocent. That is a charge that cannot be leveled at Thelma. She will lead Lana astray at the first opportunity. I will keep an eye on her, and report any misdemeanor by her to mother. 

But it is Elizabeth my attention is focused on. 

Elizabeth is so pretty and I am so scraggy. I take my pills every day. Why is she so pretty and shaped perfectly? 

Elizabeth told me that Dr. Evonne gave her hormone cream which she has to rub into her breasts twice a day. I can see what happened. They are beautiful. She dove into one of Page - 27
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her cases and pulled a jar of the cream out. I read the instructions. We dressed and I made to Mother's room to tell her all about this cream. Mother said she would talk to me about the cream later. We had work to do now. 

I went back to my room to fetch Elizabeth as both of us were to prepare dinner tonight. 

As both of us peeled potatoes, cooked meat and set the table, I told Elizabeth that I had passed my driving test. She said she hoped I could teach her to drive when we got a moment. 

Elizabeth-Jayne is my kind. She tells me that her Mama has warned Lana against talking to boys. Of course Lana the sissy obeys every word from her Aunt. 

Aunt Cecelia praised myself and Elizabeth for cooking such a delightful meal. Aunt Cecelia then said she had something for Holly. She gave Holly a large box of candy, and a doll. Holly of course was excited and rushed to her Aunt Cecelia to give her a kiss. Aunt Cecelia lifted her up on to her knee. She told Holly the doll was made of rubber. She could take her into the bath with her. 

Holly was thrilled by this news. She said she couldn't wait to take her new dolly into the bathtub with her every day. She said she would have to come up with a fitting name for her new dolly. I've never seen any girl so happy to get a new doll in my whole life. 

Holly is the perfect little girl; she just seems to love  everything  about being a girl. 

AUNT MATILDA's DIARY

The day after the girls arrived, I phoned Dr Evonne and made arrangements, then I told Thelma to come to my room. “Thelma,” I said, “tomorrow you will accompany Violet, Holly and I to Dr. Evonne's office. She said she didn't want to go. She wanted to stay as she was and she stamped her feet, showing her temper. 

I told that sooner or later she would see the doctor. I am determined that all my boys will become girls in time. Thelma left the room not happy at what I had said. She is a re-bellious one but I shall have my way. It looks like I may have to force Thelma. Violet never gives me any trouble, in fact she is looking forward to the sex change. Holly is young and does not know her real sex. She is being brought up as a girl anyway, so no problems there. But Thelma! Life would be  so  much easier for us all if only she would accept the in-evitable! 

THELMA's DIARY

Aunt Cecelia, Elizabeth-Jayne and Lana finally arrived. I made a point of watching; Lana she is a pretty one. I keep looking at her intensely; is she a girl or a boy? I really cannot tell, her voice is good as is her appearance. 

Knowing Aunt Cecelia, if she had the chance, she would put any boy in a skirt. I will watch and watch for proof. I have a feeling that Lana is a boy. Who cares? If she is, we will be good boy/girlfriends. 

Mother told me in a few days time she will visit Dr. Evonne, and that I am to come with her. I lost my temper because I know what that means: the start of a journey to wom-anhood. I am afraid that Violet and Elizabeth-Jayne will go to White Craig for their operations in the near future. The name “White Craig” fills me with fear every time it is Page - 28
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mentioned. Mother said they are all going to see Dr. Evonne. That means Lana is as well. If she  is  a boy, she won't be for long if Dr Evonne gets her hands on him. 

I will pray that never happens. Maybe Lana is a girl after all, although I have my doubts. 

Diary, I must leave you for now and go and practice my piano lessons. 

VIOLET's DIARY

Oh Diary, I have a confession to make. I've been naughty. I found a jar of that cream that the others have been talking about. I took it to my room and hid it so no one would know I had it. That night, I locked the door to my room and with my hands shaking, I took it out from where I hid it. 

I don't know exactly what I expected it to look like, but it was just plain old white cream. I took a big gob of it and rubbed it on my chest. I know better than to expect anything to happen magically right away but I have to admit that part of me was disappointed when I didn't immediately sprout breasts. Silly, huh? 

Well, that was days ago and maybe it's just my imagination, but I could swear that I'm starting to look bigger there. Actually, I think it's more than just imagination because I just measured myself and I think I really have grown. I don't know what my chest measured before I started to use the cream but I know that I'm bigger there than I was a few days ago. Is it wrong to be excited about that? Even if it is, I still feel excited. Perhaps I really am becoming a young woman after all. It's not wrong to hope that, finally, my body is starting to become as pretty as the clothes I wear. At least I hope it isn't wrong to hope that. 

In other matters, Although Thelma and I are not seeing eye to eye, she has a rare talent with her piano skills. When I have all my management certificates, I will use them to make bookings for Thelma in concert halls. I will be her agent. Elizabeth-Jayne I will arrange for her portraits to be exhibited. I must do my best for my family. I wonder if Lana has any skills. Even if she is a sissy, her talent must be brought out. We must do all we can to help each other. 

AUNT CECELIA's DIARY

Lana defied me the other morning at breakfast. I am not pleased with her. My mind is made up. There will be ear piercing to-day for Lana, followed by her wearing the largest gold hoop earrings I can find. Then everybody will know Lana is a sissy. That will teach her not to disobey me. 

I must say I am more than happy with Elizabeth's breast development. Dr. Evonne will give her the clearance, then it is only a matter of time till her operation. Elizabeth wants to hold back till Violet has caught up with her own development. 

***

We have all returned from the visit to Dr. Evonne, all except Thelma, about which Matilda is not one bit happy with. I fear trouble is brewing between Thelma and her mother. 
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Dr. Evonne was more than pleased with Elizabeth-Jayne and will stop her hormones till after the operation. She gave Violet a medical and as a result, Violet is now on the hormone cream, much to Matilda’s pleasure. 

Dr. Evonne took a look at pretty Lana, who had been told it was only a check-up. Dr. 

Evonne told Lana it was nothing to worry about but she had to take a course of vitamin tablets, which were actually hormone pills, but of a weak strength. That would teach the little sissy to disobey my command. Dr. Evonne was not finished with Lana though. 

Dr. Evonne told her that I wanted her to get her ears pierced. Lana did not know where to look; the fear of disregarding me again was too much. So Lana sat meekly while the good doctor pierced her ears. 

I quickly came over to her

with large golden hoop earrings

and fitted them to her. Eliza-

beth had her camera to record

the happy scene. Lana was

about to say something. I gave

her a stare. Lana's mouth

opened but no words came out. 

If I have my way (and I

will), eventually there will be

no grotty boys around here, just

lovely, obedient girls. Or rather, 

young ladies. I will make sure

that they are more than just

pretty girls; when I am done

with them, they WILL be young

 ladies! That is my pledge. 

LANA's DIARY

The other day we all went to

see Dr. Evonne. She gave me a

check up. I was given pink vita-

min pills, which Aunt Cecelia

(“Mother” as she insists I call

her) makes sure I take every

day. She is so kind to look after

me. 

Then to my surprise, Dr. 

Evonne was piercing my ears. If

I thought that Thelma had the

largest earring I ever did see, 

well, she doesn't now. I wear a
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pair of gold hoop earrings every bit as big as Thelma’s. I am so proud of them. Elizabeth-Jayne and Violet smile at me and Aunt Matilda likes them too. I am so delighted my new mother loves me. 

Holly wants me to play with her and her dolls. So now I find myself nearly every day in Holly’s play room. And what a room it is, full of dolls, doll houses and drawers filled with dolls clothes. 

“Let's dress our dolls,” she says, “but first I must give Cindy a bath before dinner.” 

Cindy is the big washable doll mother gave her. After bathing Cindy, she dries and powder the doll, then it's back to her play room to dress the doll for dinner. 

The two of us go hand in hand, our dollies cradled in our arms, to dinner. Mother and Aunt Matilda look on approvingly, as we place the dolls beside ourselves on the chair. 

Holly is such a lovable cousin. That’s nice isn’t it? We all seem to be loving cousins. It's all so nice! 

This house is vast, there are rooms I have never seen before. On passing one with the name “Music Room” in gold letters above the door, I hear the sound of a piano. Going into the room, I see Thelma with her back to me. She is sitting at a baby grand playing Beetho-ven's “Moonlight Sonata.” Her fingers float lightly over the keyboard. I stood, not saying a word, captivated by the sound. 

On the walls of the room hung portraits of many great classical composers, Bach, Bee-thoven, Mozart and Scarlatti to name but a few. I noticed a harpsichord. As Thelma finished, I applauded. 

“That was excellent Thelma. Do you play the harpsichord?” 

She immediately sat down at the harpsichord and launched into a Domenico Scarlatti sonata Thelma’s eyes were faraway; she was lost in her playing. 

I left to bring my violin back. I played some violin music by Paganini. This time it was Thelma' turn to applaud. Before we knew it, we were playing many pieces simultaneously. 

We had a great time; Thelma and I began to bond well. 

***

A most peculiar thing happened the day we went to the lakeside. It all started one morning when Aunt Matilda said I should use her Range Rover to take the girls down to the lakeside and have a picnic. And I shouldn't forget to tell the girls to take their swimming costumes. 

Violet and Elizabeth had me and Thelma making sandwiches, filling flasks with coffee and tea. We also took a few cans of Pepsi Cola. 

Violet and Elizabeth sat in the front of the Range Rover, while in the back I sat, with Thelma on one side and Holly on the other. Eventually we arrived at the lake and parked beside a sandy beach. A wood stopped about 100 yards from the beach. I could see Holly was excited and wanted to change into her swimsuit and splash in the water. Violet, who Page - 31
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had strict instructions from her mother that we all must be under supervision at all times, would not let her out of her sight. Holly complained till Elizabeth took her to the lake. 

I had taken my own swimsuit, which mother had conveniently packed for me. I made sure no one saw me change into it. After all, I was the only boy among four girls. 

I swam in the lake. Holly splashed water on me, and she giggled and squealed as I splashed back. After a while, it was time I got the sandwiches and coffee ready. 

After having changed into the frock I came with, I felt I needed to relieve myself. So I made towards the woods and searched for some bushes where I could relieve myself without being seen...or so I thought. 

Finished, I went back to help Violet set out the cups and saucers, sandwiches and in help Violet. Thelma suddenly appeared, pointed at me and said, “SHE IS A BOY LIKE

THE REST OF US.” 

Apparently, she had caught a glimpse of me in the woods. 

What was I to make of Thelma’s statement. I had so many questions. All boys? Elizabeth as well? 

By this time, Elizabeth had a comb of out her handbag and was combing Violet's di-sheveled hair. I thought it only fair I do the same for Thelma. 

We sat and ate the sandwiches in silence. We were also silent in the car going back to Aunt Matilda's, except for the odd moments when Holly would give a giggle, and talk to a doll she had brought with her. 

***

For the first time since I came to Aunt Matilda's, there was disharmony in the house. I could feel tension in the atmosphere. It continued after I went to my room to ponder what Thelma had said. 

No one had mentioned anything since the affair at the lake. I made up my mind that I would speak to Thelma as soon as I could, to further probe this mystery. I thought I was the only boy here. In a way it is nice to know there are other boys who wear girls clothes. 

I watch Thelma at dinner; she speaks to no one. 

What was I to make of what I now knew? I thought I was the only boy here at Aunt Matilda's. I now knew better. My head was swimming with so many conflicting thoughts and emotions. My family is entirely different from what I had previously been led to believe. On second thought,  had  I been “led” to believe that I was the only boy among us or did I just make that assumption? 

On the one hand, the information I now had meant that I was not quite as “special” as I had thought. On the other hand, I now knew that I was not alone in my feminine desires. 

This new revelation put everything about my cousins into new perspective. I would recall things that the other “girls” had said about their pretty dresses and how much they loved being girls and it all had new meaning now. 
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Just what kind of family was I part of, anyway? Were we the only family like this or were there many similar families around? Did that even matter? After all, we all seemed to be happy as we were, no matter how unusual or non-standard we were,  if we were, that is. 

I lay on the bed with so many thoughts racing through my head. I thought I never fell asleep, but upon reflection the next morning, I realized I had had a most interesting dream. 

In it, the world was full of “girls” like myself and my cousins. In fact, in my dream world,  every  girl was really a boy. Yes, that doesn't make any sense, Dear Diary, but it was a dream, after all. 

It had the kind of odd internal “logic” that dreams often have. All my girlfriends in my dream (who were actually boys, but don't ask me how I knew that in the dream) were  so happy to have long hair and to get to wear pretty clothing and makeup. We complimented each other's outfits, did each other's hair and helped each other to pick up new clothes. 

Just who we were going to all that effort to impress I have no idea. Did we have boyfriends or girlfriends? I don't know; the dream didn't go into that kind of detail. No matter, it was a lovely dream, obviously inspired by what I now knew about my cousins. I woke up in a wonderful mood because of my dream. After a moment, though, I was again confused by the realities of my family. 

I decided to try to put it out of my mind for the time being. After all, I could only do so much about my family. We are what we are, including me. I'm not a bad person, right? So I am a boy who likes to pretend to be a girl. That doesn't make me bad, does it? I just won't think about it all for now. There. 

OK, Dear Diary, it's a new day. I can't just stop thinking about things, I guess. Very soon both Violet and Elizabeth will be going to White Craig for gender reassignment and will be girls in every way. As for Holly, I will admit she looks like a girl. The only people who know about all this are Mother, Violet, me, Aunt Cecelia, and Elizabeth-Jayne. I must never tell anyone or I’ll end up in White Craig too. Dr. Evonne, who seems like a nice person, prescribed vitamin pills for me. 

Thelma was now clearly shocked when I told her all this. She said that I was being prepared to be a girl by Mother and Aunt Cecelia. That is the reason I didn't go along that day. I get the chills every time I see Dr. Evonne. If she gets her hands on me, it's White Craig for me for sure! 

Thelma took me into her room, putting her finger to her mouth to indicate that I should keep quiet so no one would know we were there. I complied. 

“Take off your blouse, Lana,” she said. I gave her a quizzical look. 

“Just do it, please,” she said. I complied. 

When my blouse was off, she bent down and looked intently at my chest. 

“Have you noticed anything about yourself lately, Lana?” she asked me. 

“Well, my chest has felt a little tender for the past week or so,” I said. She smirked. 

“God, you are  so  naïve,” she said, shaking her head. 

Seeing the confused look on my face, she continued. “You're growing breasts, silly!” 
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“Breasts? You mean like girls have?” 

“Duh. Yes, like girls have.” 

“But, how?” 

“Well, my dear cousin,” Thelma said. “You know those vitamins they've been having you take every day?” I nodded. 

“They aren't vitamins, Lana. They're female hormone pills. That's why your bra has been feeling snug lately.” 

How did Thelma know about my bra feeling tight? 

“I never told anyone about that, Thelma,” I said. 

“You didn't have to tell me, Lana. I could see it. It's the hormones, you silly girl.” 

“My Mother and Aunt Cecelia are determined that everyone of us will be girls!” 

She then related the story of her father's abusive behavior and how it had affected Aunt Matilda. I could understand that. Thelma went on to say that we were not even cousins. 

That shocked me. Thelma then told me about the newspaper advertisement. 

So, my strange family isn't even really my family? The revelations just keep piling up. 

Thelma then told me about the hormone cream and how she had been using it for some time. She took off her blouse and I could see that her development was even more pro-nounced than my own. How had I not noticed that before her telling me? I guess I was too involved with everything that was going on around me. Besides, it's normal for a young woman to develop, isn't it? Even if I had noticed her growth, it wouldn't have seemed like anything out of the normal to me. 

We sat there on the bed, with Thelma filling me in about my “family.” I must admit, Dear Diary, that my eyes strayed to her amble bosom more than once as I listened to all the revelations. I thought that perhaps she looked at my “charms” as well. Girls, whether really cousins or not, do things like that, I'm sure. It's only natural to be curious about whether you're coming along as well as the other girls, right? 

I know I keep referring to us all as girls. I'm aware—now—that we all aren't really girls, but perhaps the hormone pills I didn't know I was taking have affected my thinking along those lines. It's harder with each passing day to think of myself as a boy, especially with my new “friends” filling out my bra so well now. 

I told Thelma how I felt. She said she felt much the same. She looked down at her bra and said, “I guess it's hard not to feel like a girl when you're sporting a pair of girls, huh?” 

We both laughed at that. It's funny, Dear Diary; Thelma and I may not really be cousins, but after she told me the details about my crazy “family,” I felt closer to her than ever. 

I think she felt the same way toward me. I guess sharing secrets  makes  you “family” in a way. 

I took Thelma’s hand and led her to the Music Room. Music has a calming effect on one. I sat on the piano seat, reflecting on everything I had learned in the last hour or so. 

So we were all boys. I liked Thelma whether or not she was a boy (and even though she isn't really my cousin). 
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Hadn’t things changed since Mother put me in a skirt! I decided that I want Thelma and I to share the experience of being complete girls. That can only be accomplished if Thelma has the operation. I will do my best to see that things turn out that way. 

AUNT MATILDA's DIARY

I am most worried about Thelma. She will not go to Dr. Evonne's office. I so want her to be a girl in every way. I would have a word with Dr. Evonne. Dr. Evonne brings candy and dolls for Holly and a day at the seaside will soon have her laughing, so she should be no worry that day. Of course we will have Violet and Elizabeth-Jayne to assist us. 

Cecelia informed me she had a talk with Dr. Evonne about Lana. She wanted Lana to be a girl very quickly. Cecelia had also said to me that with the small dose of hormones she had already taken, Lana was beginning to look like her mother Susan, when she was a girl. 

Cecelia had had a talk with Lana and found out from her that she had noticed her growth. According to Cecelia, Lana isn't troubled about her new breasts, which is good to hear. I wouldn't want any of the girls being uncomfortable about their development. Lana looks like a natural girl; no one who didn't know her and saw her would think anything other than that she was a pretty young woman. Try as I might, no matter what light I see her in or what angle I look at her from, I can't see any boy there at all. I also think that she is filling out her bras more naturally of late. This is all for the good. 

Thelma, on the other hand, is of more concern to me. She certainly seems to enjoy looking pretty and being feminine. I suspect, however, that she is more into the illusion of femininity than the reality of it. That will have to change if she is to fully become a woman. 

I do believe that things will all work out in the end, but I wish I could see more passion about the situation on Thelma's part. 

Oh well, things will be what things will be. I can only encourage Thelma and hope for the best. 

ELIZABETH-JAYNE's DIARY

Dear Diary, how can I explain how I feel about my life these days? Well, I know that most people would find my situation unusual at the very least, if not downright unnatural, perhaps. I guess everyone is entitled to his or her opinion, but to me, this is the best possible situation I could find myself in. 

While I know what I “really” am, I certainly feel  like  a girl. What am I supposed to do about that? All the criticism in the world, no matter how learned it may be, wouldn't change that, would it? I don't think so. What then am I supposed to do about how I feel? 

Should I continue to try to be a boy and be miserable? How would that make anything better? I should suffer so that some person who doesn't even know me can feel better about...what exactly? 

I'm not a bad person. I know that in my heart. I'm just a person who was born a boy who prefers to be a girl. I can't be the only one in the world like this, can I? Silly question, I know at least a few others like me. In this great big world, my “cousins” and I can't be alone in our desires, can we? 
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Dear Diary, if I could talk to God face to face, I would ask Him a few questions. Why did you make me like this, God? Am I supposed to try to stay a boy? Is this one of those challenges like people in the Bible go through? Is it sinful to like the way I am...or  feel  I am? 

In my Heart of Hearts, Dear Diary, I think I am going to stay the way I am. I mean, I may have surgery, but I do not think I am going to go back to being a boy. I can't even imagine living like that any more. If it turns out that God thinks I'm wrong, I guess I will just have to deal with that when my time comes. 

If there's some kind of trial for me when I get to Heaven, maybe I can get my “cousins” 

to be witnesses for me. That's a joke...I guess. 

LANA's DIARY

Dear Diary, I am so excited. So much has happened since my last entry. First, Mother made a visit to Dr. Evonne with me. I had said that I felt sore round my chest area. She had a long talk with Dr. Evonne. Mother then came and took me into the doctor's examination room and sat with me till Dr. Evonne examined me. I was told to strip and lie on a couch. Dr. Evonne looked all over my body, then took her stethoscope and listened to my heart and lungs. I was very nervous but I almost laughed because the doctor looked so serious as she listened to my heart with that stethoscope's thingies in her ears. I didn't laugh though, 'cause Mother said this was a serious occasion. 

On the way back to Aunt Matilda's, mother said Dr Evonne told her there would be some changes to my vitamin pills but it was nothing for me to worry about. I have been taking one pill a day in the morning given by Mother. She now gives me a pill in the morning, then rubs this white cream on my breast area. This process repeats at night before I retire to bed. 

The pain I felt in my breast area the last few days has ceased, and I'm paying no more attention to it. 

Today, however, things have changed somewhat. I came downstairs for breakfast and when I walked into the room, Mother gave me a strange look I have never seen from her before. 

“What's wrong, Mother? Did I do something bad?” I asked her. 

“No, Lana. That's not it at all. Would you turn sideways for me, please?” she asked. 

I did so. I always obey Mother. She stared at me for a long time, especially at my chest area. I wondered what she found so interesting or different about me. 

“Sweetheart, did you put my stuffing in your bra this morning?” 

I hadn't, so I told her so. She then smiled at me in a warm way. 

“Well, dearest, it seems that that cream the doctor gave you has worked faster than I ever dreamed it would. Why don't you go take a good look at yourself in the hall mirror?” 

I didn't quite understand what she was getting at, but I went to the hall to do as she asked me to. In front of the full-length mirror, I turned to and fro, looking at myself very closely. After a moment's time, I suddenly realized what Mother was getting at. My chest was bigger, a  lot  bigger, or so it seemed to me. 
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My mind was awhirl with so many emotions. Mostly I was just very, very happy with how I looked. I felt like a grown-up lady for the first time in my life. OK, I know I'm  not  a grown-up lady, but at least in my imagination, my chest looked like a grown-up lady's. 

I guess I was kind of daydreaming as I stood there looking at my own reflection because all of a sudden, I heard Mother calling me. 

“Lana dear, come back to the kitchen. Your eggs are getting cold.” 

I actually skipped back to the kitchen, Dear Diary. I haven't done that in ages. As I did, I felt a little funny 'cause my boobies actually bounced a bit. I never felt that happen before. It was a nice feeling, very girly. 

I was smiling when I got back to the kitchen. Mother looked at me and asked, “So?” 

I guess the big smile on my face was the answer she was looking for. 

“Congratulations, Lana dear. I guess we'll have to buy you a new, bigger bra now, won't we?” 

She didn't have to work to convince me, Dear Diary. I nodded happily. Then Mother hugged me and that felt kind of funny, what with my new boobies, too, like I was wearing something big and lumpy on my chest. I guess they'll take some getting-used-to, not that I'm complaining. 

The next day, Mother was true to her word. She and I got into the Land Rover and drove over to town. She made me promise not to tell my “cousins” about our trip or my new “developments.” 

Mother took me to a women's clothing store, where the saleslady was really nice. She helped me pick out a nice new bra. It's all white and lacy. The best thing is that it's bigger than my old one. It fits really well. I was smiling all the way home. 

That night at dinner, Mother asked the other girls if they noticed anything new about me. It was all I could do to keep from blurting out, “I've got bigger boobies!” I held back, although it wasn't easy. 

The girls all stared at me. It looked to me like they were trying to solve a puzzle. Then Elizabeth got a look on her face like she figured out a riddle. 

“Lana! You've got tits!” 

The other girls all gasped at once as they realized that she was right. Mother sat there with a look on her face like the cat that ate the canary as the girls all complimented me and asked me how I felt and so forth. 

It was so wonderful to be the center of attention as everyone ooh'd and aah'd at how I looked. There were a lot of jokes about how I'd have to be careful not to bump into the furniture. Oh, I know that was just silliness but I really do feel as if I have a bumper attached to my front. Bumping into things would be a small price to pay for how much better and grown-up I look now. 

The next day, something amazing happened. Thelma and I were lying on the floor, working on a jigsaw puzzle. I could see that something was bothering Thelma but, try as I might, I couldn't get Thelma to tell me what was wrong. 
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After about an hour or so, Mother came into the room. She sat on her favorite chair and proceeded to work on her knitting. She didn't seem to realize that Thelma was troubled. I wasn't sure if I should say anything, so I didn't. 

We finished the puzzle and Thelma sat up (we had been lying on the rug as we worked on the puzzle). She looked at Mother who was still intent on her knitting. 

“Mother, I have to tell you something.” 

Mother put the knitting down. “Yes, Thelma? What is it?” she said with concern. 

Thelma looked down at her shoes for a moment, then said, “I have been using that cream on my chest for a few weeks now. I found it and curiosity got the best of me. Can you forgive me?” 

Mother was expressionless for a moment, then her face broke out in a big grin. 

“Forgive you? I couldn't be happier! This means that you are finally accepting your femininity. This is a happy occasion.” 

Thelma looked as if the weight of the world had been lifted off her shoulders, Dear Diary. She started to cry tears of joy, then Mother gave her the biggest hug I've ever seen. I felt happy for her, too. It's good that she got that off her chest, to make a silly joke. 

How wonderfully well are things progressing, Dear Diary? I am starting to blossom into a young woman, as Mother keeps telling me, and so are my “cousins.” With each passing day, all of us are looking more and more like girls. When I look in the mirror (which is often, I confess), I can't see much left of the boy I used to be. As for the others, well, they are even more girly and feminine than I am. I guess that's because they're older than me. Does that make sense? 

I mean that they are further along with that “puberty” stuff I read about in a book once. 

That's where you start to really be a man or a woman, right? Some of what I read didn't really make that much sense to me, but I think I understood that much. I think I remember some stuff about how your body changes then, too. I guess that's why my boobies are growing, although I guess it has something to do with the pills and cream. Oh, it's all so confusing. I guess it doesn't really matter if I understand  how  it all works, just so long as it does. 

Is this how it is for everyone? Does everyone go from being a little boy to being a young woman? If that's how it is, then where do all the boys come from? Oh, there I go again, Dear Diary, with all the questions. Maybe I should just stop worrying about it and just enjoy being a girl. I know I do enjoy my new boobies. I giggle just thinking about them. 

AUNT MATILDA's DIARY

Thelma and I just had a long talk. She is a much more pacified girl now, and the rebellious spirit seems to be gone from her; this is the Thelma I want. My dream of all my boys becoming women in every way is much nearer now. 
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I must confess that I was more worried about Thelma than the others put together. She seemed to be the one who would put up the most resistance to femininity. After what she told me a little while ago about secretly using that hormone cream on her chest, I guess my fears were, at best, exaggerated. 

Until today, it seemed to me that Thelma was just going through the motions of becoming a girl; I thought if my back was turned for a moment, she would revert to masculinity, perhaps even run away so she could be a boy forever (not that we wouldn't have found her in time, of course). 

Yes, I've had to use stealth at times to try to accomplish my goal of having all my children become girls. I'm sure that many people would judge me harshly for that; perhaps I will go to Hell for doing what I've done so far. That will all sort itself out in its own good time. All I know is that I have taken some unruly, unhappy boys and put them on a path which I'm sure is right for them. Society will come to its own conclusions, I suppose, but there is no doubt in my mind that these children are happier were frocks and pretty shoes, with their hair in curls than they ever could be in dirty jeans. 

As boys, what kind of life could they look forward to? They would be expected to play—shudder— sports! They would be expected to play games where other boys crashed into them, perhaps even injuring them. As girls, however, no one expects them to risk in-jury—for what? No, I have given them, out of the kindness of my heart, a new, better, world where they can be pretty, a world where no one will ever deliberately hurt them, if I have anything to say about it. 

When Thelma made her confession to me earlier, I could see the pride in her face about her budding breasts and her growing femininity. Would she have that if it wasn't for me? 

As for the others, they all seem to be coming along at their own pace. I dropped little Holly off at Dr. Evonne's office for a check-up earlier today. We are so lucky to have such an understanding physician as Dr. Evonne. Another doctor might see what I'm doing with the children as inappropriate; Dr. Evonne understands my goal for them. 

She is more than just a doctor to my girls; she is a friend. She took little Holly out for some fun after her check-up. They went to the seaside Fun Fair together. From what Dr. 

Evonne tells me, Holly had a wonderful time. She insisted on going on all the rides, even though some of the frightened her. The doctor says that she looked no different from any other young girl there, which pleases me no end. 

In fact, from what I was told, she managed to make a few friends of the other little girls at the Fun Fair. According to Dr. Evonne, Holly was talking about dresses, dolls and all the things that “real” girls talk about as if she was one of them. She fit in perfectly. 

Dr. Evonne was telling me all this as Holly slept on the couch, exhausted from her big day out. The doctor is very excited about how Holly handled herself. It seems that Dr. 

Evonne is planning on writing a scholarly paper about my girls when they are all “complete” young women. She says the medical community will be fascinated to learn about them. Apparently, without realizing it, I have been conducting something of an experi-ment on the children. That was never my intention; I have never wanted them to be hu-man guinea pigs, just happy young women. 
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Dr. Evonne says that no matter what my intentions were, what I am doing is unprece-dented in the medical literature. She expects that the paper she eventually writes will win awards and help her career in medicine. That's a big part of why she has been so eager to assist me with feminizing my children. My goodness, Dear Diary, I had no idea I was making medical history. I thought I was just saving my children from a lifetime of being dirty, aggressive boys. 

When I look over at sweet little Holly sleeping like an angel on the couch, once again I am convinced that I've made the right decisions about the children. 

Dr. Evonne and I talked for a long time about what I was doing and how she would help me so she could write her paper. Finally, we realized that Holly should be in her own bed. I lifted her without effort (she is light as a feather) and carried to her room, the doctor following along. In the room, the doctor tucked Holly in bed and, holding a finger to her lips, left the room. I turned off the light and followed. 

In the hallway outside the bedrooms, Dr. Evonne said, “I truly believe we are making medical history here. I can imagine the girls giving lectures about their lives before audiences of the biggest names in medicine.” 

She smiled at me and, at that moment, I felt more proud of myself than I ever had before. Can what I'm doing really be so wrong if my girls will be internationally famous for just being themselves? 

No, if it turns out I'm wrong, I can go to my grave happy because I did what I did for the best of reasons: to make my children happy. Revenge for having been snubbed is less and less part of my reason for feminizing these boys. 

***

Today, Dear Diary, I took Thelma to the doctor, who had asked Cecelia to come with Lana. After her examinations, Dr. Evonne had a word with myself and Cecelia. She told us she was putting Thelma on a booster dose of hormones to catch up with Lana. As far as Lana was concerned, she could have the operation with Elizabeth and Violet. She knows we want them to have their ops at the same time. 

The doctor having seen Violet recently, the time is right for she and Elizabeth to have their operations. I will make arrangements in the next few months. Violet can now come off the hormones till after the operation. This was happy news to me and Violet. 

I left the doctor's surgery with a happy heart as did Cecelia. We had a major announcement to make to our girls. That came after dinner tonight. 

I clapped my hands after the meal, cooked by Violet and Elizabeth. 

“Girls, girls!” I said, “Cecelia and I have come to a decision. We have decided that, from now on, we will all stay in this house together.” 

There were claps from all our girls. 

Holly said, “Good, Lana can always play with my dolls.” 
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I informed Violet and Elizabeth their operations would take place in the next month or so. The looks on their faces were thanks enough. Yes, I have done good here, Dear Diary. 

My doubts are all behind me now. 

THELMA's DIARY

Mother seems so different to me now. I would do anything to please Mother; she suffered all these years under my father, the brute. I want her to see all her boys become girls. 

I really do want to be a girl. I feel so relaxed in girls' clothes. I always did, I guess, but now for some strange reason (the hormones and cream, perhaps), a woman’s life seems so much more enchanting, enthralling. 

Oh, Diary, if you had ever seen me just a few short months ago, you would never dream that I would want—no, 

desire!—to be a girl. I was the

schoolyard bully who beat up

other boys when they didn't do

what I ordered them to. I was

always in trouble with the

teachers and principal over my

behavior. I was called to the

principal's office more than

once, I can tell you. 

All the boys (and several of

the girls) were terrified of me. I

ruled the schoolyard through

fear and intimidation. Inside, 

however, I realize now, I was

sad and lonely. My domination

of the other children was be-

cause I was afraid inside. Yes, 

afraid, Dear Diary, that they

would see through my facade. 

I didn't know it at the time, but

I secretly craved to be a girl. I

was terrified that they would

see the girl inside the boy I

pretended to be. 

Dr. Evonne has been more

than just a doctor to me; over

the past few months, she has

become a friend and counselor

to me. Her methods may be

unorthodox, Dear Diary, but

they've certainly worked for

me. When she first started talk-
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ing to me about my “gender situation,” it wasn't easy for me to open up to her. I viewed her with the same hostility I showed to the other kids in school. 

One day, I had what I guess they call a “breakthrough.” I was describing how I had ter-rorized the other kids at school. Dr. Evonne looked at me and said, “The unloved becomes the unlovable.” 

Those are simple words but when she spoke them, it was as if she had put a electric shock from the mains into my body. I froze in place as the meaning struck me. A revelation struck me instantly. It was so simple: I was afraid that the other children wouldn't like me and I deliberately acted nasty so as to control the situation. I was giving them a reason to  not  like me so I could stay in control of things. That was it! 

I started to cry uncontrollably. Dr. Evonne waited a moment before taking my hands in her, which caused me to look up, into her eyes. Then she said quietly, “What are you afraid of, Thelma?” 

I stopped sobbing immediately. Then I spoke. “I'm afraid that they'll realize that I'm a girl trapped inside a boy's body.” 

Dear Diary, it's a cliché to say that something feels as if a great weight has been taken off oneself, but that's exactly how I felt at the moment. For the first time in my young life, I felt as if I understood myself. It was so simple and yet so complex at the same time. 

The simple part was that I was a girl. The complex part was that I wasn't totally a girl, if you see what I mean. How had I not seen this before? Well, I guess I kind of didn't want to see it. How could the toughest boy in school admit to himself, let alone the other kids, that he felt like a girl and wanted to be one? I wasn't about to announce it during lunch, was I? Even if I had summoned up the courage to do something like that, just imagine how the other kids would have ridiculed me! The school bully wants to be a girl! I would have become the recipient of endless torment. 

Want to know a secret, Dear Diary? I actually had a recurring dream on several occa-sions in which I did just that: announce to the whole school that I was really a girl named Thelma. In the dream, I started to attend school in a girl's uniform from that point on. I seem to recall that the kids were nice to the “new me,” although I think I heard some snickering in the early stages. 

As the dream progressed, James Buxton, the boy all the girls seemed to have a crush on, actually became sort of my boyfriend. You know how dreams are; some of the details seem to be more implied than spelled out, but I remember James and I holding hands and making moon eyes at each other. At one point, I recall seeing the teacher standing at the head of the class with her back to the students as she wrote something on the chalkboard when James leaned over and kissed me. That was the point when I woke up, every time I dreamed it. I was so flustered by me, the toughest boy in school, thinking things like that, even in a dream, that I deliberately tried to put it out of my mind. I never told anyone about that dream until Dr. Evonne and I started delving into my feelings. 

I hate to say this, Dear Diary, but I was so upset about having “faggy” thoughts like that that I deliberately picked a fight with poor James Buxton on the football field so that I had an excuse to punch him in the stomach. I feel so guilty about that now. I'm sure he had no idea why I was acting like that towards him. I remember wondering about that myself Page - 42
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at the time. I understand now, of course. I was taking my strange feelings out on him, a poor boy who did nothing to deserve my abuse. 

If I could, I'd like to put on my girliest outfit, walk up to him, introduce myself and give him a great big kiss to apologize. I can't see that happening, of course, as I don't think I can ever go back to that school, now that I have decided to live as Thelma. That doesn't mean that I don't think about making up to James. I think about that a lot, truth be told, Dear Diary. The very thought of doing such a thing makes me blush. 

I don't think I will ever see that school again, which is probably for the best, under my current circumstances. I have “burned my bridges” there, as the saying goes, I think. My boy self is hated by the other students and my girl self, Thelma, would never be accepted. 

That's fine. My life—my  new  life—is here now. 

AUNT MATILDA's DIARY

I believe I have come to a decision about the direction of my family, Dear Diary. It's taken a long time to reach this point, although, in retrospect, I can see that I was heading in this direction all along. I had a great deal of soul searching before I could make this decision, Dear Diary, but I think I'm doing the right thing both for myself and for the rest of my family. I should note that my family is not a typical family, but no matter. It is  my  family. They say that families come in all shapes; well, that's certainly true in our case, isn't it? 

That, however, is off track, however. The simple fact is that we  are  a family and we have special needs. I believe my actions to this point have served those needs, even if I wasn't always upfront about my motivations. Sometimes, a single person really does know what's best for the group. I think that's been true in our case. I did know what was best for these boys-turned-girls. 

Look at Matilda, for example. All along, she has been fighting my intentions to turn

“her” into a girl. Now she has made her peace with my plans. In fact, she has embraced them. So, I was right all along, wasn't I? Yes, perhaps I pushed her along the path to femininity, but it was the right path for her. A child can't be expected to make the best decisions about big things like that, even a very bright child like Matilda. No, I have no regrets about what I've done, Dear Diary. None whatsoever. 

I called a family meeting for this evening. Everyone wanted to know what the subject would be, especially after I informed them that I had an important announcement to make. Perhaps it was just my sense of drama kicking in, but I kept them all in suspense, re-fusing to tell any details to anyone. 

I set the girls to dressing up the dining room as if it was Christmas or some other big holiday. They spent the day getting out the good china, washing and drying it, digging out the good place settings, etc. It was all I could do to keep from laughing as I could see them wanting so badly to talk amongst themselves about what my big secret could possibly be, but couldn't because I was either in the room with them or nearby. Understandably, they wanted to discuss the situation without my presence. I wanted to keep them in suspense, so I made sure that they knew I was around so they couldn't talk behind my back. 

I should note here, Dear Diary, that my fellow adults knew full well what I was on about; only the girls were being kept in the dark. The other aunts made themselves scarce during the day; we had agreed that I would be the Official Keeper of the Secret, as it were. 

Page - 43

SISSY FOR MY AUNTS

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

I spoke to them on the phone during the day a few times as they stayed in the village, shopping. They were as amused by my little plan and the girls' befuddlement about it as I was. 

Finally, it was early evening. As planned, all the other grown-ups returned in the Land Rover. They entered the house and went to their bedrooms, saying not a word to the girls (or me). This was all part of the Grand Plan, designed to heighten the mystery. I could see the girls' faces, registering their growing curiosity about this unusual situation. They simply weren't used to this level of secrecy in this family. I felt a pang of guilt at keeping them in the dark, but I knew that being so sneaky would eventually enhance their excitement when they heard what I had to say. 

Does it sound silly for me to say that I was nervous, as if I was about to make a speech before a large audience. They say that public speaking is the most common phobia. Well, that's how I felt. OK, yes, I'm rambling a bit, Dear Diary. I'm actually feeling a bit of the same nervousness now, just from writing about what happened. That  is  silly, isn't it? 

Dinner went off without a hitch, although I could sense a palpable nervousness on the part of the girls. I don't know what they expected me to say, but I think they thought something awful was about to happen to our family. The girls, especially little Lana, looked as if they thought that if they didn't say anything, perhaps whatever horrible thing they were expecting me to announce would just go away. Little did they know it wasn't going to be horrible at all. 

Looking back on this, maybe I have a sadistic streak to put the girls through all this suspense. I thought I was just being dramatic, building things up to a crescendo, so to speak. Oh, I don't know. 

Anyway, dinner went fine, albeit a bit quieter than it usually is, what with the girls often playing silly games under the table with each other, thinking that we don't know. This night was different in that there was zero horseplay. 

We adults were quiet too, to enhance the drama. 

When everyone had eaten, I said in a solemn voice, “Girls, would you please clear the table? I have an announcement to make.” 

They complied, but the tension in the room was palpable. 

When they finished, they returned to the dining room and took their seats. I cleared my throat, then began. 

“Girls, as you know, our family is somewhat unusual. I don't suppose I have to go into details about that, do I?” 

I saw them glance back and forth between each other, frightened perhaps, to say much of anything. 

I continued after not receiving any feedback. “Well, some of you...” Here I looked deliberately at Thelma, “resisted becoming girls.” I saw Thelma swallow unconsciously, afraid at what I was about to say. 

“Some of you have taken to femininity rather well. In the end, however, you have all adjusted to your new status. I can see that you all want to continue as girls.” 
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There was a sea of girlish eyes, staring at me, clearly thinking I was about to announce that they would have to go back to being silly, grotty,  boys. 

I paused dramatically. Then I continued. “Well, it's all for the good that you do all wish to stay girls, because your aunts and I have been in consultation with Dr. Evonne. She tells us that you have all been cleared for surgery which will make you girls in every way.” 

A moment passed, a long moment, during which the girls looked as if they were di-gesting what I had just said. Then, they all broke out in huge grins, as the reality of it hit them. 

They were all going to be  real  girls,  forever. 

“Well,” I said, “don't any of you have anything to say?” 

It was little Holly who spoke first. “That means that I can keep playing with my dollies, right?' 

The tension was broken and everyone around the table laughed. 

“Yes, Holly, you can keep playing with all your dollies,” I said between giggles. 

Then Thelma chimed in. “That means that we will all have all the parts other girls have?” 

“Absolutely,” I said. “That's exactly what the surgery will do for you all.” 

“But how will all this happen?” asked Elizabeth, who looked the most surprised of all the girls. 

“Perhaps I can answer that,” said a voice entering the room. It was Dr. Evonne. She came in, took a chair from the side, put it at the table and sat down. 

“What you girls haven't known up till now is that you have been part of an experi-ment. When your aunts first contacted me about what they intended to do with you all, I was skeptical, to say the least. I know that at least part of the motivation for turning you into girls was revenge because of the way your family acted years ago. I wasn't sure it was ethical to be involved with something like that. 

“As things progressed, however, I could see that you were all perfectly suited for feminization. In my professional opinion, despite whatever motivation may have been partly responsible for this situation...” Here the doctor shot me a glance. “...the simple fact is that, in my opinion, you girls are all transsexuals who would and could not ever be happy staying male. 

“You, Thelma, would be particularly uncomfortable about being a boy and would continue acting out. You would never be a psychologically healthy person. The rest of you might be able to function, but none of you would be as complete as if you were able to stay female. 

“Once I realized the totality of the situation, I wrote a preliminary application for grant money to pay for your surgeries and continued therapy. As you know, I continued to monitor your progress and prescribe hormone tablets and cream for you to help with your transition. 
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“The government works very slowly but eventually, it usually takes action. I am pleased to tell you that you have all been approved for surgery at the expense of the Health Service's expense.” 

The girls looked as if they were stunned. Could it really be true? Were they  really  all going to get to be girls in every way? AND have it all paid for? I thought their shrieks of happiness and laughter would shake the walls of our house. 

The doctor played things perfectly. She waited for the girls to settle down before continuing. “Oh, did I forget to mention that because you are all going to be the subjects of a groundbreaking medical study, your hormones and other expenses, such as wardrobe, will be paid for for life?” 

Again it was Holly who spoke up. “You mean we'll always have pretty dresses to wear?” 

The doctor laughed. “Yes, Holly, that's exactly what that means.” 

In short, Dear Diary, my dream of all my boys becoming girls is almost complete. 

ELIZABETH-JAYNE's DIARY

Diary, the Big Day has come and gone. I am now a young woman, truly a young woman in every way. I lie in the bed next to Violet in the clinic. We are surrounded by flowers sent by Mama and Aunt Matilda. Little Holly is fussing over her big sister. Being young, she was the first to heal and be able to get out of her bed. She is a little terror, run-ning up and down the hospital's hallway, making the nurses laugh although they have to tell her to calm down lest she upset their routine. 

Dr. Evonne comes in the room and claps her hands. “Now everyone, it's time to leave. 

Elizabeth-Jayne and Violet need rest. After all, they only came from the operation theatre three hours ago.” 

I have to admit I felt a little light headed and I fell asleep almost immediately. 

AUNT CECELIA's DIARY

Dear Diary, I am happy the girls' operations are now over. My, but haven't things turned out for the best, even if they had an unusual start? The girls all seem to be so very happy now that they are completely female. As the days pass, I find it hard to even remember that they were all once boys. They just all seem so completely normal as young women, even Thelma, who I thought was never going to come around. I guess you just never know how things may turn out. 

Now that there's no fear of discovery to worry about, I just love to take the girls to the village for shopping. Like any other young women, they revel in picking out pretty things to wear. It's especially nice that we don't have to worry about expenses. We just all have to submit to an interview with Dr. Evonne about how things are going every three months and the government pays for all the girls expenses. The doctor tells me that her peers in the medical community say that her work is groundbreaking and will help researchers understand the phenomenon of transgenderism much better. Some of this is over my head I confess, Dear Diary. I just appreciate that the girls can have what they want and need. 
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During our last trip to the village, I caught Thelma flirting with a local boy. I think his name is James Buxton. I've seen him around before. He seemed quite taken with Thelma. 

She seemed nervous about talking to him at first. Once he started making her laugh, however, she seemed to lighten up a bit and seemed to enjoy talking to him. 

I tried to be discreet and act as if I wasn't eavesdropping on them, which I confess I was. When he walked up to her, he pulled that old gag of saying that she looked familiar, where did he know her from and so forth. I thought Thelma was going to die when he asked her that. Well, to be fair, she doesn't have much experience with boys, does she? I could tell she was flattered by his attentions, though. I'll have to ask her about him when I get the chance. Could Thelma really have found her first boyfriend? 

If I have any regrets about everything this family has been through of late, it's that I wish I could have had the same easy experience becoming a girl that our young ones are having. Actually, I'm sure all the aunts in this family wish the same thing. It was  much tougher for boys to become girls when  we  were young. 

THE END
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