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PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE & 

HEELS 2

 THE SEQUEL

BY BLIND RUTH

INTRODUCTION

This is a continuation of book #503 Put In Skirts, Hose & Heels in that book we finished with three babies being baptized we have now moved five years on. I wonder how our Crawford children are now progressing. If you remember the babies were christened Hannah Smart Crawford a little girl. Those mother Lillian had been artificial inseminated with sperm from Georgina Crawford her husband in name only as she was a lesbian. Little Hannah was brought up by her two mothers, Queenie who was Lillian's lesbian partner, and of course Lillian herself. It had been agreed between the two young lesbians that they would not tell Hannah which was her mother. Just that both were her mother. 
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Then there was little Paul Stover Crawford son of Georgina Crawford and Norma Crawford. However Norma being a transsexual could not have a baby, but Norma so wanted to be a woman that she had a Phantom Pregnancy. Without Norma knowing it was agreed that Queenie’s baby be transferred to Norma. Queenie had also been artificial inseminated at the same time as Lillian with the sperm of Norma (the sperm was put in a sperm bank, before Norma’s sex change operation). So Norma was in actual fact bring up her own son in a round about way. To add to the complications Norma and Queenie were actually married. 

And finally the son of Doris and Michelle Crawford who was christened Rebecca Virginia Crawford and Doris had no intension of telling him he was a boy, in fact she had him dressed in girls clothes ever since he was born. Rebecca did not even know she was a boy. 

So now you see what kind of bizarre transgender family the Crawford’s are. 

Today being a Wednesday the elderly matron’s of Sleepy Valley were meeting in one of their houses for their weekly tittle-tattle. Let’s listen in to their gossip.\ SLEEPY VALLEY MATRONS

There they sat, all twelve of them, with cups of tea and coffee on the table, plates loaded with cheese, cucumber, and tomato sandwiches. The blue rinse brigade was munching the sandwiches and talking amongst themselves of the comings and goings in the town. The conversation turned towards the transgendered Crawford family and their goings-on as it did every week. 

Eyes followed Doris Crawford and that son of hers. 

“She had ‘Rebecca’s hair done up in a new style,” said one matron. 

“So I noticed Grace, but it does go well with the dress she has him in,” another matron cut in. “You know, Lydia, say what you like, but Doris Crawford does keep Rebecca Virginia in beautiful frocks and skirts.” 

“Yes, any little girl would be proud of that. She looks so sweet, innocent, and with that little face, she looks so nice. I mean  he  looks so nice; it’s so confusing, isn’t it?” said Grace. 

“It’s hard to tell who the women and men are in that family. They all wear skirts and dresses.” This was Ruby speaking. 

Harriet cut in. “They all wear dresses except one.” Everyone turned round to look at her. 

“Who is that, Harriet?” Dora now spoke. “Come on now, Dora. Think, which one is not in a dress? Think, Dora, think.” 

“I'm afraid you have me there, Harriet. Who?” 

“Why, little Paul, of course.” Everyone nodded his or her head. 

“But how long do you think that will last? It’s a wonder he has lasted this long. It’s very near five years since he was born. And you know Betty Stover, his Gran, ignores him because he is a boy. She hates the male sex. Norma, her daughter, gets so up tight about that. You can see the tension on her face every time her mother is near.” 
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“Yes, that's why Norma had the sex change operation, to be a woman to please her mother. Norma will have a mental breakdown if her mother does not accept little Paul. 

She will have little Paul in a skirt before much longer to please her mum, I can just see it. 

Such a angelic little face, he would make such a good looking little girl.” 

“You would have that little boy in frock in no time, wouldn’t you, Grace?” 

“Well... ” Grace’s thoughts were drifting to picturing Paul Crawford in a beautiful dreamy white fluffy dress. Grace hoped Norma would dress him in girls’ clothes soon, it now intrigued her. 

“By what age will she have Paul in a frock? Twelve?” Grace said, asking no one in particular. 

“Much less than that, seven I would say.” Harriet said. 

“Ladies, ladies please, lets not have an argument,” Elizabeth said, joining in the conversation for the first time. 

Everyone turned and looked at her. “What was it you were thinking of, Elizabeth dear?” Dora asked. 

“Well, Ladies, let’s have some fun out of Paul being put in girl clothes. First of all, do we all agree that Paul Crawford will sooner or later be put in a dress?” 

There was much nodding of heads. Elizabeth looked round the room, took a sip of her tea. 

“Ladies, would you like a gamble?” All answered yes

“Then this is what I propose; each one of us will put a hundred in a pot. I make that 1,200, right? I write out Paul's age and half years on separate slips of paper. I put them in a hat and each of us pulls a slip out. Whenever Paul Crawford is put in a dress, the person holding that ticket gets the jackpot. What do you say, Ladies?” 

“That’s a good idea, Elizabeth. Let’s have some fun out of it. There’s only one thing I would suggest.” 

“What’s that, Dora?” they all said “ Up the kitty to a thousand each. It will be more exciting and you can all afford that.” 

“Yes, go ahead, Elizabeth. I can’t wait to draw mine,” Ruby said. 

The deed was done. 

“What if no one wins and he is put in a frock after age 11?” someone said. 

“Then the money is put into one of our favourite charities,” was the suggestion. All consented. 

Elizabeth prepared the sweepstake. She put the ages in her hat, shuffled them round, then held it out to Dora who put a hand in and pulled out the number 7. 

“In with a good chance, Dora,” someone said. 

Harriet pulled out 11. 

“Bad luck, Harriet. I expect him to be in a skirt long before that,” one said. 

“Now you Elizabeth.” Elizabeth pulled out five years old. 
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“It’s nearly his fifth birthday and there’s no sign of Paul in girl’s clothes yet,” Dora said. 

“It has as much chance as mine, but isn’t this fun?” 

All twelve women had now drawn an age. It was decided that Elizabeth hold the stakes till there was a winner. 

“I’ll put the money in the bank and we’ll get some interest on it so the winner will receive more than 12,000.” 

A keen interest would be taken on little Paul Crawford to see the first signs of him in a skirt. Let’s leave our keen eyed matrons for a while, and drop in at a happy mother and daughter. 

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Doris Crawford was happy to hear the sound of her daughter squeal with laughter as she soaped the little girl’s body with the large sponge in the bath. Rebecca Virginia lay in the deeply scented water of the bath, as her mother soaped all over her body. Rebecca liked the daily ritual of being washed and pampered, powdered and spoiled by her mother. 

Her mommy had put a little shower cap on her head over her hair, this was a precaution Doris took as Rebecca Virginia recently had her hair styled, and Doris did not want it spoiled by any water getting on it. 

Having now washed her daughter, Doris indicated to her to rise and held a big pink fluffy towel out to wrap round her and dry off. 

“Which talcum powder would you like on you today, my precious little darling?” 

“The Crushed Rose Petal, mommy. It smells so nice,” little Rebecca Virginia replied, in a lisping girlish voice that Doris liked, and encouraged her to speak with. 

“You like that one, don’t you, darling? Then the Crushed Rose Petal it shall be, for my Rebecca Virginia to smell nice.” 

There were several large glass jars of talcum powder on the shelves around the bathroom. Jars of Lilac, Honeysuckle, Jasmine, to name but a few, and of course the Crushed Rose Petal. Doris lifted the jar, opened it, took out a great big powder puff, dipped it in the talcum and patted the talcum powder all over Rebecca Virginia’s body. 

“You really smell so nice, like any little girl should.” Doris Crawford knew this was her son, however, ever since he was born; he had been dressed in girl’s clothes. Doris had no intention of telling him he was of the male sex. He was so sweet he just had to be brought up and pampered as a girl. Doris was rich; she could afford to pamper her son in girls’

clothes. 

“Now darling, we will put you in a nice dress, so lets go to your room and put your beautiful dress on.” 

Doris had Rebecca Virginia’s room fitted out like any girl’s room, with fitted white carpets, beautiful white curtains tied with white sashes draped in a bow at the window. There Page - 6
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was a bed with a gold canopy over the top of the bed, a gold colour bedspread over pure white satin sheets and a matching satin pillow. In front of the windows was a little dressing table and mirror with a soft comfy cushioned seat. 

A number of girls’ clothes had been laid out on Rebecca Virginia’s bed. Doris had done this with loving care before bathing her daughter. Rebecca Virginia, still wrapped in the pink towel, stood before her mother as Doris sorted out the clothes. Doris had a perfume container and proceeded to spray the delightful smelling lavender water all over her daughter/son. 

“Ah, that’s better, darling. You smell more like a girl and soon we will have you look like a girl. You like that, darling, don’t you?” 

“Oh yes, mommy, I just can’t wait to put my beautiful girl clothes on,” Rebecca Virginia excitedly replied. Doris commended herself on how she had brought her son up in the ways of a girl. Who wanted a boy anyway? Not Doris. 

“Now darling, today this pink satin vest and matching knickers will suit you well.” 

Having now withdrawn the pink towel from Rebecca’s body, Doris slipped the vest on her daughter’s head, and then held out the pink satin knickers, which her mother pulled up Rebecca‘s lower body. Then white ankle socks and Mary Jane shoes followed. 

Doris sighed, her daughter looked so sweet. Now came the part Doris liked so much, the white lacey frilled knee-length petticoats. These were fitted at the waist, five of then to hold the white dress out over her legs. 

Doris slipped them one at a time over her darling daughter. Now the white satin dress slid over the petticoats, which had the effect of ballooning the dress out over her knees and showing a hint of pink knickers. Doris smoothed the dress down round her daughter. 

Then, taking a large blue silk band, she passed it tightly round Rebecca Virginia’s waist, to tie up a big blue bow at her back. 

Rebecca Virginia delighted herself in these beautiful clothes, the soft feel of them, as her dress swirled round her legs.  Oh, she said to herself,  I am a lucky girl to have a mother who gives me these pretty skirts. 

“Now dearest one, sit down before your dresser and I will sort out your hair.” 

Rebecca Virginia did as her mother had taught her, which was with her hands to either side of her petticoats, so that she could sit on her pink satin knickers. She must not sit on her petticoats, they could be crushed, and her mother did not like that. No proper little girl did that, her mother said. 

Rebecca Virginia smoothed the petticoats and dress around her and sat prim and proper on her knickers before the mirror. Doris smiled. She had taught her son well the ways of a girl. 

Doris now removed the little shower cap she put on Rebecca Virginia before her bath. 

The long golden locks streamed down Rebecca’s back. Doris lifted a comb and brush to sort her daughter’s hair. Then opening one of the drawers at the side of the dressing table, which was full of ribbons of all colours, she took some white ribbons out. 
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She fastened the ribbons on the hair, one at each side of the head, and then attached one at the middle of the back of the head. Now tying a knot on each ribbon round her hair, she formed a bow. Her daughter now had three pretty little white bows in her hair. To top this off, Doris lifted an Alice band off the dresser and fitted it to the front of Rebecca’s head; this was to keep all Rebecca’s hair in place. 

Doris observed her daughter/son in the white dress and the wide blue sash round the waist with the big bow at the back. Oh that dress ballooning over the knees, showing a hint of her pink knickers, was just heavenly. With her long golden locks streaming down her back, white ankle socks and the black Mary Jane shoes, didn’t she look sweet, demure, innocent, and prim, as she sat there sucking a thumb? Who in this world would ever think this was her son? 

Every so often, Doris would lift the hair at the back of the neck and kiss little Rebecca and whisper to her, “You’re so pretty you will grow up to be a beautiful young Lady and all the young men will chase after you.” 

“Am I really pretty, mommy?” 

“Of course you are, sweetheart.” 

Little Rebecca said nothing but sat in deep thought. 

Doris now opened Rebecca Virginia’s jewel box. “You know what day it is today, Rebecca Virginia?” 

“Yes, mommy, my cousins are coming to play with me today,” she excitedly answered. 

“That's right dear, Hannah, and Paul, so what necklace would you like, Rebecca, to be pretty for them?” 

“Oh, that pearl one, mommy.” 

“Good, Rebecca. This golden bangle should go nicely with it, darling.” 

Doris put the pearl necklace round the little girl’s neck and clipped it at the back, at the same time giving a kiss on the back of the neck. Then she slipped the gold bangle up Rebecca’s left arm. 

“Mommy, can boys be pretty?” little Rebecca asked. 

Doris stopped combing Rebecca’s hair and gave a funny look at her daughter. 

“Yes, they’re are some pretty boys about. What a curious question, Rebecca Virginia.” 

“Is Paul a pretty boy, mommy?” 

“Well dear one, I suppose you could say Paul is a pretty boy.” 

“Could Paul be a pretty girl like me, mommy?” 

“Whatever strangeness has gotten into you today, Rebecca Virginia?” 

“Could he be a girl like me, mommy?” 

Doris was now in thought; she had been meaning to talk to Norma about Paul. To Doris, Paul should have been put in skirts some time ago. Maybe a little pressure on Norma would help and she now had an innocent outlet. 

“Would you like Paul to be a girl, Rebecca?” 
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“Oh yes, mommy. I like Paul so much, he is my best friend.” 

“Then I tell you what we will do, Rebecca. I want you to wish and wish and every night before bed, we will pray for Paul to be a girl. Will you do that for me?” 

“Oh yes, mommy. I will pray and pray for Paul to be a girl, and I will tell him today and Paul can play with my dolls as well. I so want Paul to be a girl like me.” 

Rebecca Virginia wanted Paul to share the same pleasure as her in pretty frocks. Oh, how she wished Paul would be put in a frock. What fun they would have together in dresses. 

Doris had a big broad smile. Her Rebecca would be an innocent helper to put Paul in a frock

About once a month, the three Crawford children came to Doris’. The children liked this because this was about the only time they came into contact with other children, except when they met at church every Sunday. However that was different; they did not play with each other then. 

Their Gran, Doris Crawford was a very religious woman. Doris was never more contented than to see her family around her at church every Sunday. 

At these meetings not all parents would be there; business kept some away. However, in a month’s time, it would be the children's birthday. Hannah, Paul and Rebecca Virginia all celebrated their birthdays together although they were born weeks apart. At that time, the Crawford family would be together to give presents to their offspring. 

Doris had now prepared Rebecca to meet her cousins and as the pretty little boy/girl stood beside her mother, the doorbell chimed. Doris took her daughter’s hand to greet their visitors; on opening the large highly polished mahogany doors, they were greeted by Hannah clutching a doll, and one of her mothers, Queenie. The two little children jumped with joy to see each other again. Queenie gave Doris a kiss on the cheek, which Doris returned. 

“Now children, lets go to the play room. Has Hannah got a great big kiss for her Gran?” She came over and gave her Gran a kiss on the cheek, still clutching her doll. 

Queenie now removed the red coat from Hannah and put it on the coat stand. Taking her hand, she led her down the hall to Rebecca’s playroom. 

The playroom was very big and had many things that children would want to play with Doris and Queenie left them playing happily. 

Doris and Queenie were now in the large living room. “I’ll just make us some tea, Queenie,” said Doris. She did and brought some plates of sandwiches and cakes as well. 

Then both women sat and talked. 

“Lillian not with you today, Queenie?” 

“No Doris, she has gone abroad to oversee the opening of our new chain of hotels in Europe along with Georgina. So when Paul comes along, he will only have his mother Norma with him.” 
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“Oh I see. Queenie, tell me how are things going in our company? I’m so out of touch since Michelle and myself took a back seat in the boardroom. You young ones seem to be making a good job of it.” 

“Doris and I have to thank you and Michelle for starting the company. Well, as I said, we are starting a chain of hotels in Europe in all the capital cities: London, Paris, Rome, et cetera. Keep this a secret, Doris. Lillian and Georgina have plans to take over a few companies.” 

“Of course you can trust me. You know, when Michelle and I founded this company we never thought Crawford's would grow into such an empire. It’s all thanks to Abbie, then my grandson, Georgina, along with your partner Lillian. You know Michelle and myself hardly ever go to board meetings now. Is their anything else I should know?” 

“Yes, there have been a few changes in the board of directors of Crawford's” 

“What would those be, dear?” 

“I am now on the board as a new director, Doris.” 

“Oh, that is interesting. So how did that come about?” 

“Well it all started when I had the idea of Crawford’s having their own brand of cosmetics.” 

Doris nodded. She knew Queenie was the head buyer of makeup for all Crawford's supermarkets. 

“One night as Lillian and myself lay in bed, I said to her that I had this idea of Crawford's starting their own cosmetic brand. We got out of bed in our nightgowns and went to the office Lillian operated at home and we started making plans.” 

Doris, of course, knew both young women were lesbians. More important to Doris, though, was that they were good Christian girls Every Sunday they would be in church with their little girl, Hannah. 

Queenie carried on her narrative. “We will launch a campaign for CRAWFORD'S COLOURFUL COSMETICS on the television. Georgina says that we will hire some well-known movie actresses for the ads. They will of course have our make up on, and endorse it. 

Georgina says it may be a hard market to crack, but she believes it can be done. 

“We will of course be selling it in all our supermarkets. The hard part will be to entice other beauty outlets to sell our products. Georgina and Lillian have decided to invest a considerable amount of company money into it. They have planned to set up a cosmetic factory right here in Sleepy Valley.” 

“Oh, that is good news! More employment for townspeople, more jobs, more money for all makes everyone happy. You and Lillian are good Christian girls, thinking of everyone here in Sleepy Valley I’m so happy for the town.” 

“Now that I have told you all about company business, how have you and Aunt Michelle been spending your time in retirement?” 

“Well, about a couple of months ago, the pastor asked Michelle and myself if we would come to his committee that was undertaking to raise funds to build a new church. He said that because of our business knowledge, we might be able to help raise money for it. 
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“We both discussed this and came to the conclusion that we had plenty of time on our hands, and this would be a challenge for both of us. I also thought this was God calling us, and so Michelle and myself would put some of our own money into the project. Michelle said she could look up some old business colleagues to give donations, and an architect friend offered to design a new church. So we are off to a good start.” 

“Oh that is good, Doris. I’ll have a talk with Lillian and we will contribute money ourselves. I am sure Georgina and Norma will as well when they hear about it. Oh, I was forgetting Hannah's Gran. Abbie and Betty will want to as well.” 

“Thank you, Queenie. That is just the type of response I was hoping for. You and Lillian are good Christian girls. You will receive your reward in heaven, I am sure.” 

Just then the doorbell chimed again. Doris went to answer it. Before her stood Norma holding little Paul, her son’s hand. 

“Come on in, Norma dear,” Doris said giving Norma a kiss on the cheek, which Norma returned. Norma was a bit overweight, this had happened ever since she had a phantom pregnancy. 

“Has Paul got a great big kiss for his old Gran?” 

Paul kissed his Gran, as he always did, on the cheek. Norma removed her son’s coat. 

Doris noticed that although he was wearing boy’s clothes, they looked very effeminate. He had on a white silk shirt that buttoned from neck to waist. That was all right till she saw the frilly lacey edging going down it. 

The sleeves that buttoned at the wrists were overhung with big floppy frilly white lace covering his hands. Norma had him in short velvet pants; with his angelic face he looked delicious. After her talk with Norma, putting Paul into frocks would not be all that hard. 

Doris, taking Paul's hand, led him towards the large playroom from which emerged delightful squeals and giggles from the two girls already there. Opening the door, Doris said, “Who have we here?” 

Both girls answered, “Paul!” 

Rebecca Virginia came skipping over, taking her cousin’s hand. 

“Come on, Paul, you can play with my big dolly.” 

Doris, on hearing that, beamed. Taking Norma’s hand, she said, “Lets leave the children. Queenie’s here and we can have a chat.” 

Doris had taken Norma quickly away before she could say something like, “Little boys do not play with dolls.” From what her Rebecca Virginia had said that morning, there could be some very interesting developments soon. 

After Doris left the playroom, Rebecca Virginia came over to Paul cradling a small doll in her arms. She said, “Paul, you can have my doll to play with. Lets dress Lindy together.” 

Hannah then added, “You can play with my new dolly. My mommy bought it for me yesterday. Isn't it a nice dolly, Paul?” 
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Paul did not know what to say; his girl cousins had never asked him to play with their dolls before. Most times when Paul came here, he climbed on to the big rocking horse. 

They usually left him on it, then went to play with their dolls. Paul would look down on them playing with their dolls, and feel jealous that he could not play with them and their dolls. 

The rocking horse was forgotten as Rebecca Virginia handed him her doll. Paul, copying Rebecca, supported the little doll in his arms. 

“That’s right, Paul, that’s the correct way to hold the dolly. Now we will dress her.” Rebecca Virginia opened a chest of drawers and took some dolls clothes out, a little bra, pant-ies, slip and dress. Rebecca helped Paul dress the doll, putting little hold-up stockings on, then a pair of high-heeled shoes. 

“Lindy looks nice now, Paul.” 

Suddenly, Rebecca Virginia said, “I’m going to wish and pray that you become a girl like me, Paul. I want you to be a girl, Paul. You’re so pretty; be a girl for me,  please.” 

“Me too, Paul,” Hannah broke in. Paul was in quite a state. He wanted to play with the doll, but only girls did this, he had been told. But did you  have  to be a girl to play with dolls? 

 “Why can’t I be a girl? Maybe there’s something wrong with me. Everyone is in frocks except me. Am I being punished for something? Why can’t I wear a skirt? It’s not fair. Mommy and daddy do, my aunts, my Grans, and my Aunty Michelle, my cousins Hannah and Rebecca, so why can’t I?”  So many thoughts went through the confused boy’s mind. 

“You do want to be a girl like us, don’t you, Paul?” Rebecca said. 

“Oh, go on, Paul. Be a girl for us,” Hannah said, urging Paul on. 

Rebecca laid her doll in the pram and pulled the covers over the doll. “Let’s take Lindy for a walk in the garden, Paul.” 

The playroom had doors that led out into a large play area with swings, a roundabout, and a little pool, where in good weather the children played. Rebecca on one side of the pram handle with Paul on the other pushed the pram out into the play area. Hannah followed with her little doll in her arms. 

Doris had now taken Norma into the large living room where Queenie sat sipping a cup of tea. “ How nice to see you once more, Norma,” Queenie said as she rose and gave Norma a kiss on the cheek. Doris poured out a cup of tea for Norma and handed a plate full of sandwiches. Norma politely picked a cheese sandwich and daintily munched it as Doris and Queenie talked. 

Queenie mentioned the cosmetics and gave her some samples, as she had Doris. Then Doris talked about the committee she and Aunt Michelle were on to raise funds for a new church. 

“That is good news, Doris. Georgina and myself will contribute a considerable sum towards it. I am sure the whole town will be behind it. I’ll have a word with Georgina.” 

“I knew I could count on you and Georgina, Norma. Could I have a talk with you in private, Norma? If you will excuse us, Queenie.” 
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“Yes, do you want me to leave the room?” 

“No dear, we will go to Aunt Michelle’s private office.” 

Norma followed, wondering what Doris had to say to her. Maybe she wanted her on the committee to raise funds for the church. 

On entering the room, Doris bade Norma to sit down on the seat in front of the office desk, while she sat behind. 

“The reason I have asked you here is a talk about my grandson Paul.” 

“What do you want to know about my son?” 

“You know that I love all my grand children, as well as my own  daughter.  Little Paul should be put in skirts, hose and heels as soon as possible. Do you understand, Norma?” 

“But he is a little boy. I couldn’t do that, could I?” 

“It never did my son, Iain, any harm. He was a nice-looking, well-mannered girl as Irene, your husband Georgina’s father. I do not have to tell you what problems Georgina had at 12; Abbie your mother-in-law soon had him in skirts after that. What I am trying to say here is that the sooner your Paul is put in a frock, the better. 

“The feminine clothes help to drive down that macho male image. I’m not saying that Paul will ever become a bad boy, but you should a least take precautions to prevent such behaviour. I hope you see what I mean, dear. Right from the start I put Rebecca Virginia in girl’s clothes and he will be brought up as a girl.” 

Norma knew that, as did the whole Crawford family; it was one of their secrets. Rebecca Virginia would never be told by any of them Doris felt a little sorry that she had put pressure on Norma, but it had to be done. Paul had to be put in a frock…and soon. 

“Now that we have had our woman-to-woman talk and cleared the air, we both know where we stand and you know what to do, Norma dear. Let’s join Queenie.” 

When they came back into the large living room Aunt Michelle, Doris’ husband, was sitting in a chair. She had her compact case open in front of her, and was looking at the mirror in it, applying a red lipstick. 

“What are you doing, darling?” Doris asked. 

Aunt Michelle, pouting her lips and looking in the mirror, replied, “Oh, just trying this lipstick Queenie gave me. You know, Doris, it is good. This one is called Strawberry Red and can you believe it, it has the flavour of Strawberry. Here I’ll give you a kiss.” 

Michelle, rising, gave her wife a full-blown kiss on the mouth. 

“What do you think, Doris?” 

“Mmm, yummy. Tastes like real strawberry.” 

“That's not the only lipstick that tastes like the real thing. There’s plum, raspberry, blackcurrant and a whole host of others. Let’s have a feast tonight in bed trying them all out, Doris.” Michelle said. 
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Doris said nothing but blushed; that could not disguise her thoughts for the night in bed with Michelle. 

“Where is Queenie, Michelle?” Doris asked. 

“She has gone to the children's play area to supervise their games. There she is, look out the window.” 

Both Doris and Norma looked out and saw the children frolicking in the sunny day. 

“Come on, Norma, let’s go and watch the children.” 

Both women went outside where Queenie had the children holding hands with her in a circle, going round and round. They were all laughing. Eventually they came to a stop. 

“Wasn’t that great fun, children?” 

“Oh yes, Aunt Queenie,” Paul and Rebecca Virginia replied. 

“Now children, show me what you were all playing with before I came out.” 

“Paul and I pushing the pram with my dolly in it, weren't we, Paul? Paul likes Lindy, don’t you, Paul?” 

“Who is Lindy, Rebecca?” 

“Lindy is my dolly. Paul is my best friend and he can keep my dolly.” 

“That is very good of you, Rebecca. What do you say to that, Paul?” 

Paul thanked Rebecca. 

Then Hannah seeing all this, said, “You can have my doll as well, can’t he, mommy?” 

“Of course he can, darling, if you want him to. Do you like the dolls, Paul?” 

“Oh yes, Auntie,” Paul said, forgetting about any doubt he previously had about playing with girls’ dolls. Paul was happy that his aunt had not reproached him. It must be all right to like dolls, after all. 

Queenie looked down at Paul. He was her son that she gave up to Norma nearly five years ago. 

“Okay Paul, now you will look after the dolls won’t you? Otherwise the girls will be let down, won’t you, girls?” 

Both girls answered yes. 

“I’ll show Paul how to wash Lindy and get her ready for bed,” Rebecca said. 

“And I’ll give him some clean clothes for my doll,” Hannah said. 

Queenie looked at the face of her son. He seemed very happy; maybe he should have been a girl. The thought of Paul in girls’ clothes did not unsettle her. 

Doris observed all this with interest. Everything was going well. She could see Norma had anxiety on her face, as if she did not know how to handle the situation. Her face brightened even more when Michelle came out to the play area. There being some small tables and chairs, she set out three bowls of ice cream and jelly and spoons. 

“Come children, see what we have here for you,” said Aunt Michelle. 
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“Now what do good little children say?” Queenie asked. 

All the Crawford children, being well mannered, answered, “Thank you, Aunty Michelle.” 

They all sat down to eat their ice cream; Doris noticed Paul seemed to be feeding his doll. He was copying his girl cousins who were doing the same. Paul was also talking to the doll, saying things like, “Now Lindy, be a good girl and eat the ice cream.” 

Norma did not know what to say; if only Georgina was here, she would know what to do. 

Norma felt it was time to go before anything else happened that she had no control over. 

“Come on, Paul, its time we went home.” 

“Yes, mommy. Hold Hannah’s doll while I take little Lindy.” 

Norma said nothing but took the doll from her son. 

“Rebecca, you can kiss Lindy before she leaves you. You too, Hannah.” 

Rebecca kissed her doll, as did Hannah. Doris smiled at all this. She could see Norma could not handle the situation. All the better; she was sure Paul would be in skirts before long. 

Norma left, holding Paul hand. His other hand was clutching Lindy close to his chest. 

Paul waved to his girl cousins from the back seat of his mother’s Bentley car as they headed home. 

Doris, taking both girls’ hands, went back to the large playroom. “Now girls, you both know what happens next month, don’t you?” 

Both answered excitedly, “Our birthday!” 

“That’s right children, but it’s a  special  birthday. Do you know why it’s special, dears?” 

With puzzled expressions on their faces, both girls answered, “No.” 

“Well, Rebecca Virginia and Hannah, you will both be five and no longer babies and because of that, one of your godmothers, Dr Jayne Burton, will be here. She brought you both into the world five years ago. Do you know why she is here?” 

Again both girls answered “No.” 

“Apart from wanting to see you, she has come to make you  real girls. D o you know what that means, Rebecca?” 

Rebecca had no idea what her mother meant and she shook her pretty golden locks. 

“You both will have your ears pierced; this is the start of your girlhood. Only  real girls have their ears pierced. Isn’t that good news, girls?” 

“Oh yes!” both replied and they excitedly clapped their hands. Little Rebecca Virginia was so happy that she was no longer a baby in her mother’s eyes; she was going to become a  real girl. 
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Eventually both Hannah and Queenie left in Queenie’s Jaguar, Hannah waving her hand to Rebecca. It had been a long exciting and tiring day for little Rebecca; Doris could see it in her daughter’s tired eyes. 

“Come on, Rebecca Virginia, its time for bed, and what have you to do before you go to bed, darling?” Rebecca thought very hard, and then it came to her. 

“I have to pray that Paul becomes a girl like me, mommy.” 

“Yes that’s right, sweetheart, so get undressed, washed, and put your lovely nightdress on.” 

“But you have to pray too, mommy,” said little Rebecca Virginia, sweetly. 

Dear God, Bless my Mommy and Aunt Michelle

My Aunts, Lillian and Queenie

Grams Abbie and Betty

Aunties Georgina and Norma

My cousins, Hannah and Paul

God, will you please make my cousin Paul into a girl like me? 

Doris knew she had to say prayers as well with her daughter so she finished up Bless Rebecca Virginia and make her a good little girl God make my grandson Paul into a girl like my daughter Rebecca Virginia! 

Doris pulled the bed covers back. Rebecca Virginia climbed in. Her mother tucked her in, kissed her softly on her forehead. Rebecca’s eyes closed and she was fast asleep in no time. 

Rebecca was soon in Dreamland with visions of her cousin in girls’ clothes. Paul looked so happy. Rebecca smiled. Was she getting her wish from God? 

PAUL IN A FROCK

The next few days put Norma in a very upset state; she only wished Georgina would return soon, he would know what to do. 

One night Paul took the doll to bed with him; Norma convinced him to lay it on the bedside table. She came into his room the following morning and there he was, fast asleep, clasping the doll to him. Norma never said a word to Paul, even when he sat the doll next to him at breakfast. Paul now took the doll everywhere he went. It was just too much for Norma to deal with. 
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Georgina eventually came home, much to the relief of Norma. Georgina could see that Norma was worried; he had seen that look on her face before. In bed the first night home, he gently asked her, “What’s disturbing you, Norma darling?” 

Norma was glad that he had asked that and she poured out the whole story of what Georgina’s grandmother Doris had said about Paul being put in a frock. 

This did not really worry Georgina; he knew the practice in the Crawford family of the males being put in skirts. Hadn’t his grandmother been more than willing to help his mother all these years ago to put him in a skirt? 

“You’re really worried, Norma. Well, don’t be, I’ll sort all this out. You go ahead and put Paul in a frock. From what you tell me about him playing with the doll, I do not think it will be too hard. “Remember the males in this family have always been put in frocks: me, my father, Aunt Michelle and now my grandmother has her son Rebecca Virginia in a dress. So cheer up, Norma. By the way I have a surprise for you.” 

“Georgina, you always know what to do. Yes, I’ll put Paul in a frock right away. I love you, darling. What is your surprise?” 

“Norma, don’t take this the wrong way. I have arranged for you to visit Dr Jayne Burton. The reason being, you have put on a bit of weight since the birth of Paul. It’s my treat. 

When there, you will have liposuction. I want to see the figure you had when we first married. You always were a great beauty, even at school when you first dressed in girls clothes, you were the best looking girl in the class.” 

“You’re right, Georgina, I have let myself go. I meant to have liposuction but never got round to it. I love you, Georgina. ” Norma was really flattered about what Georgina had said about her past beauty. She must try and get her beauty back. She owed a lot to her husband. He was always thinking about her. 

Georgina thought to himself that he could not have a better wife; motherhood suited Norma. She looked after their son,  daughter  now, cleaned the house, cooked for them. 

Norma was an exceptional cook. Norma never looked at other men. Georgina was thank-ful of that. 

The following morning after having prepared breakfast, Norma saw Georgina off to work with a kiss. She went to Paul's room. He was still fast asleep, holding his doll. She wakened Paul. Norma never said a word to him about his new “hobby.” Norma dressed her son in the same outfit that Doris had seen him in. 

Breakfast was easy to prepare for Paul: Sugar Puffs and milk, toast and marmalade. 

While Paul ate his breakfast, Norma did her housework, cleaning etc. When she was finished, Norma made to the large playroom she knew Paul would be in. 

Paul was sitting at the small child-sized table, his doll beside him on the small chair. 

Norma said nothing as Paul illustrated something in his drawing book. She looked in-tensely at what he drew in the book. It was matchstick forms of two women in frocks, holding hands. Underneath them was scribbled “Mommy and Daddy.” One of the women was holding the hand of an even smaller matchstick figure in a frock. Underneath this figure was written “me.” 

Page - 17

PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE & HEELS 2

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Below this was another drawing, again a matchstick drawing of a small figure in a frock holding what appeared to be a doll. Scribbled under this was “Me and my dolly Lindy.” 

“Paul darling, what are you drawing?” 

“I’m drawing you and Daddy and me. Mommy.” 

“Oh I see, but why have you got a frock on, sweetheart?” 

“Well Mommy, I thought if Mommy and Daddy can wear a skirt, why can’t I?” 

Norma said nothing to that, but here was her opening to ask Paul about wearing a frock. “Paul darling, would you like to wear a frock like Mommy and Daddy?” 

“Oh yes, Mommy. Then I could be like all my cousins, Rebecca Virginia and Hannah. I could be like Rebecca Virginia in a frock.” 

 Yes, Norma said to herself,  you certainly would be like Rebecca, a boy in girls’ clothes. 

“What would you say if Mommy took you to a shop and bought some lovely dresses and you could dress as a girl every day?” 

“Oh Mommy, would you really? Then I could be like everyone else in the family. I love you, Mommy.” 

Norma had a little tear in her eye. It was  so  nice to have the love of her son, soon to be her daughter. A whole lot of reservations were lifted from her mind. She was happier now. 

“I tell you what, Paul honey. Mommy will take you now to be fitted with girls’ clothes. 

I know a shop that has pretty girls frocks. What do you say to that?” 

Paul ran over to his mommy and put his little hands round her neck, as his mommy lifted him and he kissed her on the cheek, saying, “Mommy, I love you so much. Am I really going to be a girl?” 

Norma never answered. Who knows what the future holds? 

Norma had in mind a girls’ outfitters in a nearby town. She could, of course, have gone to the nearest Crawford's supermarket. Being the wife of the managing director, she would have had whatever she wanted for free. Norma had her reasons for not doing that. 

She did not want anyone in Sleepy Valley to know Paul had been put in a frock. Well not yet; she knew it would eventually come out. 

Norma parked her Bentley on a nearby street and left holding Paul's hand, who still held onto his doll. The shop had a sign: “DOREEN’S DELIGHTFUL AND DAINTY

FROCKS FOR LITTLE GIRLS.” Norma entered the quaint little shop. An elderly woman behind the counter looked up from what she was doing. 

“Yes madam, can I be of help to you?” 

Norma, slightly embarrassed, whispered, “Could I speak to you in private?” 

“But of course, madam.” 

Doreen took Norma through to her back room, where Norma explained that she was looking for a frock for her son. This in no way disturbed Doreen; she had seen it all before. 
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Not long after she opened her shop many years ago, a woman came in with a little boy, and asked the same thing. Doreen had seen them all, the boisterous boys who came in kicking and screaming but who shut up after a vicious back hand slap on the face, from the mother or aunt. They did look sweet when put in a frock. That was the type, the next time they came in the shop, would say something like, “Oh mommy, please buy that one for me, it’s so dainty.” 

Then there were ones like this woman standing before her, with the little boy in the white silk shirt and frilly lacey fringe running down the buttons, the lacey floppy sleeves, velvet boy pants holding a doll. The mothers put them in girlish clothes to make it easer when the change came. 

Doreen put Norma at ease. “But of course, madam. We have a large range of girls’

frocks. I think I know just the thing for the little Miss.” 

Norma cut in here. “It’s  Pauline. ” Paul looked up at his mother as Norma gently squeezed his hand. 

“Now if little  Miss Pauline  would take her clothes off, I’ll just go and get some beautiful frocks for her.” 

Doreen came back with a handful of dresses and underwear over her arms. By this time Paul stood just in his underpants. 

“Alright madam, I have this lovely red satin vest with the matching knickers. Just feel the soft fabric. Isn’t Pauline a lucky girl to have this satin material against her body?” 

Norma took the underwear, and felt the smooth satin. Yes, it was just the girlish underwear for her Pauline. Soon with help from Doreen, the little vest slipped over the head of Pauline, followed by the removal of his under pants, then being replaced with the red satin knickers. Little shivers ran up and down Pauline’s body, she had never felt like this before. Girl’s clothes were so delightful. Why had her Mommy and Daddy not put these clothes on her before? 

Then Doreen held up a long black satin petticoat. “This is just the thing to put on under a beautiful frock.” This flowed down over Pauline’s body to her ankles. Doreen followed this with white ankle socks, and black Mary Jane shoes. 

“Now madam, I have a number of dresses here as you can see. I suggest we try this long black velvet dress on the little miss.” So saying, Doreen placed the dress on Pauline. It slithered smoothly down her now trembling body; she was in heaven. Doreen had seen that look on many a boy’s face after she had put a pretty frock on them. 

“Well madam, what do you think? It’s just lovely, isn’t it?” 

“Oh yes.” Norma heaved a sigh; the delightful sight of her son in a frock just took her breath away. 

“Pauline, walk up and down till mommy sees how you look in the pretty dress.” 

Pauline did as his mother bid him. To Pauline this was most exciting as the frock swished and swirled around his body. The frock caressed itself to his small frail frame. 

Pauline shut her eyes; exquisite feelings ran all over her body. She was another person, no longer a boy, but a girl. She was the same as Rebecca Virginia. They both were now girls. 
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It was not only Pauline who was happy; Norma, too, was delighted to see her son in the beautiful frock. She was no longer worried about putting him in a frock; Georgina had eased her mind about that. 

“Come over here, my darling, and give mommy a great big kiss.” 

Little Pauline ran over to his mother who lifted her up and gave him a great big kiss and hug. Pauline was to receive many such kisses and hugs from the Crawford family. 

Wasn’t it so much nicer being a girl receiving all this attention, than being a boring boy? 

The clothes they were so pretty, soft and colourful and delightful to wear; she wanted to be in frocks evermore. 

“Oh Mommy, Mommy please keep me in a frock, I like being a girl. Will you, will you, mommy  please? ” 

Norma smiled at her daughter. “But of course, darling. What made you think mommy would ever take you away from your pretty frocks?” 

Doreen beamed at the scene now playing out before her of mother and daughter love. 

She had seen it a number of times: a mother brings her son in, and the son goes out happily in a frock, thanking his/her mother. 

Norma bought many other frocks and skirts from Doreen and, loaded with numerous parcels, was about to leave the shop. 

Doreen said, “Hold on, madam. I have a little something for the little Miss.” Doreen opened a jewel box which contained many inexpensive trinkets. This she always gave after a good sale; it was good for business, to make the mothers come back. 

Going over to Pauline, she slipped a gold-coloured bangle over her hand, then knelt down to put some coloured beads round Pauline’s neck. The delightful aroma of the perfume Doreen had on wafted up the Pauline’s nostrils; her eye caught sight of the long dangling swinging earrings on Doreen.  Oh, she said to herself,  someday I want to smell as nice as that, and have pretty earrings too. 

IT’S EVERYONE’S BIRTHDAY

Rebecca Virginia was all excited that morning as her mother dressed her. “Keep still, Rebecca Virginia, till I have this beautiful dress on you.” 

“Oh Mommy, Mommy, I can’t help it. My cousins are coming and it’s our birthday today. And you said that me and Hannah will be real girls after today.” Little shivers ran all over her body. 

Doris had a wide smile on her face; she liked to see her daughter exultant. Her plan of putting him in girls’ clothes seemed to be working. However there were one or two things still to be done to make Rebecca Virginia into the perfect girl. 

“Rebecca Virginia, don’t you look like a picture?” Doris said as she turned her daughter’s head to the mirror in Rebecca’s vanity. Doris had bought a brand new dress for her daughter, a blue dress that flowed and put on view Rebecca’s lovely legs. This was the first time Rebecca had worn this special dress. 
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“Its so nice, Mommy! It’s my special birthday dress.” 

“That's right, my gorgeous one, my special girl. Do you know what Mommy is going to do for you?” 

“No, Mommy.” 

“Because my precious is going to have her birthday today and you are a real girl from now on, I’m going to put makeup on you. What do you say to that?” 

“Oh Mommy, makeup like you have? Oh yes ! ” Rebecca said, giggling and clapping her hands. Doris led her daughter towards the bedroom where she slept with her husband, Aunt Michelle. Doris watched Rebecca Virginia as the blue dress ballooned up and down over her knees while she

walked. The stiff petticoats

were the cause of this. To Doris

it looked all so sweet; it made

her decision the right thing. 

Doris had decided to put

only a little makeup on her

daughter; rouge would not be

needed as Rebecca cheeks

were red and rose pink al-

ready. Rebecca Virginia lifted

her stiff petticoats and sat on

her soft satin blue knickers bef-

ore her mother’s dressing ta-

ble. Doris got to work with her

makeup on Rebecca. First came

some facial cream, which she

worked into her daughters

face, followed by a little face

powder—not too much—so

that the natural beauty would

come through. Then came

some minor eyebrow pencil

shaping, some blue eye

shadow. Then taking her lip-

stick brush, Doris applied

some of the new Crawford's

Colourful lipstick collection. 

This one was Enticing Straw-

berry. 

“Press your lips together, 

honey, so that the lipstick will

spread evenly on them.” 
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This Rebecca did. “That’s tastes good, Mommy.” 

 Yes, Doris said to herself,  it is good. 

“Is it, sweetheart? I tell you what. Seeing that it’s your birthday, I’ll get you a set of makeup. Powder, lipstick, and all the rest. Mummy will teach you how to use it.” 

“Will you really, Mommy? Oh, I love you so much.” Then Rebecca frowned at her mother. “Mommy, will having my ears pierced be sore?” 

“Of course not, honey. After they’re pierced, you’ll wonder why you never had them pierced before.” 

Doris could see that was not convincing Rebecca Virginia, so she gave her daughter a big hug. “Don’t worry honey, Mommy will hold your hand while Dr Jayne does the piercing. You will be a brave girl for Mommy, won‘t you? Mommy will buy you a new dolly.” 

It sort of cheered Rebecca up but she still wasn’t sure. 

Doris led Rebecca to her big playroom and left her there to play with her dolls and dollhouse. Doris had a lot to organise today. As well as being the children's birthdays, it was one of the few times the whole Crawford family would be together. It had been arranged years ago that on the children's fifth birthday, the planning for their future life would be sorted out. There were other matters Doris wanted to bring up as well. Doris had prepared many rooms in her massive mansion because everyone would be staying the weekend. Georgina and Norma would stay with Paul in one room, Lillian and Queenie with Hannah in another. 

There would have to be a room for grandmothers Abbie and Betty. Oh, then it came to her mind she must have a room for Dr. Jayne who could only come on Sunday. Business held her back for the Saturday.  It will be so nice to have all the family around once more, Doris thought,  our good Christian family. They would all accompany her and Aunt Michelle to church on Sunday. Doris now sat and prepared the agenda for the meeting on Sunday afternoon; after dinner the girls would have their ears pierced. For the piercing, a big Queen Anne chair would be placed in the centre of the living room. The girls would be placed on it one at a time and Dr. Jayne would performed the piercing on each girl who would receive a round of applause, then each member of the Crawford family would give the little girl a kiss on the cheek. 

Doris wanted this to be a ritual that they would remember for the rest of their lives, es-pecially Rebecca Virginia. Doris had bought very expensive diamond stud earrings that she would have the pleasure of putting in Rebecca Virginia’s ears. Doris knew that Lillian and Queenie had also purchased pearl stud earrings for Hannah; each of them would put in one. 

Doris was lost in her thoughts when the doorbell rang. On going to the door, she was surprised to see Norma and Georgina holding hands with a little girl between them. 

Before Doris could speak, Georgina said to the little girl, “Well, haven't you got a kiss for your grandmother, Pauline?” 

Doris needed no prompting; she lifted the little Pauline and gave her a great big kiss and hug, giving Norma a look at the same time. 

“Why haven’t I seen you here before, Pauline? You’re a pretty little girl.” 
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Georgina cut in. “You’ll see plenty of her from now on, Grandma, won’t she, Pauline?” 

Pauline did not reply as Doris took her hand. 

“Lets go and see what Rebecca Virginia is doing.” 

Norma, holding out a doll to Pauline, said, “You better take Lindy with you, Pauline and show her to Rebecca. She takes that doll everywhere with her, don’t you darling?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Pauline sweetly answered. 

Doris left Georgina and Norma who were entering the living room to be welcomed by Aunt Michelle. Taking Pauline’s hand, she made towards the playroom. Rebecca was in her dolls house and talking to her dolls. 

“Now you be good dolls while Mommy goes and cooks dinner.” Rebecca placed the dolls round a petite table, and then made towards the kitchen. Oblivious to what was happening around her, Rebecca began pretending she was cooking as she had observed her Mommy do. 

Taking small plates with imitation meals on them, she placed then on the small table. 

“Now eat up, dolls or Mommy will be cross with you.” 

Rebecca was disturbed from her play by her mother. 

“Rebecca Virginia, who have we here?” 

Rebecca snapped out of her daydreams and turned round; walking out of her play-house, she came face-to-face with Pauline. She immediately looked up at her mother. 

“Oh Mommy, it worked, didn’t it? Paul’s a girl!” 

Pauline said, “It’s not Paul anymore, its PAULINE now, Rebecca” 

“Oh Mommy, Mommy, Paul’s now PAULINE,” Rebecca said, red-faced and excited. 

“Hush, hush, darling. Didn’t I say if you wished and wished, prayed and prayed, it would happen?” 

Rebecca burst in. “Paul became a  girl just like me! We did it, Mommy! Every night you prayed with me beside my bed. Isn’t it wonderful?” 

“Yes, Rebecca Virginia, God has heard our prayers and now you both will grow up to be pretty girls! Now take Pauline and play with your dollhouse while I go and talk with the grown ups” 

Rebecca took Pauline’s hand and led her towards the dolls house. Pauline, still holding her doll, Lindy, was eager to play in the dollhouse; maybe her Mommy would buy her one of her own soon. Doris left the two happy girls playing with their dolls. Another male member of the Crawford family was in skirts. She was so happy that both boys would grow up to be girls . 

As they played, Pauline noticed that Rebecca had a nice-looking blue bow attached at the front of her golden hair, and that beautiful blue silk streamers flowed from it down her back. Her mother had not put any such things in her hair and she was a little envious of it. 

“Oh Rebecca, you have such a pretty bow on your hair. I wish my mommy would put such a thing in mine.” 
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“Do you really think it is pretty, Pauline?” 

“Yes, Rebecca it makes you look pretty too. You are a beautiful girl." Rebecca then un-did the bow and streamers from her hair, went over to Pauline and attached them to her hair. 

“There Pauline, you’re a pretty girl too now.” 

“You’re so kind to me for giving me your pretty bow.” 

“We are now both girls and we should share our things. Come, let’s look at ourselves in the mirror.” 

Rebecca, taking Pauline’s hand, led her to her room. She stood Pauline before her vanity mirror. Pauline saw the pretty bow and the blue streamers flowing down her raven hair. 

“You  are  beautiful, Pauline.” 

“And so are you, Rebecca.” 

In unison, both girls said, “We  are  both pretty  girls!” They held each other close. 

“You must wear some of my frocks, Pauline, to see how you look in them.” 

“And you must try my dress on, too, Rebecca. You’ll appear so attractive in it.” 

Rebecca then opened her closet and took the white dress and five petticoats that Pauline had seen her in the last time she was there. Rebecca asked Pauline to undress, which she did. She discarded her own long black satin dress, under which she had a black petticoat. 

“Oh that is a really nice frock, Pauline. I can’t wait to try it on. But first I’ll help you on with mine.” 

So saying, Rebecca helped her cousin with the five petticoats as her mother had taught her. The white satin dress came next as she smoothed everything down. Pauline who was new to this dressing up tried to help Rebecca putting on her dress; she need not have bothered as Rebecca was a expert at this by now. The two little boy/girls looked at each other in mutual appreciation. 

“That dress suits you, Rebecca.” 

“And you too, Pauline” Then both looked into the mirror, holding hands and giggled at each other. Pauline then sat down on the soft chair and crushed her petticoats as she sat. 

Rebecca looked at her in horror, and exclaimed, “Oh you ought not do that, Pauline.” 

“Do what, Rebecca?” 

“Sit on your petticoats, but you are a new girl and can be forgiven. Here, I will show you how.” 

Rebecca then lifted the back of black dress and petticoat, and sat on her blue knickers. 

“Now I’ll help you. Take the side of your five petticoats and lift them up. That's it. Sit on your knickers. That's right.” 

Pauline was now sitting on her black knickers, with frothy white petticoats all around her. 
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“Oh, it’s so nice is it not being surrounded by stiff petticoats.” 

“So, what do you say to being a girl now, Pauline?” 

“I just love wearing all these girlish clothes. These are nice aren’t they?” 

“Come on, let’s go and see your Mommy and Daddy and my Mommy. They will be so excited to see us.” 

As Rebecca and Pauline entered the living room, their mothers were sitting comfortably on the large couch talking to each other. On another couch, Pauline’s grandmothers Betty and Abbie were talking with her mother. Pauline timidly stood at her mother’s side. 

Norma, who was making a big fuss over her, pushed Pauline towards her grandmother Betty. 

“Go on darling, show yourself to your grandmother.” 

Betty who had been busy talking to some of the other women, for the first time noticed Pauline. Her eyes lit up; her grandson was in a frock.  We are getting somewhere at last, she thought. Pauline was a bit cautious, as his grandmother had been cold towards him. However his mother pushed him again and the only way he could go was into the outspread arms of Betty. She lifted him up into her lap, and sat him there. Pauline, who had been taught by Rebecca, remembered to lift up her five petticoats and sat on her black knickers on Betty’s lap. Betty smiled at Pauline and kissed and hugged her granddaughter. 

“At last I meet Pretty Pauline from my own blood line,” she said, giving Norma a sar-castic stare. “But better late than never, eh, Pauline?” 

Betty kissed her once more. Pauline liked her grandmother and the wonderful smell emitting from her, as Betty’s twisted gold wire hoop earrings dangled onto Pauline’s face. 

They fascinated Pauline, which Betty quickly noticed. 

“Darling, your old Gran may someday buy you earrings like these. Would you like that?” 

“Oh yes, Gran, I would like that. I love you." She got more kisses from her Gran. 

Betty was overjoyed to say the least, with Pauline’s response, and to see her grandson in a frock. Her mind was working overtime to plan a future in skirts for Pauline. Betty was not to let Pauline off her lap as she talked with the other women, and Pauline was happy to sit on her grandma's lap. Eventually it was time for dinner and, along with the other children, Pauline went to the playroom for their meals while the grown-ups made to the dining room. 

***

It was now Sunday afternoon; everyone had been to church that morning. A meeting of all the Crawford family was now called. Everyone was there except the children, who were busy playing in Rebecca’s playroom. 

Everyone was seated round the large table in what was called the boardroom in Doris and Michelle’s house. Doris rose up and addressed all. 
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“Now that we are all here, there are some important family matters to bring up. You will see I have laid an agenda out before you all. As all of you will know, Aunt Michelle and myself are involved in raising funds for our church. What I am going to suggest is a bit groundbreaking. Crawfords at present is doing very well. To be honest, no one at this table is short in money, right?" 

All answered yes. “Good, would we really miss a percentage of our profits going to the church?” 

“What sort of percentage were you thinking about, grandma?” Georgina asked right away. 

“I knew that you would jump in, Georgina, being the chairperson of the company. 

Would 5% be too much to give to the church?” 

They all talked among themselves and nodded and answered yes. The way Georgina and Lillian were handling the company, things looked rosy. 

Doris looked around, and then smiled. “Well, that’s settled. The next item is the future of our children. I suggest all three of them be treated as equals, in inheriting the family fortune. We are a very democratic family and have all worked hard for our wealth, so what do you say?” More nods and agreement. 

Betty then asked, “What about bringing up the children, Doris?” 

Doris looked at Betty. After yesterday events of seeing Pauline in a frock, she knew what Betty was angling at. “What exactly are you talking about here, Betty?” 

“Well, it’s something we don’t discuss here. We all know that Rebecca Virginia is your son and you bring him up as a girl. I’m not critical of you, that’s your business, but what about Pauline?” 

Norma immediately broke in here. “Pauline told me that she wishes to remain in girls clothes for the rest of her life. She thinks there is something wrong with her as she is the only one not in female clothes.” This brought a big grin to Betty’s face. 

“Well, that’s settled. On their birthday, they will all begin being girls. Hannah is one anyway,” Doris said with a little laugh then resumed. 

“To that end, I have something in mind. I intend to hire a governess for all three of them if that’s agreeable to all.” More nods from the assembled family. 

“Is there any more business? No? In that case, let’s all go to the living room and have a few drinks to celebrate a successful meeting.” 

While the grown ups were making the decisions that would affect their lives, Rebecca, Pauline, and Hannah were innocently playing with their dolls and Rebecca’s dollhouse. 

Rebecca and Hannah had been excitedly talking about their forthcoming ear piercing, and how they would then be  real  girls ,  not bringing Pauline into the conversation. 

Pauline listening and became downhearted. Why was she not to be a real girl too? She wanted her ears pierced; she wanted to be a real girl like Hannah and Rebecca. She was one of them, wasn’t she? This was eating up her little heart. How could she become a real girl? Who could she tell, who would help her. Then it came to mind there was one person who really loved her and she left the room weeping to see that person. 
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Aunt Michelle was in attendance at the cocktail bar, fixing drinks for everyone. 

“A dry sherry for you and Abbie, Betty. Ok, I’ll bring it right over, just sit there.” 

As Norma and her mother chatted, Pauline entered the room, made to her grandma and stood beside her. Betty, who was engrossed in conversation, could see her out the corner of her eye. Betty lifted Pauline onto her lap. It was only when Pauline put her hands round her neck and she heard sounds of sobbing that she looked at the tear-stained eyes of Pauline, that Betty looked down at her. 

“There there, why is my little girl crying? Tell Gran all about it.” 

“They (sob) they won’t let me (sob) be a real girl, Grandma.” Betty was not sure what Pauline was talking about. 

“Slow down, Pauline. Tell me who won’t let you be a real girl and why.” 

“Its Rebecca and Hannah. They’re having their ears pierced, and they’re going to become real girls. Great Grandmother told them so.” 

Betty began to get the picture and saw an opportunity to put little Pauline into frocks forever. 

“Well, Pauline, we can’t have that. We must arrange for your ears to be pierced. And I'll  see to it,” Betty said in a very aggressive voice. 

Pauline cheered up. Her Gran was going to sort it all out. Betty rose took Pauline’s hand and made to Rebecca’s playroom to question the other girls. As they walked towards the room, the doorbell chimed. Betty found Dr. Jayne Burton standing at the front door, bag in hand. “Why, Dr. Jayne, how nice to see you. You’re just the person I want to talk to.” 

Dr. Jayne entered and saw the little girl holding Betty’s hand. Bending down, she said, 

“And who is this pretty little girl?” 

Betty quickly interrupted. “Its my granddaughter Pauline, aren't you, darling?” 

Dr. Jayne Burton promptly put two and two together; she had brought Paul into the world. But knowing this transgender family, it wouldn’t be long till he would be put into a frock. 

Betty led Pauline back to Rebecca’s playroom, telling her all would be all right as she would have a talk to Dr. Jayne. 

Dr. Jayne had been shown her overnight room by Doris and was sorting out her clothes from her case. After knocking, Betty entered and made Pauline’s worries known to Dr. 

Jayne. 

“There is no problem, Betty. I’ll pierce her ears along with Rebecca and Hannah. However I only have a few inexpensive keeper rings here with my piercing gun.” 

So it was all arranged that Pauline would have her ears pierced along with Rebecca and Hannah. 

When Betty told little Pauline, she was more than delighted and hugged her Grandmother. Her Gran really cared for her. 
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It was now time for dinner; the three children were so excited they could hardly eat a thing, their minds on the approaching ceremony, for Doris had made it into a sort of ritual. 

Dinner now over, everyone made to the large living room where right in the centre of the room a large Queen Anne chair was strategically placed for all to see. Dr. Jayne Burton stood with her electric piercing gun at the ready. “Now who is to be the first girl to have her ears pierced?” 

It had been arranged by Doris that Rebecca Virginia would go first and to that end Doris pushed her forward. Rebecca Virginia had uncertainties about her ears being pierced; looking at the piercing gun, they increased. Rebecca hugged her Mommy tight. 

Doris looked down at her. “Don’t you want to be a real girl, Rebecca Virginia?” 

“Yes Mommy, but I’m scared of that thing,” she said, pointing to the gun. 

Someone who wasn’t scared was Pauline who whispered into Betty’s ear that she wanted her ears pierced now. Betty could not hear any better news. She lifted Pauline up and placed her on the floor. “Go on, darling, you just tell Dr. Jayne what you said to me. 

Go on, darling.” 

Pauline could not run fast enough to Dr Jayne. On reaching her, she said, “Please, please, Dr. Jayne, pierce my ears. I want to be a real girl.” 

Dr. Jayne, looking at Pauline, said, ”And a real girl you shall be,” to a round of applause from all the assembled family. Dr. Jayne picked up Pauline and placed her in the chair. While doing so, she perceived that Pauline was holding her petticoats up to sit on her black knickers.  Oh, how cute, she thought,  it looks like this one is being taught well. After a little antiseptic was placed on each ear lobe, they were prepared for the gun. Pauline felt not a thing as each ear was pierced. 

“There, it’s all finished. That wasn’t sore, was it, Pauline?” 

“No, Dr. Jayne.” 

“And you’re now a  REAL GIRL. ” 

Dr. Jayne held up a pair of keeper earrings, which Betty and Norma took and placed in each ear. Now the rest of the family gave birthday presents to Pauline. It was wonderful; she sat there like a queen on a throne, with all her presents at her feet. Then everybody clapped and said they were happy to see that she was now a real girl. Little Pauline sighed. What a wonderful day this was, one she would remember for the rest of her life. 

And she had her Grandma Betty to thank for it all. Wasn’t it marvelous how everyone pampered you and made a big fuss over you? They didn’t do that when she was a boy. 

Pauline said to herself,  I could get used to this. 

Meanwhile, Rebecca, having seen that Pauline was getting all the attention, was just a little bit jealous. 

She said, “Mommy, if having my ears pierced will make me a real girl, I want mine pierced.” Doris beamed. “Go on, gorgeous, Dr. Jayne is waiting for you.” 

Then Rebecca had a bright idea. She suddenly announced to all, “Pauline is my sister.” 

She ran to Pauline and gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

Page - 28

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

Pauline said, “And Rebecca is my sister too.” Doris and Betty led a round of applause; this helped their plans. 

“It’s good that you be sisters as you take your first steps into girlhood,” Doris said, addressing both girls. 

Suddenly Hannah was heard. “Me too! I want to be a sister.” She ran to join Rebecca and Pauline who were hugging each other. 

And so it was all three Crawford children became sisters; within the family were always treated as such. One more thing on the list of family secrets. 

A GOOD DOSE OF FEMININITY

The children's birthdays were now a couple of weeks past, and Betty was preparing for her grand daughter Pauline to stay with her. Her partner Abbie had suggested that she (Abbie) go and visit some of the Crawford hotels just to see that the hotels were up to stan-dard. No one would know her; she would be treated as an ordinary customer. Of course Abbie would send a report as to how each hotel performed. But the real reason was to let Betty to get to know her new granddaughter, to bond with her. For a whole week Pauline would be in her hands. 

Betty had made a decision that what Pauline needed was “a good dose femininity” so that she would never be a boy. Betty had planned many things of a feminize nature for that week. 

On that Monday morning, Norma arrived, holding Pauline’s hand; Betty greeted them, giving a kiss on the cheek to her daughter, and a big cuddle and kiss to Pauline. Norma and Betty sat, sipped tea and talked about Norma’s liposuction. Eventually Norma left for Dr. Jayne’s. 

Betty began to work on Pauline. 

“Pauline, a woman’s work is never done. I have all this house to tidy up, clothes to wash, and dishes to do as well. Then there’s the house to vacuum, beds to be made; when will it ever end?” Betty was laying it on thick. 

Pauline looked up her grand mother, concerned. “Can I be of help, Grandma?” 

“Would you really help me, Pauline?” 

“Oh yes, Grandma, tell what to do.” 

This was the response Betty wanted. She had this one in her hands, and the best thing was Pauline was only five. Her Norma had been 12 before he had a skirt on him. 

“That’s most sweet of you, darling, but you cannot dirty up that nice frock you have on. I tell you what, sweetheart. I just happen to have a pinafore dress here. Let’s try it on.” 

Betty had purchased the frock in anticipation of such a situation. 

“Just wait there till I fetch it.” 
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In no time, Betty came back with a blue-coloured pinafore dress with two pockets at each side at the front. Having helped Pauline take off the frock she had come in, she slipped the pinafore dress over her body. 

“There darling, you’re ready to help me. Take this brush and sweep up round the house.” Betty knew Pauline did not really know what to do, so she showed her. 

It was all to get her used to girls’ work. Now for the next step. 

“Pauline, Grandma is going to bake an apple pie. How would you like to help?” 

“Oh yes, Grandma,” she replied with enthusiasm, Pauline was beginning to like this, and girls clothes were better than those stupid old boys things. Both Betty and Pauline were now in the kitchen, Betty peeling and cutting up apples in a dish while Pauline watched. Now they were using the rolling pin to thin down the dough. 

“Now Pauline, you have a go.” Betty gave the rolling pin to Pauline. Betty assisted her then placed the pastry over the apples in the dish, crimped it and cut the pastry round the dish with a knife. 

“Now it’s all ready and into the oven it goes. You can say you helped your Gran to make this apple pie. It's only girls who do this, Pauline. Isn’t it nice being a girl?” Betty said, giving an approving smile to Pauline. 

Pauline with a puzzled face, looked up at her Gran. “Grandma, I am a girl, aren't I?” 

“But of course you are, sweetheart, why do you ask?” 

“Well Gran, why did I have to wear boys clothes?” 

Betty had to think quickly, but it was also an opportunity to give an explanation of why Pauline was a girl. 

“Well darling, when you were born, you had a abnormality down there between your legs,” Betty said, pointing down there. Pauline looked concerned and a little distressed. 

“Don’t worry, darling. You see because of that imperfection, boys’ clothes were put on you. But it was always planned that you be returned to being a girl in later life. That is why you’re wearing girls clothes now.” 

“What will happen to me, Grandma?” 

“When the time is right, that little obstruction will be removed, and you will be able to live a full life as a girl and woman, darling. Won’t that be nice, to be a real girl, Pauline.” 

Betty was pleased with her hastily made-up explanation. 

“But I  am  a real girl, Grandma. I had my ears pierced with my sisters to be a real girl.” 

“Yes, of course. That was the start of you being a real girl, darling.” Pauline accepted that explanation. 

Betty could see Pauline was beginning to be tired, with all the hard work. To bed she must go because tomorrow there would be a lot more femininity to come, a large dose of it. Betty took her hand and led her to the bedroom prepared for her. Norma had packed a beautiful light blue silk nightie for her new daughter. 

“My, don’t you look as pretty as a picture, darling?” Betty was putting on the praise thick, getting Pauline used to being appreciated as girl. Like Doris with Rebecca, Betty was Page - 30
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now about to pamper and spoil Pauline. But at the same time, if necessary, chastisement would be applied. Betty would have no nonsense. Pauline would be a girl, like it or not. 

The following morning saw Pauline prettily dressed. Betty was about to go shopping. 

After, pretty Pauline would be smothered in silks, satin, and lace. First she paid a call on Crawford's in town, to Queenie’s office. She explained that she would need new clothes, a hair do, and a little makeup for Pauline. Queenie was most attentive; after all, Pauline  was her son even if he did not know. 

“I’ll send one of my assistants to help you with the clothes, then I’ll personally come and attend to her makeup.” 

“That is nice of you, Queenie.” 

The assistant took Betty and Pauline to the Junior Miss department. 

For the next three hours Betty had Pauline in all sorts of frocks and dresses, walking up and down the dressing rooms. And how Pauline loved being the centre of attention. Betty played it up. And as Pauline put on a show, her little body trembled as the satins and silks clung to it. 

Pauline shut her eyes; this was breathtaking. How could she ever wear boys’ clothes again? Betty could see this, but the day wasn't over more to come. Betty ordered plenty of dresses that would be delivered to her home. 

Next stop was makeup; the assistant accompanying them phoned Queenie. By the time they came to the makeup department, Queenie was there to welcome them. The girls who worked in the department were surprised to see someone so high up in the Crawford hier-archy to be in attendance to a woman and little girl. But they did not know this little girl was Queenie’s son. 

Queenie had Pauline seated on the plush chair and applied some cream to her face. She talked to Betty about how Pauline needed modest makeup as she had natural beauty. 

These words were like heaven to the ears of Betty; this was what she wanted Pauline to hear. 

“I am using Crawford's Colourful Cosmetic. What do you think of that, Pauline?” 

Queenie was now applying a lipstick called Raspberry Delight with a soft brush. 

“Tastes nice, Aunty Queenie.” Pauline always liked her Aunty Queenie better than her other Aunties. They were all nice, but for some reason her Aunt Queenie was  special. 

“Then a big hug and kiss for you, Pauline,” Queenie said and kissed her son/daughter. 

Pauline was beginning to find the more he wore girlish things and had girlish thing done to him, like make up, the more he/she had kisses given to her. 

“How pretty she looks now, Queenie, but we have more surprises to come.” Betty headed to the jewelry department, going up to the counter. 

“I’m Mrs. Stover. I’m here to acquire my order from last week.” 

“Oh yes, of course, Mrs. Stover. Is this the little girl they are for? If you come this way, we will fit them all.” 

In the back of the department, Pauline was seated in a chair. The woman assistant then brought forward a tray of golden hoop earrings of all sizes. 
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“Is this what you asked for, Mrs. Stover?” 

“Yes that’s just right, now let me see.” Betty carefully scrutinized each pair of earrings till she found the pair that she wanted. It was a very huge gold pair, a pair that Pauline could not fail to notice she had on, never to forget she was a girl. The assistant removed her small keeper earrings and inserted the larger gold hoop one in their place. 

“Have you also acquired the necklace I ordered?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Stover, it came in this morning. I’ll just get it out of the safe.” 

When the assistant came back, Betty inspected it. It was a magnificent piece of crafts-manship that cost a thousand. 

“I’ll fit it if you please.” So saying, Betty placed this marvelous gold necklace round the neck of Pauline. 

“Look darling, it has your name on it so that you will never forget you are PAULINE.” 

That was why Betty ordered it. The word PAULINE hung centre down her neck. How delighted Pauline was. 

“And does your Gran get a great big kiss for this?” Of course she did as Pauline was all over her with hugs and kisses. How wonderful it was being a girl giving hugs and kisses to her Grandma. 

The last surprise was to come up as grandmother and granddaughter headed for the toy department. Many mothers there admired pretty Pauline. All the admiring comment went to Pauline's head and did Betty a world of good as well. Her plans were working well. 

“Now darling, we are going to buy you a great big dolly, the biggest you ever did see,” 

Betty said, leading Pauline by hand. They were now in the doll section of the toy department, where dolls surrounded them by the hundreds. Eventually, Betty picked a big doll just about the size of Pauline and sets of clothes to go with it. Betty would make her change the dolls clothes all the time. 

The shopping expedition was over. Back home they went. 

The happy smile on Pauline’s face was proof to Betty that Pauline was well on the way to girlhood. Arriving back at Betty’s house, Betty took Pauline out to the back garden. 

They sat down, and then Betty said, “Why don’t I go and get the apple pie you baked, you clever girl.” 

She returned with a plate of apple pie with cream poured over the pie. Pauline was so proud of her baking. Wasn’t it good, baking with her Gran? 

“Stay there, Pauline, while I go and bring back a camera to take photos of you.” Betty came back with a camera and started to take many photos. It had been Abbie who insisted on having this swing for when her grandchildren came to visit. 

Betty placed Pauline on it and pushed it back and forth till it got up speed. Betty, standing in front, obtained great photos of her granddaughter as she giggled, holding the chain and swinging her legs up and down on the seat. When the photos were developed, Betty liked the one where Pauline showed her frothy petticoats and a hint of lacey white Page - 32
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satin knickers, so harmless and innocent and childlike. That one was for the family album to show to all. 

The next morning, however, brought a scowl to Betty’s face. It was while running a bath for Pauline that she observed her urinate like a boy. Betty never said a thing to Pauline, but it clearly upset her. She had a long think about this and came to the conclusion that a visit to Dr. Jayne Burton was in order. A phone call to the doctor and it was arranged that she bring Pauline to Dr. Jayne’s clinic the following day. 

Betty told Pauline that she would be going to visit her Mommy the next day. “While you are there, Dr. Jayne will make a examination of you just to see if everything is alright.” 

Pauline looked a little anxious. 

“Don’t worry, darling, I’ll be there and your Mommy will too.” That cheered Pauline up. 

***

Norma was surprised and delighted to see her daughter and mother come to visit her. 

She had already had her operation, was recovering and would be out next day. Norma was happy that her mother and daughter were getting on so well; her nervousness disappeared. When Betty told her that she had come here to see Dr. Jayne about Pauline, Norma gave her mother a free hand to do what she liked with Pauline. Betty had controlled Norma‘s life; now she was in charge of Pauline’s. Betty left Norma playing with her daughter and went to see Dr. Jayne. In Dr. Jayne’s consulting room, Betty came quickly to the point. 

“Dr. Jayne, do you remember when you infibulated my Norma? Would it be possible to do the same to Pauline?” 

This came as no surprise to Dr. Jayne; she expected something like this after what happened at Doris Crawford’s. 

“Well Betty, I would have to do a medical examination of Pauline first.” 

“As you may know, Pauline will be brought up as a girl, which means when she is older she will have a operation. Like Norma, she will be put on hormones, but is it possible for her to be put on hormones now?" Betty asked. 

“Once I make my examination, I can tell you better. Bring her here and I’ll do the tests.” 

Pauline was brought in and Dr. Jayne did a check-up on her. Pauline was then taken out while Dr Jayne had a talk with Betty. 

“Well Betty, Pauline is a fit girl. I see no problem with the infibulation. As for hormones, medical knowledge has advanced a lot. What I will do is inject hormones in her body during the infibulation. These hormones will slowly release into her body over the years. So Pauline will have the changes any normal girl would have, and will develop as a girl, with hips, backside, and of course breasts. That’s better than the way Doris chose, don‘t you think?” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“Hasn’t Doris told you, Betty?” 

“No, Dr. Jayne.” 

“Oh, I see. Well, when I came to pierce the children’s ears, I stayed overnight. The following morning Doris had a talk with me something similar about Rebecca Virginia. I told Rebecca Virginia her health was perfect but she should take these vitamin tablets; they would perk her up. The tablets were of course hormones.” 

“Doris said nothing about ‘down below’, doctor?” 

“No, why?” 

“Oh, I just wondered.” Betty would have to have a talk with Doris. 

Pauline was operated on infibulated and hormones were injected in her body, although she never knew. 

SLEEPY VALLEY MATRONS

“Looks like you’re the winner, Elizabeth. Who would ever have thought it? Five years old! It’s Pauline now, is it? But she did look sweet the day I saw her in Crawford's supermarket with her Gran Betty.” This was Grace speaking. 

“You know what’s going to happen now, don’t you, Grace?” 

“You mean have that sex change operation thing by the time she is a young lad?” 

“But of course its inevitable now that Betty has her hands on that child. Norma has a great worry off her mind now that her son is in frocks.” 

“You can’t ask which Crawford does not wear a skirt, Harriet,” Dora said, laughing. 

“Yes, that’s right. Another Crawford in a skirt. Where will it end?” Harriet said, addressing the company. 

“Anyway, the 12,000 is yours, Elizabeth. What are we going to do now to keep ourselves entertained?” Ruby said. 

“Thanks, ladies. I’m sure we will think of something.” 

“Let’s just watch Pauline Crawford for now.” 

“I agree with you, Betty. A visit to Dr. Jayne may be in order. I have decided to hire a governess for our girls if you are agreeable, Betty.” 

“Yes, I am. Who is this person and what skills will she bring?” 

“The person in question is Miss Primrose Hill who has excellent references and a lot of skill at turning boys into girls.” 

“I must meet her and have a talk with her.” 

“You certainly will. I posted a letter to her the other day, Betty.” 
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***

THE GOVERNESS

Miss Primrose Hill surveyed the three little girls that would be in her charge. Three little innocents; she expected no problems. But be that as it may, Primrose would make an example of one of then. She would spank one of them once so they knew who was in control. 

Sitting with Doris Crawford and Betty Stover, Primrose was told that Rebecca Virginia and Pauline had already been started on hormones, and would eventually have the sex change operation. This pleased Primrose; she could get on well with both these women. 

They were thinking along the same lines as her. 

“We have converted one of the rooms into a classroom, the children will stay here during the week. To that end, one of the big rooms will be used as a dormitory. Do these arrangements suit you Miss Primrose? If you need anything else, let me know.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Crawford. Please make sure I have a separate room within the dorm.” 

“Oh, I did not think you would be staying with the children. I will make arrangements to have a partition built in the room so that you are separated from the children. In the meantime you will have to sleep in the room that has been prepared for you.” 

“When I am in control of little children, I am in charge both night and day. I’ll take my cases to the room you have prepared.” 

As Primrose was about to leave, Betty asked if she could have a word with her alone. 

“Of course, Mrs. Stover. Please give me time to sort my things out. Could we meet in, say, a couple of hours?” 

Betty knocked on Primrose door in two hours. Primrose sat down. 

“Mrs. Stover, how can I be of help to you?” 

“It’s just this, Miss Primrose, do you discipline children?” 

“That depends, Mrs. Stover. I do not punish children for punishment’s sake. But I do make a point of chastening them once just to let them know I am in charge. But looking at these pretty little girls, I see no reason to use the paddle more than once.” 

That answer did not please Betty. 

“I see, Miss Primrose. It’s just that I don’t want Pauline slipping into the ways of a boy. 

Sometimes she may need correction. I will see that you are well rewarded from me. That will be on top of what you are paid as governess. You understand?” 

Primrose understood. If this woman wanted her granddaughter disciplined for whatever reason and she made some money out of it, so much the better. 

“Well, Mrs. Stover, we shall see, we shall see.” 
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“Miss Primrose, please don’t mention a word of this conversation to Doris.” 

“But of course. This is a private conversation between you and me.” 

Next morning, Miss Primrose stood before the children in the classroom, in her black dress, with its white stiff cotton choker and black ankle boots. She was a very severe looking sight to these innocent children, Primrose looked around the room. She put the fear of God in each child. Taking her time, she spoke slowly. 

“I am Miss Primrose Hill, your new governess. Whenever you address me, you will call me Miss Primrose. Do you understand?” 

All three children answered, “Yes, Miss Primrose.” 

“Good. I will not put up with badly-behaved children, do you understand?” 

All three of them again an-

swered, “Yes, Miss Primrose.” 

“Do you know what I do

with naughty children, Pauline

Crawford?” 

Pauline, now frightened, 

stuttered as she answered, “No, 

Miss Primrose.” 

“I use the paddle on them.” 

Primrose opened the desk-

top in front of her and took her

sleek black leather paddle out

from within. Then she slapped

it against the palm of her hand, 

which made the three children

start in fear. Putting the paddle

back in the desk, she took the

chair she was sitting on to the

front of the desk and sat on it

facing the children. 

“Pauline Crawford, come

here and stand beside me.” 

Pauline did, trembling in

fear; Primrose put her hand

round Pauline’s waist

“Why are you trembling, 

Pauline? It’s only naughty little

girls who have something to

hide that tremble. You’re not a

naughty girl, are you, Pauline?” 

Page - 36

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

“No, Miss Primrose, I’m a good girl.” 

“Your Grandma says I have to keep an eye on you and see you do not get into any bad behaviour. Something tells me you have. Why are you shaking so much? Open that desk and bring me the paddle at once.” 

Pauline, on the verge of tears, went to the desk, took the said paddle out and handed it to Miss Primrose. 

“Pauline, I am going to spank you. You have been naughty; my instincts tell me so. 

This is going to hurt me more than you. It pierces my heart every time I have to spank you. 

Now get across my knees.” 

This Pauline did. Primrose raised her frock and noticed the blue satin knickers on which Pauline would receive her punishment. Primrose paddled her derriere to shouts from Pauline, as tears ran down her cheek. When Primrose finished, Pauline made her way back to her seat, where Hannah and Rebecca Virginia put a big soft cushion for her to sit on, as Pauline rubbed her bottom. The punishment had brought the three girls closer together. Rebecca and Hannah were sympathetic towards Pauline; this act bonded them together as sisters. 

“Children, tomorrow you will be measured for lace-up corsets, then fitted out with new school uniforms. Then we can start our work so that you will become proper little ladies. You will be trained in sewing, knitting, embroidering, dressmaking, cooking and other skills you may need when you are married. We will also teach you the three R’s: reading, ‘riting, and ‘rithmetic.” 

Primrose explained to Doris and Betty that the reason for the laced up corsets was so their waists would be pulled in. This would help them get that female shape, and so assist the female hormones. To this, both Doris and Betty gave their whole-hearted approval. 

In a few days, the separate room within the children's dorm was ready. This meant Primrose could keep an eye on the children, Pauline in particular. Once a week, poor Pauline would find herself over Primrose’s knee, being paddled for whatever reason Primrose could think. It was only Pauline who received spankings, never Hannah or Rebecca. 

Primrose made sure each girl was tightly laced, pulling the laces herself. It was so taut that the girls found breathing very hard; this pleased Primrose. She wanted them all to have eighteen-inch waists when they developed into young ladies. 

In the classroom, all appeared in a black skirt, white blouse, black tights, and black ankle boots. It was such a relief for all of them to go home on the weekends. Betty began to poison the mind of Pauline against the male sex. Her own unhappy marriage, in which her husband left her with some strumpet, and she was six months pregnant, gave her hatred for the male sex. That was why she wanted Primrose to spank Pauline, so that any male-ness within her would be eliminated. 

One night after lights out, the three girls gathered round Pauline’s bed and whispered and giggled amongst themselves as little girls are apt to do. It did not take Primrose long to hear this. This was the very thing she wanted; it did not matter to her who started it. 

Quickly throwing on her dressing gown, she came out of her room, switched the lights on and said, “What is all this hullabaloo? Ah, I might have known it. Pauline Crawford is Page - 37
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the ringleader, the troublemaker. Well, my little lady, I’ll take you down a peg or two. 

Come here.” 

Primrose grabbed Pauline by the arm and led her into her room, closing the door. Poor Pauline was in tears even before Primrose had Pauline’s nightgown up to apply the paddle. After some time, a tear stained Pauline emerged from Miss Primrose’s room, and sobbed on her bed, lying on her stomach, her bottom being red and tender. Pauline from that point on did everything in her power to please Miss Primrose, but it was no use. Betty told Pauline that she must do everything Miss Primrose asked her. If Miss Primrose spanked her, it was only for her own good. 

The years rolled on. Pauline and Rebecca surpassed Primrose’s expectation in the skills required in knitting and sewing and she was highly pleased with their dressmaking. All three girls now in their teens, the family decided that Hannah be sent to Madam Babette's finishing school for young ladies in Paris. Rebecca Virginia and Pauline would stay at home till such time as Miss Primrose’s education of them was over. Then they would be sent to Madam Babette’s. 

Miss Primrose was more than pleased the way Rebecca and Pauline had developed in their body shape. They were such beautiful girls. Primrose could see the time was rapidly approaching when both girls would leave her care. Her spankings of Pauline came to an end; they had served their purpose. With the poisoning of Pauline’s mind against the male sex, Betty was more than pleased. Betty made sure Primrose was well rewarded. 

Having now reached eighteen, both Rebecca and Pauline were set for their operations at Dr. Jayne Burton’s clinic. The operations would proceed; as soon as they had their male members removed, she would pack her bags. 

TWO PRETTY YOUNG LADIES

After the operation, Rebecca Virginia Crawford was, at five foot five in height and eight stone, a real blonde bombshell of a woman. 

Her sister Pauline was a contrast to Rebecca, with her raven hair, green eyes like limpet pools, prominent cheekbones, cupid lips, very large breasts, and long legs. And at five foot eight and nine stone one pound, she towered over her sister. 

Hannah had now been two years at Madam Babette’s school to which Rebecca Virginia and Pauline were about to be sent to after their ops. 

The operations being over and with Miss Primrose preparing to leave, a sorrowful scene enfolded. Primrose embraced both girls with tears in her eyes and said, “You try and remember all I have taught you. I know you will. You’re both good girls and Pauline, you are a really special girl It really hurt me to punish you. But I hope you know it was for the best.” 

Both girls kissed and hugged Miss Primrose with tears in their own eyes. Pauline gave her a great big hug and whispered, “Thank you for all you have done.” Both girls presented to Primrose some little table covers they had knitted with her initials embroidered on them. 
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MADAM BABETTE’S FINISHING SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES

The time was now right for Pauline and Rebecca to meet up again with Hannah at Madam Babette’s finishing school. 

Madam Babette lived in a magnificent chateau not far from Paris. Here Babette conducted a charm school where young ladies were taught the finer things of live. Babette made sure the girls kept fit and had healthy diet and plenty of exercise, so that they had trim and neat figures. 

Babette herself was a beautiful woman, an advert for the charm school. She was in her mid-thirties. Babette had connections in high places. That was one of the reasons many families sent their daughters to her to find rich husbands for them. 

Madam Babette carefully scrutinized each girl sent to her. Babette selected clothing, lin-gerie, and makeup for each young woman. She had tutors who would teach them about art, history, and many other things that the men they were going to marry would be interested in. Once a week, Babette held her weekly soirees. These were cocktail events where her girls would mingle with men looking for a suitable wife. 

At the first soiree Rebecca and Pauline attended, Babette made a mental note that Pauline did not seem friendly towards the male sex. This she noted in her black book; finding a husband for her would be difficult if not impossible. 

Hannah came over to both Pauline and Rebecca, her arm entwined by a very handsome man. “Rebecca and Pauline, this is my fiancé, David Landers. You know, Landers In-surance. David, these are my sisters, Rebecca and Pauline. I’ve talked about them to you before.” 

“Yes, they’re charming and beautiful women, just like you. I’m pleased to meet you both.” Hannah, blushing, said to her sisters, “We are going to marry soon and you’re going to be my bridesmaids, David has just named the day, haven’t you, sweetheart?” 

David nodded and Hannah carried on talking. “I have Madam Babette to thank for it all. She introduced us to each other and she is going to help me pick my trousseau. She is such  a help. You’re going to like her.” 

It was after this soiree that Madam Babette learned how clever Pauline and Rebecca really were. She learned that both girls had not only designed their bridesmaids’ outfits but would also make them. Such women were hard to find in the high-class society crowd. 

Babette made a note of that, although finding of a husband for Pauline seemed like it would be difficult. 

The girls learned many things at Madam Babette’s; it was not unusual to see both girls in and out of each others room. One of the things they did every day was to do their hair in various styles. Today, Pauline in her lovely black slip, was fussing over Rebecca’s hair. 

Rebecca was sitting in front of her dressing mirror in an olive green slip, letting Pauline do her hair. 

The fact that both girls were in their slips did not worry them; ever since that birthday party when they were five, they had seen each other in all states of undress. There was Pauline working with hairspray, crimpier, wide-tooth comb and section clip, giving Re-Page - 39
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becca a crimp hairstyle. The two girls were happily laughing with each other; they had bonded well as sisters . 

 “ I like that hairstyle, Pauline. When you’re finished, I’ll try it on you.” 

“Sure, Rebecca dear. I fancy it myself. You’re such a dear sister to me. Do you think you will find the right man to marry, Rebecca? I’m afraid men don’t interest me.” 

“I do hope the right man comes along. I look forward to being married. I know my mother looks forward to me being married. Why don’t you like men, dear?” 

“I don’t know.” Of course, her grandmother Betty turned her against men. Miss Primrose had helped with the paddle to drive thoughts of men out of her mind. To keep her mind off them, Pauline engrossed herself in other things like Rebecca’s hair. 

Madam Babette was a very modern woman; she wanted all her girls to know the facts of life. Some already did and practiced what they were taught. To that end, Babette gave each girl a soft porn DVD. To Rebecca this was very interesting; it was something her mother never taught her. She looked forward to being married. However, to Pauline, with her upbringing, it was utterly disgusting. She was not going to let any man touch her body and do that. Hadn’t her grandmother warned her about such a thing? 

THE KINGDOM OF BOLDOVIA

In a far corner of Europe, the quaint old Kingdom of Boldovia was nestled amongst the high mountains. Time had passed it by and it was still steeped in old tradition. Inside the royal palace, Queen Isabella was in earnest conversation with one of her court advisors. 

“You have seen this woman, Conrad. What is she like?” 

“Your Majesty, I attended the wedding of her sister Hannah to Mr. David Landers, and very beautiful she looked. She was a bridesmaid, along with her other sister, Pauline.” 

“You made inquiries on this Rebecca Virginia, Conrad? I want to know if she is a suitable bride for my son, Rudolf.” 

“Yes, your Majesty. You know she is not of royal blood, but that was not the aim of the exercise. Her family is very well off. They own the Crawford chain of stores and hotels. 

She is an heiress to the fortune, along with her sisters. Her mother dotes over her and wants the best for her darling daughter.” 

“I see, Conrad. She sounds like just what we are seeking for Rudolf. We need someone with plenty of money, as this country is poor and needs modernising. It is time this country moved into the Twenty-first century. Make arrangements for me to meet this mother of hers, Mrs. Doris Crawford.” 

***

Doris Crawford received a most unusual, official-looking letter. On opening the letter, at the centre top she saw the royal crest of the Kingdom of Boldovia. The crest was in the form of a shield with a diagonal line from top right to bottom left. In the top right half was Page - 40
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a lion, the bottom left had half a lamb. Below that was a motto, which read “THE STRONG

SHALL DEFEND THE WEAK.” Then came a letter, which read as follows. 

Dear Mrs. Doris Crawford:

Her Majesty Queen Isabella of Boldovia requests your company at a private audience in the Royal Palace of Boldovia. This would be on a number of personal and private family matters. More than that I cannot say at the present time. However, if you contact our embassy, arrangements will be made for your safe passage to the Royal and ancient Kingdom of Boldovia. 

Yours Sincerely, 

Queen Isabella of Boldovia

After reading the letter, Doris showed it to her husband Michelle. “What do you make of that, darling?” 

After having read the contents of the letter, Michelle answered, “I don’t know, Doris. I never heard of Boldovia, I don’t even know where it is. Still, it cannot do any harm to go there.” 

“Whatever could this Queen Isabella want from me?” 

“Go anyway, Doris at least you can have a holiday for nothing. You could maybe come home with a few angora sweaters,” said Michelle, laughing. 

“Okay, Michelle, but I will need some new dresses to meet this Queen.” 

“But of course, darling. That is no problem. We will get you a made-to-measure dress from our own store. A dress fit for a queen, my queen.” 

“You can be so romantic, Michelle. We will contact this embassy; get fitted out for the dresses. Then Boldovia, here we come.” 

***

Queen Isabella sat in the changing room that led to the throne chambers, her two ladies in waiting fussing around her. She had on a red velvet dress, over which was a long cloak of white ermine, open but fastened at the neck by two golden buttons. 

“I hate all this pomp, but I suppose I will have to go through it for the sake of the country. Get on with it, Wilma.” She said as her lady-in-waiting placed the Queen’s crown on her head, adjusted it, and sorted out her hair. 

“You know, the last time I had the crown on was for the coronation of Ferdy and myself and that was a long, long time ago.” 

“Yes, your majesty, I remember it well. It was so exciting.” 
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“Let’s get it over with. Mathilda, inform Conrad that I shall come into the throne room to receive my visitors,” Queen Isabella said, speaking to the other lady-in-waiting. In a short while a fanfare of trumpets was heard. Queen Isabella emerged from the chambers and slowly walked down the passage to the door of the throne room. The massive tall oak doors slowly swung open to reveal the long carpeted walkway leading to the two thrones on a podium. 

The fanfares sounded again as Queen Isabella slowly walked. Her ladies-in-waiting held the long train of her red velvet dress. At the appropriate time, the ladies-in-waiting laid the train down, and Queen Isabella ascended the seven steps leading to the thrones. 

She sat on the one to the left, the train of her dress trailing down the seven steps. 

Queen Isabella, making herself comfortable, turned to her court advisor. “And who do we have an audience with today, Conrad,” she asked as if she did not know. 

Conrad, who was standing at the foot of the podium, answered, “Mrs. Doris Crawford, your majesty.” 

“Call her in at once, Conrad. 

Conrad gave instructions for Doris to come into the throne room. 

Doris heard her own name proclaimed. “Will Mrs. Doris Crawford present herself for a audience with her Royal Majesty Queen Isabella of Boldovia please?” 

Doris did not know what to do; however Conrad was beside her in no time

“Ah, Mrs. Crawford, there is nothing to worry about. If you take my arm I will guide you in.” This Doris duly did although she was a bit nervous as she neared the throne. 

“Mrs. Crawford, how nice to see you,” Queen Isabella said. 

Queen Isabella smiled to herself and heaved a sigh. How she wished she could be an ordinary housewife like this Doris Crawford. 

“No need for the curtsies, Mrs. Crawford, we don’t stand on ceremony here. Come and sit beside me here on the other throne,” Isabella said, patting the seat of said throne. 

“Am I permitted to do that, your majesty?” 

“Of course you are if I say so.” Turning to Conrad and clapping her hands, the Queen said, “If you will dismiss everyone, I will have a private talk with Mrs. Crawford.” 

Doris was surprised that Queen Isabella could speak English so well but then remembered that she had been educated in America. 

“Mrs. Crawford, you must be wondering what this is all about. A grand dinner has been arranged for tonight where you will meet my husband Ferdy, but before that we have some serious business to get through. You know we women can sort things out better than the men.” 

Doris rather liked this Queen Isabella. “You can call me Doris, Queen Isabella. I am most privileged to be asked to the grand dinner.” Queen Isabella herself was beginning to like Doris; this was the start of a great friendship between the two women. 
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“And you must forget the ‘Queen’ in front of my name. Isabella will do nicely. Doris. I won’t beat about the bush. You have a lovely daughter, Rebecca Virginia, who at present is at Madam Babette’s finishing school.” Doris nodded her head. 

“Although we live in the Twenty-first century, I am proposing an arranged marriage between your daughter and my son. I know it may not be the done thing, Doris, so I will give you my reasons.” 

Doris had to draw her breath; this indeed was a shock to her. Her little daughter would be a Princess. 

“My country is poor, my people are poor; all I have to give you is titles. If your daughter marries my son, she will become Crown Princess Rebecca Virginia. Who knows, someday, she may become Queen. I offer this in exchange for your company coming to Boldovia, bringing work. That is all that Boldovia can offer, Doris.” 

“I understand, Isabella, but my daughter would have to make up her own mind in such a matter. Besides she has never met your son. I no longer run our company, my granddaughter Georgina is managing director now. In any matters having a bearing on Crawford’s, she would have the say.” 

“The meeting of your daughter and my son is easy to arrange, Madam Babette is a matchmaker and I am sure she could set up, shall we say, a ‘chance meeting’ between the two young people at one of her weekly soirees. Madam Babette has her own way of making people fall in love. We can arrange that your company will have the royal coat of arms and will be ‘by appointment to their Royal Majesties’. This would, I think, be a big boost to your business.” 

“Isabella, you should have been in business, but I see you are already promoting your country. I will phone Georgina. By tomorrow she will be here, then we discuss business.” 

“With that being over for now, I can take this crown off. It weighs a ton. Here, feel it.” 

Isabella put it on Doris’ head and adjusted it. Doris felt proud to wear it, a Queen for a day. 

At the dinner that night, Doris was presented with Angora sweaters for all her family. 

Next day, Conrad accompanied Doris on a sightseeing tour of Boldovia, the Royal Palace that seemed to have hundreds of rooms and the Cathedral of the Blessed Virgin, with its wonderful views of the valley below. 

By this time Georgina had arrived and Doris quickly put her in the picture. 

“From what I have seen of the country, it would be hard to set up any sort of business here but I’ll sleep on it. I see you have set your heart set on Rebecca Virginia becoming a Princess, Grandma.” 

Next morning at breakfast, Georgina was bright cheerful and beautiful. 

“I’ve got it, Grandma. Casinos.” 

“Casinos, Georgina?” 

“Yes, gambling casinos. Roulette, blackjack, poker, one-armed bandits, like Vegas. It’ll be a new venture for Crawford’s. I’ll have a talk with Lillian on the cost. The casino will have to be built, and then of course hotels will be needed. Then we’ll work on shows for Page - 43

PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE & HEELS 2

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

the visitors. We will put Boldovia on the map to rival Monte Carlo. The wealth of the country should increase and the wealth of the people with it.” 

CROWN PRINCE RUDOLF

Madam Babette approached Rebecca Virginia as she sat on a settee, with a very tall handsome young man on her arm. 

“Rebecca Virginia, I would like to introduce you to Crown Prince Rudolf of Boldovia. 

You said that you would like to meet the beautiful woman in the far corner, Rudi, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, Madam.” 

Rebecca rose to meet Rudolf and held her hand out as Babette had taught her. Rudolf took it and kissed the back of it. Rebecca was most impressed by this handsome young man; in fact she had fallen in love with him at first sight. Babette sat the two young people together, and seeing both were a little shy, she sat with them and started the conversation. 

“And how are things in Boldovia, Rudi? Is your mother, the Queen, in good health?” 

That broke the ice, and the two young people started to talk about their families. Babette left then talking away to each other. 

“You are a beautiful woman, Rebecca, Madam Babette said to me tonight that she had a beautiful woman here that I must meet. She was right. Rebecca, we must see more of each other. I would love to arrange a dinner date, say, next Saturday. Please say yes.” 

Rebecca Virginia’s heart pounded. The little boy/girl had never been out on a date before or asked for one by a Crown Prince no less. Rebecca gulped out a “Yes.” Rudolf did most of the talking, Rebecca just looked starry-eyed at him. Babette, over at the far side of the room, could see all was going well; she had been well paid to see that it did. 

“He is so handsome, Rebecca; you make a lovely couple. I’m so happy for you, darling.” This was Pauline talking. She was standing behind Rebecca, in her bra and knickers, with Rebecca sitting in front of her vanity in the same state. 

Pauline was combing out Rebecca’s hair, which had been shampooed, conditioned and dried. Pauline had worked mousse in after that; now using an Afro comb, she frizzed the hair all up. “How does it look, dear?” 

“Great. Pauline, you make a good hairdresser, you always think of new styles. You know, Pauline, I’ve always admired your breasts. I wish I could have a pair like that.” 

Pauline was somewhat proud of them too. 

“Darling, you must make the best of your assets.” 

So saying, Pauline adjusted the two hooks and eyes at the back of Rebecca’s bra, then did the same with both shoulder straps. “Throw your breasts out. That’s it. Rudi cannot fail to notice them. Remember how Madam Babette showed us how to enhance our breasts with bra fillers. I’ve got a pair in my room.” She departed and in no time came back with the bra fillers, slipping one in each bra cup. 
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“There you are, Rebecca. He can’t fail to see that. You know, if you really want larger breasts, Dr. Jayne can do that at her clinic. My mother had breast implants there before I was born. It was always your hips I admired. Whether Dr. Jayne does that sort of thing I do not know. Big-hipped women are all the rage nowadays. You know what they say about big hipped women, Rebecca?” 

“No, tell me.” 

“They breed babies easily.” 

Rebecca Virginia blushed. 

“In that case, Pauline, if you have better hips put in, with those breasts, all the men will be running after you to have their children.” 

The two boy/girls always got along with each other. However, for the first time, Pauline turned angrily to Rebecca. “Don’t mention men! I want nothing to do with them. Understand, Rebecca?” 

“Okay okay, sister. I won’t say a word about men again.” 

Rebecca worried about her, she wanted her to find someone and be happy. Rebecca was never to know how Pauline’s grandma Betty had poisoned her mind against the male sex. 

Rudi and Rebecca were now going out regularly, and Rudolf gave Rebecca little presents like silver necklaces and earrings. The two were deeply in love with each other. 

At one candlelit dinner, Rudolf said to Rebecca, “You must come and meet my mother soon.” Rebecca did not know what to say. Meet a real Queen? 

Rebecca wanted to impress her. She was so happy, but if only Pauline could find someone. Crown Prince Rudolf took her hands. “Why is my little Rebecca so sad?” 

“Its my sister Pauline. She has no one, I worry about her. If only she had someone that would take care of her.” 

“If that’s all, Rebecca, I have many single male friends who would like to meet such a lovely woman as your sister. Leave it to me.” 

“You don’t understand, Rudi. My sister, for some reason, does not like the male sex.” 

“Ah, I see the problem. Let me sleep on it, Rebecca and see if I can solve the problem.” 

Just them another problem arose as a newspaper photographer stood in front of their table, clicking and flashing away till Rudolf jumped up. “This is a private occasion. Get out at once.” He yelled angrily. Next he was throwing the photographer out the restaurant and smashing his camera. He did not see the photographer’s partner taking photos of that act. 

“You’re so brave, Rudi.” Rebecca sighed. 

“Gutter press! You can’t have any space to yourself. The swine are always hounding me, just because I have the title of Crown Prince of Boldovia. I wish I was an ordinary man with a ordinary job.” 

“Don’t get upset, Rudi. I expect he is only doing his job.” 
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“You don’t understand, Rebecca. They will now be hounding you as well, now that you’re being seen with me. You’ll be asked questions from them all.” Then facing Rebecca, he took her hand. 

“Will you marry me darling? I haven’t got a ring one me but there is a special ring that the princes give when they become betrothed. It is in Boldovia.” 

Everything was coming so quick to Rebecca it took her breath. Before she knew it, she had said, “Yes.” 

“Darling, don’t tell anyone till you have met my family, then we will announce our betrothal privately.” 

“Yes, of course, Rudi.” 

“I love you, Rebecca Be my Princess,” he said. Then he swept Rebecca into his arms and their lips pressed against each other. 

***

“Well, you and Rudi made all the gossip columns, Rebecca,” Pauline said. 

“Let me see.” There it was on the front page:

CROWN PRINCE RUDOLF GETS MACHO WITH OUR PHOTOGRAPHER

Crown Prince Rudolf of Boldovia ejected our photographer at the Blue Parrot nightclub. Let’s hope he is not so macho when he becomes king. A very pretty young woman accompanied him. Because he destroyed the camera and film, we do not know who she is yet. This paper promises to get to the bottom of this. Remember, we are your eyes and ears. 

A gossip columnist from a rival newspaper had more information, that someone at the nightclub phoned and sold her. 

Crown Prince Rudolf of Boldovia was seen at the Blue Parrot nightclub with pretty Rebecca Virginia Crawford, one of three heirs to the Crawford empire. Such a handsome couple they made! Rebecca looked starry-eyed into Rudolf’s face. Has she fallen in love with the crown Prince? Do we hear wedding bells? Tell us all, when will you become the crown Princess? We are waiting, Rebecca. The public wants to know. 

“Pauline, can you keep a secret?” 

“Of course I can, Rebecca.” 

“I am betrothed to Rudolf and I am soon to meet his mother, the Queen.” 

“Oh, how wonderful! But why all the confidentiality?” 

“His mother does not know yet. We want to tell her and his family before the press gets wind of it.” 

“What about your own mother, Rebecca?” 
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“I’ll think of something. By the way, Rudi has asked me to invite you to a night out where you will meet his sister, Princess Henrietta.” 

“What do you think I should wear?” 

“Don’t worry, Pauline, we will run up something. We always do, don’t we, Pauline?” 

Crown Prince Rudolf had read all the newspapers and expected something like this. 

He was used to this and had phoned his mother, as she would be worried about all this publicity. He said he would like to bring a girlfriend home for her to meet. Queen Isabella smiled to herself. Everything was going to plan. 

After putting the phone down, Prince Rudolf sat and thought about finding someone for Rebecca’s sister to meet. If Pauline did not like men, what about women? It seemed the logical choice. There was only one woman he could ask: his sister, Princess Henrietta. 

His mother paid the escort agencies well to put her on a handsome man’s arm. That was so the people of Boldovia would think she was looking for a husband. But all this was a cover-up; Princess Henrietta was a lesbian. Princess Henrietta would have to meet Pauline sometime anyway; why not before the two families came together? 

***

When Princess Henrietta’ eyes set on Pauline, she was most impressed. Pauline looked gorgeous with her raven hair, which Pauline herself had done in a draped Chignon style. 

At the back of her head was a black chiffon bow and diamante pin. 

As Prince Rudolf introduced his sister, Henrietta held her hand out. Little shivers passed through Pauline’s body; she had never felt like this before. Could she be falling for the princess? 

As the princess sat beside Pauline at the Blue Parrot, pleasant conversation passed between the two women. Rudolf looked at the two women and could see that Pauline was enjoying herself with his sister. Then he made an announcement. 

“Henrietta, I am betrothed to Rebecca, and shortly I will be taking her to see mother. 

You are the first in our family to know.” 

“Oh Rudi, I am so happy for both of you. Give my love to mother. I look forward to the wedding. When will it be?” 

“We will marry in June.” 

Rebecca Virginia’s heart beat faster. How romantic; she would be a June bride. 

Henrietta turned to Pauline. “Then you will be your sister’s bridesmaid, won’t you?” 

Rebecca cut in here. “Of course she will, and I want you, Henrietta, to be a bridesmaid as well. I want this to be a wonderful day for all our family members. The people of Boldovia must share our happiness too.” 

Before Rebecca set off to Boldovia with Rudolf, she and Pauline designed and made some wonderful outfits for her. Pauline told Rebecca that Princess Henrietta had invited her to stay in her flat and that Henrietta would show her the sights of Paris. Rebecca saw Page - 47
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that Pauline was happy; in fact, she had never seen her so happy before. She was glad to see her sister in such high spirits; to Rebecca that was all that mattered. 

***

Princess Henrietta welcomed Pauline with a kiss on the cheek, upon opening the door of her flat. 

“Come in, darling, and make yourself at home. I hope you like fish. I’ve baked a salmon casserole. I’m a vegetarian, you know.” 

“Oh, that will be delightful, Henrietta. I do like fish.” Henrietta showed Pauline to the spare room, where Pauline unpacked her case, made herself comfortable and dressed for dinner. When she was ready, she made her way to the dining room. 

“Ah, there you are, Pauline. Here are some fashion magazines to read while I finish the meal in the kitchen.” 

Henrietta had a white plastic apron with fish and crabs painted on it, over her dress. 

Henrietta served an appetizer of Eggnog Devine followed by a baked salmon casserole. 

Pauline congratulated Henrietta on her cooking. 

“Thank you, darling, let’s sit down on the sofa. I’ll bring the coffee and we can have a little tête-à-tête.” Henrietta went to the kitchen and came back with two cups, a coffee pot, and a jug of cream and sugar bowl. 

“There we are, dear. My, that's a lovely dress you have on. It certainly goes with that hair style.” 

“I’m so glad you like it. Rebecca gave me a hand making it.” 

“Do you and your sister make all your own clothes?” 

“Yes, thanks to Miss Primrose, our governess. She taught both of us those skills. I have a lot to thank her for. But you have skills as well, Henrietta. You are a wonderful cook. 

How did you learn that?” 

“When I was a little girl, I always hung around the kitchen. Some of the cooks took pity on me, and showed me how to cook. I just love cooking. I experiment with dishes from all over the world.” The two women chatted away, getting to know each other better. 

“Have you seen much of Paris, Pauline?” 

“No, although I have been at Madam Babette’s for a while now and not all that far from Paris.” 

“Then tomorrow we will do a grand tour of Paris, okay, darling?” 

“Yes, Henrietta.” 

Next morning at breakfast, the two pretty women sat in their beautiful nightdresses. 

Henrietta looked at Pauline with a thoughtful gaze. 

“Pauline, could you make a dress for me if I told you what I wanted, and do a hair style on me?” 
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“Of course I can. I would take pleasure in doing that. It would be a challenge. What sort of hair style were you thinking of?” 

“I don’t know yet. I’ll think of something. Anyway let’s get ready for the tour of Paris.” 

That morning passed quick as they took in the sights of Paris, visiting all the usual tourist spots including the Eiffel Tower of course where they surveyed the whole of Paris. 

Then they went to Notre-Dame, the Louvre, the Champs-Elysees, and took a trip down the Seine in a bateaux mouche pleasure boat. 

It was a bright sunny day and the afternoon saw both women in an open-air cafe on the Left Bank of the Seine. Pauline was at ease with herself, sipping coffee, smiling and laughing with Princess Henrietta. 

“How would you like to let your hair down tonight, Pauline?” 

“Sure, what have you in mind?” 

“Well, I know this little club where we women can have a undisturbed time and enjoy ourselves.” 

Natalie's nightclub was all that Henrietta said it was, and all the staff seemed to know Henrietta. As she entered the doorway, the manager welcomed her. “Pleased to see you once again, Princess. Can I be of help to you?” 

“Yes, Emile, a quiet spot and table for me and my friend.” 

“But of course, Princess. I personally will attend you.” 

The manager led them over to a table in the far corner of the club. Pauline noticed most of the clientele were women; a few men were also there. The manager, having taken their order, asked what type of wine they would order. “Red, or would you prefer white, Pauline?” 

“Oh, red would be nice.” 

When the wine arrived, Pauline did something Madam Babette had taught the girls at the finishing school. Dipping the index finger of her left hand in Princess Henrietta’s wine glass, she rubbed the wine over the Princess’ lips, not saying a word. Henrietta said nothing either, but her eyes smouldered with desire for Pauline. Henrietta reached out and clasped Pauline’s left hand, entwining her fingers. Both women remained like that during the meal, dreamily looking into each other’s eyes, eating with the other hand in silence. 

When they finished the meal, Henrietta whispered, “Let’s go home and enjoy the night together, darling.” 

“Yes, let’s, my love,” replied Pauline. 

In no time, the women were sitting in the back of a cab, holding hands, languorously looking in each other’s eyes again. 

As Henrietta opened the door of the apartment, she put her arms ‘round Pauline, pulling her close to her. Two mouths pressed against each other, lips found lips. Off they went to Henrietta’s bedroom. There was a fumble of clothes till both women stood in their bra and knickers. Urgently, they threw each other on the bed. 

“I adore you, Henrietta. Feel my wetness for you.” 
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“I feel for you too, Pauline.” 

“I’ve never done this with a woman before. I’ve never done it with a man either actually.” Henrietta said nothing, but pressed herself against Pauline. 

The early light of dawn saw the sleepy women curled up with each other. 

“What time is it, darling?” Henrietta said, addressing Pauline

“Seven thirty, sweetheart. I’m not getting up yet, I’m just going to lie here and watch your beautiful body. Don’t move.” Pauline bent forward and kissed Henrietta on both shoulders. “I needed that dearest. It’s better than breakfast.” 

Henrietta watched Pauline with interest; there was something different, unusual, and special about Pauline that attracted her. She could not put her finger on it, but whatever it was, she liked it. Pauline was different from other women she had sexual relations with. 

She wanted to see more of this woman. 

Henrietta, arising from the bed, went over to her vanity, lifted a small makeup brush and came back to bed. Slowly, gently, she passed the brush over Pauline’s nipples, Pauline shivered; little thrills passed up and down her spine. The aureole of her breasts turned a deep red, the nipples became stimulated, hard and stood up from the aureoles. Pauline shut her eyes in contentment, then suddenly felt a tongue licking her nipples. Without opening her eyes, she put her hands round Henrietta’s neck and held her to her breasts. 

After a considerable time, she opened her eyes; pulling Henrietta’s breasts towards her mouth, she kissed then. After that, she slithered on top of Henrietta until their breasts aligned. Then they rubbed their nipples together, making them swell even more. 

Rebecca had phoned her mother about her forthcoming betrothal, and that she would be going to Boldovia to meet the Queen. She wanted Doris to be there too. All was arranged and her mother would be there as well. 

The pomp and ceremony and the Technicolor uniforms of the Royal household guards thrilled Rebecca. A special dinner would be held the night Rebecca arrived where she would meet the King and Queen of Boldovia, Rudolf’s parents. 

Rebecca was very nervous before meeting the King and Queen and kept checking out how she looked in the dress she had picked for her meeting with the Queen. It was of fuchsia pink silk chiffon, with a halter neck, a backless evening dress. She wanted to make a good impression with Rudolf’s mother. She asked the maid assigned to her how she looked in the dress. 

“Excellent, Madam and to think you made it all yourself!” 

This perked up Rebecca no end. Doris had arrived by this time and came to see her daughter. “You look lovely, darling. You are to become a crown Princess! Isn’t it amazing? 

I must leave you now and be seated for dinner. You, of course, will be introduced to the King and Queen with fanfares and you will be on Rudolf’s arm.” 

This was no sooner said than the fanfare started. Outside Rebecca’s room stood Crown Prince Rudolf. Taking Rebecca’s hand in his arm, he entered the Grand Banqueting Hall where over a hundred people were seated. There were dignitaries of all sorts from the Kingdom of Boldovia. Going up to the top table, Rudolf bowed before his parents. 
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“Mother and father, may I have the pleasure of introducing Miss Rebecca Virginia Crawford?” 

“Pleased to meet you, Miss Crawford. Rudi and you will sit beside the King and myself.” 

Isabella eyed Rebecca. She was pleased with her. She was a lovely woman, but what interested her more were Re-

becca’s big hips. Big-hipped

women could easily produce

babies. Boldovia needed an

heir to the throne. Many

Princes and Princesses would

come from between these

thighs. The Queen was

happy with the way things

had turned out. 

Queen Isabella indicated

to her son that he must an-

nounce to the people of

Boldovia his betrothal. A

telecast was arranged for the

following night; Queen Isa-

bella took the betrothal ring

off her finger and gave it to

her son. 

“My son, this no longer

belongs to me. A new Crown

Princess will wear it. She in

turn will pass it on to the

next Crown Princess. Rudi, 

keep this till tomorrow night

when, in full view of the peo-

ple of Boldovia, you will

place it on her finger.” 

The following night, the

Boldovian Broadcasting

Company interrupted its

broadcast. The announcer, 

looking serious, said, “Ladies

and Gentlemen of Boldovia, 

we interrupted this broadcast

for a important announce-

ment from the throne room

of the Royal Palace.” 
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The picture changed to the throne room where King Ferdinand was seated on his throne with Queen Isabella on hers. Rudolf stepped forward and spoke. 

“People of Boldovia, I have an important announcement. I wish to announce my betrothal to the woman I love, Miss Rebecca Virginia Crawford. Our plans are to have the wedding in June. My father, King Ferdinand the Fourth, has decreed that day will be a public holiday so all can share in Rebecca and my happy union. In the next few days, Rebecca and I will visit every part of Boldovia so that we can see all our people. Now I will put the betrothal ring on Rebecca’s finger.” 

Rudolf held Rebecca’s left hand and placed the ring on third finger. The happy couple stood hand in hand and the national anthem of Boldovia played. 

For the next several days, Rudolf and Rebecca made a tour of Boldovia in a grand lim-ousine. Rebecca reflected on how lucky she was to have been born into a rich family. 

Could she not do something for the people of her new country? After all, they were now her people. 

Rebecca wanted to design and make her own wedding dress; how she wished Pauline was here to help her. Rudi said his sister and Pauline would be in Boldovia before the wedding. This cheered Rebecca up; she loved Pauline as a sister and worried about her. 

Queen Isabella said to Doris, “You must bring your husband and all your family here for the wedding, Doris.” 

Doris had to think quickly. “Isabella, my husband died some time ago but his sister Michelle stays with me now. Everyone in the family calls her Aunty Michelle.” 

“I’m so sorry, Doris. Aunty Michelle must come and take the place of your husband.” 

“Thank you, Isabella. My granddaughter Georgina has plans to start building a casino and hotel; work will start after the wedding. We will employ people from Boldovia to con-struct these buildings. When all is done, Boldovian people will run the casino and hotel. 

Our goal is that when people come here, they stay and see your wonderful country. More money for Boldovia.” 

“Your family thinks of everything, Doris.” 

“Well, we try our best Isabella. I’ve been thinking that people from all over the world will want to see the wedding. Georgina is arranging the broadcasting rights for Boldovia. 

The wedding will be telecast round the world. Again, more money for Boldovia.” 

THE ROYAL WEDDING

The wedding day was quickly approaching. Rebecca and Pauline were working hard on the wedding dress. When word got out that the future Princess was making her own wedding dress with her sister Pauline, it made Rebecca more popular with the people. 

Here was a woman who was not afraid of hard work, who could use her own hands, and who had a sister who was the same way. To the people Rebecca was a  special  Princess . 

Rebecca was happy to see her sister once more. Every day would see Pauline hand in hand with the Princess Henrietta, Rebecca was happy for them both. Pauline talked about her love for the Princess, and how the Queen turned a blind eye to her daughter’s activi-Page - 52
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ties. In fact the Queen rather liked Pauline; there could not be a better person for her daughter. 

By this time, all the Crawford family members were in Boldovia, helping Rebecca Virginia, except Hannah. Hannah was heavily pregnant with child, something Queen Isabella could not fail to notice. She was pleased to see this as it indicated that the Crawford family women were very fertile. Isabella looked forward to becoming a grandmother and seeing an heir to the throne. 

King Ferdinand, who had a bit of a roving eye, for which the Queen forgave him, spot-ted Aunty Michelle. He had rather a fancy for her and played the gentleman around her. 

Michelle was a bit overcome as no man had ever paid so much attention to her before. 

And didn’t King Ferdinand look distinguished with his waxed moustache. Michelle loved his wife Doris, so he told her of the King’s fancy for her. Doris, who had been responsible for his breast implants, said, “Enjoy yourself, Michelle, but never let the King know you are a man. Understand?” 

“Yes, Doris. The romance will only go so far and no further.” 

Michelle kept a secret liaison with King Ferdinand. They met each other in secret places, unseen by anyone. Michelle would let the King feel her breasts, but when the King tried to put a hand up her skirt, she would say, “You’re a naughty King. You can’t go there now. Some day perhaps but not now.” 

“But you’re so beautiful, Michelle. I must have you,” King Ferdinand replied. So the cat and mouse game went on. There was no way Aunty Michelle would (or could) lose her virginity. 

***

On the morning of the wedding day, King Ferdinand had commanded that a special honours list be prepared. Normally this was only done once a year, on New Years Day. 

Respect was given to those who had worked hard for Boldovia and they would be named lord or lady. The only new members this time were to be Dame Doris Crawford and Lady Pauline Crawford at a ceremony in the Royal Palace on the morning of the wedding. 

At the ceremony, Doris knelt on a cushion before Queen Isabella. 

“Doris Crawford, for the hard work you have done in the name of the people of Boldovia, I now bestow on you the title of Dame Doris Crawford of the Order of the Golden Ladies. As such you are now entitled to wear the Golden Chain of our order.” 

Queen Isabella held a chain in her hand, put it round Doris’s neck and clipped it at the back of Doris’ neck. 

“I have now vested you in the Order Of Golden Ladies. From now on, all will address you as Dame Doris Crawford.” 

As Doris stood, Isabella held her hands out to embrace Doris and the two women kissed each other on the cheeks. The honour came as a very big surprise to Doris. She was very proud of this honour, not only for herself, but also for the Crawford family. 
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Queen Isabella then asked Pauline to come forward and kneel before her to receive her Golden Chain. Pauline was all nerves. The Queen put a hand on her shoulder and whispered, “It’s only a ceremony. My daughter recommended you for this honour; she must think highly of you.” This put Pauline at ease. The same procedure took place, ending with Pauline retuning a kiss on the cheeks to Queen Isabella. 

Princess Henrietta said to Pauline, “You can now become my Lady-in-Waiting.” 

“What duties do I have as a Lady-in-Waiting, Henrietta?” 

“None, really. However, if you want to help me with my hair and clothes, it’s up to you.” 

“Henrietta, nothing would give me greater pleasure than to dress you,” Pauline said with a meaningful wink in her eye. 

Rebecca had watched the ceremony. After it, she had to get dressed for the wedding. 

Rushing back to her room, she undressed and soon the now Lady Pauline was there beside her. Rebecca congratulated her with a kiss. 

“We have to dress you, Rebecca, but first let’s do that hair style we both approved of.” 

Both young women made for the bathroom where they washed, shampooed Rebecca’s hair and dried it. Coming back to the room, Rebecca sat in the chair in front of the dressing table mirror in her bra and knickers. Pauline worked on one section of the hair at a time, running flat irons down the hair and flicking the ends out slightly. She worked on the crown in the same way; she smoothed the fringe and worked a little wax through the lengths and ends of hair for separation and texture. Pauline now placed glitter of all colours in the hair. 

“Now strip completely and we will fit this strapless bra.” A long white full-length 38b strapless bra was fitted on Rebecca which showed Rebecca’s cleavage and contoured the bodice. Pure white silk stockings with lace tops were fitted on to the hanging suspenders and adjusted tightly by Pauline. 

Pauline now held a pair of knickers made from Blue satin in front of Rebecca, who quickly stepped into them. Pauline pulled them up and snugly fitted them into Rebecca’s crotch area. A waist-length petticoat of polyester and Lycra with three layers of tiered net hem edged with lace was added. All this reached the floor. 

“Now for the Piece De Resistance for a pretty Princess,” Pauline said, holding the wedding dress. This was a full-length white dress with a satin bodice, full tulle skirt, embel-lished with tulle roses, and tulle sleeves. Rebecca stepped into it while Pauline smoothed the dress onto her shoulders, and then zipped the back up. 

By this time, the Queen and Rebecca’s mother had entered the room. The two women stood back and admired Rebecca. 

“Isn’t she lovely!” both women said in unison. 

“I’ve come to hand this family heirloom from one Queen to another, as you surely will be Queen one day.” Queen Isabella produced a beautiful diamond tiara and placed it on the front of Rebecca head. 
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“It’s so exquisite, Queen Isabella, I shall cherish it all my life.” Rebecca kissed her mother-in-law to be. 

Doris stepped forward “I don’t have anything so expensive or beautiful, my darling daughter, only my love for you and my hope you have a happy life together with Rudolf.” 

“Oh mother, all I want is your love and blessings.” 

Mother and daughter cried as they kissed and hugged each other. Rebecca’s feet were inserted in two white high-heeled shoes. The last thing to do was to fit the veil; this Pauline now pinned it on the back of Rebecca’s head. The 108-inch white long veil fell down Rebecca’s back. The veil was closely scattered with crystals and pearls. 

“There we are, all ready dear. I have this little present for you.” So saying, Pauline produced a wide ivory-coloured garter, trimmed with red lace. Kneeling, she lifted Rebecca’s right leg and put the garter on it, to just above the knee. 

Giving a wink, Pauline said, “Rudi will have some fun tonight taking that off.” Rebecca blushed. 

The streets of Boldovia, all the way from the Royal Palace to the Cathedral of the Blessed Virgin, had banners and bunting, coloured streamers and the flag of Boldovia hanging from windows and street lamps, across all the streets. The people of Boldovia packed the streets awaiting the Royal procession. The sun shone brightly. The ceremony would start at noon when the Royal party left the palace and would last all afternoon. 

First to leave were Kings and Queens from other countries followed by the Royals from Boldovia, Everyone was in horse-drawn open-air carriages, so the crowd could see them. 

Television cameras were strategically placed along the route of the procession and in the Cathedral so that no one would miss any of it. 

During the ceremony, two women sat with happy smiling faces. Dame Doris Crawford contemplated the circumstances of her daughter. Yes, it was the right decision to put him in female clothes at birth. Rebecca Virginia suited it. If she hadn’t, he may have grown up to be a macho man. There was already too much violence in this world. As a woman, she could be more gentile, and with the position of Princess, she could help the poor of this world. Rebecca had the womanly instincts to do this. This was what she was born for. 

There were many advances being made in medical science; maybe her Rebecca Virginia could have a baby. That would please not only Doris but Queen Isabella as well. 

While Dame Doris dreamed away, Betty Stover had her eye on her granddaughter, the Lady Pauline. How high she had risen up the social ladder. She was now the Lady-in-Waiting to Princess Henrietta! Yes, she knew what type of relationship the two women had with each other but that was no problem. Hadn’t she and Abbie Crawford the same type of relationship? Her poisoning of Pauline’s mind against the male sex had worked. 

Didn’t the two bridesmaids look sweet? They deserved each other. 

Now the happy couple had reached the Cathedral doors. Prince Rudolf lifted his bride and carried Rebecca to the horse-drawn carriage. The happy couple waved to the cheering crowd as they made their way back to the Royal Palace. Behind them in their carriages was the rest of the Royal Party, the two mothers, followed by King Ferdinand. And sitting beside him was Aunty Michelle. Every so often the King would lift Aunty Michelle hand and Page - 55
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kiss the back of it. Little giggles would emit from Michelle with words of “Oh, stop it, you naughty man,” but Aunty Michelle did nothing to stop him. 

On entering the courtyard, the happy couple alighted from their carriage. A royal en-voy quickly came over to Crown Prince Rudolf and whispered something in his ear. 

“I see, Nicolas. We must go at once,” Rudi said, turning to Rebecca Virginia. “Darling, your sister is in labour and has been taken to the Royal Hospital.” 

“We must go at once to see her. Is she alright?” 

“I don’t know. Come, we have a car waiting.” 

In no time, the Prince and Princess were in Hannah’s private room where the royal doctor assured them everything was all right. Hannah had been delivered a beautiful baby boy. Mother and baby were well. 

Hannah had just awakened. Rebecca hugged Hannah and gave her a kiss. 

“You must hold him, Rebecca. It’s good luck.” 

The baby was in a little cot at the side of the bed. Rebecca gently lifted the small thing and held it in her hands, just like when she was a little girl with her dolls. 

“Isn’t he so sweet!” 

The baby gurgled and laughed in Rebecca’s arms. 

“Does it put you in the mood, Rebecca. Well, you’ll have your chance tonight,” Hannah said, giving a wink to both Rebecca and Rudolf. 

Just them the nurse said, “I think its time for rest, Mrs. Lander. It’s been a long day.” 

Royal couple or not she had to take care of her patient. 

Leaving the room, Rebecca said, “Let’s visit the maternity ward, Rudi. After all, they are our people, and we must show that we care for them.” 

“Yes of course, darling. You’re right.” 

This unexpected visit by the Royal couple on their wedding day greatly impressed all the women. Rebecca shook hands and held the babies. Many pictures were taken of this impromptu visit. Rebecca was still in her wedding gown. This only helped Rebecca to be loved by the people of Boldovia. It became legend and helped Rebecca became the people’s princess. 

The wedding meal had to be held till Crown Prince Rudolf and his bride came back to the palace. Rebecca had no time to change her wedding dress, so the meal began with Rebecca still in her gown. 

THE WEDDING NIGHT

All celebrations of the wedding being over, it was now time to hold the wedding dance in the Grand Hall of the palace. The happy couple set off to the cheers of the assembled gathering, followed by Lady Pauline and the best man Captain Robert Bonaventure. The King followed, holding Aunty Michelle tightly round the waist. 
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Crown Prince Rudolf and Princess Rebecca Virginia left the happy milling throng to go to their apartments. The usual custom of lifting the bride over the threshold took place; Rebecca kicked her legs up and down in delight as she lay in Rudi’s arms. Prince Rudolf laid Rebecca gently on the four-poster bed with golden canopy on top. His hand went round the back of the wedding dress and unzipped it. 

Rebecca stood there in her long-line full-length 38b strapless bra. Rudolf held her tightly and pushed her on to the bed, his hand slowly traveling up her leg, feeling the soft-ness of the stockings under his palm. He came to the wide ivory-coloured garter trimmed with red lace. Stopping there, he was about to ease it off the leg when Rebecca whispered, 

“Leave it on Rudi.” 

This only helped to harden his member more. Rudolf’s hand now progressed further to the blue lace edge of the satin flirty knickers. Both hands quickly pulled them down and off Rebecca and Rudolf saw, for the first time, Rebecca’s heart-shaped shaven pussy. 

Madam Babette had told all her young ladies that they must be clean and hygienic at all times down there. 

Rudolf put his head between Rebecca’s legs and licked her pussy. Little thrills and shivers ran all over Rebecca’s body. Although she was a virgin, the soft porn DVD’s given to her by Madam Babette had been studied carefully in detail by Rebecca. She knew what to do and pushed her pussy into the face of Rudolf who now moaned in pleasure. Rudolf was no innocent in the game of love and had been with a few women, but there was something out of the ordinary about Rebecca that attracted him to her from the beginning. 

Rebecca excitedly closed her legs as Rudi’s tongue flicked across her clitoris; it was now her turn to moan. Rudolf had completely striped off. Rebecca wanted him to take her in the missionary position. She wanted to be pregnant; she wanted to carry the future heir to the throne of Boldovia within her abdomen. She wanted people to say as she waddled, 

“There goes the heir to the throne, inside Crown Princess Rebecca Virginia.” 

Rebecca had her hand on his penis, directing it into her vagina. She knew it would be tight and expected some pain, but she also expected a lot of pleasure to follow. To ease any pain, Rebecca opened her legs widely. On seeing such a beautiful sight, Rudolf could not wait to enter her. In no time, Rudolf was within Rebecca. It was not as painful as Rebecca expected, so she raised her legs, still with her stockings and shoes on, and wrapped them round his back. 

Her pussy moistened and aided Rudolf in sliding his penis in and out in a slow motion. 

Rebecca was in pure bliss. She was enjoying herself. Just as Madam Babette had said, 

“Give your body willingly and you will get your reward.” 

Rudolf thought that this was the best fuck he ever had. To think he would be married for life to this special woman. Yes, they had many things yet to try, and plenty of time to try them. The night saw a lot of intercourse between them, all in the missionary position. 

Rebecca knew many more positions from the DVD and could not wait to try them. 

Morning came. Two naked lovers lay asleep in each other’s arms. Rebecca turned and disturbed Rudolf. As he opened his eyes, he saw the lovely backside of Rebecca. For some reason, he focused his eyes on her anus. That small aperture seemed like a magnet to his penis. He wanted to kiss it, he wanted to enter it and so he put his lips to it and licked. The Page - 57
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flicking of the tongue woke Rebecca. Little thrills ran up and down that entrance. Rebecca felt that entrance was the right place for Rudi’s member, but she knew she would never become pregnant from that. If her vagina was tight last night, this would be even more so. 

But hadn’t that DVD explained that her anus should be lubricated for intercourse? 

She had no lubricant here on hand, but an idea came to her mind. “Darling I won’t be a minute.” Rebecca rose from the bed and made to the en suite bathroom. Finding a bar of soap, she inserted it into her anus and rubbed it around. That would do the trick. Her anus was well oiled now. Back in the bed, Rebecca took a pillow and put it under her stomach, the object of which was to project her derrière in the air. 

On seeing this delightful sight, Rudolf had an immediate erection. He just  had  to have that small aperture between her bottom cheeks. A small amount of semen had leak from Rudolf’s penis. This would also help lubricate the small aperture. 

Rudolf gripped Rebecca round the waist. She could feel the head of the penis hard against her opening. She shut her eyes to enjoy the wonderful fucking she was about to get. Then it was in. Rudolf felt as if a tight glove had been fitted over his penis; this was an exquisite feeling. Rebecca’s could feel every ridge of his huge member; shivers again ran all over her body. This was like a mare being mounted by a stallion. It was no exaggera-tion to say Rudolf was hung like a stallion. Rudolf now nipped Rebecca up and down her back with his teeth. She sighed and bit the pillow in front of her. She was getting well and truly fucked by her Rudi and was loving every second of it. It was then that she tried a little trick she had learned from the DVD. She squeezed her sphincter muscles on Rudolf’s penis. 

“God, Rebecca, I love you. You’re some woman.” 

This was too much for Rudi and he shot his creamy love juice deeply into her anus. He would fuck the living daylights out of Rebecca again and again that day. There truly was something  special  about his wife. 

THE PEOPLE’S PRINCESS

The honeymoon now over, things were back to normal. Every day Prince Rudolf would report to his local regiment, while Rebecca stayed in the part of the palace assigned to them. She felt bored with nothing to do. Her mother may have pampered Rebecca, but Miss Primrose Hill had been a hard taskmaster and made her and her sisters work hard in all they did. She was used to hard work. 

One day, she said to Rudi, “Darling, do we really need a cook or a maid? I can do it all. 

Besides, it will keep me from being idle. I would just love cooking for us, making beds, tidying the apartments.” 

Rudolf could see his wife was becoming restless. “OK sweetheart, from tomorrow you’re in charge of it all. Any burnt cooking and you will be over my knees, skirt up and a spanking will be administered on your knickers.” Rebecca blushed but rather liked the thought. 

From then on, Rebecca was a happy housewife. Because of her high position, she had a lot of responsibility and she was a good hostess; from time to time she entertained many Page - 58
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public figures like presidents, prime ministers, kings and queens from all over the world. 

Even Georgina and Lillian would drop in as they came to see how their casino was progressing. Rebecca always put then up in her large apartments within the palace. Lady Pauline was happy since moving in with Princess Henrietta. Rebecca was pleased for her sister. 

One morning after breakfast, having tidied the apartment, Rebecca decided to go into the city unannounced, on her own. She saw a side of the city that the officials would never show her. The poor and the squalid slums affected her. 

The situation upset Rebecca. She must do something for the poor people; she must use her position to help. She had to get out of the palace and live amongst the people. They had to see she was one of them. She had to get a job. After all, the people were paying for the lifestyle she was enjoying. That was not fair. 

One afternoon while having an afternoon tea with her sister in Lady Pauline’s apartment, Rebecca brought the subject up. 

“Pauline, I’ve been thinking of leaving the palace and moving to a flat in the city.” 

Pauline looked surprised. “Why would you want to do that? You have all you could want for here.” 

“Yes, but have you seem the poor people here? You must come and see for yourself, dear. We have work to do. Miss Primrose taught us never to have idle hands.” 

“Yes, that's true, sister. I’ll come with you tomorrow.” 

Lady Pauline, like Rebecca, was most shocked at the sights she saw. Like Rebecca, she would have to leave the palace; she could not expect to be supported by her citizens. Miss Primrose would have been proud of the girls. Pauline assisted Rebecca in buying food and toys and giving them to the poor. 

There were tears in Pauline’s eyes as they stood in Rebecca’s apartment. “We must do something, Rebecca. We can’t stand here doing nothing.” 

Rebecca held her. “I have a few ideas. Dry your eyes and listen. First we look for two flats in the city, one for Rudi and myself and one for you and Henrietta. Then we have to work and earn money.” 

“But what sort of work can we do?” 

“Didn’t Miss Primrose teach us dress making, didn’t we make all our own dresses? 

You have such nimble fingers and your embroidering is a delight to behold. If I do say so myself, I design good skirts and dresses. I suggest we find some little shop and start our own business. We will become workers of the people and not parasites living off the people. We use the high positions we have to raise money for the poor.” 

“You always were full of bright ideas, Rebecca, even when we were girls. Yes you are right; we must become working Royals. We must begin right away to find a shop, but I propose that you, me, Rudi and Henrietta stay in the one flat. It would be so much cheaper.” 
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“That’s a good idea, Pauline. I see you have gotten into the swing of things. We must look for a flat with a room for me and Rudi, a room for you and Henrietta, a kitchen, a bathroom and a spare room.” 

“What do we want a spare room for, Rebecca?” 

“For a nursery for when I have my baby.” 

“Of course. What are you hoping for, a boy or a girl?” 

“It doesn’t matter as long as it is well and healthy. But what does concern me is the abnormality that runs in our family. I hope it will not affect my child,” Rebecca said with a little tear in her eye. 

It was now Pauline’s turn to put a hand round Rebecca “There there, dear one. Do not worry so. Remember, Hannah had that sweet baby boy and there were no defects. So not all the Crawfords have it, Rebecca.” 

“Yes, you’re right, Pauline. We both were unlucky, but I feel better since the operation, more feminine.” 

“Yes, whatever that small imperfection was, it’s been removed. I feel more like a woman. Nasty little thing it was, I’m glad to be rid of it. Now I have met the most wonderful woman in the world in Princess Henrietta.” The two sisters who once were men sealed their plan with a kiss on the lips. 

***

The two sisters left the palace each day in their search for a flat and a suitable site for a shop. They gave their maiden names to the property agents so no one would know their real identity. They visited many flats and shops till they found the ones they wanted. It took months but eventually all was settled, except for one thing. It came out as Rebecca and Pauline sat on a sofa in Rebecca’s apartment in the palace. 

“Well, what do you think of our arrangements, Pauline?” 

“One thing worries me.” 

“What would that be?” 

“We haven’t said one word to our partners. They may not like our plan, and we will have done all the leg work for nothing.” 

“Well, I’m not stopping now. When the moment of truth comes, I shall cook a delicious meal. Mother always said the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach. Then before he can recover, I’ll put on some sexy underwear, and we’ll have an early night in bed. And when he has had his fill of me, I’ll demurely suggest that we move to a flat and mention that I want to work for myself.” 

“Why Rebecca, you wily old vixen. I will do the same with Henrietta. But what if that doesn’t work?” 

“It will, it will, Pauline. I am certain.” No more was said and the two girls kissed and congratulated each other on their design. 
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***

Princess Rebecca Virginia of Boldovia meantime fulfilled her official duties with her husband, attending dinners for varies business functions. She made light conversation with various company directors and their wives. Rebecca being a perceptive business-woman, made notes about them in her computer-like brain. This was for future reference when she and Pauline started their shop. This was the class of women they were aiming for; their dresses were expensive. In an unused room in Rebecca’s apartment, they worked on them everyday, to be ready when they opened their shop. Rebecca, at the same time, was working on an idea to raise money for the poor of Boldovia. She had already sent feel-ers out to symphony orchestras for a Grand Gala Charity Concert to raise funds. She was following her mother’s footsteps; hadn’t she raised funds for a new church in Sleepy Valley? However this was on a much larger scale. On hearing about this, Pauline suggested that they organise a pop concert with top groups and that they use their titles as an attrac-tion. Queen Isabella, hearing of the work being put in by her daughter-in-law, was more than delighted. She was glad she had contacted Doris Crawford. Rebecca Virginia and her sister were hard workers and good Christian girls. 

During one of their lunch breaks, Rebecca was working on something, trying not to let Pauline see. Pauline said nothing. One day when Rebecca was in another part of the palace, Pauline opened the drawer where the thing Rebecca was working on was in and pulled in out. What she discovered was a pair of pink satin knickers. She must be making them for Rudi to see her in. Pauline was about to put it back when she noticed a peculiar contraption at the rear. It was a small slit, beautifully decorated with white organza frills. 

Round the edging, beautifully embroidered in white stitching on one side were the words

“Rudi’s favourite” and on the other side “love hole .” 

The knickers were so beautiful and such a curiosity that Pauline had an urge to try them on. Slipping her own knickers off, she wriggled into these beautiful ones. The feel was delicious and sexy. Pauline ran her hands up and down them, then to the rear. Her hand came to the small slit and she put her finger into it and found it lined up with her anus. There could only be one purpose for this aperture, which made Pauline blush. This was none of her business, so Pauline removed the knickers and placed them in the drawer. 

SEXY KNICKERS

It was just after Rebecca and Pauline had fixed all the details of the flat and shop with their property agents. Pauline said to Rebecca, “When do you intend to tell Rudi about this? You know we are on the verge of opening the shop, then everyone will know.” 

“I’ve been giving that much thought. The time will be right next week. On Thursday, Rudi will be going to one of the far provinces to review the troops and watch a parade. He will be staying overnight. On Friday when he comes home, he is on leave for a week and that’s when I shall strike.” 

“Hell, Rebecca, you make it sound like a military exercise. But you are an army cap-tain's wife. What else could I expect?” Pauline said with a giggle, which Rebecca joined with. 

Page - 61

PUT IN SKIRTS, HOSE & HEELS 2

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Friday arrived. Prince Rudolf had been in serious talks with his officers about the defence of Boldovia. Two hostile countries were on the borders of Boldovia. Rudolf knew that one day he would be commander-in-chief of all armed forces in Boldovia. He had to be prepared for such an eventuality. 

When he entered their apartments, Rebecca greeted him with a kiss. She was dressed in a sexy two-piece turquoise satin evening ensemble with an edge-to-edge bolero jacket. Under that was a strapless long line evening dress, low cut in front to show plenty of cleavage. Rebecca unbuttoned Rudolf's army jacket and took it off, placing it over a chair. 

“Darling, I’ve ran a bath for you. While you soap yourself, I’ll attend to the dinner. I’ve worked on it all day for my handsome husband. Hurry, tonight will be full of delightful surprises just for you,” Rebecca said with a meaningful wink. 

Rudolf had a relaxing bath, and then dressed himself for dinner in their bedroom. The sweet voice of Rebecca came floating through the air. 

“Darling, dinner is ready. Come and get it.” 

As Rudi entered the dining room, there were no lights other than a silver candelabra with three holders with a candle fitted in each. 

The second thing that hit him was that Rebecca was wearing only a pink diaphanous gown, which came down to her ankles, under which could clearly be seen that she was wearing no brassiere, or anything else except a pair of pink satin knickers. Rebecca’s breasts stood firmly out, with nipples erect, something Rudi’s member was beginning to do. Rebecca’s breasts were not large, unlike her sister Pauline’s, but ample enough. 

“Pour the wine, darling, while I serve up dinner,” Rebecca said in a husky voice Rudolf had never heard before from his wife. Rebecca departed to the kitchen as Rudolf watched her swaying hips. Eating was the last thing he wanted to do. 

Rebecca had prepared a meal of tender roast beef, potatoes, peas, and carrots. Rebecca touched her lipstick up. She had spent hours in front of her vanity doing her makeup; that was one of the pleasures of being a woman. She put a stray hair in its proper place and was now ready to serve up dinner. Rebecca entered the dining room with the silver platter containing the food. Rudolf served the meal up but could not take his eyes off his wife’s breasts. Rebecca and Rudolf entwined their arms and drank out of each other’s goblet. 

They sipped the wine as they ate. 

“What now, wonderful one? You can’t top that meal, can you?” 

“A dessert.” 

Rudolf was not interested in sweets. His mind was on other things as he looked at his wife. “But you will have to come to our bedroom to receive it.” 

“Oh, really?” Rudolf said, arching his eyebrows. 

“Come see what delight you will receive there. It will make your mouth water. I can’t wait to see you eat it.” Rebecca took Rudolf’s hand, leading him to their bedroom. 

As they entered the bedroom, soft romantic music could be heard coming from hidden speakers. Rebecca put her arms round Rudi’s neck and pulled him down to give him a sexy kiss on the mouth. Her tongue entered into his mouth and flicked Rudi’s tongue. 
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“God, Rebecca, you’re driving me wild. I have to have you right now.” 

His hands unbuttoned the pink diaphanous gown. He was about to pull her knickers down. Rebecca put her finger to his lips. 

“No honey, that's your sweetmeat for tonight.” 

It didn’t take long to find out what she meant. Rudolf was lying supine on bed with Rebecca lying on top of him kissing him. 

“Now for your sweet as I promised.” Rebecca rose, turned her back to Rudi and squat-ted over Rudi’s penis. She wiggled her knickers and Rudi could not fail to see the words round the white organza frills surrounding the little slit in the knickers. “Rudi’s favourite love hole.” 

He grabbed her hips to

guide his penis into her. Re-

becca had prepared herself well

this time, having lubricated her

anus. The penis zoomed right

up her anus. A large intake of

breath emitted from Rudi as his

penis hit home base. 

“Ahhh Rebecca, AHHH, I’m

going to cum,” he shouted but

he did not. 

“Don't move, darling, just

lie still for a while.” 

This Rudi did, his hands

playing with Rebecca’s breasts, 

his penis imbedded within her, 

surrounded by the white or-

ganza frills. Rudolf could not

put his hands into her knickers

to see if she had a penis. 

Rudolf penis had now

rested within Rebecca some

time; she now moved her anal

channel up and down Rudi’s

member. Rebecca could feel

him fill her up. She was going

to fuck him hard so that when

she mentioned the flat and

shop, he would give her any-

thing she wanted. She squeezed

the walls of her anus, Rudolf

gripped her tight and his penis

spurted its love cream again
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and again. As he slowly pulled out, dribbles of white love juice fell on the back of her knickers. 

“Rudi,” Rebecca said as they lay in the afterglow of their lovemaking “Rudi, how would you like to leave the palace and live among your own people?” 

Prince Rudolf looked at his wife. After what had just happened, he could refuse Rebecca nothing. “What are you thinking about, darling?” 

“Well... I’ve seen this nice flat in the city where we can live. I’ve also had a talk with my sister Pauline about starting a dressmaking business. I want to be self-supporting and no be a drain on our people. Pauline has expressed the same thoughts. She even suggested that your sister and she share the same flat to save money. Then we will show the people we can stand on our own feet and that their taxes will be used for better things.” 

“I like the idea of a working Princess. It is good for our image. But what if you become pregnant, darling.” 

“A pregnant woman can still work, even a Crown Princess can. I am no different from any other woman.” 

“What about bringing the child up, darling?” 

“I can bring the child up and work at the same time. Why not?” 

LADY PAULINE’S DRESS COMPANY

On meeting the next day with Pauline, she discussed the events of the previous night. 

Pauline mentioned she had a romp in bed with the princess last night, and she, too, had agreed to the idea. In fact, Henrietta said she would write a number of books on cuisine using her influence to get them printed. Rebecca knew that Henrietta was a good cook; if she had not had royal blood she could have earned a living as a top class cook. Having fixed all up with their partners, papers were signed and they were now ready to move from the palace to the city flat. 

Over the next few weeks, all three women were busy moving things from the palace to the flat. It was all so exciting. Rebecca and Pauline used the room that had been set aside for a nursery as a workshop for designs and patterns for dresses. Eventually all four moved in. Henrietta cooked for everyone; she had found her true vocation as a cook and enjoyed herself in it. Rebecca and Pauline helped her; this gave them more time to work on their patterns. 

The dress shop was near opening. Workmen had been there for a number of weeks and everything was coming into shape. Rebecca had been working on a name for their business and slogans to sell the dresses. 

“What about calling ourselves the Lady Pauline Dress Company?” 

Pauline looked at Rebecca. “No, the Princess Rebecca Dress Company would be better.” Rebecca looked at her sister. 
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“No Pauline, but I tell you what. We could do two lines of dresses, one called the Princess line and the other called the Lady line.” 

The Grand opening of the Lady Pauline Dress Company shop was now ready. The invitation cards said:

YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO THE GRAND OPENING OF THE LADY

PAULINE DRESS COMPANY

CROWN PRINCESS REBECCA VIRGINIA AND LADY PAULINE CRAWFORD

WILL CUT THE TAPE AT 2PM

THEIR LATEST FASHIONS WILL BE ON DISPLAY

FINGER BUFFET TO FOLLOW FOR INVITED GUESTS

Rebecca and Pauline were most excited that day. A large crowd had assembled on the first floor of the shopping mall. At precisely 2 PM, both women stood in front of their shop, holding a large pair of scissors ready to cut the white ribbon stretched across the entrance. They did good business that first day. Their dresses were made to measure and expensive. The snag was that they had so many orders. This meant both girls were working all hours to fulfill their orders. 

***

Someone who had read in the papers of the grand opening of the Lady Pauline Dress Company was no less than Susan De La Tour, the fashion expert and wedding commenta-tor. 

The following week saw Susan De La Tour standing at the counter of the Lady Pauline Dress Company having a look at all the dresses and skirts on display. 

“You make good dresses with the finest of materials, Lady Pauline. Could you make a dress for me to my requirements?” 

“But of course, Madam. If you would just tell me what type of dress you are looking for. Walk this way and I’ll take your measurements, Madam.” 

“Its Susan De La Tour, Lady Pauline.” 

Pauline stopped in her tracks. “Susan De La Tour!? You’re the fashion expert who did the commentary on my sister’s wedding. Our humble fashion house is indeed honoured. 

What brings you here, Madam De La Tour?” 

“Susan will do. Could we talk privately, Lady Pauline?” 

“But of course, Susan. We can go to my office.” Turning to an assistant, Pauline said, 

“Edna, take charge of the shop while I talk with Madam De La Tour.” 
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In Pauline’s office, Susan came straight to the point. “Look, Lady Pauline, it was a pre-tense that I wanted a dress. I want to talk to you and your sister about business. When I learned you and your sister had made your own wedding dresses, I thought it was just a hobby for you two. Then I heard that you decided to be working girls in the nicest sense. 

“I would like to be your agent. I have many contacts in the trade. You two are good and I don’t say that lightly. I’ve seen them all. At one time I had my own fashion business. 

I had to sell it for medical reasons. Then I became a fashion expert, writing for the papers. 

So I do know what I am talking about.” 

“Yes, I see. I like your idea but I cannot make any decision in this matter till I consult my sister. You understand. Could we arrange a meeting with the Princess Rebecca Virginia and myself in two days time? We will contact you with the place and time.” 

“Yes, that will be fine. Lady Pauline, I look forward to meeting the Crown Princess Rebecca Virginia. Haven’t seen her since her wedding. That must have been... almost a year ago.” The women shook hands. 

That night, Princess Henrietta welcomed Lady Pauline in her apron, having been in the kitchen cooking up dinner. 

“Had a hard day, lover? Sit down and I’ll massage your back,” Princess said. 

Pauline sat in the big soft armchair and Henrietta kneaded Pauline’s back. As she did, Pauline said, “I’ve been a bit of a bitch to you, Henrietta and I’ve neglected you these past months. I was so engrossed with the company.” 

Henrietta kissed Pauline on the forehead as her hands worked lower down the back. 

She understood why Pauline was exhausted in bed at night and fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillows. She did feel a bit neglected and she missed her lovemaking with Pauline. 

Quickly rising from the chair, Pauline took Henrietta’s hand and led her to their bedroom. 

As soon as they entered the room, Pauline ripped the apron off Henrietta quickly followed by her green dress. In no time, Pauline had Henrietta naked on the bed and soon she was in the same state. Let us leave our happy lesbian lovers as they sweetly embrace each other in their lesbian sex games. 

It was Rebecca coming into the flat that interrupted the loving couple, forcing them to hastily put their clothes on and pull up their knickers. They greeted Rebecca who noticed their disheveled hair, which Henrietta was trying to straighten out. 

This was when Pauline told Rebecca all about Susan De La Tour’s visit. 

“Well, it can’t do us any harm to talk to her. In fact, it may do us some good,” were Rebecca’s words. 

At the meeting, Susan laid out luxurious plans for the company. “You need a massive launch of your dresses and designs world wide. I have had a look around Boldovia City and I see that your father is building a casino and high-level hotel complex, which is near completion. 
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“What I am suggesting is that on opening night we do a Grand Fashion Show that will be telecast world wide. I can get top models for this show. The cost for the show will be high, but this should be offset by sales. You, Pauline, will have to arrange with your father for a very large suite in the hotel to hold the show, and find out when the grand opening of the casino and hotel will be.” 

Pauline cut in here. “There’s only one snag Susan, Rebecca and myself are run off our feet just now trying to keep up with our present orders.” Rebecca nodded in agreement. 

“Think big, girls. You need a factory. Other people do the work and you sit in an office designing the dresses. Not so tiring is that? It’s basically a nine-to-five job giving you more time to relax at home with your partners. 

“And another thing. It would be better for the fashion show if you both did some modeling. I know you know nothing about modeling but the fact that Princess Rebecca Virginia and Lady Pauline wore this or that will add to sales. It would only be for a few items; the trained models will be doing the bulk of the modeling.” 

“Marvelous, Susan, bloody marvelous. I have no hesitation about making you our agent.” 

Pauline had a talk with her father about everything Susan had said. There was no problem and for his daughter there would, of course, be no charge for the suite. 

“I’ve been thinking. You and Rebecca have started your charity fund for the poor in Boldovia. I am going to donate the first night’s casino profits towards it.” 

“Oh Daddy, I just love you,” Pauline said as she put her arms round Georgina’s neck and kissed him. What a sight: father and daughter/son in their beautiful frocks, kissing each other. 

“All the family will meet again. It’s been so long, Daddy. Do you remember my fifth birthday?” How could he forget it? That was when his son became his daughter. 

“Yes, of course, Pauline. You had your ears pierced and became a real girl.” 

“Daddy, I’ll make a beautiful dress for you and mother for that opening night. I’m so proud of you both.” This was followed by another kiss between father and daughter/son. 

The Gala Fashion Show was a tremendous success and it set up the Lady Pauline Dress Company in a big way. Orders were coming in from all over the world. Now Rebecca and Pauline could concentrate on their designs while the clothes factory turned them out. They even had contracts with the family business at Crawford's now. 

One day while working in the room converted for their designs, Pauline looked over at Rebecca, who seemed a little sad. 

“What troubles you, Rebecca? You can tell your sister, come on.” 

“It’s just that I can’t give Rudi a baby. We have been trying hard enough, but noting is happening, sister.” 

Pauline was silent and thought for a minute. 
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Dr. Jayne to do a check up on you to see if there is anything wrong with you. Maybe Dr. 

Jayne can rectify it. You need a rest after all the hard work we have put in here. I can watch over the business.” 

“What a dear sister you are, Pauline. That’s just what I will do.” The two sisters kissed each other on the cheek. 

Rebecca was booked at Dr. Jayne’s clinic. She told Dr. Jayne what was bothering her. 

Jayne Burton knew exactly what the problem was. Rebecca, a transsexual, could not have a baby. She could not tell that to her face, though. She had sworn to Doris that she would never divulge what had happened all these years ago. She would have to go through the motions. 

“Rebecca, I will have to do a complete check-up to see what we can see. Tomorrow we will do a number of tests. It will take a day or two before I have the results. Before, that, I’ll do your boob job. How is that?” 

“Oh, that will be fine, Dr. Jayne.” 

So there was Rebecca the following morning in Dr. Jayne's office, naked, lying on the examination couch, legs in the air. Dr Jayne was probing all her openings, having taken samples of her blood. 

“You may get dressed, Rebecca. It will be a day or two before I can give you the results. 

To-morrow we do the boob job.” 

The operation over, Rebecca sat in Dr. Jayne’s office with her breasts bandaged. 

“Rebecca, I have good news for you,” Dr. Jayne lied. “You are a perfectly healthy woman. There is no reason why you cannot have a baby.” 

Rebecca was more than euphoric, and then she looked at Dr. Jayne with a puzzled expression on her face. “Then, doctor, why can I not get pregnant?” 

Dr. Jayne took her hand in hers. “Rebecca, sometimes its not the woman’s fault. The man can also have problems, if you see what I mean.” 

Rebecca looked at Dr. Jayne. “I never though that Rudi could have a... problem, he’s so macho.” 

“They’re sometimes the worst. I’ve seen it before: a beautiful wife but he can’t get her pregnant. When you tell the husband, he doesn’t believe you. I would not say a word to Rudi, he might not think he is doing his job getting you pregnant.” 

“Yes, I see, Dr. Jayne. I won’t say a word to him. Instead of feeling sorry for myself, now I feel sorry for Rudi.” 

Dr. Jayne was quite happy with the way matters had turned out. Rebecca plunged herself into the dress company. She was such a loving wife to Rudi now that she understood his problem. 

SLEEPY VALLEY MATRONS

“Well, haven’t our little boy/girls done good for themselves? Who would have thought it?” Ruby said to Grace. 
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“Yes and Rebecca Virginia, a Princess!” 

“You know, Rebecca Virginia could be Queen someday, Queen of Boldovia,” Grace said. 

“You know, I always said Rebecca Virginia was a Queen. Doris Crawford had her set up to be a Queen ever since she was born,” Elizabeth observed. “Pity all the Crawford children have grown up. Now what can we discuss at our weekly chit-chats?” 

“Have no fear,” Ruby said, “we’ll find something.” Of course they would. 

THE END
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