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WHO AM I? 

 WHAT AM I? 

BY BLIND RUTH

TICK-TOCK


The sands of time are running down, the clock has started, the pendulum swings. The hours, the minutes. The seconds count down. Three months to go and events are about to happen that will change many people’s lives. 

 Tick-tock

Artie Hardgreaves had just finished lunch at the staff canteen of Cooper and Cooper, where he worked as a management consultant. Well he should have had that title, but he was used to being an office boy. That was why he sat in the in the staff lounge with a cup of tea on the small table at knee height. He was looking at the jobs ads in the local paper to see if there were any for management consultants. 

As far as Artie was concerned, he was wasting his time; no one seemed to appreciate his talents. His boss seemed to block any move for promotion. If he found nothing soon he would have to pull up roots and go to pastures new. 

Artie was a young man of 24, 5 foot 5 inches tall and 8 stone 7 pounds. He had fair hair and was slim hipped in body. From a distance he could be mistaken as a girl, unless you took a closer look. It was his longish, fair hair that did it. Artie had a lot to thank his par-ents for; they had put him through college, where he passed his business management courses with flying colours. He now lived in his own flat and liked the free and easy life of a bachelor, however he hoped to marry some day. That was one of the reasons his face Page - 3
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was buried in the vacancies column. He had to have a proper job for a future wife, and family. 

His study of jobs was interrupted by a female voice saying, “You’re so right, Heather. 

Artie is just what we are looking for,” followed by another pleasant female voice asking, 

“Can we sit here and have a talk with you, Artie?” 

Having lowered his newspaper, Artie was looking straight into the deep valley of a pair of 32 double D breasts. These belonged to Heather Macintyre. Heather was about the same age as Artie, and roughly the same height and weight. Her red hair flowed over her shoulders; she was dressed in a black mini skirt, her long shapely legs were encased in glossy honey-coloured tights and on her feet were a pair of black stiletto heel shoes. Arties was mesmerised by the sight of Heather’s breasts as she bent forward in front of the small table. 

“Eh, what?” said Artie” 

“She said ‘Can we sit down beside you and talk with you, Artie?’” This was Iris Taylor. 

Artie recognised the voice but it did not detract him from staring at Heather’s magnificent breasts. Iris was an older woman. No, “older” was the wrong word. Mature, yes, ma-ture. Although at 45, Iris was old enough to be both his mother, Iris had always kept herself in good condition. What did these women want with him? As far as Heather was concerned, he had been trying to get up the courage to ask her for a date. Word in the office was that Heather was a right little mover and had been around. It seemed a little odd that she should be a companion of Iris’. That was no business of his, though. 

“Yes, sure, ladies. What can I do for you?” 

Both women sat down, one on either side of him. Both now put an arm round his shoulder; Artie could feel a leg of each woman rubbing against his. Artie said to himself, 

“This can’t be true, I’m dreaming.” 

Heather snuggled up to him, sweetly put her mouth to his ear, and whispered, “How would you like to come to my flat tonight for dinner? You could get into my knickers!” 

Then Iris whispered, “And maybe you could get into  my  knickers!” 

Artie’s face went a bright red. How could he refuse such an offer? He  must  be dreaming. 

“We are waiting for a answer,” one of the women whispered. Artie spluttered out a Yes. 

Heather whispered, “We’ll see you at my flat at half past seven. I can’t wait.” Both women then rose and gave Artie a big kiss on both his cheeks; the red imprint of lipstick was left for all to see. They giggled as they left him. 

After the women left, Artie got a ribbing from all his buddies. “Hey Artie, what you got between your legs? Even old Iris has the hots for you. Maybe her old man is not giving her any.” 

Job vacancies were forgotten for now; Artie’s thoughts were on Heather and her 32

double Ds and getting into her knickers. 
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Tick-tock

Artie was driving his car on the way to Heather’s flat, still in a dream.  Somebody pinch me, somebody kick me. I’m going to wake up soon. If only I could get my hands on Heather’s double Ds before that happens, I could be happy man. 

Artie lived in a different town from Heather and Iris, but it was only a half hour drive from the town where he worked at Cooper and Cooper. Taking the short cut bypass over the lonely and deserted moorland with the occasional farm, soon Artie arrived at the multi-story flats where Heather lived. He drove into the underground car park, picked a spot and parked. In the lift, he hit the fourth floor button and the lift ascended. On reaching the fourth, Artie made his way to Heather’s flat. At the door he was welcomed by Heather. She was dressed in an even more revealing dress than this afternoon; her breasts were almost spilling out the top. 

“So glad you could make it, Artie. We were afraid you would opt out, and I cooked such a good Scottish meal for you.” 

Heather then put her arms around Artie’s neck and gave him a great big kiss. Artie could feel her firm breasts squeezing against him and detected the exotic smell of her Od-yssey perfume. He already had an erection. Heather could feel this through her mini skirt. 

Looking at him, she said, “I see you’re happy to meet me again, just as I am happy you came here.” 

Taking his hand, she led him to the dinning room where, already seated, was Iris Taylor. This did not please Artie; he had hoped to have Heather all to himself this evening. 

“What delights have you concocted for us tonight, Heather?” Iris asked. 

“Well, I did say it was a secret but I guess I’ll have to show you, Iris. But promise you won’t give it to anyone else.” Heather giggled. 

“Oh course, but that's not what we came here for tonight, is it? It was to get Artie into our knickers, wasn’t it, Heater?” 

Artie was getting red in the face. “Look at him, Heather. I bet he can’t wait to get into our knickers. Better show him your bedroom and let’s get started.” Iris giggled. Heather led Artie by the hand to the bedroom. 

“Well Artie, if you get your clothes off, Iris and I will join you soon.” Just like that, Heather promptly left. 

Artie stripped off quickly in anticipation of what was to come: two beautiful women alone with him, his wildest dreams coming true. There was a long wait before he heard a knock at the door and Heathers sweet voice asking, “Are you decent, Artie? Can I come in?” 

Of course he wasn’t ‘decent;’ he was standing there without a stitch of clothing on. 

What game had Heather up her sleeve? Before he could reply, Heather turned the handle and entered, followed by Iris. Both women burst out laughing. 

“He really fell for it, hook line and sinker, Heather. It’s a shame, we really did not want to embarrass you, Artie, but it was the only way we could entice you here.” 
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Heather looked at him. “We have to have a very serious talk with you about something that is very important to Iris, myself, and others. By the way, you  can  get into our knickers. 

We won’t disappoint you. Here.” 

Heather and Iris produced from behind their backs a pair of knickers each, and both laughed, at the same time sitting down beside him. 

Iris turned to him. “Listen to us, Artie, we are both serious now. There was a point to us leading you down the garden path, so to speak. I will explain all; there was no intention of making fun of you, please believe me.” 

Heather was dressed in a more somber outfit, a plain black dress, going all the way to her ankles, high necked, completely covering her chest area. Heather, looking like a prim little miss, spoke. “Well, you must cover yourself while Iris and myself talk to you.” 

Heather held out a thong, a black backless nylon lace thong. Artie stepped into it. This brought an immediate hoot from Iris. 

“I told you, Heather, he would never fit into your thong. Look.” 

Iris was right, the thong was too small to conceal Artie’s penis; a portion of it was peep-ing out the side. 

“Here, put on a sensible pair of knickers,” she said, holding out a pair of her own French Knickers. Artie discarded the thong and pulled the French knickers up his legs. 

“That’s better, now we don’t have to look at your nasty bits while we relate why we wanted you here.” 

Iris then started to explain the reason for inviting Artie there. 

“It all started at the fitness classes Heather and myself attend. One evening after our workout, we sat in the cafeteria. Heather nodded her head. 

Iris continued. “For some reason, the conversation eventually turned to our fantasies about men. As it turns out, we both have thought about feminizing a man. We decided that we’d like to do that for real. Problem was, we didn’t know who we could do it to. 

“A few days later, during one lunch break Heather came to me and said that she found the ideal candidate, just what we were looking for. Can you guess who we selected, Artie?” 

“Hold it a minute, girls.” Artie could see where this conversation was going. 

“Let me explain further before you say anything,” Iris said. 

“You know Joe Dobson, Artie. He was off with the flu for two weeks. The board of di-rectors appointed you to take charge of his department while he was off. A good job you made of it; that office was running like clockwork. Everyone was happy, then Joe Dobson came back. He realized if the board saw what a good job you were doing, he was out of a job. You didn’t know it, but he made sure you never got near his office again. I mean, look at the tedious job you now have, with no chance of promotion. We thought you, of all people, would want to take revenge on him.” 

Artie still wasn’t sure exactly what they had in mind, but he could not dress as a woman even if it meant bringing Joe Dobson to ground. 
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“Look girls, I sympathize with everything you say. I want to bring that bastard down as much as anyone. But dress as a woman! I couldn’t. There’s no way I could look like a woman, even if I  wanted  to, which I do not. But if there is any other way I can help, I will.” 

Both women heaved a sigh. “Well, it was worth a try, Heather. I suppose its back to the drawing board,” Iris said

“I’m really sorry to have embarrassed you, Artie but it seems we’re at the end of the road. I’m most remorseful for the way I tried to tempt you into it. Can you ever forgive me, Artie? I’m not really that kind of woman, but desperate measures were needed,” 

Heather said. 

“Yes, of course I understand. Let’s say no more about it. Now if you ladies will leave the room, I can get dressed.” 

Both women left and Artie dressed; he didn’t hold any ill will against them. When he returned to the dining room, he offered to run Iris home, which she kindly accepted. On the journey back to her house, Iris said nothing of the night’s proceedings, just made small talk about how their jobs were going, et cetera. Artie never mentioned the night’s happen-ings either. 

 Tick-tock

Ten weeks to go with time still counting down. 

Artie Hardgreaves was in the office performing some monotonous errant for Joe Dobson.  Yes, he thought,  I really am an office boy.  I can’t stand it here much longer. I have to try for another job, and soon. 

He passed the secretarial department, and looked through the glass partition into Iris Taylor’s office. Some junior in a distressed state was crying on Iris shoulder. Iris was comforting her, patting her on the back.  I must enquire about this at lunch, thought Artie. 

After lunch, in the staff lounge, Artie made his way over to the sofa Iris Taylor was sitting on. Iris welcomed him; they made polite conversation. 

“Heather not with you today, Iris?” 

“No, she has a few days off.” 

Artie turned more serious. “Iris, what was all that this morning with that junior crying on your shoulder?” 

Iris looked solemn now. “You saw it, did you? It’s that bastard Joe Dobson again. He harassed Holly, who only started a month ago. She should never have been sent to him. 

I’ve made Heather his secretary.” 

Artie cut in. “Then why did Holly go as his secretary, Iris?” 

“Because I was called away for some other matter and Heather was off for the day. My second-in-command Dottie, who knows nothing about Joe Dobson, allocated her to him. 

Before she knew what was happening, he had a hand up her skirt. She dropped everything, ran out his office and came to me. She was all for resigning right there and then. 

“I persuaded her to stay as she had a good future with the company. So there you have it, Artie. That man has to be sorted out somehow.” 

Page - 7

WHO AM I ? 

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

The conversation turned to other things. 

 Tick-tock

The matter had not left Artie’s mind; that night he lay in bed, sleepless, thinking things over. Iris had said she was a coward, at Heathers flat. The more he thought about it, he was the coward. He wanted to get even with Joe Dobson. The girls were right, that man was holding him down. So what if he had to dress in woman’s clothes? He must play a part in the downfall of Joe Dobson. Yes, he would do it. If it meant putting a dress on for a day, so what? He would see Iris and Heather about it tomorrow. 

 Tick-tock

The following day at lunch, Artie went over to Iris in the staff lounge. “Iris, do you remember that conversation we had a few weeks ago?” 

“Yes Artie, I remember it very well. What of it?” 

“You and Heather suggested putting me in woman’s clothes.” 

“Yes, Artie?” 

“Could...would.” Artie was red faced, and embarrassed. He looked around the room to see if anyone was watching. He had to say it, though. The words spluttered out his mouth. 

“Could you...would you dress me in girls clothes,  please!” 

Iris said nothing for a moment. “I’ll have to discuss this with Heather. I’ll let you know before the end of the day.” 

“But,” said Artie, “I thought both of you were so enthusiastic about the idea. It took a lot of pondering for me to come to such a decision.” 

“Yes we were, but that was then, and this is now. As I said, I will have to have a long discussion with Heather. See you here at five.” 

 Tick-tock

 Women are funny creatures,  thought Artie Hardgreaves as he sat in the staff lounge, waiting. He had made the move that Heater and Iris wanted, and they had to discuss it! 

Eventually, Iris and Heather turned up. 

Sitting beside him, Iris spoke. “We have come to a decision. We will are willing to let you become a woman. Come to Heather’s flat tomorrow night and we will deliberate what has to be done.” 

“Deliberate?  Deliberate?  What is there to deliberate? The last time I came there, both of you were falling over yourself to get me into dresses. And now it’s a privilege for me to wear a skirt. What’s with you two?” 

Heather took Artie’s hand and smiled at him. “Oh, don’t be so cross, Artie. Everything will be explained tomorrow night. And don’t think we are ungrateful, sweetie, we both know how hard this was for you. I’ll make up for it, just you see.” 

Heather gave him a great big kiss, this time on the mouth.  Here we go again, thought Artie. 
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Tick-tock

. 

“Well, let’s get down to the problem on hand. If you had said OK last time, all would have been okay. Now we are two weeks behind schedule and...” 

Artie jumped in here. “Whatever are you talking about, two weeks behind schedule? 

It’s just a matter of putting on a frock, right?” 

Both woman looked in horror at each other, and said “NO!” 

“No? What do you mean, no?” 

Iris nodded to Heather. “Go get that dress and we will see what develops.” 

In a short time, Heather appeared with a red polka dot dress and a pair of black glossy high-heeled shoes. She showed it to Artie. “Take these to my room, put them on and let’s see how good you are as a woman.” At the same time, she handed Artie a pair of matching polka dot knickers. 

Artie stood there, pulling up the red knickers, then he slipped the dress over his body. 

He sat on the bed and put the high-heeled shoes on. When he stood up and tried to walk, he found difficulty; his legs did not respond the way he wanted. Still, he managed to walk, with difficulty, back to the living room. 

“There’s nothing to it, see?” Artie said. 

“Okay, smart boy, walk up and down while Heather and I watch,” Iris said. Artie’s legs and feet seemed to be going in different directions. In no time, he found himself on the floor, to peals of laughter from Heather and Iris. 

Iris said, “Easy is it? Give us your hand mirror, Heather. Look at yourself! Joe Dobson will see right through you the minute you arrive. Hairy arms, hairy legs, and your face! 

OK, I know you haven't shaved since breakfast, but even so. You’re a mess and you’re not going to fool Joe Dobson or anyone else, as you stand. I should drop the whole thing. 

What do you think, Heather?” 

“Give him a chance, Iris. When I suggested Artie, I saw something there we could work on. I still do. It can still be done, Iris, I know it. I believe in him, don’t throw the idea on the fire.” 

“We are two weeks behind already. You have more faith than I. We would need to work overtime. I say forget it.” 

“Please, please, let’s try. You will do as we say, Artie, won’t you? I mean you are awful now but with hard work, we can turn you into something. You can look like a proper woman, although, as Iris says time, is running out. Please say that you will knuckle down.” 

What Artie failed to realize was that Iris and Heather were playing good cop/bad cop. 

They had planned it beforehand. While all this was all going on, he stood there as an as-tonished bystander. 

He didn’t know why, but he jumped in, saying, “Ladies, if Heather says I can be dressed as a woman, I’m quite willing to go wherever it takes me.” 
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“Attaboy, Artie! See Iris, he can do it. Go and get the schedule. Come hell or high water, we  will  get there.” 

Iris returned with a file in her hand, and put it down on the table. Both women read it carefully, talking to each other in low voices. Artie could not make out what they were saying. Finally Iris spoke. 

“Heather has convinced me it can be done. What has to happen is a crash course in womanhood. The first time Joe Dobson looks at you, he has to have the instant impression that you are indeed a woman in appearance, voice, and walk. We have already made up a cover story for you, which you will receive in a printout in the next day or so. 

“You must learn all the details by heart so if any questions are asked about your background, you can give a instantaneous answer. Now Heather, how soon can you take him to Janine’s Beauty Salon for a waxing?” 

“Lets see, this is Thursday. I’ll phone her tomorrow and try to get an appointment for Saturday. And yes, I know the cover story. Artie is my boy friend; I don’t like his hairy chest arms or legs. To please me, he wants to be waxed.” 

“That's right, Heather. Artie, from Friday night till it all ends, your spare time will be devoted to being a woman. Heather has arranged for you to stay here; we will make the spare room up for you. However do not think you can take advantage of Heather. 

“Every night when you come home from work, you will change into women’s clothes, and all weekend. As much as possible, think woman,  be  woman. Your hair at present is reasonable but by the time Joe Dobson meets up with you, it will be long and in a female style. Any questions Artie?” 

Artie Hardgreaves was absolutely dazzled at the words Iris spoke. Just what had he let himself in for? He could not back out, he had to go through with it, and he could not look the girls in the face again if he betrayed them. Artie wondered if he would really enter the World Of Women in some small way. The women smiled at each other; they knew their task was hard, but with a willing participant, it would be easier. 

“Oh, one thing Artie, that name will have to be dropped and a more appropriate female name taken. What about Aretha?” 

“No Iris, that sounds too close to ‘Artie,’ and we do not want Joe Dobson to have any clue it’s Artie. My suggestion is Debbie.” 

“Okay I’ll go along with that. What do you say, Debbie?” 

Artie nodded his head. Debbie sounded nice for a girl’s name, he thought, so Debbie Hardgreaves came into existence. Before leaving, Heather handed him a pair of low-heeled shoes and said in an aggressive manner, “Now wear these at every opportunity. 

You have to be trained in a different way of walking. A woman’s balance changes your walk.” As Debbie left, Heather gave him a sweet kiss on the cheek. 

 Tick-tock

It was now mid-September. D-day would be the day before New Years Eve when the office broke for the holidays. Cooper and Cooper always had a party that day. That was ten weeks away. The story was that Debbie was Heather’s country cousin who had come Page - 10
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to visit her, and was looking for a job. As Artie, Debbie would phone in on the day of the party with the flu and not come in. 

Heather would ask Joe Dobson if her cousin could come to the party; she was looking for a job and staying at her flat. Heather would introduce her to Joe, then Debbie would give Joe the come-on. That worried Debbie. What if Joe suspected he was not what he was supposed to be? Joe Dobson was a strong, muscular man compared to Artie/Debbie. He would slaughter her/him. Debbie felt he/she was actually putting his/her life on the line. 

On waking in the morning, new girl Debbie become aware she had an erection, something she had not had at night for years. Debbie concluded it must because of the material of the nightdress she wore. It was a long, Royal blue nylon nightdress, reaching her ankles. 

It seemed to caress her, and she was excited by the soft feel of the nylon against her body. 

It was like a hand tenderly stroking her all over. Her penis was proudly standing, throb-bing, twitching, jerking, and he hadn’t even put a hand on it. 

Debbie had masturbated many times in the past but never, never had anything like this happened automatically. Artie would have to get ready quickly to not be late for work. Joe Dobson would use any excuse to fire him. Joe Dobson hoped he would leave of his own accord; this made Debbie more determined that she would become a woman, one that Joe Dobson would take a fancy to. 

At lunch, Debbie made her worries about his erection known to the girls. What if such a thing came about when dressed in a skirt? 

“Don’t worry, Debbie, we anticipated that sort of thing. We will tell you more about it tomorrow night. But remember, that was only a nightdress. What do you think it will be like in a full outfit?” 

Debbie said nothing but thought plenty. 

 Tick-tock

Friday night arrived and Artie was driving Heather back to her flat after work. It had been arranged that Iris would catch up with them later that night, after making a meal for her husband Alex. From the minute Artie stepped over the door of Heather’s flat, he was expected to be Debbie. 

“Debbie, what do you fancy to eat?” Heather said, opening her fridge. “I’ve got some lamb chops. How about potatoes, peas and chops?” 

“Yes, that would be okay. By the way, if I’m to be here weekends, I must give you some money for my keep. It’s only fair.” 

“Well, that’s kind of you, Debbie. I'll teach you how to cook as well. I’ll bet living as a bachelor, it’s all out of tins and frozen packets.” 

Heather giggled; she was looking forward to making Debbie into a girl. It sent tingles up and down her back. Heather did not know why she was looking upon Debbie as a girlfriend, one she could mould whatever way she wanted. It was new ground for her; she felt such a thrill. A man to turn into a woman! Such a challenge. 

The meal was lovely. Debbie washed the dishes at Heather’s command without a word of protest. Heather was glad; she had control of Debbie. 
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By now, Iris had arrived, and Debbie was shown her room. There she found a dressing table, on which were many items relevant to woman’s make up. Moisturising creams, beauty lotions, makeup brushes, face powder, lipsticks, blushers, eyeliners, eye shadows, mascara, and the lot. 

“Debbie, you are about the same size as Heather, so she will lend you many of her clothes.” 

Debbie had not to just appear as a woman, she had to get into the role and really think she  was  a woman. Heather was right. She had picked him/her; of all the male members of the office, Debbie best fit the bill. 

“Heather will teach you the clothing sense of a girl your age. What I will do is teach you makeup. We have a hairdresser friend who will teach you all about hairstyles. Now to start, put these panties on while I make your face up. Don’t be modest, we are going to see plenty of each other in the next ten weeks.” 

Before putting the panties on, Heather and Iris gave Debbie a complete rundown of all the girlie items in the room. There was a wardrobe full of dresses, drawers filled with panties, slips, brassieres, stockings, pantyhose, garter belts. There was also a rack with shoes of all types. Debbie had noticed one peculiar pair of shoes with uneven heels. Holding them up, she said, “What are these?” 

Heather and Iris glanced at each other, then Heather spoke. “They are special shoes and you will be wearing them on the day you meet Joe Dobson. By that time, you will be a expert on how to walk in woman’s shoes.” 

“But these shoes are not even and I’ll walk with a sort of limp.” 

“Enough to wiggle your ass, Debbie, all the better to attract Joe.” Debbie could visual-ize the scene, but wasn’t keen on the notion of wiggling her ass for the likes of Joe Dobson. 

By now Debbie had the panties on. Heather quickly took one of her bras and told Debbie to hold her arms out as she put the bra around each arm and pulled it up to her shoulders. After adjusting straps and clipping eyehooks at the back, it was all fixed, except that the bra cups hung slack and empty. Iris handed her two plastic bags filled with birdseed, which Heather dropped in the bra cups. 

“I’ve ordered the proper breasts. They should be here in a few days. In the meantime, these will have to do. But they are realistic, the breasts will move up and down, won’t they, Debbie dear?” 

 What a ingenious contraption, thought Debbie. 

As Debbie sat in front of the dressing table mirror, Iris got to work on the makeup, while Heather, with brush and comb, worked on her hair. Iris set about applying makeup, giving a running explanation as she put it on. Debbie had to learn because, as Iris said, she would be putting it on herself without help soon. Debbie’s transformation had begun, and she enthusiastically took note of all that was said and done to her. She had to get into that role of being a woman. She  must  or Joe would... Debbie could not even think about it. 

After a long period, Iris said, “There we are. Have a look in the mirror.” 

Debbie did. 
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“Now stand up till I fit this

small corset on you.” This corset

was a lace-up-the-back type, with

three suspenders at the bottom of

each side, hanging down. Iris put

the corset round Debbie and

clipped the six hook and eyes at

the front. The back was laced so

that two loops were at the middle

of the back of the corset, which

when pulled, constricted the

waist. Debbie felt as if she was in

the grip of some giant vice; she

could hardly breathe. 

“Stop it girls, you’re killing

me.” 

“Ah, but look at yourself, Deb-

bie. It’s all worth it.” 

Debbie looked at the mirror. 

Her waist was pulled in and as a

result, her ass stood out for all to

see in her panties. She would suf-

fer it even if she could hardly

breathe. 

Heather cheered her up. 

“Don’t worry, Debbie. After a

while, you’ll get used to it. In fact, 

you will not know its there. What

do you think we women have to

put up with?” 

“That’s right, Heather. Boy, 

doesn’t Debbie have a big ass? Old

Joe Dobson will fall over himself

to get his hands on that ass!” 

That was what Debbie was worried about: Joe putting his hands on her buttocks. Oh, the thought of the feel of his slimy hands on her ass, just the thought of it. Ugh. 

Having now finished the makeup and hair, Heather and Iris quickly had a dress over her body, a pair of clip-on earrings on her ears, and a necklace round her neck. 

“Hold your hands out while I put nail varnish on,” Iris said. Heather was at her feet, applying the same colour of nail varnish as Iris’ on Debbie’s toes. Debbie felt like a queen on a throne, being pampered by these two women. 
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“There, done! Wear these fluffy white pair of mules around the house. There’s no use putting stockings or pantyhose on till you are waxed tomorrow, dear,” Heather said. “Iris, have you arranged for Debbie to have speech therapy?” 

“Yes, she will have to take the therapy at night two days a week, two days when she is not here.” 

“Oh, for heavens sake! I’ll go along with all you say but speech therapy? Are we not going too far?” 

Heather furiously turned on her. “Listen Debbie, do as we say. It has to be done right or not at all, understand?” 

This was yet another side of Heather he had not seen. “Yes, Heather,” he meekly replied. 

“I want no slip-ups. By the time you catch up with Joe Dobson, you  will  sound like a woman, OK?” 

It now being late, Iris made her farewells and Debbie offered to run her home. 

“OK Debbie, but you will have to take me home just like that, except for the shoes. 

Heather, sort out a low-heeled pair.” 

Debbie wished she had never opened her mouth. What if someone saw her? What would they say, what would she do? Heather gave her a light blue coat to wear, which was a help; Debbie could always pull the collar up to hide her face. No one saw then leave the flats. Debbie found driving her car in low heels a bit unusual, which Iris noticed. 

“You will have to get used to that, dear. Remember, on the day of the office party, you will be driving to it.” 

No more was said as Debbie drove. Having dropped Iris home, she drove back to Heather’s flat. No one observed her there. Debbie gave a sigh of relieve for that. 

Tick-tock

Morning found Heather with dampness between her legs as she lay in bed. She knew the reason was turning Debbie into a woman. This experience was completely different from the usual type of man who dated her. She was now wondering if she could ever go out with an  ordinary  man again. Debbie was a special kind of man, the kind of man she would rather go out with, the kind who could, who  would  wear women’s clothes to please her. She knew that, after this was all over, Debbie may go back to wearing men’s clothes, but she would have to do all in her power to stop that. It was not that she wanted Debbie to have a sex change; she just wanted to know there was a male member under that dress. 

It did something to her unlike anything she had known before; it stimulated her. 

She wondered what it would be like to have sex with a man dressed in woman’s clothes. However that was for after the matter of Joe Dobson was sorted out. Then, Debbie would be all woman...well as near as possible without the sex operation. 
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Heather rose from bed threw on a peignoir, made for the kitchen and started making breakfast: eggs, beacon and beans, the smell of which drifted to the room Debbie slept in, waking her up. In no time, she dressed and came into the kitchen. 

Debbie and Heather chatted away while eating breakfast. For Debbie, it was back to her male clothes again. 

Artie drove himself and Heather to Janine’s Beauty Salon. Heather approached the reception counter. 

“We are here for my boyfriend’s appointment, Artie Hardgreaves.” 

The assistant looked in her appointment book. “Ah yes, Miss Macintyre. Take a seat and Janine will shortly be with you.” 

A few minutes Janine arrived and led them into a cubicle. 

“Have you ever been waxed before, Mr. Hardgreaves?” 

Artie answered no. 

“I see. Well, the first time, you may be a little sore, but after that you will get used to it.” 

Janine told Artie to strip to his Y fronts and lie on the bench where she got to work on him. A little pot of wax was being heated on a gas ring nearby. Janine now took a spatula and spread the wax evenly over his arms and legs, etc. Janine had a cloth in her hand, put it over the wax and, with a quick movement, pulled it up. Artie’s stomach area was the worst. The pain was almost unbearable. 

After it was all finished, Janine said, “That should be okay for four weeks. I know that was sore on your stomach, but next time it will be easier.” 

 Tick-tock

Back at Heather’s flat, Heather had stockings all ready for Debbie. These taupe-coloured stockings had seams which would be inspected by Heather and woe betide Debbie if they were not straight. 

Heather showed her how to put them on and had Debbie do it over and over again. 

Debbie found now that she had been waxed, his penis reacted to Heather’s touch on his legs. 

“You will have to stop that, Debbie. I won’t have it, you understand?” 

“But what can I do, Heather? It’s your soft hands.” 

“I’ll talk to Iris tonight about. We can’t have you having erections; it will detract from the hard work you have to do.” 

Heather did discuss the matter with Iris and a gaff was arranged to hide Debbie’s penis. Debbie was told that on the day of the party, she would not be wearing the gaff. Debbie assured them that no way would she have an erection if Joe Dobson was about. 

Heather would make Debbie go through the lessons again and again, as she was occa-sionally displeased with Debbie. When such an occurrence happened, Heather would have no hesitation in slapping Debbie’s face. Debbie accepted it all without a word, and accepted Heather’s domination of her without question. 
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There was so much to do and so little time. Iris had a talk with Heather. “Don’t you think you are being a bit harsh with Debbie?” 

“I so want this to succeed, Iris,” Heather said before she shyly admitted to Iris, “I think I am falling in love with Debbie, not the man, but the woman I hope she will be.” 

Iris said nothing, but she now understood better why Heather was so demanding of Debbie. 

 Tick-tock

Friday of the following week soon arrived. Heather insisted on seeing what Debbie wore under her male clothes. She was quite happy to find female underwear. 

When Iris arrived, she was loaded with parcels and had some news. One parcel contained a gaff, another two breast forms, with stick on patches. The news was that Iris had arranged for Debbie to have laser treatment on her face to remove facial hair. 

Debbie cut in here. “Oh, for goodness sake!” That was as far as she got, as Heather gave a look at her. Debbie knew she should say no more, to keep Heather happy. 

Iris was happy at the progress Debbie was making with her makeup. Heather had other opinions, though and promptly told Debbie she was a slacker, and nearly had Debbie in tears. This secretly cheered Heather up. As a man, Debbie would have taken such a remark on the chin, but as a woman it was getting through to her. 

The fitting of the breast forms was methodically explained to Debbie. Hands must be kept clear of the adhesive strip once the backing was removed, as it was very sticky. Of course the breast area must be clear of any hair and nice and smooth which Debbie’s was, having been waxed. 

Debbie found it most unfamiliar to see these breasts looming into his/her gaze. They looked so lifelike and moulded to her body. Heather interrupted Debbie’s thoughts of her appearance

“You know you can shower with them on, sleep with them on. You can even take the breast forms off and put your male clothes on, and the stickers will be hidden by your shirt.” 

Iris now spoke. “I understand you can keep breast forms on for up to four weeks before changing them. Anyway we have quite a supply of them.” 

When Debbie put on a bra, she was very impressed with her appearance. She was becoming a second Heather. Except at work, Debbie was now more and more a woman in every way, in every way except for a sex-change operation. This pleased Heather. 

 Tick-tock

Speech therapy started. The voice coach, Linda Pickering, never asked why Artie wanted to speak like a woman. That was none of her business; as the weeks progressed, she was happy with Artie’s improvement. Heather demanded he speak in a female voice every time he met up with her and Iris. 

After several weeks of voice work, Iris suggested that she take Artie on a trip to the outside world as Debbie. 
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It was arranged Iris would come and collect Debbie and they would go shopping to a nearby mall. Debbie decked herself out with a handbag, a black leather one with a shoulder strap, a long black coat with a black fur collar. On her head, she wore a black felt hat with a matching fur trim. On her hands she wore black leather gloves. Underneath all this was a plain black skirt, and white blouse. For jewelry, she donned a pearl necklace and matching earrings (clip on) and added a gold colour bangle round her right wrist. 

A thought now came to her. Everything was so expensive, the clothes, the speech therapy. 

“Heather, who is paying for all the clothes, the speech lessons and the other things?” 

Heather looked at her. “We are, but don’t worry your little head about it. Joe Dobson will pay through the nose for all this in the end. Don’t you think he deserves it, Debbie?” 

Debbie had to agree that what was coming to Joe Dobson, he had brought on himself. 

“Look, Heather, I’ll be happy to put some money towards it.” 

“Oh Debbie, that is sweet of you. Only a  woman’s  mind would work that way, you are making progress.” 

Heather gave Debbie a kiss on the cheek, the kind that women give to friends. 

At the shopping mall, Debbie was in another world, a world she had never been in before, the world of women’s clothes and changing rooms. She was testing her woman’s voice and very successful it was. Now that no one suspected her as anything but a woman, Debbie felt more at ease with herself. Even going into a lingerie shop for bras and panties now held no terror for her. 

Debbie did not expect to visit the jewelers. Iris, who seemed friendly with the woman behind the counter, introduced Debbie. “This is my daughter Debbie who I mentioned before. We’ve come here to have your ears pierced, haven’t we, Debbie?” 

Debbie thought of complaining, then realized that if Heather heard her complaining, there would be hell to pay. As a result, she sat there, meek as a lamb, on the chair, while the assistant pierced both ears. 

“You were afraid of that, but now that you have it, I’ll bet you will love wearing earrings.” 

Debbie said nothing. The deed was done; she would have pierced ears for life. Heather, however, was pleased and gave Debbie a friendly kiss that night. 

 Tick-tock

The next weekend Heather, Iris and Debbie once more went to the shopping mall. This time, upon leaving their car in the mall parking lot, Heather and Iris held back. Debbie, asking why, was told they were going to observe him on his own. Heather and Iris walked at a distance behind her, taking notes of how she conducted herself, how her body lan-guage communicating with those around her. They noted that Debbie blended in well; that pleased them. 

Heather and Iris realized that Debbie had made remarkable progress. It was better than they could ever have imagined. As for Debbie, wearing woman’s clothes was changing her thoughts to a womanlier outlook. 
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Women’s clothes were so much comfortable to wear. The stockings and pantyhose more warmer than men’s socks and they looked better. Debbie found she took better care of her feminine clothes, washing and ironing them, something she never did with her male clothes. The bright colours were  so  much better than the dark drab colours of the male outfits she was used to. 

Heather was sure he could win her heart, dressed as a woman. 

Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock

Heather and Iris congratulated themselves again with just over a week to go to the big day. Heather had made it known that her “cousin Debbie” had come to her flat and was staying there till she found a job. Debbie was completely put through her paces: makeup, dress, hairstyle, and speech. There was a last appointment with Janine’s Beauty Salon but this time it was Debbie that turned up with Heather. Just what was Heather doing to her boyfriend? Janine could only guess. 

 Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock The big day arrived. Debbie woke up early that morning. She had just started on her makeup, when the doorbell chimed. On answering, there stood Heather. They kissed and Debbie led her into the bedroom. It had been arranged that Heather would come that morning to lace Debbie into her corset. 

“You look lovely, darling. Now where is that corset?” 

Heather took the black boned, lace-frilled corset and wrapped it around Debbie, clipping the front together. Taking both loops in her hands, Heather pulled and pulled as tight as she could. This was the tightest that Debbie had ever felt it laced, and she could feel her body constrict as never before; breathing was now difficult. Debbie's false breasts heaved up and down, as she gulped for breath. 

“Well Debbie, I must be off. As soon as you finish your makeup, phone old Joe Dobson. 

I asked him yesterday if my cousin Debbie could come to the party. I told him that she was looking for a job and asked if he could help her in any way.” 

As Heather left, she gave Debbie a big slap on her derriere and commented, “Iris was right. That corset certainly pulls your waist in and gives you a big ass. Joe Dobson will certainly like handling that.” Debbie didn’t like the thought of that. 

Debbie now carried on with her makeup. She was working on the tart look that Heather and Iris had agreed on. The clothes laid out on the bed had a bit of a tart look as well: a black miniskirt, a low-slung white blouse showing a hint of nipple, shiny honey-coloured stockings. And there on the bed were the  black shoes,  the ones with one heel shorter than the other. Debbie, now more experienced in walking in women’s shoes, put then on. She could see what the women meant when they said that her ass wiggled; this only added to her worries about Joe Dobson getting his hands on it. 

Debbie phoned the office as Artie and spoke to Joe Dobson. He said he had a bit of a cold and would not be in today. Joe said he hoped this was not going to be a regular occurrence. Debbie had expected something of the sort. Joe Dobson was looking for an excuse to fire her/him. 

 Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock. 
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Most people at the office party had arranged for taxis to pick them up, in case they had too much booze. Debbie had to be on her guard at all times, particularly with Joe and his wandering hands. He would take Heather home after; he/she was looking forward to that. 

Debbie was looking at herself in the dressing table mirror, extremely pleased with herself. She turned this way and that, looked at her lady's watch. If she left now, she should be at the office around 1:30 PM. The party would just be beginning to warm up. Putting a plastic silver-coloured coat on, Debbie made for her car. 

Debbie pulled into the company parking lot. Leaving the lift at the 35th floor, she walked to Cooper and Cooper’s offices. The party was now in full swing. Hardly anyone noticed her except for Billy Bowden, one of Artie’s buddies who thought he was on a good thing, seeing the way this chick was dressed. 

“Looking for someone, doll?” 

“Why yes, my cousin Heather. Do you know her?” 

“Yes, she’ll be here somewhere. Let’s get to know each other better. What’s your name, sweetheart?” 

“Debbie.” Artie/Debbie, thinking he/she certainly fooled him, thought he/she would have some fun with him. 

“What can I get you to drink?” said Billy. 

“Oh, a gin and tonic would be nice,” Debbie said, fluttering her eyelashes, which had Billy drooling over her. In no time he had gone to the makeshift bar in the office and came back with the gin and tonic. 

Heather came over to the table and smiled at Debbie. “Ah, there you are, Debbie. There is someone here you must meet.” She took Debbie’s hand and whispered to her, “Cut that out, Debbie. Your mind has to be on other matters.” 

“Sorry Heather, I was just trying a little flirting. Billy never knew who I was. Now for Joe.” 

“Mr. Dobson, this is my cousin Debbie I told you about. You’re still looking for a job, aren't you, Debbie? Is there anything you could do to help her, Mr. Dobson? You would do  anything,  wouldn't you, Debbie?” 

“Oh yes, Mr. Dobson, anything. I hate living off Heather,” she said in a sexy voice. 

Joe Dobson ran his eyes up and down the slender, curvy body of this young woman. 

He also had watched the wiggle of her ass. And what an ass! He had an erection just looking. Yes, he thought, if she would put out for him, he could find something for her here. 

“Call me Joe. I think we could find you something. Sit down and we will discuss it. By the way, what’s your poison?” When Joe was not watching, Debbie tipped the forthcoming G & T in a nearby flowerpot; she did not want to be drunk with Joe Dobson around. 

It was Joe’s idea to get her that way, lead her to the filing cabinet room and get his hands on her big ass. 

“More to drink, Debbie? The same?” Debbie nodded her head, worried how she would get rid of this drink. Iris came to the rescue this time, nodding and demonstrating for her Page - 19
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to rise as Joe handed her drink. Debbie did. Iris bumped into her, causing Debbie to spill her glass. 

“Oh sorry, Miss, it’s all over your dress. Come to the ladies rest room and I’ll help you sort that out.” 

In the rest room, Iris told Debbie to act drunk and lead him on. Everything was going to be all right and shouldn’t worry.  Better said than done, thought Debbie. 

Back at her seat, Debbie acted all googoo-eyed towards Joe, who seeing his opportunity, asked, “And how are you at filing, Debbie dear?” 

“Well, I did a little filing in my last job, but I am sure I could get the hang of it if it meant a job. I would just do  anything  for a job just now,” she said with a girlish giggle. 

“Then how about coming to our filing room? I’ll put you through your paces.” 

Joes would put her through “the paces” but it would have nothing to do with filing. 

Putting his arm round her waist, Joe led her down the passage towards the filing room. 

Debbie, acting her part, giggled as he squeezed her waist. 

“And just what do you want me to do in the filing room, Joe?” 

“You’ll soon see, my pretty one,” Joe said, opening the door and switching the lights on. The filing room was a reasonable size with rows and rows of filing cabinets and no windows. Debbie already knew the layout as she/he had been here many times before. 

The click of a key turning in the lock of the door sent shivers of fear up and down Debbie's spine. Debbie was now locked in the room. 

“What...are you doing, Joe?” 

“Just making sure we can’t be disturbed, darling.” Debbie watched him put the door key in his trouser pocket. 

Debbie was really frightened; no one thought this would happen.  God, she said to herself,  this bastard is going to beat me to pulp when he finds I’m not what I appear to be. What am I going to do now? 

Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock

Joe unbuttoned his jacket, put it on top of a filing cabinet, then unzipped the fly of his trousers. 

“Debbie sweetheart, come to Joe and let me see how desperate you are for this job.” 

As Joe slowly walked towards her, Debbie asked, “What are you going to do to me?” 

“Nothing hurtful if you if you play your cards right, sweetheart.” 

“Just what do you mean Joe?” Debbie had a good idea that this man was going to rape her! 

“Please don’t touch me, Joe. I’m a virgin.” 

“Are you now?” That only drove Joe on. A virgin in that tight outfit. She was asking for it, and he was going to give it to her. No one would hear them; this room was soundproof. 
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Joe Dobson quickened his step, narrowing the gap between him and Debbie. 

Debbie stepped backwards, then her back hit a filing cabinet; she could go no further. 

Joe Dobson was now right in front of her with nowhere to run. His hot breath was in her ear; his urgent lips were descending on hers. 

“No no, Joe. Leave me alone!” Debbie, with tears running down her cheeks, scratched Joe’s face with her long sharp nails. Debbie had drawn blood from Joe Dobson; it was dripping onto his shirt. This only served to infuriate him. 

“Why, you little bitch! I'm going to have you, here right NOW!” He hit Debbie on the mouth with the back of his hand. Then Joe grabbed both of Debbie’s wrists with one hand and held them high above her head; she was helpless. Joe’s other hand ripped her miniskirt off. Debbie stood with tears in her eyes, in her low-slung white blouse. There was no sign of her penis, which was the last thing Debbie was worrying about. 

She could now feel Joe’s strong hand groping her through the knickers in the V of her ass cheeks, his fingers lingering there. 

“No Joe, no! Pleeease no, leave me pleeeease,” Debbie pleaded with more tears in her eyes; she knew worse was to come if he slipped a hand in her knickers. 

As Joe felt Debbie's ass, his lips were crushing Debbie’s mouth; she could do nothing to stop him. Debbie wished she was dead. This was horrible. He was a brute. She spat at him. 

That only egged on the beast; she could feel his fingers once again digging into her ass. 

Then it stopped, but not for long. Debbie now felt an erection and saw it through Joe’s open trousers. Joe’s hand was traveling up her glossy stockings; she couldn’t move although she tried her best. Debbie shut her eyes and slumped. She had given up the fight. 

This was it, let it happen, get it over with. 

Joe Dobson was not giving up. This little bitch was going to get all 10 inches of his manhood up her cunt. His hand was now traveling up and over Debbie’s knee, nearing the edge of the white lace of her purple-coloured French knickers. 

Joe’s hand was crawling slowly to what he thought was her pussy. He then touched Debbie’s member and gave a jump. 

“What the hell is this?” 

Debbie never answered, she was unconscious. 

“Why, you dirty little pervert wearing women’s clothes. I’m going to kick the shit out of you.” As he lifted his foot back to do just that, there was the flash of a camera. Two strong hands held him and pulled him back. 

“Gotcha on film, you slimy bastard!” Iris said, smirking. 

Debbie did not hear Joe Dobson threaten to have the lot of them sacked. Iris quickly replied, 

“I don’t think so, Joe. What’s your wife going to say when she sees these photos? Fool-ing around, not with a woman, but a man in women’s clothes. Your hand can be clearly seen on Debbie’s penis.” 

“My wife will never believe that.” 
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“Oh no? Not even after Debbie tells the story of how she likes to wear women’s clothes and told you about it a long time ago. In case you haven’t figured it out yet, Debbie is actually Artie Hardgreaves. Your wife is going to love the story of how it released a desire in you to have sex with a man dressed as a woman, so much so that you bought her beautiful dresses, took her to your out-of-town sales meetings and shared your room at night. Debbie will confirm all this, won’t you dear?” 

Debbie was coming round. Hearing snatches of the conversation, she nodded her head. 

“If you do not do as we ask, photos of you in these comprising positions will start showing up all over the place. The company will know about your disgraceful behaviour. 

Joe, I believe we have you over a barrel.” 

Joe Dobson could clearly see

that. “Well, what do you want of

me?” 

“There are a lot of girls here

who should have had a pay raise

some time ago, but you held them

back. Artie should have been pro-

moted some time ago but you

held him back. You’re going to do

it now. Thirdly, and most impor-

tantly, should you ever lay a hand

on any of my girls again, we’ll go

straight to the police. We are no

longer afraid of you anymore, 

thanks to Debbie here.” 

Debbie was sobbing, but man-

aged to ask Iris and Heather how

they came to the rescue. 

“As head of the secretarial

pool, I have a key to the filing

room. All your movements with

Joe were closely monitored. While

I watched, Heather got hold of a

few of your buddies and told

them what was happening. They

were more than willing to help,” 

Iris narrated. 

“You certainly had me fooled, 

Artie, err, Debbie. I can’t think of

you as a man in that outfit. My, 

but you are beautiful, Debbie.” 

This was Billy Bowden speaking. 
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Iris had her hands round Debbie, comforting her, patting her on the back. 

“It was awful. I never want this to happen again. I now know what you poor women have to go through. Men like him should be locked up and the key thrown away.” Debbie said, looking intently at Joe Dobson. 

“Don’t worry, honey. He now knows if he steps out of line, the game’s over,” Iris replied, looking at Joe Dobson with revulsion. “As for you, Joe, get out of here. After the holidays, there  will  be changes, understand?” 

Joe Dobson left with his tail between his legs. 

Artie Hardgreaves was devastated to say the least; his trust in his own sex was de-stroyed. How could he have confidence in himself as a male? What he had learned of the female sex over the last ten weeks made him sure that there was a gentler sex, a sex he now wanted to be a part of. He wanted to wear their clothes and live as a woman. He felt no regret over how he had gotten into this state; he even forgave Heather and Iris for making him womanly. In fact, he was glad of it. 

The experience of the last ten weeks had changed the others, too. Heather had come to like Debbie, even though she knew he was a man dressed as a woman, albeit a woman with that something extra under her knickers! She could never go back to dating men not dressed in women’s clothes. It was not as if wanted them to go whole hog and have a full sex change, no. But it would be a thrill to marry a man who would put women's clothes on just to please her. It gave her a sexual thrill, and many times she had to hold herself back from having sex with Debbie. Now that the downfall of Joe Dobson was taken care of, she could let herself go. Not tonight, though. Poor Debbie was too upset. 

To Iris Taylor, the events of the last ten weeks also had her mind turning. Crossdress-ing had never been part of her life before. Until Heather came up with the idea, she knew nothing of the subject. At 45, Iris was looking to the future when she would retire, her family grown up and married. There were only herself and her husband Alex all alone in that big house. 

What would Alex be like in a dress? Hmmm. She would start by sending all his pyja-mas to the laundry by “mistake” of course. When he complained, she would say that he could wear one of her nighties till they came back. Then it would be his underpants; she had no objections to him wearing her knickers for the week, and so on. 

By time retirement came along, Alex, or Alexis as he/she would be by then, would be in a dress all the time. They would move to another neighbourhood where no one knew them, and live as two sisters. What fun they would have together! Alexis would love it. Iris just knew he/she would. It would put something back into their love life, Iris was sure. 

By this time, Heather had come back, holding a long blue skirt. Iris turned to the men and said, “Now off you go while Debbie changes into the skirt. She must have her privacy after her torment tonight.” All three of Artie’s buddies left to let him/her dress in peace. 

“Where did the skirt come from, Heather?” Debbie asked. 

“As you know, Debbie, some of the girls keep a spare dress or skirt in their lockers so they can change out of their good dresses or skirts, and use a old one round the office.” 

“Well, thank whoever it was for me, please.” 
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By now Debbie’s mouth had swollen up from being hit by Joe Dobson’s hand. 

“You poor darling, come with me to the ladies rest room and I’ll try to reduce that swelling.” Heather took her hand and showed her the way there. Debbie sat in a chair before the mirror while Heather went to work on Debbie’s makeup. She skillfully applied the makeup. When she finished, it would have taken an expert to notice anything wrong. 

Because of all that had happened, it had almost slipped Debbie’s mind that she had promised to run Heather home. 

“You’ve done a good job, Heather darling. I’ll just pick up my coat and run you home as I promised.” 

“Are you sure, Debbie? You should really go to the emergency room. I can always call a cab.” 

But Debbie would hear none of it, so Debbie ran Heather home. Outside her flat, they stopped and talked in the car. 

“Heather, I want to see more of you after tonight. I’m willing to wear women’s clothes too.” 

“Debbie, I also want to see more of you. I did promise to give you a date, didn’t I? 

We’ll go shopping together as girlfriends,” she giggled, put her arms round him and gave Debbie a great big kiss. 

Debbie returned the kiss. There was the possibility of a lot more than a kiss from Heather in the future. They talked of future meetings with each other after the holidays. 

The following day, Heather would be going to her parent’s house to bring in the New Year. When they both returned, Heather and Debbie would be going steady. 

 Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock, Tick-tock The weather had turned cold and the temperature dropped; the roads were beginning to ice up. Then it happened. Approaching a bend in the road, a car coming towards them hit black ice and the driver lost control. Debbie could see this car heading straight for hers. 

She slammed on her brakes, pulled the steering wheel; her car slid and hit the side of the oncoming car. 

Debbie's car swerved into a ditch and stopped, her head hit the dashboard and she became unconscious. 

Meanwhile, the other car took off into the air, turned over three times and landed upside-down in a field fifty yards from the road, having gone over a fence in the progress. 

How long she was unconscious, Debbie never knew. Slowly coming round and focus-ing on the scene, Debbie became conscious of the drip, drip. It was gasoline dripping from her tank. She had to get out of there quick; the whole car was about to go up in flames. Un-buckling her safety belt, she crawled out of her car, which was lying on its side. She saw the other car in the field, upside-down. 

She made for the car and saw a woman who was unconscious, with just her safety belt holding her in. Debbie unclipped the belt, and carried the woman on her shoulders well clear of the car. She laid her on the ground. Debbie, now exhausted, lay beside her. There was a massive explosion and Debbie’s car went up in a ball of flames. 
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People in a nearby farmhouse, hearing the explosion, looked out their window, then immediately phoned fire, police and ambulance. Debbie once again fell unconscious; she never heard the police car or ambulance arrive. A shaking of her shoulder brought her around. 

The other woman was now on a stretcher. Two men were carrying her to an ambulance. A police officer and a medic were kneeling at her side. 

“You all right, Miss? Can you walk? You will have to come to the hospital for an evaluation.” 

The police officer was looking at the ID in the purse in his hand. “Tessa Middleton” 

was the name on the license, making the officer think Debbie was the woman from the upside-down car. Debbie did not know who she was; she had suffered a loss of memory. 

“Now Miss Middleton, put your arm over my shoulder and we’ll make for the ambulance.” 

Debbie wondered why she was being called Miss Middleton; her brain could not com-prehend. Debbie was soon in the hospital for a quick check up. The doctors found nothing serious, just some bruising around the mouth from where Joe Dobson hit her. The doctor thought it was from the crash. 

Debbie’s true identity was never brought to question. As Debbie came around, she realized that she was not this “Tessa” but the morning would soon sort that out. In this other woman’s effects, she found some keys. One of them opened a suitcase inside which she found some beautiful Laura Ashley dresses, and expensive underwear. There was also a very beautiful pale pink see-through nightdress. Lifting it up and holding it against her body, she saw it was just the right size for her. 

Debbie prepared herself for a good night’s sleep. Slipping her knickers down, Debbie let out a scream. There, limply hanging between her legs, was a penis. There was no doubt about what it was as she touched the flaccid skin. She did not know who she was. It was clear that she was not a she but a he. How did he/she get this way? Why was she wearing women’s clothes? What about these breasts? Were they real? Unclipping her bra, they looked real. On close inspection she saw that they could be detached. This was a mystery. 

She would have to sleep on it. In the morning she would ask who it was in the car. 

Tessa awoke to the smell of breakfast coming through her bedroom door on a tray. 

“How are you feeling this morning, Miss Middleton?” the pretty young nurse addressed her. Debbie was about to say something but checked herself for present. 

“I’ll just take your temperature while you eat,” the nurse said, putting a thermometer under Debbie’s tongue. 

“Normal. I’ll take your blood pressure. Yes, that’s good too. Once the doctor has taken a look at you, I see no reason to prevent you from getting out today.” 

“Nurse, how is that other woman? Is she all right? Could I visit her? Has she said who she is?” 

“Well, she has been unconscious since the crash. They had to do an emergency operation last night on her ribs. She is in plaster, still asleep.” 
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“Will she be all right, nurse?” 

“Yes, however she will have to take it easy for a month or so till the ribs heal up. I suppose you can see her. You can stay in her room a short while, she needs sleep.” 

The doctor soon came and looked at Debbie. He prescribed some painkillers and said that there was no problem with her going home; she would have to come back for a check-up in a week or so. Debbie never said a word about her loss of memory. She wanted to solve this problem herself. 

The pretty nurse led Debbie to the other woman involved in the crash. The effects of the shot given to make her sleep were wearing off. He was just coming back to conscious-ness. 

“Ah, there you are, Miss. The other lady involved in your crash, Tessa Middleton, has come how you are getting on. Isn’t that nice of her?” 

Tessa Middleton was slowly coming round. She looked at this beautiful woman calling herself by her name. 

“Could you now tell us what your own name is, Miss, please?” 

Tessa Middleton kept quiet. She wanted to hear what this other woman had to say. 

Debbie spoke. 

“Nurse, I wonder if I could speak with this woman alone.” 

“But of course, Miss Middleton. I will leave you two alone.” 

After the nurse left, Debbie turned to her fellow victim. “You know, of course, that I am not Tessa Middleton.” 

“True, I am. Just who are you?” 

“That’s just it, Tessa. I do not know who I am. That crash did something to my mind and I cannot remember. I have been that my car was burnt to a cinder. So there is no way I can find out.” 

“You poor dear! You must tell the police.” 

“I can’t, I must find out for myself.” 

“Why would that be?” 

“Because…I’m a MAN.” 

“WHAT!?” The room was silent as they looked at each other. “Let me get this right. 

You don’t know who you are. You are a man dressed in women’s clothes, but  why?” 

“I just do not know. I want time to figure it all out before I deal with the police.” 

“I see, but that could take a long time, weeks, months, years. Maybe you’ll never know. 

How will you continue to exist?” 

“I’ll get by somehow.” 

“As a woman?” said the real Tessa. 

“If need be. I’m sure I will eventually discover the real me.” 

An idea was now forming in Tessa’s mind. 
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“Listen, maybe I can help you, short term, and you would receive some money at the same time. Who knows, maybe by the time this is over, you will have regained your memory.” 

Tessa related a fantastic story. It seems she had gotten herself involved some time earlier with a young man named Duncan Cameron. Duncan had loaned her some money when she was in a tight spot and now wanted payback. His brother Rory had decided to run for office. Rory had no woman in his life and had been advised that a single man running for public office would be the subject of rumors; people would assume he was gay. 

Rather than requiring Tessa to pay him back the money she owed him, Duncan wanted her to play Rory’s fiancé until the election. 

Tessa had agreed to this unusual arrangement and had even accepted an “engagement” ring. In fact, she was on her way to meet her “betrothed” when the accident happened. 

With Tessa sidelined in the hospital, could this unknown “woman” take her place? 

“But that would mean I would have to dress as a woman full-time. I don’t know if I could pull it off, Tessa.” 

“You already have. I was fooled, the nurse was too, so what’s your problem?” 

Debbie sat thinking for a minute. Tessa was right. Everything feminine seemed to come natural to her. She could talk as a woman, her makeup was perfect. How she knew these things mystified her. 

If she could fool two women, why could she not pull this off for a four or five week period? 

“There is only one problem, Tessa. How do I get there? My car and yours are write off’s. Also, what about you? I mean, you are Tessa Middleton, I’m not.” 

“No problem. You just become Tessa Middleton. You use my credit cards, hire a car and there you go.” 

Yes it was just that easy. No one would know who she really was. 

“After the election is over, whether I have my memory back or not, I will make a clean breast of it all. I think that would be best.” 

“You’re such a darling, ‘Tessa’,” the real Tessa Middleton said. “Here.” 

“What is it?” 

“Your engagement ring, Tessa. You wouldn't want your fiancée to see you without it, would you?” The real Tessa Middleton slipped a big amaranth ring on her finger. Just before she left, the women gave each other a hug and kiss on the cheek. 

“Tessa” having hired a car, was now on her way to meet this fiancée of hers. She wondered what he would be like. As she drove, a nagging thought went through her mind: some man had hurt her. Tessa was a little afraid of her own (real) sex. 

The new Tessa was starting from the far south of England; her destination was the far north of Scotland. She would need an overnight stop. She pulled in at a motel near the Page - 27
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Scottish border. The first thing she did after a meal, as the real Tessa had told her to, was to phone Rory Cameron and explain why she was delayed. 

After a moment, a woman answered. “Dr. Cameron’s residence. Who is calling?” 

“I wonder if I could speak to Dr. Cameron please.” 

“And who would be wanting to speak to the doctor at this time of night?” 

“I’m Tessa Middleton, his fiancée.” 

“Rory was telling me about the woman he met in London that time he went down to visit his brother, Duncan. I'll go and fetch him, lassie.” 

After a short while, a man’s voice answered. “Dr.. Rory Cameron here.” 

“Tessa Middleton speaking, Rory.” She added, “Your fiancée. Remember me?” 

Rory laughed. “Yes, we were beginning to worry. There was no sign of you yesterday. 

Are you all right?” 

“Yes, I had a car accident. A few bumps and bruises, stayed in the hospital overnight, otherwise I’m okay. I should be at your house tomorrow, Dr.. Cameron.” 

“Good. I look forward to meeting you at last, Miss Middleton.” 

After they had hung up, Tessa thought the conversation was more than a little strange; they were suppose to be engaged. Engaged couples would not be calling each other Doctor and Miss. It would be something more intimate. 

Having had a good night’s sleep and a hearty breakfast before leaving, Tessa thought she might get her makeup and hair done. The salon was quiet, no problem. 

When the woman finished, Tessa glanced at herself in the mirror. She certainly did not look like any man. Tessa was pleased with herself and left the motel in a happy mood. 

Maybe these four or five weeks would give her time to work out who she was. Every night before she/he went to bed, Tessa could see she was a man. Her penis told her so, but why was she afraid of men, why did she feel better as a woman? Had she been trying to become a woman? 

Having driven through the lowlands of Scotland, Tessa was now in the Highlands. 

There was beautiful breathtaking scenery, magnificent spectacular mountains, sweeping down to the lochs below. Tessa had never seen such views before. 

Finally, in the distance, Tessa could see a large white house. This was no ordinary house; Tessa was to learn it was the ancestral home of Rory Cameron’s family. Rory was sixth in line to be chief of the Cameron clan. Rory, she was to find, was extremity proud of his heritage. 

Tessa pulled up on the gravel stones in front of the house and went to her trunk to un-load her cases. Before she knew it, an elderly woman stood before her. 

“I’ll be taking your cases to the room I have fixed out for your stay. Just follow me. We have been expecting you, Tessa.” 

This was the voice she had heard last night on the phone. Was this Rory’s mother? she pondered. On entering this magnificent house, Tessa was truly overwhelmed by the splen-Page - 28
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dour. Climbing the majestic staircase, Tessa was led through many passages to a room finely decorated with a large four-poster bed. 

“This will be your room for the time you will be staying here. Rory picked it himself. 

Nothing but the best for his fiancée, Rory said.” With that, the woman put the two cases down. 

“Can I meet Rory now, Miss...” 

“No lass, Rory is on his rounds. He's a busy doctor, you know. I’ll let him know your here as soon as he comes home. I’m Morag McFarlane, the housekeeper here. Just call me Morag.” Then she added, “My, but you’re a bonnie lassie. It’s good to see Rory has a woman at last.” Morag then left the boudoir. Tessa unpacked her cases, admiring all the lovely dresses, frocks and underwear the real Tessa had purchased for herself. 

Tessa picked a beautiful green dress and nice underwear to go with it. Tessa marveled at how easy she found putting makeup on; it just seemed like second nature to her. It frightened her; where had she learned the skills, who had taught her? After all, she was a man; had she done this to attract some man? But what kind of man would go out with another man dressed as a woman? 

Her thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. “Are you decent, dearie?” Morag said. 

“Yes, come in, Morag.” 

“Rory is home,” Morag said, coming into the room. “My, but you are pretty. You’ll be wanting to see Rory. He is down in the hall.” 

Following Morag down the magnificent stairway again, Tessa saw the tall figure of a man with his back to her. 

“Tessa here to see you, Rory. I’ll be leaving you two alone. I expect you have lots to talk about,” Morag said. Rory observed this six foot two inch redheaded brawny man towering over her. He was handsome in a peculiar sort of way. Strong? Hadn’t the real Tessa told her he played rugby? 

For a minute, both said nothing, looking at each other. Rory saw a very beautiful woman. Duncan, his brother, had picked well, she was just the type of woman needed for the long campaign ahead. 

Bashfully, he said, “Did you have a good journey here? Forgive me, you had an accident, didn’t you? How are you, Miss Middleton?” 

“Much better, Dr. Cameron.” 

“I can take a look at your injuries any time, Miss Middleton.” 

“Rory, do you not think it better if we drop the Miss and Doctor and just call ourselves Tessa and Rory? After all, we  are  supposed to be engaged.” 

“You’re right, Tess. It was good of you to do me the favour of being my fiancée for this election period.” 

Morag cooked a fine dinner. After eating, the couple went into the drawing room, Rory said, 
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“A drink, Tess? You don’t mind me drinking, do you?” 

“No, of course not, Rory.” Rory handed Tess Glen Morey whiskey without even asking her. Tessa noted he was a strong-minded man, not even waiting for her answer. 

“Sorry Tess it’s a matter of habit. I’ll pour you something else if you like, Tess.” 

“Oh, that’s okay.” Tessa noted that Rory was calling her Tess, which she did not mind. 

The next day was Saturday. Tessa was up bright and early. Sitting at the large breakfast table, she asked Morag where Rory was. Morag laughed, “Rory is out for his morning run. 

He should be back in half an hour for a hearty breakfast.” 

“How far does he run, Morag?” 

“Well not as much as he did when he played rugby, about twelve miles a day down to the village through the forest over the meadow and home. Aye, your man is fit, Tessa.” 

Tessa blushed; Morag had called

him ‘her man.’ She did not want to

correct her, not now anyway. In due

course, Rory came back, dripping of

sweat. 

“Must go and take a shower, Tess. 

That run gives me an appetite.” 

Soon, Rory came in for breakfast:

eggs bacon and toast. 

While that was all being happen-

ing, Morag was busy cleaning the

house and making beds. 

Morag Mac Gillivray was a nosey

woman, which was why she was

now looking through the chest of

drawers Tessa had put her under

garments in. 

“Oh dearie me, the poor lassie

will catch her death of cold, wearing

the likes of these,” she said, lifting

the delicate knickers and slips there

in the drawer. 

Sunday morning at breakfast, 

Rory announced they would all be

going to the eleven o’ clock service at

the village kirk. Tessa put her new

tartan skirt on and made herself up

like never before. 
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Morag came down the stairs in a smart blue jacket and skirt, with a big floppy blue hat. 

Noticing Tessa didn’t have a hat on, she said, “I’ll fetch a hat for you, lass. Ye canna go to the kirk without a hat on.” 

So saying, she ascended the stairs, leaving Tessa on her own again. After a minute, Rory appeared. What a sight he was in his kilt, Cameron tartan. On Rory’s head was a big Tam O’ Shanter flat-crowned woolen cap with a red pom-pom in the center of the bonnet. 

Rory looked magnificent in his full Highland dress. Tessa was most impressed. By this time, Morag had come back with a tartan hat for Tessa. 

Tessa admired the wonderful view as they approached the Kirk. There was a loch in the background; at the far end of the loch was the towering sight of a large snow-capped hill. 

“That’s a breathtaking sight, Morag.” 

“Aye lass, it is, but there’s snow on the way. When you can see Cruachan Beann as clear as this, snow cannot be far away, mark my words.” 

They entered the kirk and sat in the front pew, which was reserved for the Cameron family. During the service, all the women would sneak sly peeks at Tessa. 

After the service was over the minister was introduced to Tessa and he had a talk with her. The women folk gathered in groups and discussed Tessa, how nice she looked, and wasn’t it time Rory was getting married? She would make a good doctors wife, some one said. 

Tessa noticed snow was beginning to fall thickly. Morag was right. 

Monday night arrived. Tessa felt she must put on her best finery to impress the selection committee. While she was sitting in the hallway, Rory appeared in black trousers and jacket. Tessa was a little bit disappointed and told Rory so. 

“Rory, you would be better off to wear your full highland garb. You  do  want to make an impression on the committee, don’t you?” 

“Do you really think so, Tess?” She nodded. Rory went back to his room and changed. 

Leaving the great hall, they made to the garage where Rory’s car was. As they walked, Rory put his hand round Tessa’s waist. Tessa pulled back; she still had her fear of men. 

“Don’t do that, please, Rory.” 

“I’m sorry, Tess. It’s just that we are supposed to be engaged. It wouldn’t look right if we are not a bit familiar with each other, would it?” Tessa considered this point and decided he was right. 

“Well, maybe we could hold hands, Rory.” 

So it was that they entered the village hall where the selection committee of the Progressive Party was meeting in a small room. There were two other candidates who had come with their wives. Each candidate would be interviewed significant others. 

Rory was the last to be interviewed along with Tessa, who was, of course, nervous. 
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Progressive Party policies were asked. Rory answered them to the committee’s satisfaction. 

Turning to Tessa, the chairman asked her, “You know, of course, that this is one of the largest constituencies in the U.K., area-wise. When the by election is declared, you will have to travel all over the mainland, the islands and meet all types of people. Can you last the pace, Tessa?” 

“Of course I can. I’m young and so is Rory, no disrespect to the other candidates. Besides, I believe in all he stands for. I will stand beside my man; we will battle for this seat side-by-side. We are the future of the party. I say you should all give Rory your vote.” 

The committee was most impressed with the passionate speech she had made on be-half of her man. The passion Tessa showed impressed Rory as well. Her speech won Rory the nomination of the Progressive Party. The other two candidates shook hands with him and promised their support. 

Thursday came and, as expected, the by election was declared. Tessa had been given a copy of the campaign platform. Here, her training as a management consultant came into play, although, due to her amnesia, she did not realize it. She did not know why she thought some things wrong in this campaign. And, surprisingly, she did want Rory to win; she was now caught up in all this. 

“Morag,” she said one day, “which days are the cattle and fish markets held?” 

Later that night after supper, Tessa approached Rory. “Rory,” she said, “I’m a bit igno-rant in political affairs.” 

“Yes, Tess? What do you want to know?” 

“Well, doesn't the party leader visit the constituency at a time to make maximum im-pact?” 

“Yes, of course, Tess.” 

“But Rory, you only have him down to visit midweek in the second week of the campaign useless. He has to come here during the third week on the Friday.” 

“But why, Tess?” 

“Because that’s the week of the cattle market and Saturday has the fish market. That Saturday night, there’s a ceilidh. You’ll have a captured audience. You and your party leader can talk to the men and I and the leader’s wife can talk to the women as they shop.” 

Tess was showing off the information she had gotten from Morag earlier that day. 

“But Tess, I cannot go against party headquarters or my manager’s plans, can I?” 

“You certainly can if you want to win the election. I’ll even phone your party leader and talk to him if you’re afraid. Look Rory, I want you to win. I came here as a pretend girlfriend, but since then I’ve found that I support your views and belief's and what you fight for. I am 100% behind you. You know I am right.” 

“Let me rest on it. I’ll think it over and make a decision in the morning, OK?” 

On retiring to bed that night, Tessa thought about her emotional speech to Rory. It was so unlike her, but then she  was  a man. Every night, when she looked between her legs, Page - 32
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Tessa was reminded of that fact. How she wished that member could be pulled off! She hated it; her mind was slowly but surely turning against her own sex. But what could she do? 

Morning found Rory with a worried expression on his face. After a moment, Rory broke the silence. 

“Tess I have been thinking over what you said last night. I must admit it makes sense and although John Johnston, my agent, and I have been friends a long time, I will have to talk to him. As for David Gourley, our party leader, I will phone him this morning and explain all.” 

“Good, Rory. I am glad to hear that, I think it is for the best. I am thinking of your best interests all the time.” 

Rory admired Tess all the more for her opinions. She had more than played the part of his girlfriend; it looked as if she really cared about him and his well-being. 

Later that morning, Rory was involved in conversation, first with his agent, then with David Gourley, the party leader. 

Tessa learned from Rory that David Gourley approved and would be bringing his wife Julie with him. They would fly in by helicopter on Friday morning and stay till Sunday morning. It would give Rory a chance to get to know his leader better. 

Rory and Tessa followed up with local visits, handing out leaflets and brochures explaining party policy and talking to the public. 

During this period, Tessa made a visit to Mistress McKinstry’s dress shop. She had a long conversation with Elspeth McKinstry. After the visit, Tessa asked Rory if she could use some money out of his election funds to help the cause. She did not tell him what it was for but asked him to trust her. It was possible that a small profit would come out of the adventure. Rory agreed. 

Now came time to make a number of overnight stops. Of course Rory and Tessa were booked into separate rooms. 

Rory by now was used to discussing matters with Tessa; he valued her views. On one of these overnight stays, Rory phoned Tessa’s room and received no answer. Thinking she had slept in, he went to her bedroom and knocked on the door. No reply. 

Rory waited a while, then went in to wake her. Tessa heard the door handle turning, quickly made a grab for her knickers and held them in front of her vital parts. She turned her back to the door. 

“Get out, GET OUT! Can’t you see I’m getting dressed? Can’t a girl have any privacy?” 

Rory made a quick exit. But he caught a glimpse of her backside…and what a backside. 

Tessa was sure Rory had seen nothing but her backside; that had been a close one. She would have to have a talk with him. 

Rory apologized to Tessa and she accepted. Tessa was worried that her true sex would be discovered, a sex she now hated. 

Polls were appearing in the papers showing the main opposition party in the lead over the current government party. The Progressive Party was running third. 
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Tessa was now in the routine of knocking on doors, putting up brochures and sticking fliers in letterboxes. When questions were asked, Rory would be at her side to give the right answers. The party had what was called their “battle bus” out every day. The battle bus was a double-decker with drawings of Rory on the side with the party colours. It was fitted with computers and printers turning out their pamphlets and a battery of phones. 

Staff would give press releases to local and national papers, radio, and television. 

The party workers prepared for the arrival of party leader David Gourley and his wife. 

It was going to be a long day and an early start was needed. 

Tessa had talked Rory into wearing his kilt and full highland dress all through the election campaign. Standing at the helipad waiting for David Gourley and his wife to arrive, Tessa adjusted Rory’s tartan tie. She wanted him to look smart today, just the sort of thing a woman would do for her man. The helicopter arrived. David Gourley and his wife came down the gangway as the rotor blades slowly came to a stop. Everyone shook hands, then waiting cars took them to the battle bus waiting at a nearby town. The two couples talked and got to know each other better. 

David Gourley immediately took his jacket off and rolled up his sleeves to hold a short conference among the team on the battle bus. Tessa meanwhile had an amicable talk with Julie Gourley. Julie was a very experienced campaigner, having fought many elections alongside her husband. Julie Gourley, at 36, was three years younger than her husband. 

She was more than impressed with the enthusiasm the younger woman had for Rory and party policies. They would make a good team over the next two days. 

By the time David Gourley had drilled the team on what he wanted them to do and talk about, the battle bus had arrived at the cattle market. 

Before leaving the battle bus, Rory presented Tessa and Julie with a sprig of white heather each. He pinned then on their coats, saying, “These are lucky white heather. Let’s hope they’re lucky for me.” 

Tessa replied, “Rory, there is no luck involved. You are going to win without luck, believe me.” 

Armed with leaflets, the team left the bus to knock on doors, while Rory and David made for the cattle market. A crowd of men was at the cattle auction. Rory and David went round the farmers and farm hands, talking to them about the Progressive Party’s policies. 

Meanwhile, Tessa and Julie set off for the shopping centers, on the outskirts of town. 

Tessa spotted a children’s playgroup. 

“Hello, ladies,” she said. “We are from the Progressive Party, but let’s talk about the things you’re most interested in: your children, your husbands, their jobs, your houses.” 

Tessa, being engaged (or so the women thought), would be asked when she was going to marry Rory. Blushing, she answered that they had not picked a date yet. All the woman said Dr. Rory Cameron was a nice man, and that she would make him a good wife. The conversations were friendly and everyone wished Tessa well. Julie was impressed by the manner in which Tessa had handled the chance meeting. 
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Julie and Tessa now made for the shopping center and mingled with the women doing their shopping, handing out leaflets. 

By now the cattle market had ended and Rory and David joined them. Soon the day was over and both couples returned to the hotel booked for them. All were pleased about with the day. This was to be an early night. Another 6 AM start was planned. Saturday night would finish with the ceilidh. 

“What’s that?” Julie Gourley said. Tessa gave the explanation Morag had given to her. 

Julie was interested in it; she never been to one before. Tessa whispered something in Julie’s ear. Julie laughed. “You saucy thing! I’ll do it if you will.” 

On Saturday, going through the markets, Tessa paused at a cosmetic counter to buy makeup from the Elizabeth Arden brand. Tessa was frightened about that she had so much knowledge about makeup. Where had she learned all this? This concern, however, did not stop her from buying it. 

It was now time to retire to their hotel, to get ready for the forthcoming ceilidh. A real Scottish meal was in order before the ceilidh; this was served in the dance hall the ceilidh was held in. A photo shoot had been arranged for the Sunday papers, to get pictures of the Party leader and his wife dancing and, more importantly, Rory and Tessa dancing together. 

The meal was Haggis tatties and neeps. David Gourley and Julie asked what the food was. Rory was about to reply when Tessa said, “haggis, potatoes and turnips.” 

On giving that answer, Tessa put her head in her hands and cried. No one had told her. 

How did she know that? The information seemed to come from nowhere. 

“Are you alright, Tess?” Rory asked as Julie put a hand round her to comfort Tessa. 

Taking a hanky out her handbag, Tess dried her eyes, smiled and said, “Its nothing.” 

No more was said about the matter. 

Morag was right about what the ceilidh would be. People were singing Scottish songs, reciting poetry and having a good time. To end the evening, there was Scottish country dancing. 

David Gourley and Julie led off the first dance, followed by Rory and Tessa. For the first time since she had given Rory difficulty for putting his hands round her shoulder, Tessa now found Rory’s hands round her waist. Tessa found it rather relaxing to have the gentle giant Rory towering above her. 

Then a strange thought came into her mind: she was actually a man dancing with a man. Rory was nice and gentle to her, which helped. Not all men were rough, but still she had that fear of men. Her mind was in pure torment; she did not know who she was. That did not bother her as much as wondering  what  she was, male or female. If she was female, she had to get to the bottom of who she was. 

Julie gave a wink to Tessa as the band leader announced, “Ladies and Gentlemen, Lads and Lassies, take your partners for the Highland Reel.” 
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Rory again took Tessa for a partner as they, Julie and David, and two other couples formed a circle. The music of the fiddlers began and all the circles on the floor went in an antilock-wise direction, stopped, then went clockwise. 

The motion caused the women’s skirts to fly up; a great deal of amusement rose from the audience. There for everyone to see were Tessa and Julie’s knickers. They were Cameron tartan in Tessa’s case, matching her Cameron tartan skirt. Slogans and jingles were embroidered on them, saying, “Vote for Rory Cameron.” 

With the press there, many cameras snapped away. Pictures appeared the next day in the Sunday papers, with captions like “It’s bottoms up for Rory Cameron” and so on. 

Rory’s eye focused on Tessa’s bottom during the dance, and his penis gave a little trem-ble. Right after the reel, Julie Gourley clapped her hands and made a pronouncement. “Ladies, if you would like a pair of these special knickers, Tessa and myself will be selling them at the stall we have set up at the back of the hall.” They did good business as many women wanted to buy a pair of these novelty knickers. These were the items Tessa had ordered from Mistress McKinstry’s shop. Tessa made a nice profit and all the money went into Rory’s election fund. 

Sunday morning after breakfast was time for David Gourley and Julie to leave. In the battle bus, strategy and tactics for the last days of the campaign were set out. Opinion polls showed there were a significant number of undecided voters in the constituency. Dr. 

Rory Cameron shook hands with his party leader at the helipad and Tessa received a kiss on the cheek from Julie Gourley. The helicopter soon rose. Rory and Tessa waved as it flew away. 

The last days of the campaign was a seemingly endless round of knocking on doors, shaking hands and Rory and getting his photo taken. The weather was not the best it could be; there was much snow during that last week of the campaign. Tessa was glad of her woolen knickers; they kept her warm, 

It was during this time as Rory and Tessa were working a large housing project that, Tessa slipped on a footpath; her head hit the stone pavement. She was out for a short while. On opening her eyes, she found herself in a nearby house, laid out on a sofa. Rory was looking at her head and sponging her face with some soapy hot water, wiping some blood from her brow. 

“You’ll be alright, Tessa. It’s just some bruising. I’ll put a bandage on it. Just rest a while, then we’ll go back to the house. You’ll rest for the next few days.” 

Tessa felt safe in this man’s hands. What she didn’t tell Rory was that the fall had brought her memory back, everything. The car crash, Joe Dobson, and what he had tried to do to her. She now understood her hate for men, even if she was one herself. She remembered Heather McIntyre, Iris Taylor and why she was so feminine. Over the next two days, Rory brought her flowers, told her how the election was going, that many women had asked for her, and asked repeatedly how she was. 

Tessa felt she/he had to get out of bed and see this campaign through. Tessa had many things on her mind. Did she want to live as the male Artie or the female Tessa/Debbie? 
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The campaign was now over and Voting Day was here. There were the usual pictures of candidates with wives or sweethearts going to polling stations on TV. Tessa went along with Rory, holding his hand; she could not vote in this constituency, as she was not regis-tered there. The result would not be declared that night. Helicopters would fly in ballot boxes from the islands. Twelve noon was when the count would start. Rory had asked Tessa to be one of his agents for the count. On inquiring what she would have to do, she was told to keep an eye on the number of voting slips for Rory on each table, to look at spoiled ballots to see if there were any for him, and to see if it was possible to put them back in the count. 

Tessa really hoped Rory would win. He was a good man, a thoughtful man, and would do well for the people here. But all that would come tomorrow. 

When they were alone, Dr. Rory Cameron became very serious with Tessa. 

“Tess,” he said, “you can’t work closely with someone without getting to know them. I like you, I like you very much, and I hope you like me in some small way. Your guidance has helped my campaign greatly. Your ideas and your enthusiasm motivated me. I have thought the next few words over carefully. Will you marry me, Tess?” 

Tessa was completely dumbfounded; this had come out of the blue. For a moment, she gave no reply. 

“Rory, I like you. Any girl would. But such a serious proposal takes a lot of thought. I must have time. After all, it’s not only  my  future, but  yours  as well.” 

“Yes darling, take as long as you like. I have made my feelings known to you.” 

That night, Tessa’s mind worked overtime. Just what was she to do? Should she tell Rory the truth? If she did that, it would have to be after the election results were in. She came here to discover her memory. She had, but she had not expected this proposal. 

Again, she had a look at the member between her legs. Would she be better without it? 

Even if she had it removed, would she want to marry Rory? Would Rory want to marry her if he knew the truth? With a troubled mind, Tessa finally fell asleep. 

The next morning, Tessa looked out all her finery; she wanted Rory to be proud of her whatever the outcome between them. 

Tessa looked majestic in her Cameron tartan skirt. Sitting beside him, she said to the worried Rory, 

“Don’t worry. Everything will turn out right. You’re a good man, Rory.” 

As they left to go to the town hall for the count, she gave him a kiss on the cheek. It was the first time she had shown any feeling for him. 

They arrived in plenty of time for the count. They had big rainbow rosettes pinned on, in the Progressive Party colours. Batteries of television cameras were there, along with reporters from the newspapers, all anxious for a story. They did not realize there was one right under their nose. 

The ballot boxes were coming in. They were emptied and poured out on to the tables for the count. Tessa noticed that there seemed to be a lot of votes for Rory, more than most Page - 37
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expected. Rory reckoned that if he pulled himself into a close second, they were making progress. 

The result was now in and the officer called all the candidates to the platform. First the number of people voting, then the percentage of the election roll were read. Now the number of votes for each candidate was read in alphabetical order. A gasp went up from the assembled crowd. Rory had gotten more than expected, much more. After the others were read, Rory was in the lead. Only the Government Party could now beat him. 

Television political commentators were excitedly whispering into their mikes, “Don’t go away, folks. There may be a sensational result here.” 

The returning officer slowly read the final results. An enormous whoop and holler went out from Rory’s supporters. He had won. He had not only won but was nearly a thousand votes ahead of the Government Party candidate. 

The Returning Officer spoke. “I being the retuning officer for the constituency of Moray do hereby declare that Dr. Rory Cameron is elected as the Member of Parliament for this constituency of Moray.” 

Rory quickly descended the platform steps and ran to his party members. The first thing he did was lift Tessa and plant a kiss on her lips. Tessa was so overcome with emotion, and the excitement of the occasion that she returned the kiss, the first time she had kissed a man. Television cameras and reporters crammed around Rory for a quote. Tessa deemed this the right time to sink into the background; this was Rory’s day not hers. He would make a good M.P. she was sure. She had made up her mind about his proposal, and would inform him of her decision soon. 

Tessa had made up her mind about what she was going to do. She packed her cases, went to bed early, and rose early in the morning. After putting the cases in the trunk of her car she came down for breakfast. She said, “Can I have a word with you in private, Rory?” 

“Sure Tess, come into the study.” 

After Rory closed the study doors and sat down before her, Tessa started. 

“Listen very carefully, Rory. I have a lot to say. Do not interrupt me.” 

Tessa now told the whole long story, including that she was a man. When she finished, she rose, took off the amaranth engagement ring and left it on the table. She ran out of the study with tears in her eyes, not giving Rory a chance to reply. She jumped into her car and sped away. 

Tessa drove as fast as she could, crying as she went. Out of respect to Rory, no hint that she was a man could get out to the press, otherwise Rory’s career as a Member of Parliament would be finished before it had begun. 

Tessa had a lot of loose ends to sort out. First and foremost, she had made her decision. 

She would become a woman. This decision had not been made lightly; she knew that her whole life was about to change. The affair with Joe Dobson had sickened her of her own sex. There was only one sex she could be now and that was female. 

Morning came; Tessa rose made breakfast, put her makeup on, and then went to the hospital where the real Tessa Middleton lay in bed. Her cast was off; she had made a good Page - 38
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recovery. The “new” Tessa explained she had recovered her memory. Taking the real Tessa into her trust, she told her of her momentous decision of to become a woman. 

“Will you go back to your old job as Artie or will you be calling yourself Debbie?” 

“That I do not know. I feel I should get away from where everyone knows me and start a new life.” 

“What kind of work would you do? I mean I know how hard it is for a single woman in this world.” 

“Well, the only work I know of is management consultant. I could to apply for that type of work.” 

“From my bed here, I followed

the election and I could see your

hand behind Rory Cameron’s cam-

paign. You were using your expe-

rience as a management consultant

to the best of your ability. Without

you, I do not think he would have

won. 

“As you know I run my own

company. I have a job open for

you any time. I cannot offer you

the same salary as Cooper and

Cooper, but please think about it. I

have no objection to a transsexual

working for me. I’ll give you all

the support you need.” 

“I still have a lot of loose ends

to tie up, but your offer is greatly

appreciated. Can you keep it open

till I have seen and talked to a few

people?” 

The real Tessa gave her name-

sake a kiss on the cheek and they

parted on the best of terms. 

Later that night, Debbie/Tessa

knocked on the door of Heather

Macintyre. 

“Debbie, where have you

been? Everyone is looking for me, 

Iris, the police the lot.” Heather

swept Debbie into her arms and

planted a big kiss on her lips. 
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“Can I come in and tell you everything? There's a lot to tell, Heather.” 

“Sure. I’ll phone Iris.” 

Half an hour later, Heather and Iris were sitting before Debbie hearing all about the accident, the real Tessa Middleton, Rory and the by election. Debbie made it known that, after much deliberation on her part, a sex change was what she wanted. Heather was a little upset with this decision, but it was Debbie’s, life not hers. 

Iris then spoke. “After it became known about Joe Dobson and his attempt to interfere with you, some of the girls who had suffered similar abuse told the police. As a result, his case comes up before the court in just over a month from now. Cooper and Cooper sacked him, so his job is open at present. If I were you, I would apply for it. I do not see anything to stop you from getting it.” 

“If the job was offered to me, I would thank them for it, but turn it down.” 

Iris and Heather looked at each other. “But what will you do, Debbie?” 

“Don’t worry about me. Tessa Middleton has offered me a job with her. Money wise it is not as good as Cooper and Cooper but I shall be starting a new life, a new beginning as a woman. I will be happy to make my own way in this world.” 

“Have you told anyone yet about the changes you wish to make to your body?” 

Heather asked. 

“No, but I will speak to my doctor in the next few days and take it from there.” 

“Tell me, Debbie. When you acted as Rory’s fiancée, how did he react to you? Did you hold hands, did he ever kiss you? Do you have any feelings for him?” Heather asked. 

“I did hold hands with him, I did kiss him, but that was in the heat of Rory winning the election. Rory asked me to marry him, but at that time, he did not know I was a man. The last thing I did before I left was tell him the truth.” 

Iris now spoke. “What did he say, Debbie?” 

“I left in tears before he gave an answer.” 

Iris then asked, “Would you marry him after your sex change?” 

“I don’t think he would want me now that he knows the reality of the situation. I would never put Rory to shame; he is such a good man. Joe Dobson completely changed my life, and I have some amount of fear of men now.” 

“But you do not know his answer. How do you know he won’t accept you as you are, Debbie?” Iris said. 

“I don’t know, but I will make no attempt to let him know my whereabouts. I will closely follow his career as a parliamentarian, though, as I go on with my life as a woman.” 

“Debbie, I think I speak for Heather and myself. You will have our support on the path you have chosen in life. We will be your friends.” 

“I will remember this kindness, and I’ll never forget the two of you for teaching me so much.” 
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Debbie took the job offered by the real Tessa Middleton. Her doctor had referred her to the gender identify clinic. 

Sitting in front of Dr. Janice Chambers, she was asked many questions about why she wanted to become a woman. Her answers being to Dr. Chambers’s satisfaction, Debbie was told that she must go through the “Real Life Test.” She would have to live in the female role for the next two years. Debbie could see nothing to stop her there; she had been wearing female clothes for months now anyway. As for working in her chosen sex, she already was doing that. Dr. Chambers gave her a full medical check up and declared her fit. 

A course of hormones was prescribed and Debbie started them. Another appointment was arranged for a few weeks’ time. She needed to settle on a female name permanently. 

She finally settled on Tess. From now on, she would be Tess Hardgreaves. 

Over the next weeks, the new hormones did their work. Tess could see her body changing to that of a woman. The padding she once wore was no longer needed, she was filling out. The stick-on breasts were discarded. 

Best of all, as she sat and looked at her penis, to her great pleasure, it was now shrink-ing. If Tess was happy, so was Dr. Chambers. Tess had been the ideal patient, and the doctor was more than pleased with her progress. “Tess, you are ready for the operation any time you wish. If you wish to have breast enlargement, that can be arranged too.” 

“Thank you, Dr. Chambers. I will go ahead with the operation as soon as possible. I’m happy with my breasts, but I’ll take your advice on them.” 

“They’re nice but I would suggest a little bit extra. You want everyone to know you’re a woman, don’t you?” 

“Yes, of course doctor,” Tess happily replied. 

“Okay then, I’ll pencil you in for next month. I’ll do the breast implants first, then I’ll follow with the op. It will be all over in about a week. I know you will be happy being a woman.” 

“I look forward to it. After the op, I’m planning a small party with some of my woman friends. You, of course, are most welcome.” Dr. Chambers thanked her and would see her in a month’s time. 

All the operations were now over. Tess had recovered quickly. All her female friends had visited her in the clinic: Heather, Iris, and her boss, Tessa Middleton. Tessa told her to take it easy and take her time coming back to work. Tess thanked her but said she felt like coming back as soon as she came out of the clinic. 

Home, Tess was once again sitting before the cheval-glass mirror, in her short black nylon see-through peek-a-boo nightie, with the little white bow at the neck. Slowly opening her legs, she could see the V between them, and her brand new pussy. She was absolutely fascinated by the sight and shape of it. She followed the lines and curves of it; she was a complete woman now. 

Joy filled her heart, her male appendage was gone forever, and her very sensitive pussy reacted to her touch. Tess thrust her fingers in and out of the pussy, faster and faster. With great excitement and tremendous pleasure, she quickly came. 
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Masturbating, her thoughts turned to Rory. She said to herself that she had done the right thing by leaving him. He must be free from any scandal. The papers would have a field day if it ever got out he had been engaged to a man. She was a woman now, but she would make no attempt to contact Rory. 

Tess’ thoughts now turned to the celebration party she planned to celebrate her entry into womanhood. Iris had asked if she could bring a friend of hers along. “Of course,” Tess replied, “the more the merrier.” 

Tess was happy that night, surrounded by her woman friend. They all congratulated her on her entry to womanhood. They complimented her on how beautiful she looked, including the woman she had been introduced to by Iris. This was Alexis, a woman some five years older than Iris, with a few white hairs showing on her head. 

Tess watched Alexis with keen interest. There was no doubt Alexis was beautiful, but to Tess, there was something strange about her. 

On a visit to the powder room, Alexis sat before the makeup mirror. Tess decided to ask her straight out, “Alexis, are you a man?” 

A red faced Alexis replied, “Yes Tess, I am. How did you know?” 

“Having been one myself, I could tell.” 

“But Tess, you look every bit a woman. If Iris had not told me, I would never have known.” 

“Yes Alexis, but I have gone through a lot: laser treatment, speech therapy, breast implants, the operation. But who are you, and what has Iris to do with you, Alexis?” 

“Well, I am Iris husband Alex. You, in a way, started all of this, although you know nothing about it. When she got involved with you, Iris knew nothing about cross-dressing. 

The more she learned, the better she liked it. Her mind turned to me and how I would look in a frock” 

The story continued. Before long, Alexis was completely lost in the wonderful world of woman’s clothes and underwear. Every spare moment she had was spent admiring herself in a dress. Iris encouraged her. Tonight was the first time she had been out in public; Iris had said this would be a good opportunity to “break in.” But even at that, Alexis had been afraid to speak, because no one knew what she was…till now. 

Tess gave her a kiss on the cheek and told her not to worry as she and the others would give her support. Tess knew just what it could be like. 

“Tell me Alexis how far do you and Iris wish to go with exploring your femininity? 

Would you want to go as far as I have?” 

“We’ve discussed that, Tess. With our retirements coming up, we’ve decided on a time-table. I intend to have laser treatment, which I start next week. We are both thrilled about that. Over the next year or so, my facial appearance will change. I intend to have a nose job, then I’ll have work done on my cheeks and chin. Iris says she will barely recognise me,” Alexis said, chuckling. 

“Tell me Alexis, do you intend to have the sex change operation?” 
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“Iris and I have discussed this in detail and we’ve come to the conclusion it would be better if that operation was not done. It would be better for our sex life if that was avoided. 

However, on retirement, I intend to have breast implants, then Iris and I will retire to a nice quiet neighbourhood. I already have the neighbourhood picked out. We will live in peace as two sisters, except when we go to bed at night.” Alexis blushed. 

“Good for you. I wish you and Iris all the best for the future.” 

“Any men in your life yet, Tess?” Heather asked when she returned. Tess blushed and said no. Heather, pressing her point, said, “What about that Dr. Rory Cameron? You still carrying a torch for him?” 

“Of course not!” Tess said, quickly changing the conversation. 

The meal having been served, Tess ordered a bottle of champagne and poured some out for each woman. Heather rose with flute in hand. “Ladies, lets raise our glasses to the newest woman amongst us. I give you Tess Hardgreaves. May you love your life as a woman.” All rose and clinked their glasses. 

Before the night ended, Tess had a talk with Heather about Heather’s desire to date men who would wear woman’s clothes. Tess said she might be of help here, she gone to a transgender club for support. Now that she had confidence in herself, she no longer went. 

There were many men there that had no intention of having a sex change and were happy to keep their male parts. Tess could arrange for some of them to meet Heather. Many were looking for a woman like Heather, who would give them support, help and encourage-ment. Heather left that night in a more hopeful and congenial mood. 

Dr. Rory Cameron had by now found his feet in Parliament. One day he received a call to come to David Gourley’s room in Parliament. This was nothing unusual as M.P.’s were frequently called there to discuss policy, and how they would vote on upcoming bills. 

David Gourley told him to come in and take a seat. 

“Rory, I have asked you here to talk about two important matters. First, I am more than pleased with your debating skills. You will go far. With that in mind, I am promoting you to our front bench to be our spokesperson on human rights.” Rory thanked David very much and said he hoped he would be worthy of his promotion. 

David Gourley continued. “As you know, the Government will be calling a by election soon. Our party is on a roll at present. Opinion polls show us doing very well. As a result, we are putting up a candidate.” 

“Who were you thinking about putting forward, David?” 

“Julie said she watched Tess at your campaign and was most impressed with her. She said she would make a good M.P. I have asked you here to ask if you think she would stand as our candidate.” 

Rory was taken back; he had not seen Tess since the day she ran away. He did not even know where she stayed. Looking at David and stuttering, he said, “David, since the election Tess and I have parted. In fact, I do not know where she now lives. For the party’s sake, I will try and find out. I would never stand in her way if she wanted a career in politics. But you must know she is not a party member.” 
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“I see. I’m sorry that you two have split up. As for being a party member, if she is willing to stand, there is no problem in her joining. Julie said she thought you two were meant for each other. I hope you can patch things up. She fought hard for you to be elected.” 

When she told him about her sexual characteristics, she left without giving him a chance to reply. He was absolutely shattered when Tess left; his mind was not straight. If it was, he would have gone after her right away. Now he must find Tess as soon as possible, and start now. But where would he start? Well, she had mentioned she worked for Cooper and Cooper. 

Rory found the company went there immediately. Once there, he was led into Iris’ office. Iris told him that Tess had moved away and now had a flat near her new job. He had of course heard all about Joe Dobson, and Tess’ part in his downfall. No mention was made to him about Tess’ operation. After Rory left, Iris and Heather hoped he and Tess would get back together. He was some catch. 

It was Saturday morning, the usual time when Tess did her housework for the week. 

Tess had put her hair in curlers the night before in preparation for a night out with the girls. Her job was going well, it suited her. Just then, she heard the buzzer at her door. She answered it. There, as big as life, stood Rory all six foot two of him towering over Tess. 

“Oh Rory, it’s you,” she said in shock, having expected to never see him again. 

“Well, are you not asking me in?” 

“Yes, of course,” she said nervously, pushing a stray hair back in her net. “Come in, come in. I’ll make us some tea.” 

She didn’t immediately ask him why he was here, she was just happy to see Rory once more. After leading him into the living room, she hurried to the kitchen and put the kettle on. Quickly, she went to the bedroom and applied some face powder and lipstick. 

Tess came back into the living room carrying a tray with a teapot, cups, milk jug, sugar bowl, and a plate of biscuits. She put them on the small table in front of Rory, poured out a cup for him and one for herself. 

Rory spoke. “Tess, the last time I saw you, you ran away before I could give an answer. 

Why?” 

“I did not want to harm your political career. If the papers found out that I was a man, you would be finished. Now things are different. I am a woman.” 

“But who said I would worry about that? As far as I am concerned, you were a woman then, you are a woman now. The Progressive Party is a party of human rights. I would challenge anyone who attempted to dish the dirt on you. I loved you then I love you now.” 

Tess was emotionally overcome. Tears fell from her eyes, which she dabbed with a hanky. “I’m sorry, Rory. I never thought you would have anything to do with me after I told you I was a man.” She explained that she had undergone the sex change operation. 

Rory asked if all had gone well with the op, and how she felt now. Tess said that she never felt better and was happy to be a complete woman. Rory put his hand into the inside Page - 44

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

pocket of his jacket. “Come here woman.” Tess sat beside him. Rory took her finger and placed the amaranth engagement ring she had left with him on her finger. 

“This time, don’t take it off. I want to marry you. This time you’re not running away.” 

Holding Tess tightly, his lips slowly descending to meet hers. Tess melted in his strong arms and put her hands round his neck. A long, lingering, kiss took place. This was followed by many others in succession. Rory was so glad he had found Tess that he nearly forgot the other matter he had come here for. 

As they released themselves, Rory cleared his throat. 

“I almost forgot one of the reasons I’m here. David Gourley has asked me to find out if you will stand for the party at the by election. Julie Gourley has great faith in you. What do you say, darling?” 

Tess looked at him in amazement. This offer had completely come out of the blue. “Before I even consider it, you must tell David and Julie everything about me. If their answer is still favourable, then I would seriously think about it. Remember what I said about scandal. It could ruin the party chances of winning the seat.” 

“David Gourley is a wise man. He would not do anything that would harm the party. 

I’m sure he will make a wise judgment. Well, that was the serious part; the easy part of my visit is asking you to come out with me tonight for dinner.” 

“Oh, I had planned a night out with the girls.” 

Before she could say anything more, Rory cut in. “Well, you will just have to cancel that date and come with me,” he said with authority. 

Tess turned her head up to the towering giant that was Rory and timidly answered, 

“Yes.” 

After Rory departed, Tess punched out the numbers on her mobile. “Hello, Heather. 

Tess here. I’ll have to cancel our date tonight. Rory was just here and he has asked me to dinner with him. Is that okay, Heather?” 

Heather replied, “Of course, silly. I’ll let Iris, Alexis, and Tessa know that your big hunk of a man has at last caught up with you. Have a good time and don’t get up to any funny business.” 

Tess, now having had her bath, pampered herself with talcum powder, and sprayed Pagan perfume on herself. She took her curlers out and started sorting her hair into shape. 

If only she had more time, she would have phoned her hairdresser, but on a Saturday there was no chance of getting a last minute appointment. 

She pulled her hair back into a ponytail, then put a red rose-coloured scrunchie at the back of her head, and pulled her hair tightly into it. A pair of smoke gray stockings was pulled up her slender legs and fixed firmly to the suspenders hanging from her garter belt. 

A pair of gray silky knickers trimmed with white lace was pulled up her legs. How she delighted in the feel of this material caressing her derriere! A matching gray bra waited to be fitted on her breasts. Tess leaned forwards for her breasts to fit into the bra cups, fastened the hook and eye at the back, then adjusted the shoulder straps. The last part of the matching set, a gray silk slip, was quickly pulled over her head and smoothed down. Tess stood Page - 45
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up and admired herself in the mirror. That was the easy part, but just what would she wear over this beautiful sensitive lingerie? 

First she thought of a cocktail outfit, and tried a few on. She wasn’t satisfied; it had to be an evening dress. Finally she chose a gold lame evening dress with a back zipper. It had a fitted bias-cut bodice, draped shoulder straps and hip sash with waterfall ends, ending in a ground-length bias-cut skirt. A pair of gold-coloured shoes with four-inch heels was chosen to match. 

All this would be finished off with a black fur cape over her shoulders. That would be put on when Rory arrived. 

Opening the top drawer in the dressing table, Tess took out her jewel box. A jet-black necklace went round her neck and was clipped at the back. Once her pearl studs earrings were fitted in her pierced ears, she was ready to meet Rory. This time it was for real, a real engagement for a real woman. 

The door buzzer interrupted her daydreams. There stood Rory in a white tuxedo which surprised Tess; she had never seen in a tux before. Without saying a word, Rory lifted her and planted a kiss on her mouth and gave her a big squeeze. Tess blushed. “Oh Rory, save that for after.” 

Lifting the black fur cape Rory held it as her hands were put in; she buttoned it at her neck. Rory complimented her on the beautiful sight that stood before him, handing Tess a chocolate box. 

“Oh you shouldn’t have, Rory.” 

“Of course I should have.” Tess blushed again but said nothing. Rory took her arm and led her out to his waiting car. 

In the quiet and peaceful restaurant, they talked over the meal as they sipped wine. 

“Tess, I had a long talk with David Gourley in his chambers in the house. He has no problem with your situation. In fact it could be a winner if we made a statement about it before the election campaign starts. David Gourley is nominating you so there should be no problem there. So what do you say now, sweetheart?” 

With the party’s support and the fact that she was going to make a statement, the gut-ter press would have no hold on her. “Yes Rory, I’ll stand. You will be at my side during the campaign, won’t you?” 

“Would I be anywhere else, loved one?” Rory drew Tess into his arms and kissed her once more in the darkened restaurant. Rory suggested they go back to his flat for a night-cap. Rory asked for the bill and for waiter to order a taxi. Has leaving his car there, having consumed some wine. 

Their taxi passed Parliament. As they passed the House of Commons, the red light on the top of the building was lit. This meant Parliament was in session. The couple never noticed; they were lost in each other’s arms. 

Having entered Rory’s flat, Rory eased the black fur shoulder cape off Tess’ shoulders and draped it over a chair. He went to his cocktail cabinet, poured out two glasses of White Horse whiskey, gave one to Tess, then proposed a toast. 
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“Here’s to us and a happy marriage.” 

“God, that’s strong, Rory,” Tess sputtered. 

Rory laughed. “Maybe you need it with some water in it. Mind you, most Scotsmen would say that is a waste of good whiskey.” 

Tess had noticed a large bell in the living room. “Rory, what is that?” 

“That, my dear, is a division bell.” He could see Tess did not understand. “The major-ity of M.P.’s have flats round this area. When the House of Commons is sitting and a vote is about to be taken, the bell will ring and then they can make their way to the house.” 

“What if it goes off tonight?” 

“Don’t worry, sweetheart, there are no divisions tonight. Besides, if David Gourley wants me, my mobile is here. Now that you know we can’t be disturbed, come over here and sit on my lap.” 

This was a different Tess from the one Rory had known during his election campaign, so upon her sitting on his lap, they went into deep kissing. Tess felt Rory’s hand go down the front of her dress; she did nothing to stop him. Rory was her man, and could feel any part of her body. Her nipples hardened under the soft touch of his fingers, sensations she had never felt before coursed through her breasts. She closed her eyes to enjoy the mood. 

 Let this never end, I want it to last forever,  she thought. 

The urgent voice of Rory whispered in her ear, “Take your knickers off, darling.” 

Months ago, if Rory had said that, she would have been shocked, not now, though. 

Standing, she reached down and pulled up the gold lame evening dress, exposing the gray soft silky knickers trimmed with white lace. Tess wanted Rory to have as much pleasure as she was feeling. Putting her hands on the waistband, she slowly eased the knickers downwards to her ankles. Giving Rory a good view of her pussy, she stepped out of the knickers. Rory quickly grabbed her and pulled Tess on to his lap. 

Rory rapidly had a hand between her thighs. Tess opened her legs to give him free ac-cess to her twat; Rory’s fingers were soon inside it. Tess could not contain herself as she moaned in pure ecstasy. She was a woman with the feelings of a woman within her. Her whole being was that of a woman; a man, not just any man, but her Rory, the only man she wanted to give her body to, was fulfilling her now as a female. Tess was in love. 

Rory was not finished; he remembered her bottom from that time at the hotel. His hands wandered to fondle the derriere he longed for. Tess’ hormones had worked well for her backside. 

Tess loved this. How nice it was to be a woman wanted by a man. 

Rory now lifted Tess in his arms and headed towards the bedroom. He zipped down the back of her dress. The dress fell in a pool at her feet, revealing the gray silk matching slip, the straps of which Rory slid off her shoulders. While this was going on, Tess was not idle, unbuttoning the front of Rory’s shirt and pulling it off, as she stood there in her bra and stockings. She kicked off her gold shoes, watching Rory undress down to his boxer shorts. 

“Place yourself on the bed, Rory darling.” 
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He did so, waiting to see what Tess was about to do. Tess, legs apart, her back to Rory, knelt over Rory’s face. She lowered herself till her pussy was over Rory’s face and lips. 

Rory put his hand on her backside and his tongue into the wet pussy. She wanted to do this,  longed  to do this, to let him see that she was no longer a man. Tess was proud of her pussy. Rory had his loving tongue deep in her. 

Rory’s penis stiffened as it tented his boxer shorts. Tess became a bit anxious as Rory proceeded to remove the boxer shorts. Then the hard, thick penis stood proudly before her eyes. Tears came to her eyes. 

“No no, take it away. You’re going to harm me.” 

Tess rolled off Rory, as memories of Joe Dobson came flooding back to her. She could not touch it, or let it enter her body. Rory grabbed the sobbing, panic-stricken Tess. She repeated her story about Joe Dobson. 

Rory held her in his arms. “There there, Tess, no need to cry. Let’s call it a day for now.” 

“But Rory, I so wanted to fulfill you as a woman in every way. I’ve let you down. It would be better if you found another woman.” 

“No Tess, now that I have found you again I’m not letting you go. We’ll find a way. I know we will.” 

Rory was a doctor and had spent some time studying psychology. Rory would seek advise from some of his old medical school professors. 

Morning saw Tess making breakfast. She was happy Rory was standing by her. She wanted to end this phobia she had of the penis. Just how that could be achieved, though, she did not know. 

Tess busied herself in preparation to face the Working Progressive Party’s committee. 

She had prepared a speech; if she was accepted, a statement to the media would be read. 

Rory would stand by her as the statement was read, along with David Gourley. 

Tess wanted to make a good impression on the committee, and had asked Rory if he would wear his Cameron tartan kilt. She would wear the same tartan skirt she wore during Rory's campaign. 

The day came. Tess stood before the Working Party Committee. Tess held nothing back, that she was a transsexual, had the operation, and possessed a birth certificate to say she was now female. She showed it to all, holding Rory’s hand. He said that they were going to marry very soon. Everything was legal. This being a party focused on human rights, everybody knew that from April 2005, transsexuals could have their birth certificate's changed and could legally marry in the U K. 

With David Gurley's support, the committee backed Tess as their candidate. David Gourley called a press conference for a very important statement from Tess Hardgreaves, the Progressive Party candidate in the by election. 

Tess felt nervous with the crowd of reporters before her and TV commentators holding their mics out. Rory squeezed her hand and smiled; that made her feel better. Clearing her throat, Tess began her statement. 
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“Ladies and Gentlemen of the press, you have been called here to-day for an important announcement concerning myself. I have been picked by the Progressive Party as their candidate in the upcoming by election. As you know, the Progressive Party stands for human rights for all. I am proud they do so, as I am proud to say that I am a woman. It was not always so, though, as I was born a male.” 

A large gasp went up from the assembled reporters. 

“Do you find that shocking? In the U.K., as of the year 2005, transsexuals can have their birth certificates changed and can legally marry. I have had my birth certificate changed and Rory and I plan to marry soon. I have said this so that all will be out in the open during the forthcoming campaign. I have nothing to hide. I have here my new birth certificate for all to view, and I will now take any questions you wish to ask.” 

The press crowded round her, asking many questions. Rory and David Gourley were on either side of her, lending support. After it was over, the general conscientious was that all had gone well. This was backed up the following morning with favorable reports about Tess statement in the papers. 

As soon as the by election was declared, Tess would move into a rented flat for the duration of the campaign. If she was elected, Tess would buy a house in the constituency so that she could hear people’s complaints. 

Parliament kept Rory away from her campaign much of the time. But faithfully every weekend, he would campaign for her, sharing the flat with Tess. 

Rory had a talk with a professor friend of his. He explained his fiancée’s problem. The professor considered this a short-term problem. He gave Rory a suggestion to try during their lovemaking. 

Rory was about to try the theory out. Reclining on the settee, he asked Tess if she would like a drink. He made over to the bar and poured out a glass of Famous Grouse whiskey. As he poured the whiskey, he added a small amount of liquid from a phial, unknown to Tess. Having poured a glass for himself, he handed the other to Tess. They clinked glasses and drank to each other. He distracted her by talking of mundane matters concerning the campaign. 

He started to kiss Tess, to which she was receptive. With the relaxing liquid function-ing, she felt more at ease with Rory. She allowed him to unbutton her white nylon blouse and put a hand in her bra. The time seemed right Rory asked, “Tess, how would you like to play a little sex game?” 

“What do you mean, Rory?” 

“Tess, how would you like to be blindfolded?” he asked while producing a black silk scarf from behind his back. “It’ll be fun, I promise, something special.” 

“Okay darling, just what sort of game have you in mind?” 

“You’ll see, sweetheart.” Taking the black silk scarf, he passed it over her eyes and tied a knot behind her head. Tess could not see a thing. What was her lover going to do? 

Rory had the blouse completely off her. Now unclipping the bra, he had her breasts in his hands, rubbing them. The idea of that was enough to arouse her. Rory felt that arousal Page - 49
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as her nipples hardened in his fingers. Slowly he took each teat in turn and kissed and licked them. 

Her skirt now unzipped, with urgent hands he pulled it off her. Tess now lay on the settee in only her black nylon knickers, with the matching black hold-up stockings. 

Rory smiled. She looked pretty there, however there was no time to waste. The effect could wear off at any time. Grabbing the black knickers, he yanked them down her legs. 

Tess loved this game. Rory’s hand cupped her pussy. Rory, working with delicate fingers inside her, could hear Tess suck her breath in. Pure pleasure filled her, just what Rory had hoped for. 

Rory was now completely naked. Tess, of course, did not know this, being blindfolded. 

She was on the edge of coming. Swiftly taking his hand out of her pussy, Rory clasped Tess hand and put in on a semi-erect penis. Tess wasn’t fooled, but the fact she could not see it seemed to make a difference. Tenderly, Tess held it and felt it grow in her hand. For some reason, because she couldn’t see his penis, she wanted to touch it. This she did, slowly stroking up and down its length. That made it longer and thicker. 

Rory whispered, “Open your legs.” Then he whispered, “Guide it inside you.” 

This Tess did. Rory’s member entered her love spot very easily and the long, thick member slid in and out. Tess realised Rory was making her a complete woman, even if she could not see him doing it. But she could feel him doing it and she responded by wrapping her legs round him to get as much of his member inside her as possible. 

Rory now untied the black silk scarf, and said, “Look, Tess! The thing you were frightened of is deep within you. You’re not scared now are you? Look at it, watch as I pull it out and plunge it in again.” 

Not saying a word, Tess watched. Why was she afraid of something that gave her so much pleasure? The fear now started to evaporate. 

The sexual arousal between the two lovers culminated in a mind-blowing climax that left them both exhausted on the bed. They fell asleep. 

Tess, in a blue velvet robe, was up, bright and breezy in the morning, making breakfast. Rory in his tartan dressing gown came into the kitchen. He gave Tess a kiss and sat down as she poured out two cups of tea. 

“Tess,” Rory said, “we do not have to be at party H.Q. for some hours yet, so why not go to bed for some fun?” 

“Oh Rory, you’re so romantic,” she giggled. 

Rory certainly had fun in mind, but there was also a more serious purpose in mind. He was still concerned with her fear of the penis. Yes, she seemed to have gotten over it last night, but maybe that was only temporarily. Rory had an idea to cure Tess of this phobia for all time. 

“Darling, I want you to do what I tell you without question.” 

“Yes Rory, what is it?” 

“Go to the bedroom and take all your clothes off. I will blindfold you once more. You liked that last night, didn’t you?” Tess shyly answered yes. 
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The black silk blindfold was put over Tess’ eyes again. Rory, who was wearing nothing under his tartan robe, tied it. Now naked, he took Tess’ hand and placed it on his penis. 

Then, undoing the black blindfold, he looked at Tess

“I want you to hold it till I tell you to change hands. Presently, you’re holding with your right; we’ll change to your left, then you’ll use both hands. Understand, Tess?” She nodded her head. 

Rory’s member at this stage was soft, and Tess gently held it. Rory was using as much will power as he could, to not have an erection. He wanted to make this last; he believed the longer Tess held it, the quicker her phobia would vanish. 

After some five minutes, Tess felt the penis slowly lengthen and become stiff. Rory then told her to change hands. Rory told her to keep watching it, as the purple head grew bigger. Its whole body was increasing in size, becoming thicker, fatter. 

“You like it, you love it. Let me hear you say that as you hold my member with both your hands.” 

Tess repeated it to Rory, her fear now gone. With all this foreplay, Rory desperately wanted his penis inside Tess. He was about to explode and there was nothing that he could do about it. Soon his white creamy liquid spurted all over Tess hands. She didn’t mind; with his help, her penis phobia was gone for all time. 

A lot of hard work was put in on Tess election campaign. Unlike Rory’s election, there was much hope for a positive result; the opinion polls were swinging towards the Progressive Party. Even so, Tess was a bundle of nerves as she stood in the town hall, awaiting the result. Rory assured her it would come out right. This one was not going to be close; she was well ahead. 

The returning officer quieted everyone down before announcing the result. When the name Tess Hardgreaves came up, a deafening cheer went up. The number of votes for were more than could be expected for the others. 

The returning officer then made the mandatory speech. 

“I being the Returning Officer for the constituency of Working, do hereby declare that Miss Tess Hardgreaves is elected as the Member of Parliament for this constituency of Working.” 

Newspaper reporters and political correspondents now crowded round her, all seeking an interview. Tess Hardgreaves had become the first transsexual to be elected to the House of Parliament. 

David Gourley and Rory escorted Tess to the many television studios that wanted to interview her for their news shows. In the days to come, she would appear in many chat shows. This gave Tess the opportunity to talk about the Progressive Party and its policy of human rights. And who was better suited to talk about them than her, a transsexual. 

Her workload as an M.P. was more than she had anticipated; Rory helped her out. She found it all exhilarating. So much to do, so many wrongs to right. As an M.P., now had the power to try to put them right. 
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About six months after the election, Tess and Rory tied the knot and sat in the House of Commons as husband and wife. Morag was a guest at the wedding; it was as if her son was being married. What’s more, she liked Tess. 

Theirs was a deep and true love for each other. Fighting for human rights only bound them closer to each other. 

Tess never forgot her friends. She kept in close touch with Iris and Alexis. Heather had by now found a boyfriend who cross dressed. She gave him every assistance and support. 

THE END
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