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WOMAN BY

MISTAKE

BY Blind Ruth


PART 1

REFLECTIONS IN A MIRROR


I look into the mirror of my vanity; the reflection that comes back is of a very beautiful and pretty woman, it is me. You may think I am vain, conceited, and have a high opinion of myself. Then you would be wrong my friend. These words come from others, my sister in particular. . 

To think that at one time, I considered ending my life. Oh, how I thank my sister for giving me the strength and courage to carry on. It took many years to come to the stage of my life I am now at. Years of bitter struggle, years of sacrifice, tears, and yes, thoughts of ending my life. But if my sister had not been there for me, God knows what would have happened. 

I look again into the mirror; I am naked, sitting on the high back wicker seat, having discarded the delicate cream silk nightdress, which now lies on top of the satin sheets of my bed. I apply the last part of my makeup, to my lips, already having outlined them with the soft plum-colored lip liner. I take the plum lipstick from the table, take the top off, and twist the container. The plum lipstick rises up; with the tip of my lipstick brush; I slowly apply the lipstick to it, and brush it to my lips very slowly, painting it within my outlined lips. Filling every crevice, now blotting the lips with a tissue to remove excess lipstick. I take this task seriously, as I have done with every part of my makeup. 
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My face and body have already been prepared with beauty cleansing creams and lotions. After my shower, I sprinkled a soft musk talc all over my body, leisurely and lan-guidly rubbing it in, then I sprayed myself with a clear Eau De Parfum that smelled of velvety sandalwood, amber and winter mimosa. My pressure points having been taken care of with the scent, I dabbed some on my wrists and rubbed then together, behind the ears, knees, between the breasts, on my vagina. A strong womanly smell now emitted from my body, a smell that will attract men to me, if I want that. I ponder this, a hard decision for me. 

Again, I look at the mirror; I cannot help it. My blond hair streams over my shoulders to below my breasts, and down my back, I have brushed it with loving care; I love the sheen that comes from it. My face is small, with a petite nose to match, shallow cheeks, deep blue eyes like a pool, a cupid mouth. 

My hands travel down my body over the soft, tender, and supple skin, a skin as smooth as satin, every day covered with my beauty oils and lotions and slowly massaged by my loving hands. It’s flesh that greedily devours its daily feed of beauty oils, lotions, and creams; they give me a shape that many women would die for. Stopping at the breasts, the nipples become erect from the soft touch of my hands and proudly stand out in all their glory. I play with them, rubbing the tender skin of the breast area, squeezing my nipples between the thumb and fingers. My breasts tingle with the anticipated excitement of what is to come. 

I leave them for now. Opening my jewel box, I withdraw golden hoop earrings, a small chain mesh gold necklace with a golden crucifix, a friendship ring an emerald mounted on it and a golden bangle. I just love jewelry, don’t you? I take out my keeper earrings from my pierced ear lobes and insert the golden hoop ones. How nice they look. The necklace is next; I clip the catch, adjust it and let the crucifix hang down in the cleavage of my ample breasts. 

The emerald friendship ring now goes on the middle finger of the right hand, the only ring I wear on my hands, hands whose long fingernails have been painted with Avon Lilac Glaze, matching the painted toenails. The golden spiral bangle now slips up the left arm, winding itself three times round, a beautiful ornament that adds to my beauty. My jewelry sets me off nicely as it sparkles and glitters on my naked body. I think about how fortunate I am to be a woman. To think at one time I didn’t want this! How stupid one can be. 

My rosy complexion smiles back at me from the mirror; it knows what I am going to do next, since I accepted what I am. I always do this as I look again in the mirror; my hands have slipped down my body to the vital spot in all women. I open my legs and look at the wonderful site unfolding itself to me. With the tips of my fingers, I gently open the lips of the outer labia, to reveal the pink inner lips of the labia and the vaginal opening; my clitoris is becoming aroused and inflamed. That area on me is a place no man has ever entered or touched. No, it’s not that I am a prude; if the right man came along, that would be different. At one time, such thoughts would have been abhorrent and disgusting. Not now. 

A slender lilac-painted fingernail touches my clitoris and gently slides over it, not once or twice but many times. I feel the wonderful sensations that are coming from there. I think how lucky I am to be a woman to feel these sensations no man could comprehend. I Page - 4
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push on within the inner lips of my labia and further into vagina opening; not one finger this time but three, then four. 

I undertake this task slowly to make it last. I do not kid myself; I like it. I think of the time when a man will be doing this, and I can give him the love that only a woman can be-stow to a man. Have I the courage to let a man do this to me? Meanwhile I enjoy the sensation building up within me; it lashes me to a fury as fingers work in and out. 

My other hand has again gone to my breasts and urgently touches the erect nipple. My breathing quickens; the nub of the nipple hardens in my hand as I pinch it. The hand in my vagina goes at a faster pace. I breathe heavily, I moan loudly. 

My vagina is slippery as secretions in the walls seep on to the fingers; my clitoris is now erect and stands out in its splendor. I feel the passion within my body I know will be released soon. I try to hold back; I want this sensation to last. I stop to let my emotions subdue and think of other matters. 

That was another life, a life that was good, but also bad. I remember my mother, who cried for me. I can now understand why. She was confused by my condition. I love my mother who took the trouble to find out everything she possibly could about what I was to become. 

The excitement of my body having receded, my hands have automatically gone back once more to those secret and sacred places within a woman’s body. My slim frame slides along the seat of the satin-covered chair; up and down I move my body to the rhythm of my fingers in my vagina. I moan once more, I howl, I shout illegible words. There is no stopping now. I tighten the grip on my erect nipples. 

Then it happens; the juices in my body spray all over the fingers in my vagina, hot and sticky. There are full minutes of delight as my face smiles with enjoyment, happiness and bliss. 

I slump back in the seat; my breathing is now normal and my heart returns to a regular beat. Withdrawing the fingers from my vagina, I wipe my hands and down there between the legs. 

I raise and go to the toilet, wash my hands and down there between my legs, rub some hand cream in. I stop at the mirror again, looking at my 5 foot 6 inch body. My eyes travel up and down my naked body, first stopping at my bosom and I admire the swelling of the two firm breasts. The magnificent 34 double D breasts proudly, firmly protrude out from my body. The red nipple on the end of each breast stands out, like a cherry waiting for someone to bite it. But my eyes cannot wait, there is more to behold as I travel down my svelte and supple frame. I see how it shines, sucks itself in at the navel, then swells at the hips. My posterior sticks out behind me proudly, not too much, not too little. 

I dally over my body with my eyes. I’m waste too much time; I have to dress. Opening my lingerie drawer, I withdraw my panties, brassiere, waist clincher, and stockings in their cellophane packet. I sit once again in the high-backed wicker seat. I begin my dressing and contemplate the effect these clothes have on me. They keep me in a constant state of sexual excitement, from breakfast to bed. I break the seal of the cellophane packet, taking out the barely black seamed hold-up stockings with three-inch black lacey top. I ease my right foot into the stocking, wriggling my toes into them, I slowly pull the stocking up Page - 5
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my leg as I stretch it and pull up to the leg top. The elasticized top of the stocking bites into my leg top; how pretty the lace is. 

I repeat the process with the other leg. I now stand up to admire myself and run my hands up and down each leg to make sure that the seams are straight. I must stop this or, as I know from past experience, I will become excited. I lift the black nylon panties with the red rose emblem in front on the right leg. I slip them on and gasp when they caress my slit. “Control yourself,” I say to myself, “you haven't even started yet.” 

The black brassiere matches the rest of the underwear. The straps are put over my shoulders and I lean forward, easing my breasts into the diamante and embroidered cups. 

Putting my hands round my back, I clip the three hook and eye attachments now as I stand up to adjust the straps. 

I lift the waist clincher; wrapping it round my body and clipping the three knobs in front, I now pull the laces at the back and feel my waist contracting. My hips and behind become more prominent, just the shape needed to fit perfectly in my dress. 

I need no slips today although I have plenty. Now going to the wardrobe, I take out a white cotton dress, with a black spotted pattern, bloused bodice, padded shoulders, short puffed sleeves, knot trim, high round neckline bound in plain red, matching pleated belt and mock underskirt. It has an above-knee-length straight skirt. 

This I now ease over my head and wriggle it down my body, smoothing out any wrin-kles. How lovely I look as I gaze in the mirror again. I ease my feet into the black leather, pointed patent-leather toecaps, 3-inch heeled court shoes. 

I am now fully dressed. I look at myself again; I turn, twist and look at myself from all angles. I walk this way and that way, staring all the time in the mirror. I sit down again and stare; yes, I am beautiful. 

But what is this I see? The mirror ripples like a wave on the sea; it seems to be going back in time. Images in my mind take on a life of their own. 

Who is this little boy I see? He fails to notice me. He is speaking and I listen intently. 

This is the story he tells. 

***

NEW NEIGHBORS

My name was Glen Campbell. No, not the Rhinestone Cowboy one, but my mother was a fan of his and married to a Campbell. When I came along, what else was I going to be called but Glen? I always got kidded in school about it. “Give us a song, Glen.” 

“Bert, I was talking to our new neighbors today; they seem like such a nice family. 

Connie told me all about her two daughters and son. I invited them over for a meal tomorrow night. That’s okay, Bert?” 

“Sure, Emma. Does the husband play golf by any chance?” 

“How would I know, Bert? You better ask Matt when they come over. ” 
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***

Well, the two fathers talked about golf. The two women quietly left the men talking about golf and took us children into the sitting room. Of course Nicky was not the least bit interested in me; I was too young for him. So was Raylene. 

The two mothers spoke to each other about their families and seemed to get on well with each other. Nicky and Raylene left to play with their friends; little Jean happily played on the floor with her doll. My mother stopped her talk and looked at little Jean. 

“That’s a nice dolly you have there, what’s its name, Jean?” 

“She calls it Jolynn, don’t you, Jean?” Mrs. Parker cut in

“Yes Mummy. Baby’s feeding time!” 

Connie opened her handbag, removed a little feeding bottle and gave it to Jean, who put the teat in the doll’s mouth, and the liquid disappeared into the doll. 

“Well, I never,” my mother exclaimed. 

“Watch this. Jean, its Jolynn’s bedtime,” Mrs. Parker said, making room on the settee for Jean to lay the doll down, which she did, the doll’s eyes closed. 

Jean was a happy little girl, and like her mother, a lively person. 

“Emma, I have arranged for Jean to go to nursery school on Monday. I had a talk with the teachers down there.” 

“Oh, have you? Tell you what; I’ll give Jean a run down there in the car. I give Glen a run there every day.” 

“Oh would you, Emma? That’s right neighborly of you. You run the kids this week and I’ll take them next week.” 

The two mothers were getting on well with each other. Just then, a cry came from Jean's doll. 

“Jean, your baby’s crying, see what the matter is.” 

“ Mummy it wet itself.” 

“Then you will have to change its diapers,” Connie Parker said, removing small doll diapers again from her handbag. Jean took them, removed the damp ones and replaced then with the dry ones. 

The doll even said, “Thank you, mummy.” 

My mother burst out laughing. “Whatever will they think of next? They never had anything like that in our day, Connie. Tell you what. I’ll make some clothes for that dolly and you can come and help me. Jean, would you like that?” 

“Oh yes, Mrs. Campbell,” little Jean said. 

I think my mother had taken little Jean to heart. As I learned in later life, my mother had a difficult birth with me, and was told to have no more children. My mother always wanted a daughter, so Jean was always welcome in our house. 
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As women friends do, my mother and Connie Parker told each other their little secrets. 

Connie told her daughter Jean she could call my mother mum. Jean said she was lucky to have the two best mothers in the world. 

***

NURSERY SCHOOL DAYS

That Monday at breakfast, mother had given me a long talk. 

“Glen, I want you to watch after little Jean’ she is such a fragile little girl. You have to be a gentleman and see no harm comes to her, protect her just as if she was your sister. A man has to protect the woman, just like your father does me. You understand, Glen?” 

“Yes, mother.” 

“You’re a good boy, Glen.” 

My mother ran Connie Parker, Jean, and me to the school where she introduced all of us to the teachers. Miss Redmond took little Jean’s hand and led her to her class, where she played with all the other little girls. 

Jean was a popular girl and got on well with everyone. Jean was a funny-faced freckled kid with pigtails. Of course, at four years old, I was not the least bit interested in girls. 

One day after about four months after Jean came to nursery, I heard a fracas coming from the girls’ corner and Jean’s voice shouting, “Stop that, you!” 

I turned my eyes to the sound as did all the boys and saw a bigger boy than me pulling Jean’s pigtails. I remembered my mother’s words about Jean; I dropped my building bricks, ran to her and grabbed this boy although he was bigger than me. There we were, rolling about on the floor. Not for long, though, as Miss Redmond flew from her chair, stopped it and hauled the two of us apart. 

“I’ll have no fighting in this class. Do you hear that, Glen Campbell and Jim Harrison?” 

Taking the two of us by the ear, she put us in opposite corners of the room with our backs to the class. 

Jean spoke. “But Miss, it was not Glen’s fault.” 

“Quiet, Jean. I will hear no more of this; they were both at fault. I’ll have no fighting in my class and that's the end of it,” Miss Redmond said. 

When Jean's mother came to pick both Jean and myself that afternoon, Jean told the whole story to Connie Parker. I was in her good graces for standing up for her daughter; after that, I was always welcomed in the Parker household. My mother was also proud of me. 

The day after that incident at school in the class, Jean came over to me, dragging her big doll. “You’re so brave, Glen, fighting for me. When I grow up, I’m going to marry you and have your babies.” 
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So saying, she put her little hands round me and gave me a soppy kiss. I went all red in the face. Girls are such funny things. 

“Glen, come and play with my dolly,” Jean said. 

***

The years rolled on. Eventually, I went to primary school, then high school. With Jean going in and out our house so often, I just thought of her as my kid sister and took no special notice of her. Our grades were good and Jean decided that she would like to be a teacher; she liked children. I was undecided about what I wanted to be. Selling things interested me, though. My father said since I was good at math, maybe I should go to college and study accounting, so that was it. 

When the coming out dance at high school came round, I still wasn’t interested in girls. 

I took more in playing ball games with the guys. When asked who my partner was, I had no idea. With Jean going in and out of our house, it entered my mind to ask her to the dance even though she was in the class below me and a year younger. 

“Oh Glen, I would love to be your partner at your coming out dance. Thank you for thinking about me.” 

The evening of the dance, I went to collect Jean in my tuxedo. There she was in a lovely cream satin ball gown with all the trimmings. To me, she was still my kid sister, and to be honest, I never really noticed her. 

Jean was a delightful partner, and made pleasant small talk with all. 

When I took her home that night, I thanked her for being my partner and gave her a chaste little kiss on the cheek. It seemed taboo to I do anything else. 

***

THE KIDS GROW UP

Both Jean and I had been to college; although I had taken accountancy courses I still had a feeling to try sales. The first job I applied for was a salesman with a heavy engineering company. At the interview, I explained about my accounting courses and certificates and that I had no experience in sales. The sales manager was taken by my keenness and said he would take a chance. I thanked him for giving me opportunity to prove myself. 

I took this chance with both hands and made a success of it. Meanwhile little Jean had gone to college, passed her exams, and now was a primary teacher at a local school. Jean, even now at 21, still came in and out of our house with patterns for dresses for herself, sometimes for my mother and they both had fun running them up. She was like a real daughter to my mum. I still saw her as my kid sister. 

It was around then that I fell out with my then current girlfriend over some stupid thing that I can’t remember now. One of the guys in the office said, “Glen, there’s a party this weekend at my flat. You’re welcome to come and bring your girlfriend.” 
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Harry’s parties were always a bundle of fun. I did not want to miss it, though of course I had no partner. 

It was at dinner one night that mother was talking to my father about Jean and how well she fit in as a teacher at school. Mother took a keen interest in all that Jean did. 

Seeing that at the present moment I was between girlfriends, Jean might fill the bill. I went to the Parker household. Connie Parker answered the door

“Come in, Glen.” Connie Parker always liked me. 

“Is Jean in, Mrs. Parker?” 

“Sure Glen, she is upstairs in her room with Raylene. Go up there, you know the way.” 

I knocked on the door. 

“Come in,” Jean answered. Going in, there was Jean sitting on a chair in front of her vanity, Raylene standing beside her, smearing some sort of gooey substance on her face. 

Her hair was done up in curlers with a hair net on top. I wondered then if I had made a mistake thinking about asking Jean for a date. 

“Take a seat, Glen. What can I do for you?” 

“Jean, could I ask you for a date a week from Saturday?” 

“Why of course, Glen. Where are we going?” 

I explained that it was to a party. 

“Oh, that will be nice,” Jean replied. 

Raylene smiled at her sister as she slapped gooey stuff on Jean's face. 

“How's your job going, Glen. We haven’t seen you for a while around here, have we, Jean?” 

Raylene was making conversation as she worked this gooey stuff into Jean’s face. 

Raylene was my height of 5 foot 7 inches. I told Raylene and Jean all about my job as we chatted about this and that. Raylene had a boyfriend who was a solicitor who worked in the same office as her. 

After a few pleasantries, I left, still looking at Jean with her hair in rollers and curlers, and a hair net on top, her face still plastered with the gooey substance. I still wondered if I had made the right move asking her for a date. 

***

On that Saturday I went over to Jean Parker’s house having borrowed my father’s car. 

Connie Parker again answered the door. 

“Oh, come in, Glen. Take a seat. Jean won’t be long. You should know a woman is never on time for a date,” she said, giving a laugh. 

After 10 minutes or so, Jean appeared at the top of the stairs and I gave a gasp. It certainly was not the Jean I had been expecting. Was it even Jean at all? 
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Jean with her clear skin, slim nose, prominent cheekbones and makeup that had been skillfully applied was one beautiful woman. Seeing her made me wonder what had I been dating before? No little girl now, Jean had blossomed. There was a beauty right under my nose that I had ignored, never even given a second glance. 

“You’re beautiful, Jean.” 

“Thank you, kind sir,” she said with a laugh. Connie Parker smiled silently at her husband Matt. 

“You two lovely people have a good time, I just know that you will look after my little Jean and see she comes to no harm.” 

“Mother, I’m a woman now. I can take care of myself,” Jean cut in. 

The party came and went. That night on the Parkers’ front porch I asked Jean for another date and gave her a chaste kiss on the cheek. Still in my mind Jean was essentially my kid sister; I felt that to go any further would not be right. At the same time, I wanted to date her. This was a dilemma I had not quite come to terms with yet. 

Jean and I became regular dates; I was always the perfect gentleman with her. 

Jean and I had been dating some 9 months and I popped the question. We got engaged at Christmas that year and told our folks. Of course our mothers were highly delighted. I think it was something they had secretly wished for since our nursery days. 

Jean and I started house hunting. We saved our salaries and found a house not far from our folks. It was nothing to write home about but it was ours. Every weekend we would go there to paint and perform general fix-up tasks. I didn’t realize there would be so many things to do before we got married and moved in. 

It was funny seeing Jean in an old pair of jeans with paint on her hands. She had great fun designing curtains for all the rooms and making them with my mother’s help. We were completely in love, Jean and I. 

It must have been about three or four weeks before the wedding. We put all our spare time into doing things in the house. This Saturday morning we were expecting delivery from the furniture shop. 

After the delivery people left, we sorted things to suit ourselves. 

Jean said, “Honey, let’s take a rest. I’ll cook up something, and then we can start again. 

As we ate, it Jean approached the subject. “Glen, I hate to say this. I love you honey and I’m not a little girl any more, but we don’t seem to act like an engaged couple.” 

“What do you mean, Jean?” 

“I’m not trying to be forward or anything, but we don’t seem to do any love making. 

You treat me like I was a little girl. In a way, I respect that. But I am a woman and I do love you. I would not want to have married you otherwise.” 

Jean had hit a sore point with me. I loved her, but I guess I still thought of her as my kid sister. Could this be the result of that talk my mother gave when I was a boy of four? 

On the other hand, I saw her as a very beautiful and desirable woman. I wanted to protect her as a little girl  and  I wanted to have her as a woman in every way? 
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I expressed this to her. Jean said nothing, but she was clearly in deep thought. 

***

The following weekend I drove Jean and myself to the house. Jean carried a couple of boxes. I never gave a second thought about it. It was something for the house, I figured. 

“Honey, I’ve one or two things to do in the bedroom; you do what you have to and I’ll catch up.” 

After about a half-hour, Jean gave a shout. “Glen, can you come to the bedroom?” I was in the middle of painting a skirting board in the living room. 

“Yes honey, I will be with you in a minute when I finish this.” 

When I stepped into the bedroom, I received the surprise of my life, because there was Jean heavily made-up. Her blond hair was streaming down her back. She was standing in a black PVC minidress, which tightly fit her well-proportioned body. The dress stopped just below her hips, her legs were encased in barely black stockings and, at the top of the stockings, and you could see the suspenders holding them up. The dress had a deep V

through which her breasts could be seen and the outline of the nipples tightly pressed against the inside of the dress. On Jean’s feet were black shiny stiletto court shoes with 6-inch heels and ankle strap. 

“Come over here, lover boy,” she said and took a step forward, pushing her right foot in front. This caused her skirt to fall round the leg, exposing and revealing a hint of white lace-edged panties. At that moment, any thought of a “kid sister” disappeared I came forward and Jean put her arms round my neck and French kissed me, which I quickly returned I put my hand between her legs and found to my delight that she was wearing open crotch panties. I was taken by surprise that Jean wore such underwear. 

I was now in a highly sexual state and I pulled her to me. Fumbling with the studded buttons at the front of her dress, I had it opened in no time. Jean’s 34 double D breasts fell into my hands. I quickly kissed them as I pushed her on to the bed. 

Jean now started to undo my trouser fly. Needless to say, my penis was rock hard; I quickly pulled my trousers off and in no time I had entered her. 

When it was all over, Jean asked, “Would your kid sister have done that? Do you still think of me as your kid sister?” 

“No, Jean, you have removed that image from my mind. I would never have made love to my kid sister.” 

“Good. You know, I may be dressed like a whore, but I would only do that for the man I love. I do love you, Glen.” 

And so it was. I now looked on her as a woman and not my sister. But as you will learn, events would change that. 
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***

PROMOTION

Jean and I were deeply in love now and had been married about two years. Jean was still working as schoolteacher and I was progressing as a salesman One day the Sales Manager Bill Sanders called me into his office. Taking a seat, he came quickly to the point

“Glen, your sales figures are good, in fact some of the best in the company. To be honest, they’re too good for this branch. You don’t know this, but the company is on the look-out for a manager to take over our Northwest Region. I will put your name forward with a very strong recommendation. It’s more money, but of course you will have to move. What do you say, Glen?” 

“I’m delighted, Bill, however I would have to talk this over with Jean first.” 

“I understand, Glen. Think it over for a week if need be. You know if you get the job, the company will put you up in a first class hotel for as long as it takes to find a house. 

With the salary you will receive, you will be able to afford a really nice place.” 

***

That night, as I lay in bed with Jean, I brought up the subject of my proposed promo-tion and all that it implied. 

“That’s great, honey. I don’t mind moving if it furthers your career. I can always get a job as a teacher. Teachers are in high demand. Go ahead and let them put your name forward.” 

“You don’t mind moving away from our families?” 

“No, I love you and our happiness comes first. Our mothers will understand.” 

So it was settled. I told Bill the next day to go ahead and put my name forward. He was happy. 

“Glen, I think you will get the job. Your figures will be miles in front of anyone else applying. I wish you the best of luck.” 

I had an interview with the company directors and I seemed to satisfy all of them. 

Within weeks, I was informed the job was mine. 

***

MOVING

Jean and I moved within weeks. At first, we stayed in a five star hotel at the company’s expense. As I introduced myself to everyone at the office and found out the workings in Page - 13
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the region, Jean went house hunting. I looked over the sales figures. This region had been one of the top ones, until about 18 months before my arrival, then for some unaccountable reason it had hit a slump. Now it was almost at the bottom. 

I realized my task would be to find out why this was. 

Meanwhile, Jean found a nice house out in the country with a garage separate from the house. She had also been to the school board for a job and now was working at the local high school. 

I told Jean all about my problems at work, and that it looked harder than I first thought. 

“I just know that you will solve them, honey. Maybe when you do, there’ll be a bigger prize for you. This is the company testing you.” 

“You could be right, Jean.” 

I drove myself hard to see what was ailing this region; the first thing I noticed was bad timekeeping. Then I discovered that the top two salesmen had not been performing for well over a year. 

One morning, I called all the salesmen into my office for a pep talk. “You have been called in here this morning because I am not satisfied with the sales figures of this branch. 

I know selling our goods cannot be easy—and I’m speaking as a salesman myself, but you can at least be in the office on time. Everyone is here at nine o clock sharp from now on. 

No excuses, all your jobs are on the line, understood? We are not playing games here.” I felt this was needed to clear the air. 

“Oh Terry, can you stay behind? I want to talk to you.” 

Terry Green had been one of the top salesmen, but that was over a year ago. Since then, he had hit the bottle. Sometimes he didn’t appear for days, and when he did, he smelled of booze. But why? 

I came straight to the point. “Terry, you were one of the best salesmen in this region. 

I’m telling you, if you do not get off the booze, you’re out on your ear. Do you understand? The company will help put you into a clinic. You will need uphold your part of the bargain and take this opportunity. This is your one chance, take it or leave it.” 

“I understand, Glen. I know I’ve been a burden to the company, and I’m not trying to make excuses but ever since Reena left me, I’ve fallen apart, and nothing has seemed worthwhile. I’ll take this opportunity.” 

Reena was his wife and had run off with another man. 

In bed that night, Jean and I discussed all that had transpired during the day. 

***

It was the next day that Jean made a very good suggestion. “Glen, Terry is going to that clinic, is he not?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Well there is a club for singles, divorced, and separated here. If he goes, he might find a nice woman there.” 

“Well honey, I don’t know, he could run into more trouble. I mean, aren’t they the kind of women that he just had problems with?” 

“Not all the women who go there were at fault, sometimes it’s the man. I don’t see what harm can come of it.” 

“I’ll suggest it to him.” 

Jean and I had been here about 6 months when two things happened. Jean met an old college roommate, Marge Hillary or Big Marge as she called her. At 6 foot 2 inches, she towered over Jean and me. 

Marge was the head PE instructor and in college she had been on the women's basketball team. At the local high school, Marge was in charge of the girls’ basketball team, and was making a good job of it. The team was strongly contending for the league pennant, and a place in the playoffs. 

The first time I met Marge was when she ran Jean home from the aerobic classes that Marge held two nights a week. This kept Jean fit and in good shape. Although I considered myself fit, I would not like to tangle with Marge. I think she would come out on top. 

I took an instant dislike to her and the feeling was mutual. There was something about her that I just did not like. Later, as I got to know her better, Marge took great delight at every opportunity to make fun of me. She made fun of me in a way that would have Jean laughing. Jean acted like she thought it was good-natured banter, but I knew it wasn’t. 

In a strange sort of way, I considered Marge a rival for the love of Jean. She always seemed to have her arm around Jean when they came into the house together. Jean shrugged it off. 

Jean would see Marge about three or four times a week at aerobic classes, and Jean would go to the basketball games that Marge was involved in as coach of the girls’ team. 

That was on top of seeing her at school nearly every day. 

The other thing that happened was that Jean’s sister Raylene married. Jean and I went back to see the folks and for the wedding. Raylene had asked Jean to be one of her bridesmaids; we stayed at my mother’s house during the wedding, as Jean’s house was a busy place. Some of Raylene’s girlfriends/bridesmaids stayed there overnight. 

My mother casually asked Jean, “Is there any chance of me becoming a grandmother, Jean? You know I’m looking forward to the first grandchild.” 

“At the present time, I’m on the pill, but at the right time, Glen and I will start a family. 

I want a baby as much as you.” 

“I understand Jean, you want to make sure all is right first,” Mom said and she gave Jean a hug and kiss on the cheek. 

I too wanted to start a family. 
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***

Terry Green had been to the clinic and was off the bottle. At my suggestion, he went to the local club, and had met a woman. He told her his problems, how he had been to a clinic. She had been divorced and had sympathy for him. 

His sales figures began to improve, and it seemed his life was on the right track. It looked as if one of my worries was over. 

My second problem was the other leading salesman, Tom Brownlow. Like Terry, his figures had also slumped. Unlike Terry, he had not hit the bottle. Why his sales had dropped was a mystery I had to get to the bottom of. 

As always, I discussed this with Jean. Again, she came up with an easy solution. “Invite Tom and his wife to dinner and we can have a friendly talk, you with him and me with his wife. Something may come out in the conversation. You never know.” 

Jean was an excellent hostess; she wore beautiful clothes and made delightful conversation. Jean was a very knowledgeable person; many a hard-nosed businessman was impressed and amazed that she knew so much and was jealous of me for having such a beautiful and knowledgeable wife. 

I invited Tom and his wife Noreen to come over for dinner one Sunday. Jean excelled in her culinary skills that day. She made Chicken Delight with roast potatoes and peas, followed by Mocha Surprise. 

We all retired to the living room after the meal. Noreen asked Jean for the recipe for Chicken Delight. While Jean and Noreen talked about women’s matters, Tom and I retired to the library to discuss business. 

***

Later that night, in our bedroom, I asked Jean what she thought of Noreen and Tom. 

“What did you think of Noreen, Glen?” 

I thought Noreen looked overweight, had no makeup on and her hair was a mess. All in all, she was a bit of a frump and I told Jean so. 

“Yes, I agree. Something tells me there could be a reason for that, and maybe it’s the source of Tom’s slump in sales. I have a few days off work next week and Noreen has asked me over to help her with that recipe for Chicken Delight. I will ask a few probing questions.” Then, with a thoughtful look, Jean said, “Did you notice that they hardly looked at each other all night, as if they couldn’t stand the sight of each other.” 

I nodded yes in reply
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***

NOREEN’S MARRIAGE

On Wednesday of the following week, Jean was in the kitchen of Noreen’s house, helping her with making Chicken Delight. Both women had their aprons on. When all was finished hands and the two were resting on the settee in Noreen's living room, Jean said with a laugh, “That should keep your Tom happy, the brute.” To Jean’s surprise, Noreen broke down and started sobbing on Jeans shoulders

“I hope so, Jean, I do hope so.” 

Jean, as if she was dealing

with a child in her class, put

her arms around her and said, 

“Tell Jean all about it. Some-

times it helps if you share your

troubles with another woman.” 

Noreen told her things were

not going well in her marriage, 

that the two of them were now

sleeping in separate rooms. 

“We were so happy when

we first married. It was won-

derful, but now the spark has

gone out our lives. Tom just

does not want to know me any-

more.” 

“Let me see your wedding

photos, Noreen,” Jean asked. 

Noreen was a beautiful bride. 

“Can we go to your room

and sit at your vanity, 

Noreen?” 

“Yes, of course. Why?” 

“You’ll see.” 

As Noreen sat before her

vanity, Jean held the wedding

photos in front of her. “Look at

the photos, then look in the

mirror. What do you see?” 

“Two different people, one

pretty, one ugly.” 
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“Yes Noreen, like a lot of wives, you’ve let yourself go to.” 

“What can I do, Jean?” 

“Do you love Tom?” 

“Of course I do.” 

“Then this is what you do. First of all lose some weight,” Jean said, patting Noreen’s tummy. “But that's not all. You will have to work at home, fight the flab. Your hair is a mess, you need a new hairdo. You do not need all that much makeup, but some in the right places would enhance your appearance. You definitely need new clothes, these will never do. You need a smarter set of clothes, more chic, but that comes after the weight is lost. Do that and before you know it, you will have Tom in your bed again.” 

“You make it sound so wonderful, Jean, maybe that's why your own marriage is so good.” 

“Yes and yours could be as well.” 

***

Over he next several months, a slow change in Noreen’s appearance became apparent. 

Jean and Noreen became close friends. It was now approaching Noreen and Tom’s fourth wedding anniversary. Noreen confided that she wanted to make this a special evening and asked Jean to help out. 

Jean was delighted to help her friend repair her marriage and mapped out all that she would need. As Tom would be taking her to a dinner dance, Jean took her to a high-class shop selling evening dresses, and arranged for a new hairdo and an appointment at the beautician’s. 

“Noreen, far be it for me to pry, but how do you act in the bedroom with your man? I mean do you act the whore?” 

“I’m not a prostitute, Jean.” 

“I know Noreen, but what is done behind closed doors between two consenting couples is their own business. I have this book, which you are welcome to read. It’s called HOW TO DRIVE YOUR MAN CRAZY IN BED. It could save your marriage, Noreen.” 

“Well, your advice has been good so far. Tom and I are back in the same bed. He has begun to notice me again, that’s why he remembered our anniversary. What the hell, I’ll read it.” 

***

Jean helped Noreen, took her to the hairdressers and beautician, helped her with her evening dress. Noreen looked magnificent. How could Tom ignore his wife that night? 

Afterwards, Noreen told her everything: the beautiful dinner, how Tom held her close as they danced the night away, even intimate details of their night in bed. 
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“You know, I even tried fellatio for the first time. I think Tom was surprised and pleased. That all came from that book you gave me. Tom now can’t do enough for me, we are happy again. It’s like starting our marriage all over. You’re such a good friend.” 

Noreen was overcome and gave Jean a kiss on the cheek; Jean blushed, but was happy for her. 

***

BABY BOOM

It was around this time that Tom Brownlow’s sales figures began to rise. 

“Jean, honey,” I said one night after dinner, “Tom’s sales have jumped up this month. 

Could that have something to do with you and Noreen? She’s much more beautiful woman now and she and Tom are happy. I see your hand in this, Jean.” 

“Well, thank you, darling. I think Tom’s sales may jump again.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Noreen confided to me that she is pregnant. She’ll be telling Tom tonight, so get the cigars ready in nine months time. Twice.” 

“Why twice?” 

“It’s twins. I’m so happy for both of them. I told Noreen in a few months we will take a trip to get her some beautiful clothes.” 

“I think Tom and Noreen have to thank you for so much.” 

It was a few weeks later that Connie, Jean’s mom, phoned her to tell Jean that Raylene, her sister, was expecting a baby. 

This upset Jean. Yes, she was happy for her sister, but it bothered her that she had no children of her own. 

I felt sorry for her, so one night in bed, I said to her, “Jean, it’s fast approaching Christmas. Next year your mother will be a grandmother, and Raylene will bring her child to visit your mother. What say you that your mother have two grandchildren next year?” 

It took Jean a little while to comprehend what I had said. “You mean, get me pregnant as well? That’s wonderful, darling. I’ll come off the pill the first of January. We can start the year right.” 

“I’m looking forward to my son arriving next year.” 

“Hey who said anything about a boy? It might be a girl.” 

“Who cares as long as it’s healthy. You will make a good mother, I know.” 

Jean and I had the best sex we had ever had in our lives. As I lay there in the afterglow of our lovemaking, I thought to myself things were turning out right now. I was getting on top of the region, turning were things around, my two best salesmen were again doing well. My wife would have a baby by this time next year; my mother would have her first grandchild. Everything was coming up roses, what could possibly go wrong? 
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***


PART 2

BROKEN LEG


Christmas was coming fast Jean and I had plans to spend the festive season with our folks. We were both happy to be starting a family in the coming year. 

Jean was in her element buying baby clothes for Raylene’s forthcoming baby. I think it was planning for her own. 

“Darling,” I said, “Isn’t it too soon for all that?” 

“You men no nothing about babies. It could come sooner than you expect.” 

I said nothing. If Jean was happy, then I was happy. 

Our plans were to leave on Monday morning, drive to our folks that night, be there for the next two festive weeks and stay with my folks. 

***

That winter had been a bad one; a cold spell had hit us that week. The Monday morning that we were to set off, I looked out our bedroom window and saw that the pine trees were covered in snow, as well as the front lawn. After breakfast, Jean looked at all the presents we were to take with us. I took them to the front porch, along with a couple of cases with our clothes. 

“Honey, I’m going to get the car. I’ll bring it to the door, load up, and off we go.” 

“Okay, I’m just going to pick one or two things from the bedroom. I’ll be waiting for you.” 

I left the front door to walk over to our garage; the snow crunched under my boots and I could feel the icy surface below the snow. The garage was some 50 yards from the house. 

I unlocked the door, backed the car out, and then locked the garage door. As I was passing the rear car door, I slipped on the ice and fell. As I tried to raise myself on my left leg, I felt pain. 

“AAAAAH,” I shouted. 

Jean came immediately to the front door. “What is it, Glen?” 

“Something happened to my left leg, Jean.” 

“Put your hand on my shoulder and try to stand on your right leg.” 

This I did and with Jean’s help I managed to stand up

“Now what?” 
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“Into the back seat of the car.” 

I hobbled the few yards and slumped into the back seat. Jean shut the door and went in the front. 

“What are you doing?” 

“We are going to the hospital.” 

So off we went to Southern General hospital. Jean always made a joke about it, called it Suffering General. Today she was right. 

On entering the gates, Jean said, “Stay where you are, darling.” 

Jean went inside and in no time she came back out with two paramedics, a trolley and a nurse. I was gently lifted and eased onto the trolley. The nurse directed the paramedics to a cubicle. 

Looking at Jean, she said, “The doctor will be along soon, Mrs. Campbell. Meanwhile, if Mr. Campbell will change into this nightgown, I’ll get you a cup of coffee and a sand-wich.” 

“What's the matter with Glen, nurse?” 

“I’ll leave that to the doctor to explain.” The nurse pulled the curtains and left. 

Jean helped me change into the nightgown. It was open at the back, with three sets of strings equidistant down the gown. 

In a short while, a doctor came in the cubicle. He introduced himself. 

“I’m Dr. Sinclair. Tell me what exactly happened here.” 

I explained all about my fall. 

He pulled my left trouser leg up and probed around my knee top, which I have to say was not too painful. 

“Well, Mr. Campbell, I’ll send you for a x-ray then we’ll take it from there.” 

“What is it, doctor?” 

“I won’t confirm anything till I see that x-ray. The porter will take you to the x-ray room.” 

I was taken to x-ray and my left knee was photographed from all angles. Eventually, I wheeled back to the cubicle again. Dr Sinclair came and looked at the x-rays. 

“Mr. Campbell, we will have to admit you to Ward 2 orthopedic. Mr. Hullin will come and tell you all you wish to know. You’re in good hands.” Dr. Sinclair shook my hand and left. 

In a short while, I was wheeled to Ward 2, Jean still in tow. The porters and nurses put the trolley level with the bed and rolled me on to the bed. 

Jean looked at the nurse. “When will Mr. Hullin see my husband and how long will he be here?” 
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“Well, Mrs. Campbell, it will be a few hours yet before Mr. Hullin makes his rounds, and my guess is your husband will be here for a few days, but Mr. Hullin will tell you for sure.” 

“Then I can go home and bring back some pajamas and other things?” 

“Of course, Mrs. Campbell.” 

***

Jean arrived back as Mr. Hullin was making his rounds. Mr. Hullin was a smallish jolly man with a beard and moustache. Drawing the curtains around my bed, he looked at the x-ray, then pulled my nightgown up and probed around my knee again. 

“Well, Mr. Hullin, what is it?” Jean anxiously asked. 

Mr. Hullin looking at both of us. 

“Mr. Campbell, your left patellar tendon ruptured. That means we will have to operate on you tomorrow afternoon. Your leg will be in plaster for about four to six weeks, and a splint after that. There will be metal in your leg, which we will remove with another operation in six months; this is to give your ligaments time to heal.” 

“How long will I be here, Mr. Hullin?” 

“You should be out the day after your operation; we don’t have people stay in the hospital longer than needed nowadays. However, you will have to rest at home for a few months.” 

“Looks like I’ve spoiled your Christmas, honey.” 

“Oh don’t worry. There is always next year. Besides, there is our little surprise for your mom,” Jean said with a twinkle in her eye. 

Mr. Hullin left Jean and I talking. Jean said she would come back after breakfast before my op and have a talk with me. 

***

The last meal I received was at dinner the might before the operation. 

When Jean came back that morning, two nurses were around my bed, having drawn the curtains. They

were shaving the area around the top of my leg and knee. 

Jean laughed as she saw the nurses shaving me. To try and cheer me up, she said to them, “Shave the legs all the way.” 

“Jean!” I protested. 

Both nurses looked at Jean, not sure what to do, Jean nodded her head so they went ahead and shaved both legs from my toes to about six inches past the top of the knee. 

I did see the funny side of it; at least it took my mind off the forthcoming operation. 
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Jean stayed with me the rest of the day. At one o’clock, the nurses brought the trolley and I was taken to the pre-op room. With a jab from the anesthetic needle, I was out for the count. 

***

THE FATAL MISTAKE

The next thing I remember is waking up in the hospital bed. Jean, wonderful Jean, was smiling down at me. “It’s all over darling. You will be out of here tomorrow. I’ll come and collect you; for now just sleep.” Jean bent down and kissed me sweetly on the forehead. 

On waking the following morning, I ate a hearty breakfast. Jean arrived a couple of hours later with my clothes. I could not change just yet. Mr. Hullin had to make his rounds and make his judgment. 

Mr. Hullin came in the ward and eventually arrived at my bed. He pulled the curtains, raised my left leg up and probed around the knee area. 

“Well, everything seems okay. Your leg will be put in plaster for four to six weeks. I’ll arrange that, and then you can go home. You may feel some pain for a week or two. I will make out a prescription for a painkiller. Take one starting tonight, follow the instructions on the bottle, and I will see you in a week.” 

“Thank you for all you have done, Mr. Hullin.” 

Jean and I chatted to each other; eventually I was again on a trolley, going to the plaster room. 

The woman in there pulled my left pajama leg up, had a look and before I knew what was happening, she had a woman’s stocking up the leg. 

“Hey!” I said, “what’s this all about?” 

“Did that surprise you, Mr. Campbell? The idea is that when we come to remove the plaster from the leg, the stocking will prevent the plaster from sticking to your leg.” 

It made sense. 

I was soon back in the ward and Jean helped me into my trousers and jacket. We could not leave; we had to wait for the prescription. 

Two women from the physiotherapy department came to us, carrying a pair of crutches. 

“This is what you will need to use till you have the metal out of your leg. We will show how to walk with them. There are also a number of exercises that you must do to get that leg working again.” 

Now all we were waiting for was the prescription. 
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***

Down at the pharmacy, old Mrs. Sneddon was making up the prescriptions for patients leaving the hospital that day. She was training a new tech, Leanna Hadden, who had just come from college. She was showing her the hospital’s procedures. 

The phone rang; Mrs. Sneddon answered. “Yes, I’ll come and supervise. I will be up in five minutes. 

Leanna, I’ll have to leave you here by yourself for a bit. That was the van delivering new supplies. I have to supervise their delivery.” 

“Okay, Mrs. Sneddon.” 

“The prescriptions are all made; someone from the wards will come and collect what they need. They’re all labeled, Leanna,” Mrs. Sneddon said, walking away. 

***

In Southern General Hospital, there were two consultants with similar names. Mr. 

Hullin in orthopedics and Mr. Hull, who was in charge of the gender clinic. 

Mr. Hull was checking out Sandra Robertson, a pre-op transsexual. His assessment was that she was ready to start hormones. This was the process that would lead to the operation that would make her into a complete woman. Sandra would become the woman she should have been at birth. 

“I’ll make an appointment for a months from now and we can see how you are progressing. Remember that you may be sick after a few weeks and sensitive around the breast and nipple area. After a couple of months, your penis will shrink, and you will stop having erections, but that's to be expected. These pills contain estrogen. Just wait outside till your pills are sent up. I’ve made the prescription out so you’ll only have to wait a little while.” 

“I’ve waited so long for this, a little longer won’t matter.” 

***

Sandra Robertson had been waiting in the reception area for about an hour when one of the nurses noticed her. 

“Oh, Miss Robertson, I’m sorry you waited so long. I’ll go down to the pharmacy and pick up your prescription.” 

In Ward 2, something similar was happening to Glen Campbell. 

Both nurses arrived at the pharmacy within seconds of each other. 

Leanna was busy talking to another nurse about boyfriends, and her mind was elsewhere. 
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The nurse from the Gender Clinic spoke first. “Have you got the prescription for Mr. 

Hull in the Gender clinic?” 

Leanna saw Mr. Hullin’s prescription and gave it to the nurse. 

The other nurse said, “Give me Mr. Hullin, Ward 2, while you’re at it.” 

So, Sandra got painkillers, which were not going to do her the least bit of good while Glen got female hormone pills, which were going to make drastic changes to his body and his life. 

***

After dinner, Jean opened the package and withdrew two plastic bottles containing yellow pills, which she did not know were Premarin. The bottle was labeled, “One to be taken every day after breakfast till told otherwise.” 

“Looks like you have over a six month’s supple here, Glen. Here, swallow.” 

I unknowingly started a course of female hormone pills. 

After breakfast the following morning, having taken my pill, I phoned Tom Brownlow, explained all that had happened and asked if he and Noreen could come over for dinner. 

Jean made a delightful dinner; Tom and I retired to the library to discuss business. Tom would take over for me for the next two months while I rested at home and he would keep me informed of all that was going on. Six months earlier, I would not have put so much trust in him, however, circumstances had changed. 

Jean and Noreen talked about baby clothes and how Noreen had changed a spare room into a nursery for her forthcoming twins. Noreen looked the most beautiful she had ever been. Noreen had a rosy glow on her face and expelled a beauty that only pregnant women have. 

So everything was sorted out till I became mobile again. 

***

I found that putting on my shoes or slippers was hard, mainly because my shoes were of a softer material and tended to roll up at the back; before I broke my leg that was no problem. I could put my right foot in the shoe with no problem by sitting on a chair and bending my knee. However the left foot was a problem. I could not reach down there and Jean had to give me a hand to help the shoe on and tie the lace. 

One night, about a week or so after the op, Jean said, “We are going for a drive tonight, Glen, so get yourself ready.” 

“Oh,” I said. “Where?” 

All Jean said was, “You’ll see.” 

Jean drove 12 miles from our house to a district I was not familiar with and stopped outside a block of flats. 
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We entered the building with me hobbling along on my crutches and took an elevator to the 6th floor. 

Jean seemed to know the way. Coming out of the elevator, we went right and stopped at a door along the corridor on the right. Jean knocked. 

After a short pause, the door opened and big Marge Hillary appeared, towering over both Jean and myself

“Come in Jean, I was expecting you after that phone call.” 

Marge was wearing a pale blue pantsuit; white blouse, blue flared trousers and jacket, and she looked very smart in it. 

Her flat was nice-looking. Jean and I sat down. Marge sat in the chair opposite us. She made some small talk to Jean about how well the school basketball team was doing, all the while ignoring me as if I was not there. Jean took it all in and laughed with Marge. After a little bit of chitchat, Jean said, “Have you that thing I requested?” 

“Sure, I’ll go fetch it.” 

Marge emerged from her bedroom holding something behind her back and looking at me. “Jean, shall I do the honors?” 

Jean nodded. 

Marge knelt down before my left foot, tied the laces of my shoe and pulled the shoe off. 

She immediately noticed I was wearing a woman's stocking. 

“Oh, at do we have here? You never told me Glen was into cross-dressing, Jean. Well, we can help that along.” Marge produced a woman's flat shoe from behind her back. 

Jean laughed. “I told you Glen had a woman's stocking on because of the plaster. Get on with it, Marge.” She broke into giggles again. 

Marge knew she had the upper hand on me. Taking my foot in her hand, she sensually rubbed a finger along the sole of my foot. I tried to pull from her grasp, but she had a strong grip. It was impossible. 

“Is the little Nancy Boy getting excited? Wait till you feel the shoe.” 

The shoe was black leather; the main feature was the stiff and erect back which made it easier to put my foot into. That was Jean’s idea. 

“There. What do you think of your little Nancy Boy now?” 

“Get up, Glen. Have a walk around to get the feel. Take the shoe off and try and put it on yourself.” 

Yes, I could put the shoe on without any assistance. 

Marge was not done; she rolled my right trouser leg up. She noticed that the leg had been shaved, laughed and disappeared into her room. 

When she came out, she said, “Just the thing for Glenda here,” holding up a big pink dress and a pair of matching knickers. 

“Take them home for Glenda and keep an eye on her. You never know what she will be up to when you are at work.” 
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Jean was in fits of laughter; to her it was all funny. Marge was pressing her advantage. 

Marge rolled all these feminine items up and put then in a parcel, for Jean, who took them. 

“Now Jean, can I pick you up on Thursday? The basketball team has a big game versus St Catherine's for the league pennant.” 

“Sure. You don’t mind, Glen, do you?” 

Marge got her dig in again “ Now is your chance to sneak that man in, Glenda, while Jean is gone.” 

I gave her a deadly glance. 

***

“Isn’t that Marge a hoot?” Jean said when we got home. I didn’t answer. Jean and Marge had been roommates at collage and got along well with each other. I always thought it was odd that Marge had never had a boyfriend. Jean informed me that even in college, Marge always hung around with the girls. 

At present I was too concerned with my leg to worry about Marge. 

***

WORRYING CHANGES

About two weeks after I came out of the hospital, one morning I awoke and I was not feeling all that well. My stomach felt queasy; I went straight to the toilet, and violently vomited all over the sink. 

Jean, who had heard me, came running. 

Seeing me being sick, she said, “Oh Glen, what is happening here?” 

“I don’t know. I feel awful. I’m glad I got that up, though.” 

“Maybe something you ate last night doesn’t agree with your stomach.” 

“I expect you’re right.” 

“Get back to bed and rest for the day.” 

So I went back to bed and Jean fussed around me all day. 

The next morning the same thing happened. Jean was worried as I was too. 

“I have to see Mr. Hullin in a few days for my check up. If this has not stopped by then, I will mention it to him.” 

“Yes darling, that sounds best.” 
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***

At my consultation with Mr. Hullin, I mentioned the sickness, which had not stopped since that first day. 

Mr. Hullin looked thoughtful at me and considered for a minute or two. 

“Mr. Campbell, sometimes drugs have peculiar effects on people. I’ll give you something that may stop that,” Mr. Hullin said, writing out a prescription. 

“Should I still take the pills, Mr. Hullin?” 

“Oh yes, yes, and also these I have made the prescription out for. Just follow the instructions on the bottles.” 

“Your leg is coming along nicely. I’ll make an appointment for, say, five weeks to remove the cast. Okay, Mr. Campbell?” 

I left in a happier frame of mind. 

***

Jean had run me to the hospital and, as we made our way home, I told her all that transpired. 

“Maybe these pills will stop all that sickness in the morning, honey.” 

“Maybe, maybe. I hope so.” 

They did no such thing and I was still sick. Not as much as before, but nauseous never-theless. 

It never entered my head for about six weeks or so that I didn’t need to shave as often. 

I used to shave almost every day, but now I only needed to shave about every second or third day; my facial skin felt softer. It didn't worry me that much; the sickness was going away, the pain in my leg was gone. I said to Jean that maybe I should stop taking the pills

“No darling, it says on the bottle you should take one a day till told otherwise, so keep on taking them.” 

If I had known that the hormones were doing their work, I would have stopped right away, but I didn't even know I was taking hormones. 

I went back to the hospital to have the plaster removed; my leg was to be in a splint for another six weeks. Mr. Hullin asked about the sickness. I told him that it now gone. He seemed satisfied by that. I never asked him if I should stop taking the pills. 

It wasn’t long after that that I began to feel a tingling in my nipples and around the breast area. It wasn’t unpleasant, so I didn’t give it much thought. 

One morning I awoke with an erection. I didn’t know it then, but it was to be the last time I would have such a thing. 

Jean spotted it too and felt as randy as me. I’ve got to tell you, when your leg is in a splint, sex is not easy and Jean could see that. Pulling her beautiful light green baby doll Page - 28
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nightdress up past her thighs, she gently lowered herself down on my erection, her legs on either side of my body, facing me. I placed my hands up her nightdress, held her delightful breasts in my hands and rubbed my thumbs over the tips of her nipples. Our mouths met as we exchanged kiss upon kiss, my penis still within Jean’s vagina. 

Jean slowly moved her body up and down, building up a rhythm. Faster and faster Jean went, up and down, up and down. Not putting any weight on my leg, Jean did all the work. I put my hands on her buttocks and held her there, as she put her arms round my neck. I could feel her heart beating strongly, and then she passed out. At one time, I was frightened when that happened but not anymore. It is what the French call “The Little Death.” 

I held the unconscious Jean in my arms. After 40 seconds, Jean slowly came back to life. 

“That was wonderful, darling.” 

“Jean, I always worry about you when you go like that. You should see some sex doctor about that phenomena.” 

Jean gave me a kiss. “Glad to see you’re worrying about me. Let’s have some more fun.” 

Jean took my penis in her hand; it was limp. Try as she might, no erection would come. 

Then Jean bent down over me and put the penis in her mouth. This had always worked before, not today. 

“You’re tired, Glen. Never mind I could be pregnant.” Jean had stopped the pill at the start of the year as planned. 

Jean did not get pregnant, and I never had an erection again; sex seemed to go out of my mind. This worried me. 

Also a worry was that I now seemed to have excess fat around the breast area; I was developing small breasts, like a woman’s. The nipples seemed more prominent and the nipples a little larger than they had been. 

My buttocks seemed to enlarge, my thighs and hips to me seemed to be larger, too. 

My body was softer. Jean noticed that I would cry at sentimental things, and I had become very emotional. I even started to read some of the romantic novels Jean left lying about the house and became interested in the romantic intrigue of the heroines and with the men they became involved with. I even secretly imagined that I was in their place. 

During these weeks I found it awkward to put my trousers on, especially my left leg, which was in a plaster or splint. The idea came into my head one day that a dress would be easier. I did this when Jean was at work, not wanting her to see. I was always in my pajamas when Jean left home, then I would find an old dress of Marge’s. I found it most comfortable to walk round the house in it. 

I always had the dress off before Jean came home, until she caught me one day, when I was preoccupied making dinner. I heard Jean come in, and I ran in a panic to our room to change, and managed to run right into Jean. 

I explained why I was wearing the dress. “That's a good idea, it saves you a lot of problems. I understand,” she said with a thoughtful look in her eye. 
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The next night at bedtime, as I was preparing to put my pajamas on in our bedroom, Jean said, “Don’t bother, honey, I bought you this,” holding up a lovely long black nylon nightdress. 

“But Jean, I’m a man.” 

“Don’t be stupid, Glen. You wore the dress to avoid the problem of getting your left foot in your trousers, so why not a nightdress?” 

It seems Jean would think me no less a man, so I put it on. 

“Gee honey, you look nice in that. It fits you well.” 

It did. The shape seemed to mold into my body. I didn’t think much about it at the time. I was now in woman's clothes 24 hours a day. 

Of course when Marge heard this and saw me, she went to town. She now always ad-dressed me as Glenda. I really was a Nancy boy now. 

I seemed to be more irritable now, even towards Jean. Why do I act like this? I asked myself. Something was wrong with me. 

***

SIX-MONTH CHECK UP

John Hull sat, looking at the morning’s appointments on his computer. Sandra Robertson was coming in at ten. He had seen her a month after she started her course of hormones. There had not been any change in her condition. John didn’t think much about it at the time; some transsexuals are slow starters. He expected to see some changes today, however. 

Sandra arrived half an hour before her appointment. Today, she was to get a new supply of hormones. She was a little concerned, as she could see no outward change in her body. Mr. Hull, she expected, would tell her all she needed to know. 

The nurse led Sandra into Mr. Hull’s office. “Take a seat, Sandra. You look nice in that outfit.” 

John Hull looked at Sandra; she was smartly dressed in a red two-piece suit; red high heel matching shoes and nearly black stockings. Her body did not seen to be filling out in the right places, though. 

“How has your health been since I last saw you, Sandra?” 

“Oh, I can’t complain, Mr. Hull, but I am worried that I don’t see any changes in my body.” 

“Yes, I see. I will have to do a check-up. Go behind the screen and remove your clothes; just leave your panties on. And take this phial and give me a urine sample.” 

Sandra came from behind the screen carrying the phial in her hand and gave it to Mr. 

Hull. Looking at Sandra, John Hull could see no breast development, no hip or thigh development. 
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“Sandra, could you drop your panties?” Her penis had not shrunk, in fact, much to Sandra’s embarrassment, she had an erection. 

“Okay Sandra, I‘ll take some blood samples, your blood pressure, then we will send you for a ECG.” 

“Sandra, have you been taking the hormones I prescribed?” 

“Oh yes one every day. I’ve brought what’s left of them in, as per your letter. Here they are.” She opened her handbag and gave the bottle to Mr. Hull. 

Mr. Hull opened the bottle and looked at the pills; they certainly were not the pills that he had prescribed. He was about to say so but thought better of it at present. 

“Okay Sandra, put your

clothes on and the receptionist

will give you instructions to

the Electrocardiograph depart-

ment. I will see you back in

here in a while.” 

John Hull sat and thought

about the hormone pills San-

dra Robertson should have

had. He had to go to the Phar-

macy Department right away

and check to see what exactly

was given out that day. 

Mrs. Sneddon was rather

surprised to see John Hull in

her department. “Don’t see

you down here much, John.” 

“I just came down to check

something. Can I see your reg-

ister?” 

“Yes of course, John. Any-

thing I can help you with?” 

“No, Mary.” 

John Hull looked at the reg-

ister, quickly turning back till

he reached the day of Sandra

Robertson’s prescription. He

saw that at the same time, pills

for Mr. Hullin’s department

were given out. A terrible

thought flashed through his

mind: what pills were given to

Mike Hullin's patient? 
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Mrs. Sneddon saw John Hull taking notes from the register. Try as she might, she could not see what he was writing, and this worried her. 

When he had finished, John Hull thanked her, gave the register back and walked away without another word. 

***

Sandra Robertson was patiently waiting in the reception area for Mr. Hull when he arrived back; he called her into his office. 

“Sandra I know you’re expecting a new supple of hormones, but I want to leave that till next week. I have to check out a few things first. I will send you word when to come back.” 

“Is there anything wrong, Mr. Hull?” 

“No, nothing for you to worry about.” 

Sandra left, but she was worried. Maybe Mr. Hull had found something wrong with her. Why had he stopped her hormones today? 

***

The phone in Mike Mullin's office rang. “Mike Hullin here.” 

“Hello Mike, John Hull here. Is it possible to meet you sometime today? It’s very important. I can’t discuss this over the phone.” 

Mike Hullin quickly looked over his appointments for the day. “Yes John, I have a hour open at three o’clock. Your place or mine?” 

“Make it my office, Mike. Three it is.” 

Mike Hullin put the phone down. A curious call that was. John Hull and himself were on nodding terms with each other, but they specialized in two different areas of medicine At three, Mike Hullin sat at John Hull’s desk. Both men were drinking coffee. John Hull took a bottle out his pocket. 

“Mike, do you know what these pills are?” 

Mike Hullin took a good look at them. “If I’m not mistaken, they are the painkillers I usually prescribe for my patients after their operations. Why?” 

“Well, one of my patients returned these to me today and I never prescribed them. She picked these up six months ago. Today she should have gotten a new supply of hormones; I’ve delayed them till I had a talk with you.” 

“Why John and what does this have to do with me?” 

“Because when I checked at the pharmacy, I realized that these were prescribed by you. It could be that your patient received the hormones.” 

On checking, it was discovered that Glen Campbell might have received the hormones. 
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“John, Glen Campbell is due to see me next week as he has to have that wire in his leg taken out. I’ll bring him over right away.” 

“No, don’t do that. It may frighten him, but send him a letter asking him to bring the pills with him. Give him the usual exam, them send him to me. We know nothing for sure; still, things don’t look good. As far as Sandra Robertson is concerned, these pills will not do her any harm. All that will happen is that she will be six months late starting hormones.” 

“It’s Glen Campbell I’m worried about, John.” 

“Yes, well, let’s not jump the gun till we have all the facts before us, Mike.” 

***

I sat, reading the letter from Mr. Hullin of the Orthopedic Department to come in the next week to take the metal out my leg; I had expected that. 

I still did not feel like going back to work and I phoned Tom Brownlow. Tom said I should take another month, which I did. When I did get back, I was hobbling on my crutches, I found work hard going. I have to thank Tom who could see work was a strain on me and took much of my workload. 

I worried about the condition of my body. My breasts, while not big, were larger than they used to be. I took the precaution of binding them flat, so they couldn’t be seen through my shirt. I also found myself becoming tired; at lunch I would go for a nap. My vigor diminished; my appearance was all I thought about. I found putting my trousers on hard to do and they felt tight around the butt. My shirts were tight around the chest area and loose elsewhere. Just what was happening to me? 

I had to ask Mr. Hullin what was wrong. I needed an answer. 

***

I drove Jean and myself to the hospital that day and went straight to the Orthopedic Department. 

Mr. Mullin welcomed me and shook my hand, at the same time giving my body a good look-over. 

Mike Hullin’s worst fears seemed confirmed. However he must act as if things were normal. 

“Mr. Campbell, if you will go behind the screen and remove your clothes except your pants, we will give you a check-up.” He gave Glen a phial for a urine sample. 

The first thing Mike Hullin noticed was the formation in the breast area; small breasts they were, no doubt. Glen’s skin was tender, supple, like a woman’s. After taking blood samples, blood pressure, Mike told Glen that he would have to go for an electrocardiograph. 
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While Glen left, Mike Hullin phoned John Hull. “I expect the worst, John. I will send Mr. Campbell over to you when he comes back.” 

When Glen came back, Mike Hullen told him that, based on the electrocardiograph, he was going to send him over to see Mr. Hull for a second opinion. 

“Is there something wrong with me, Mr. Hullin?” 

“Just a second opinion before that op. Better safe than sorry.” 

John Hull had a look at Glen Campbell, took various tests. His penis was shrinking, breast tissue was forming, all signs of the work that female hormone pills would do. 

Glen had never been so probed in his life before; things up his anus, feeling his penis. 

What had all this to do with the operation to have the metal taken out of his leg? 

“Mr. Campbell, that is all for today. You can go home and we will send for you next week, after we get the results.” 

On the way home, Jean said, “I wonder why that Mr. Hull saw you. He deals with transsexuals, honey.” 

“It was a second opinion, Jean.” Nothing more was said on the journey home. 

***

THE POINT OF NO RETURN

Mike Hullin came over to John Hull’s office right after the phone call. 

“What were your results, John?” 

“There is no doubt that he has been on hormones for the last six months. I’ll send the pills over to the lab to double check, as I did with Sandra Robertson’s.” 

“Yes, just as I thought. I could see body changes myself; at least he has stopped the pills now.” 

“That may not be enough.” 

“What do you mean, John?” 

“Just this, Mike. In my opinion, he has gone past the point of no return. In other words, the hormones have kicked in. At his present stage, he is neither male nor female. He cannot go back to being male; his genitals are changing, and his appearance is changing. The only way is forward and that means becoming female.” 

“But can he not go back to being male?” 

“We can stop the hormones, but he will never again have an erection. The emotional problems that that may cause could be devastating; I’ve seen it happen in my line of work.” 

“Then it is your opinion that we should advise him to go down the female path.” 

“Yes, I also think we must go and see the chairman of the hospital’s board of governors right away.” 
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***

The next day, John Hull and Mike Hullin sat before Bill Waters, chairman of the board of governors. After hearing what both men had to say, he said sternly, “I cannot believe what both of you have just said to me. This is a most grave matter and the implications for this hospital are serious. Both Mr. Campbell and Sandra Robertson could sue the hospital for millions and when the newspapers get wind of this, the shit is going to fly. Your careers are finished. I will have to call an emergency meeting of the board tomorrow. Do nothing till you hear from me. That is all, doctors.” 

John Hull and Mike Hullin left with their tails between their legs. 

***

The next day at one o’clock, John Hull and Mike Hullin were summoned to see Bill Waters. 

“Well gentlemen, both of you should have checked your patients at the proper time. I understand Mr. Campbell complained of sickness but you did nothing, Mike. You, John, didn’t check Sandra Robertson after one month. 

“This is what the board has decided: both Glen Campbell and Sandra Robertson will be given handsome sums of money. They will never want for the rest of their lives. Their operations will go ahead at our expense. We will even pay for cosmetic surgery if they want it and that will include Glen Campbell’s change from male to female. 

“It may be that we will have trouble with both people and all this will get to the press. 

If so, we will still proceed as I just said, however you both will lose your jobs; someone has to be sacrificed. Do you understand, gentlemen?” Good day.” 

I received a letter to go to the Southern General hospital a week after seeing Mr. Hullin and Mr. Hull. 

So there I was, with Jean sitting before them. Mr. Hull who did all the talking. 

“Mr. Campbell, I’ll not beat about the bush and come straight to the matter. You may remember some six months ago, you were given pills, which should have been painkillers. 

I am sorry to say that you were given the wrong pills. In normal circumstances, we would have picked this up after your first checkup. But we did not; you have been taking female hormone pills. 

“After your examinations last week, I can confirm that your body is taking a female shape; you are becoming a woman. This hospital realizes its mistake and it will make a handsome payment to take care of any financial problems for the rest of your life. What is more important, we will completely change you into a woman. 

“ I do not know what your thought’s are. I can understand if you are angry, but I can tell you that changing to a woman is the best thing for you.” 

All these facts and figures were coming so fast that it took a little while to comprehend what was happening to me. 
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“You mean that I am turning into a woman? Now I know why all these things were happing to me. I told you months ago about being sick; you paid no attention, did you? 

This is all your fault, you bastard. Is there no way you put me back to where I was? I’m a man, not a woman!” 

John Hull looked at Glen Campbell; he had expected something like this. 

“Mr. Campbell, you’re in what I would call limbo, neither man or woman; the hormones have kicked in. You can’t go back to being a man. On the other hand, you can go forward and become a woman. We will do everything in our power to make you the best woman that we can.” 

When I heard this I exploded. 

“WHAT? WHAT? I’m a man, not a woman; I don’t even want to be a woman. Can you not make me back to a man again? If you can't, I’ll find someone else; there must be someone in this world that can do it. Goodbye, I’m leaving. Come on, Jean.” 

“You go to the car and wait for me. I want to have a word with the doctors.” 

“Doctors? Quacks if you ask me,” I said as I stormed out the room. 

When I left, Jean asked quietly if nothing could be done. Mr. Hull gave details of the sex change operations. 

“I know your husband is not receptive to this at present. However, he may change his mind, maybe in a few months, a year.” 

Jean left in a thoughtful mood. 

When the news was broken to Sandra Robertson, it was a different story; she was excited. She was going to get all that money, plus operations she could never afford. She was sorry, though, for the person given the hormones by mistake. 

***


PART 3

BECOMING A WOMAN IS NOT EASY


After my talk with the surgeons, life for Jean was not easy. I was in a foul mood most of the time and I lost my temper very easily. It was a wonder Jean didn’t pack her bags and leave me. I really hurt her one night when I said, “I’m not a man any more and I can’t give you that baby. I may as well sleep in the spare room.” 

“Oh Glen, how can you be so cruel? I love you. I don’t care what you are. I want you in bed beside me.” 

Angrily I turned on her. “Go and get another man, then you can have that baby you always wanted, bitch.” 
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For the first time in our relationship, Jean cried. I had hurt her. 

Jean and I slept in separate rooms and hardly spoke to each other after that. I stopped the hormones, of course, and foolishly thought I would return to my normal shape, even though Mr. Hull had told me different. 

Life was not worth living. Who wants to be a goddamn woman? I’m a man, I’m not gay. I don’t like men. I tried to grow a beard and looked awful. When Jean mentioned, it I shut her up. It was hellish, both for her and me. 

Jean would go out just to keep away from me. Many nights, I would be asleep in bed when she returned. 

When I saw Jean, big Marge always seemed to be hovering around her. Jean was spending more and more time with Marge. There were the aerobics classes, and basketball games, plus Jean would go out for a meal with her on other nights. Whenever she saw me, Marge would put a protective hand around Jean and draw her away from me. 

***

Then one morning, when I came downstairs for breakfast, there was no sign of Jean. 

“Oh well,” I thought to myself, “Jean has had enough of my moods, packed up and gone.” 

I carried on, making my ham and eggs, toast and coffee. 

After breakfast, I made my way to the garage; it was a wet morning; I unlocked the garage doors and backed the car out. I then saw Jean in a terrible state, running up the drive-way towards the house. She just wore a blouse and skirt, soaking wet from the rain. Jean ran straight into the house. 

I immediately left the car and went in the house, Jean was sitting on the settee sobbing her heart out, and never noticed me. Although I may have bickered with Jean I still had feelings for her. She jumped when I spoke. “ What’s the matter, Jean?” 

Despite all that had gone on before in the last months, Jean put her arms around my neck and held tightly on to me. Jean was wet, damp and her clothes stuck to her shivering body. 

Tears ran down her cheeks, and it took a long time for her to stop sobbing. I dried her face with a hanky. 

It was not hard to see Jean was upset. 

“Jean, don’t cry. It’s my fault; I’ve been terrible to you. I was so self-centered; I’ve treated you terribly. You had nothing to do with my problems; in fact, you did a lot to help me. I’m so blind; I drove you away from me, yet you came back to me. For a while, I thought I had lost you to Marge. 

“I’ve the most wonderful wife in the world and I didn’t appreciate it.” 

I sat and cried, maybe because of the hormones. We cried in each other’s arms. There was a clearing of the air between us and, with that, many things changed. 
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***

Marge never came into our house again. Jean completely ignored her at school and gave up the aerobics classes. 

At work, behind my back, many of my workers talked about me. It was my appearance that was the cause of the talk. I had more on my mind to worry about. 

I invited Tom and Noreen over for dinner one night. This was a couple of months after Noreen had her twins, a boy and a girl. 

Up till now only Jean and myself knew what had happened regarding the hormones. 

Noreen had thought that there was something wrong between Jean and me. 

I told Tom and Jean all about the hormones and what they had done to me. 

I felt much better because I had told someone else, even if they could do nothing for me. The pressure seemed to go life from my shoulders. 

“Is there not something that can be done, Glen?” Noreen questioned me. 

Jean quickly replied, “No, that was looked into, I am sorry to say. Glen is in limbo; he really can’t go back to being a man.” 

“What do you mean, Jean?” 

“I mean that he must listen to the advice the surgeons have given him.” 

“And what was that, Jean?” 

“Glen must become a woman. It’s the only way he can have a life. I didn’t want to say this Glen, but please consider it.” 

Jean was almost in tears. Silence fell over the room. Tom and Noreen didn’t know what to say; they were shocked. There was not much more talk that night. Tom and Noreen made their apologies and left early. 

In bed that night, I said to Jean, “I don’t think that went down well with Noreen and Tom.” 

“Give then a chance. What sort of reaction did you think they would have? That must have come out of the blue from their point of view. How many men do  you  know that have become women, honey?” 

“I never said I would change my sex. I still find the idea abnormal. Anyway, what would you do with another woman in bed? You’re not a lesbian.” 

“Glen, it’s your happiness I’m worried about. I see you wasting away as a man. I just know life will be better for you as a woman. You’re right; I don’t like women in a sexual way. But I want to see you happy. If you’re happy, then I’m happy. Please go back to the surgeons again, and give them a chance to explain everything.” 

Jean was willing to sacrifice so much for my happiness. What did I have to lose? Life was miserable at present. 

“I’ll listen, but I know nothing about being a woman.” 
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“At least give it a try, Glen. I’ll be behind you and help you all I can, darling. I just know you’re going to succeed; we’ll work on it together. No one will ever know you were once were a man.” 

***

So there I was, once again sitting before the two surgeons, saying that I was willing to listen to them. 

The money situation was explained. 

“Gentlemen, the money does not worry me; it’s all the operations that worry me. And how I would look as a woman? I understand after the op there will be no turning back. I want no to ever know that I once was a man.” 

Mr. Hull spoke. “I can understand your worry and concern, Mr. Campbell. We will do everything in our power to see you get nothing but the latest procedures. You’re just going to be unrecognizable as ever having been Mr. Campbell. By the way, should you go ahead, you’ll need to get yourself a female name.” 

“Yes, give me a day or two to think about it.” 

***

SISTERS

Jean and I had a very serious talk that night. 

“Glen,” said Jean, “ you know my thoughts on this matter. I really do think this is the best thing for you. It’s your happiness I’m thinking of. I never wanted to say this, and it really hurts me to say so, but you’re not really a man anymore. Your life will be better as a woman, I just know it. I will do everything in my power to help you into womanhood.” 

It was a passionate, emotional and well-thought out speech by Jean. 

“Yes Jean, what you say makes sense. I understand, but I fear the steps I must take. 

What about you, with no man in your life?” 

“Glen, let me worry about that. It’s you that we have to concentrate on.” 

I knew this would be the biggest decision of my life. Jean was right, though and I knew that she would be 100% behind me. I gave a resounding YES. 

“Good, Glen. Then there are one or two things we must sort out. First of all, as Mr. Hull said, you must change your name. Secondly, you will have to sleep by yourself from now on; you’re a new person, you must think of yourself as a woman. You must be free to have your own life.” 

This last part hurt me. Jean could see my hurt. 
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“Glen, look at it as two women living together as sisters, in separate rooms. We will convert the spare room into a woman’s room. Think of me as your sister; that should not be so hard. Remember, at one time, you thought of me as your kid sister.” 

In a funny way, this pleased me. As my “kid sister,” Jean would still be a relation to me. 

“Okay, Jean. You may as well call me Glenda from now on. Marge thought she was being smart with that name. Well, she got her wish; I am Glenda from now on. Tomorrow we’ll go and see Mr. Hull and take it from there.” 

***

I was in a much happier frame of mind as I told Mr. Hull to go ahead and that he could call me Glenda. 

“Okay, Glenda. As of today, you start on hormones again, only this time it will be con-trolled. You will come here every month to be monitored. A through check-up will be done on you; you will be watched all the time. In preparation for the main operation, you’ll have cosmetic operations, like breast implants, facial work, rhinoplasty, we’ll do your chin and cheeks, then give you butt implants. I tell you, Glenda, no one will recognize you. A very beautiful woman you will be.” 

I left the gender clinic in a very happy mood, for the first time in many months. Today, Jean was to take me to a big department store up town, to be fitted for women's clothes. 

Jean had no embarrassment and told all the sales girls the clothing was for me. Behind her back, the sales girls whispered as we made our way into the changing rooms. I blushed as Jean helped me into skirts and blouses. 

“You’re going to get used to this, Glenda,” she said. “In no time, you will think nothing of it, it will become second nature to you.” 

I whispered to Jean, “Sure honey, but you must let me pick things out, okay?” 

What I asked Jean for was a pair of women's trousers. I got them, but they were nothing like a man’s. 

They were black polyester, with beading down the sides, and a satin waistband. To go with it was a beaded, boned lace bodice in black, with gold satin lining. Any man wearing this would look effeminate. 

“Jean,” I said, “these trousers are all loose at the back and don’t fit me.” 

“Of course they don’t, silly. Your ass has not filled out yet. However there are shops that cater to transgendered people and padding can be purchased for that. We’ll be going there after we visit the lingerie department.” 

What did I know about women’s clothes? I would have to learn fast. If Jean had no embarrassment among women’s clothes, I certainly did in the lingerie dept. I never realized there were so many kinds of women’s undies and how do you put these garters on? I said to myself that I had to familiarize myself with all this women’s finery. My handicap was having been a man at one time. 
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So there I was loaded up with parcels of knickers, bras, corsets, stockings and god knows what else of woman’s lingerie and clothes. We now headed for a transgender shop. 

The shop was called THE WOMAN IN YOU. I saw a number of men looking at women’s clothes and underwear and a couple of elderly ladies behind the counter assisting and helping them out. 

“Oh, Anne Marie, I think this dress in blue will suit you, blue’s your favorite color, isn’t it. You look divine in blue,” one of the elderly ladies was saying to a man in a pinstriped suit, who looked like an office worker. 

“I like the look of that one, can I try it on?” 

“Oh course, dear, just take it into the changing room at the back.” The man called Anne Marie proudly carried it away to the changing room. 

As he walked to the back room, a couple of young women exited it. Well, at first glance it looked like two women, but on closer inspection, one was in fact a man. The woman spoke. 

“Kristina, what do you think? She is gorgeous.” 

“You’re right, Cilla. I’ve never seen Sylvia look so good. Any man would chase after her.” 

“It’s not a man that will be chasing after her, its me!” Cilla said, with a twinkle in her eye. 

The so-called Sylvia blushed, but was loving every minute of this and thought he was lucky to have found such an understanding girlfriend. 

The other woman, who was smiling at the young couple, noticed Jean and myself. 

“Yes, what can I do for you?” she asked us. 

“It’s for Glenda here,” Jean said, pointing at me. “We would like to see all your breast forms and any suggestions for hip and rear shapes that are more womanly.” 

“Yes, of course, dear. You’re new to this shop. Just call me Angie, every one does, I take it these are for you,” she said, looking at me. 

“Yes, it’s for Glenda,” Jean said, nodding at me. 

“Okay, I would guess that you are a 34 inch bust. I’ll show you some breast forms.” 

We finally settled on a 34-inch B cup silicone breast, very expensive but money was no problem; we were not paying for it, the hospital would foot the bill. 

“We have special panties here that are padded out to make your dresses fit better. 

Here, let me show you.” 

“Can we try then on?” Jean asked. 

“Sure, if you hang on a minute. Anne Marie will be coming out.” As we waited, Angie talked to Jean, who told her all about me. 

“Oh, how awful for you. Your secret is safe with us; we deal with many transgender people. It would not do if we told people’s secrets. In fact, it could ruin our business if we did.” 
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“By this time Anne-Marie had emerged, wearing a royal blue satin full-length evening dress that hung down to her ankles. The dress flared out at her hips. 

“Well what do you think, Anne Marie?” the women said in unison. 

“I’ve just got to have this dress!” 

“I’ll wrap it up for you. Of course, you will look even better when you’re all made up and have your wig and heels on,” a smiling Kristina said to Anne Marie. 

We went into the changing room. I put the padded panties, tan-colored hold-up stockings and a white bra on. The latter was amply filled out with my 34 B silicon breast forms. 

I wore my black polyester trouser suit and a pair of matching low-heeled black shoes. 

We came out to look in the mirrors scattered round the shop. 

“What do you think, Jean?” I asked now, putting my trust in Jean, my—I almost thought “wife”— but sister it would have to be from now on. 

“Yes, that seems to fill you out in the right places. We can experiment tonight with all these clothes and panty fillers.” 

***

That night Jean and I experimented with the clothes and all the various bits of padding, till everything was just perfect. 

“Jean,” I said, “should we not have bought some of these wigs today?” 

“No dear, you have let your hair go since your leg was broken. Tomorrow, we go to the hairdresser and have it styled. I have also arranged an appointment with my beautician.” 

Jean remained silent for a minute or two in thought, and then spoke. “Glenda, I would like to leave here. What do you say we pull up roots and move?” 

“I would also like to leave, so that’s settled, but when?” I knew Jean now wanted to get as far away from Marge as possible. While I wasn’t entirely sure about the reason for their falling out, I could see it was painful for Jean. 

“I would not want to leave till you have had all the operations. Of course, you will have to prepare to terminate your job.” 

“Yes, but even as a woman, I still would want to work, but what could I do, Jean?” 

“I want to work too, so there is problem there. You work in sales, women now that too so I am sure you can find a job somewhere.” 

Jean was an inspiration, a mine of information. Jean seemed always to find solutions to my problems: Tom and Noreen, Terry Green and his booze. How I loved her as a wife, now as a sister. 

The next day I was sitting at the hairdressers, having my hair styled. 
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“You’re welcome here any time, Glenda. Today I’m going to fluff your hair up at the top; I really think that’s your style. Its all the fashion now, isn’t it, Jean? I know you like that style,” Rita, Jean’s hair stylist said to me. 

Jean told her I liked wearing women’s clothes, not the full story; there was no need for her to know. Rita was used to transvestites coming to her shop for hair styling. The only thing that surprised her that Jean’s husband was inclined that way. 

After the hairdresser's, off we went to the beauticians, not only for me to be made up, but for the first of my makeup lessons. June, the beautician, like Rita, was used to dealing with transgendered people. 

“Okay, Glenda dear, I’ll show you all the right cosmetics to go with your face and features.” 

When she finished, I was sat down before a very big mirror. 

“There, what do you think of yourself now?” 

Staring back at me from the mirror was an unrecognizable person certainly not a man. 

She was a woman, nicely made up, with a beautiful fluffed-up hairstyle. Jean seemed pleased with the result. If my sister was pleased, then I was too. 

***

GOING HOME TO THE FOLKS

The next day at work, I felt a clearing of the air was in order. I came to work dressed in a smart-looking woman’s business suit, black skirt, white nylon button-front blouse, black jacket, black stockings, flat black leather shoes, and business case. 

I called all the staff into my office, many of whom may have been shocked at my appearance, although they had not said anything. 

“I have called you here to explain why I am wearing women’s clothes. It was not an easy decision for me to make.” I then went on to give as much information as I thought necessary. I concluded with “Shortly after I have completed all the operations, I will be leaving here and this job, to start a new life, as a woman.” 

Many of the men did not know what to think. A lot of women were sympathetic for me. 

I asked Tom Brownlow to stay back. I told Tom that I would be recommending him as manager to take over from me. He, of course, was delighted. 

***

A year had passed since that fall and Christmas was coming along. Jean said that we should go and visit our folks this year. I was a little bit apprehensive. 
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Our families kept in touch with us. Jean had told them all about the hormones, etc. She tried to explain what this all meant to me. Would they understand when they saw me, though? Only time would tell. 

Jean had told our mothers that we would be sleeping in separate rooms, which may have puzzled them. 

I arrived in a black and white checked linen collarless jacket with a fitted bodice, edge-to-edge, double loop-and-button fastening, outsized lapels, a straight black linen skirt stopping just below the knee, with a matching black linen blouse. Honey-colored stockings, white leather sling back shoes, with black patent-leather toecaps completed my look. 

I was carrying a black quilted-leather shoulder bag, with a chain handle over my shoulder. 

My hair was done up for the occasion; the beautician had put my makeup on. 

First we went to Jean’s mother’s place. Connie Parker welcomed me, and Raylene, Jean’s sister, was there with her baby. She put her arms around me and said, “If Jean can accept you as a sister, then I can too. Welcome Glenda, you’re one of us now.” She put her hands round me and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 

I felt a little bit emotional then, a tear rolled down my cheek. I dried it with a white lace-trimmed hanky. Jean noticed but said nothing. 

I helped Jean with her case to her room. Raylene was here on her own, as her husband was abroad on business. During out stay, Raylene let me hold her baby. 

While my reception at the Parker household was good, my mother's reaction was different. 

My mother was thrown off balance; it was a shock to see me in a woman’s dress. I could see that on her face, but she said nothing. When I said I would be sleeping on my own, she just could not understand. 

Later, Jean told me she had a discussion with my mother, who asked her why we were not sleeping in the same bed. 

“Mom, you must understand Glenda has her own life to lead as a woman. It’s only right that we sleep apart. We are both women. In time we will go our own way.” 

“I don’t understand all this, Jean, how can Glen not be able to go back to being a man again?” 

“Mom, we went through all this. There is no going back. The only way for Glenda is to become a woman.” 

“I am sorry to say this, Jean, but to me Glen just looks like a fag in that outfit. It hurts me to say such a thing about my own son. I am trying my best to understand, but it’s hard.” 

Jean was deeply hurt; my mother could see that and put her arms round her. 

“Jean, I would never try to hurt you, I look upon you as a daughter. Glen came out of my body; I gave birth to him. I would never say what I have said to you to his face. If what you say is the way he must go, then he has my blessing.” 

Jean was much happier now. 

Page - 44

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

The Christmas festivities came to an end with me having mixed feelings. I was happy that Jean’s family had taken it so well and worried about my mother although from what Jean said, she really was trying hard to understand. 

***

I was now back at work; people now accepted me as Glenda and were used to seeing me in a woman’s business suit. 

One day, Jean said, “I am bringing a new teacher to dinner tomorrow night, Glenda, so pretty yourself up.” 

The following night I was introduced to Marilyn Maxwell, who explained that she was a new English teacher at Jean’s school. She did not seen in the least put out by me, although I was still in the early stages of dressing as a woman, and it showed. 

Marilyn was a very beautiful woman and very understanding. Jean had told her all about me; I got on well with Marilyn, there was something about her; I just could not put my finger on it. I said that I hoped to see more of her. Marilyn just smiled and said, “You never know.” 

That night after Marilyn left, Jean spoke. “What did you make of Marilyn, Glenda? She is a nice woman, and so pretty.” 

“Yes,” I had to agree. “Is she married, Jean? I can’t believe a woman as beautiful as that is not married.” 

“No, Glenda, she cannot be married, although I know that she wants to marry.” 

“What do you mean, she cannot be married?” 

“Not if your birth certificate says you’re a man, which Marilyn’s does, although she’s had all the operations to make her a woman. Maybe the law will change, then she can marry.” 

I was stunned. “You mean to say Marilyn was a man? I have never seen such a more beautiful woman. You must be joking.” 

“No Glenda, I have never been so serious in my life. I brought Marilyn here to prove that you, too, can be as pretty as Marilyn. I played a little trick on you tonight; Marilyn is not a schoolteacher. I looked for information on self-help groups for transsexuals and I contacted Marilyn who runs such a group. We made up this story to see what your reaction would be. Marilyn has an open invitation for you to come to the group and meet other people like you.” 

“You could be right, I don’t know what I would do without you. You sorted out Tom and Noreen, then there was Terry Green and his drinking problem; you’re a wonder, Jean.” I gave her a sisterly kiss on the cheek. 
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***

TRANSSEXUAL FRIENDS

Three weeks later, I was sitting with Jean among a group of transsexuals on a night out. 

Marilyn had organized it at a local restaurant; this was something that they did every two or three months. I had done myself up in a cocktail dress, with a blue satin top and black skirt. I had a special hairdo, all fluffed up on top; I wore beige colored stockings with a rose motif at the ankles. 

Tonight for the first time, I wore hoop earrings in my ears. 

At first, I felt out of every-

thing but Marilyn introduced

me around and I felt more at

home. People started to talk to

Jean and me. Such a nice

crowd, they were at different

stages of their transformation; 

many, like me, were pre-op, 

just starting their hormones, 

some were post-op, some had

male partners, some were with

women. 

After the meal, some of us

went into the lounge and or-

dered drinks. We sat in groups, 

just talking away, mainly about

our transsexual history. When I

told the party that I never

really wanted to be a woman, 

and that it was a horrible mis-

take, but I had to make the best

of a bad deal, they all said

that's I had the right attitude. 

After a while, I made for

the powder room for a pee. I

found an empty stall, sat

down, pulled my panties down

and peed; I always did this

now even although I still had a

penis. It only seemed right, as

at some future date, I no longer

would have one. 

On leaving the stall, I sat

down at the big wicker back
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chair to sort out my make up. As I tidied up my makeup, a woman came in and sat in the chair beside me. 

She immediately asked me, “Are you Glenda Campbell? I’ve wanted to meet you for so long. I owe a lot to you. I was listening to you out there, and I can sympathize with you.” 

“Who are you?” I said. 

“I’m Sandra Robertson, the person whose hormones you received by mistake. I received compensation for the mistake like you, and they gave me many operations I would not have had the money for. So, in a roundabout way, you did me a favor. If there is anything I can do to help you, let me know.” 

 ***

OPERATIONS, AND MORE OPERATIONS! 

Around this time, at my usual meeting with Mr. Hull, he informed me that he was very pleased with the progress I had been making. 

“You remember I said after five or six months, if all went well, we would start on your operations. Now is the time to start. I have arranged for you to go to a private clinic, where Miss Pedersen will give you facial operations; she will explain all to you. These operations will be spread over many months, possibly a year, and then you’ll have the final operation that will make you a woman. I will be doing that one personally.” 

I was thrilled, excited and worried, all at the same time. I would be booked into the

“New Woman” clinic of which Inga Pedersen was in charge. 

***

My first meeting with Inga Pedersen was quite a revelation. Inga Petersen, as her name would suggest, was of Danish decent. She was a tall, attractive woman in her mid-forties with blond hair, bright blue eyes, a small petite nose, and a pleasant-sounding voice. 

Inga made me welcome and after a little talk about me, she finally said, “Glenda, take your clothes off and lets have a look at you, no need for modesty here.” 

“Here in front of you, Miss Pedersen?” I asked. 

“Of course.” 

So I slipped the little white summer dress off, along with my bra and knickers and honey-colored hold-up stockings. In no time, I stood as naked as the day I was born. 

Inga surveyed me from all angles, taking notes into her small audio tape recorder. 

Then an unusual thing happened. Inga walked over to me, took hold of my penis and gave it a squeeze. There was no response; I felt nothing. 

“Poor Glenda, as a man you are useless. However, as a woman we will see that you re-spond sexually. That's what we’re here for.” 
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“ I thought Mr. Hull would be doing that operation, Miss Pedersen?” 

“Yes, that was the original idea, Glenda, but there has been a change of plans. Mr. Hull is very busy and has a full list. But don’t worry. I am one of the top surgeons in the land; you’re in good hands. Now before you get even that far, lets discuss some of the other operations. 

“I’m going to start on your face first; your nose will have to be made smaller, then I’ll work on your cheekbones and chin. There has been a major development in what can be done with the voice box. Ready-made implants are pushed against vocal cords. We can make them whatever type of woman's voice you would desire: giggling, sultry, sexy, whatever. You name it. 

For your height and chest size, I would suggest a 34 D or even double D. You should discuss this with your wife. To go with a double D, you want a big butt and I have implants in mind for that. I tell you, Glenda, when this is all done, you won’t recognize yourself. The big op I will discuss when we get nearer the time.” 

“ I will have to discuss all this with Jean, especially the breast and butt implants. When will all this begin, Miss Pedersen?” 

“As soon as you want, Glenda. By the way, call me Inga.” 

***

After a long talk with Jean, she said it would be better if I had the 34 DD implants inserted and a big butt to go with it. So that was settled. 

“I think a sultry voice would go well with your breasts and ass, Glenda. They will attract the men,” Jean said

I went red in the face. “Jean, I don’t want to attract men.” 

“God, Glenda, you’re a woman now. It will feel funny at first but, mark my words, whether you like it or not, men are going to cross your mind. I won‘t be mad, in fact I will encourage you all the way.” 

It had been arranged that Jean could stay at the clinic during the time it took for the operations. 

***

The night before I was due to go to the clinic, Sandra came over to help style my hair. 

We decided to braid my hair into two big pigtails, to which we tied two large white bows at the root of the hair. Not a schoolgirl’s pigtails, but more a woman’s. Sandra promised to visit me at the clinic. On impulse, I gave her a kiss on the cheek, why I do not know. 

Maybe it was just some feminine instinct. 

On our arrival at the clinic, Ms Petersen welcomed Jean and me. “How pretty you look today. I’ll just take a photo of you to compare with how you will look after the operations.” 
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I blushed as I stood in my summer knee-length outfit, a yellow and white striped cotton sundress with large horizontally striped patch pockets, narrow fabric shoulder straps with bow ties on the shoulders. I also had on yellow canvas pumps, with decorative laces. 

I looked forward to my operations, but with a bit of nervousness. 

Inga showed Jean and myself to the room we would share during my stay. There were two single beds. 

***

RHINOPLASTY AND FACIAL OPERATIONS

Inga had already explained the first op would be rhinoplasty, a nose job. Rhinoplasty is the most complex of the facial surgery procedures. There are about 140 basic steps and every one affects every other one. It was scheduled for the day after I arrived. I wanted to know all. Its not every day a man becomes a woman. Maybe one day, I thought to myself, I will write a book about all this. 

After the operation a few days later, Inga commented. 

“If you look, it is straight from both sides and if you look from the bottom. You can see it is very smoothly curved. The tip of the nose is slightly raised; the nose is now narrower and looks more refined. By the way I installed your voice implants at the same time.” 

I had already noticed the change in my voice. The first time I spoke was a shock. I wondered if there was someone else in the room when I awoke and spoke to Jean. All Jean said was, “Well, you now sound like a woman. Soon you will be a woman in every way.” 

Inga carried on, saying that alterations to my chin and cheek bones were in line for tomorrow. 

They were finished done and now I was to have the breast and butt implants. The sex change operation would be my final operation. 

All the time I was in the clinic, Sandra would visit me, as she would be going through the same operations herself and she wanted to see how mine were going. Sandra was most surprised at my new feminine-sounding voice. In about six months, she would be going through the same procedure. It was good to know there was someone who understood what I was going through. 

***

34 DOUBLE D BREAST IMPLANTS FOR ME

I was excited the day Inga Pedersen prepared me for my breast implant operation. The idea that I was about to see a pair of women's breasts on me had me tensed up, with a feeling I had never experienced before. I looked forward to this with anticipation. The shape of my body was now starting to change from male to female. It was a start. 
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The whole operation took 3 hours, and I now had the most perfect pair of breasts any woman could wish for. 

When I came to in my room, the first thing I noticed was that my breast area was heavily bandaged. The bandages were not to be removed until the next day, which I could not wait for. 

The next day quickly came, and as I sat up in bed, the nurse unwound the bandage as Inga Pedersen and Jean watched. 

I saw two massive mounds arising from my chest I cannot describe the feeling I had; words cannot describe the joy I had in my heart. 

Inga Petersen told me to stand up. As I did so, my breasts began to bounce and wobble. 

The movement of the breasts fascinated me. This was all new to me; Inga touched my breasts and the nipples in particular. Exquisitely sensitive sensations were exciting me, as the teats became erect. If I had not been pumped full of female hormones, I am sure my penis would have been erect. But that little thing was useless, and soon to disappear, thank goodness. 

I blushed as Inga said, “Good, the first signs of female reaction to sexual stimulation. 

When we finish, you will have all the attributes of a woman.” 

I had to buy new brassieres as the one’s I had were too small to contain the plump round breasts that were now mine. I showed them to Sandra, who commented that she wanted breasts like them too. 

I was to have collagen injections on my lips; Jean and Sandra accompanied me to the surgical room. 

This was easy, compared to what I had been through before. I sat in what can only be described as a dentist chair. As Jean and Sandra each held a hand, the nurse numbed my mouth with an injection, before using the hydrodynamic needle to inject the collagen at the side of my lips. The result was amazing; within seconds my lips plumped up, and pouted out. Again, Sandra was surprised and asked if she could have that done soon. 

The nurse answered, “We can do it now.” 

Sandra promptly had her lips plumped out. “A little surprise for Brian when he kisses me tonight,” she said. 

The process would have to be repeated about every two months. This was no worry as we were not paying for it. 

When all my operations were over, Jean and I would get divorced, by mutual agree-ment. This was Jean’s idea and I consented. Jean was right; we each had our own life to lead. 

After a few weeks, Inga said I was now ready for my next operation, which would be butt implants. 

***

BUTT IMPLANTS
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After the implants were placed, I was stitched up. I had to stand as much as possible for three weeks, and I had to sleep on my stomach. 

All that was left was the operation that would finally make me a woman. I had so much trust in Inga Petersen now; I just knew it would be a success. 

***

I BECOME A WOMAN

After all the operations, I was conditioned to accept my fate. Whither I liked it or not, this really was the only way I could have an active life. 

The big day approached. Inga explained to me what she was going to do in the operation. 

I was sedated, of course. Good thing as I’ve always been a bit squeamish about blood and I understand that this particular operation involves a fair amount of blood loss. I’m not the type to wallow in gore so, even though I’m sure the details of it would be interesting to someone of a medical bent, I really didn’t want to know what they were doing to me, other than that it would make me into a fully functional woman. The little details were someone else’s problem, if that doesn’t sound odd, considering they were being done to me. 

As the doctors did their work, I slept. It felt as if I was flying through some kind of tunnel; I guess that was the result of the anesthesia. Apparently I occasionally came up a bit out of my reverie as I could occasionally feel a dull sensation in my groin area. Considering what they were doing down there, that really wasn’t all that bad. I didn’t have conscious thought, of course, but if I did, I would gladly have accepted the dull pain in exchange for the femininity which was being constructed. I had the vaguest memory of being wheeled on a gurney back to my room after the op was over. At the time, though, it seemed as if I was flying horizontally. In my sedated state, I imagined that I was Super-girl, flying over a large city. Yes, I was well and truly out of it. 

***

After the operation I needed a ten-week rest to recover. During this time, I had to dilate every day to stop my vagina from closing up. I had three sizes of dilators, small, medium, and large. Their length was 8 to 10 inches. I dilated with each one for 7 minutes and I managed to insert 8 inches within my new orifice. I have to say that I did get some sexual excitement, which made me do it even when Jean was not around. 

One day when Inga came to check on me, she asked me how I was finding my dilation. 

I ashamedly said I had experienced some sexual excitement. 

“Then I have done a good job,” she said. 

Inga then opened a sealed plastic container, containing a plastic glove. She told me to pull my nightdress up and open my legs. Inga then inserted her gloved finger into my vagina. 

Page - 51

WOMAN BY MISTAKE

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Inga said, “That is a beautiful vagina, and your clitoris is hooded. I am proud of the job I did and you too should be proud of it.” 

***


PART 4

A WOMAN'S WORLD


After months of operations, it was all finally over. I thanked Inga Pedersen for all the attention she gave to me. She said that she would keep a careful eye on my progress as the years passed by, and she gave me a hug and a kiss. 

Jean and I moved far away, where no one knew us and we lived as two sisters. Jean had no problem finding a job as a teacher, and I replied to various jobs as a saleslady. 

The only thing I knew was sales in the engineering field and that was what I applied for. At my first interview, the manager was very impressed with my knowledge and my smart appearance in a black business suit, stockings and shoes and low heels. I got the job and in no time, my sales were excellent. 

In the office, everybody commented on my smart appearance, and I got on well with all of them. Of course no one knew that I had been a man at one time. To me that was in the past and I loved being a woman. 

This was brought home to me one day when Jim Sellers, one of the salesmen, asked me for a date. It threw me off balance. I never expected that. 

“Well Jim, I don’t know. I’ll think about it.” 

When I arrived home that night, I told Jean. “You accepted, didn't you?” 

“No, not yet. I wanted to discuss it with you.” 

“What is there to discuss? It’s only a date. You are a woman, and a pretty one at that.” 

“I’m a bit frightened. No man ever asked me for a date before, what do I do, Jean?” 

“I can see your dilemma. Tell you what. Say you will date him if he can find a partner for your sister, okay?” 

“That’s a good idea, Jean.” 

I told Jim and he found a date for Jean. 
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***

The date with Jim and his pal Bobby soon came around. Jim took Jean and me to a high-class restaurant. The meal was lovely and we had a dance afterwards. 

Jim was nice and treated me like a woman should be treated. Jim ran me home in his car and at the porch, I gave him a little kiss on the cheek. Jim dated me a few more times but we never went further than a kiss. It was not that I didn’t like him, I did, but I felt he was not the man for me. 

I now had no fear of going out with men, but if I was going to have a relationship with one, I was looking for that special someone and Jim, I am sorry to say, did nothing for me along those lines. 

Jean introduced me to many other men, some nice, some not so nice. That thing between my legs would only be given to someone I considered special. I hadn’t gone through all those operations to give it away to the first man I set eyes on. 

Jean and myself got on well with all our neighbors. No one ever suspected I had been a man, and they took us as two sisters, which was exactly what we wanted. I was never jealous when she had a date with a man. We were leading two separate lives. 

After I was at my work a year, I decided to take a vacation on my own. I was at a stage where I no longer needed Jean for support; I felt it was time I struck out and find life for myself. 

***

So it was that I found myself in Portugal on a two-week vacation in Estoril. I stayed in a first-class hotel. I had made sure to pack my bikini. I was no longer scared to show my figure off. Some nights, I visited the casino, said to be one of the biggest in Europe. It was full of beautiful women and handsome men. I found myself not out of place as many men hovered around, and dated, me. 

I had read a few tourist guides before embarking on my vacation and I noted that there was an excellent seafood restaurant about three miles outside of Estoril, on the coast, above cliffs, overlooking the sea beside some caves. I liked crab and lobster for which this restaurant was famous. 

I looked around for a taxi to take me to this restaurant and found one. The sleepy middle-aged driver said he knew where this restaurant was. He set off northwards along the promenade at what I thought was a dangerous speed. I arrived in one piece, however. 

The cafe was very small, square and ugly. It was built off the road, as near as possible to some rocks, over which the Atlantic waves were breaking violently. 

There were a few chairs and tables outside the cafe with about half a dozen people sitting at them, drinking Coca Cola or coffee. I asked to see the caves; a young waiter understood my English and, beckoning with his hand, he led me towards a rather dilapidated wooden gate against a rock at one side of the cafe. 
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I saw to my surprise that there was a flight of very steep, rickety, wooden steps. They led straight down to what seemed like the bowels of the earth; the waiter told me to be careful. I clutched thankfully at the unsteady handrail. I began to descend and as I did so, my heel caught in the rough wood of the steps. I tripped. I gave a little cry and tried to save myself. I half-stumbled, half-fell the remaining few feet. The thought raced though my head that I was going to break my leg again. 

I would have fallen to the ground if someone had not caught me. I felt a man’s arms go round me. I felt a heavy impact as I fell against him; the sound that escaped my lips was half a cry, half a sigh of relief. 

Then a voice said in English, “Are you alright?” 

“Oh, thank you for saving me,” I answered breathlessly, trying to regain my balance and at the same time, extricate myself from his encircling arms. The man helped me on to my feet, not letting go of my waist. 

I could see more clearly now, I had reached the floor of the cave; about 25 yards away was the opening to the sea. The waves were making a loud roar as they broke, rolled back and came in again. I saw that the man who had saved me was middle-aged, I would say in his late 40s, tall, dark and broad-shouldered, with a weather beaten face. He was smiling at me in a friendly fashion. I smiled back. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I will have to be more careful.” 

“You will indeed, Senorita. If you don’t mind me saying so, I would not wear shoes with heels when walking in caves like these. It was lucky I caught you. The rocks could be very uncomfortable for anyone's knees.” 

His English was good but from the accent I could tell he was not European. Yes, I should have worn flat shoes. 

At that moment the waiter, who had followed me down, snatched something from be-neath the open boards over which the waves were breaking, and carried it towards us. 

“A very fine crab,” the waiter said in broken English. It was, in fact, an enormous crab, the biggest I had ever seen in my life. 

“It’s rather big,” I said. 

“May we share it?” my savior asked. 

“I’m not really hungry, I only came here to see the caves. But you did save me from breaking my leg, so sure, why not?” 

The man turned to the waiter and spoke in Portuguese in an accent that I could not place. 

The waiter turned and ran up the steps with the crab still alive, snapping its pinchers. 

“Come, my dear, let’s go upstairs and partake of this delightful crab. You must tell me your life story. Very interesting, I would think, for such a pretty lady.” 

This man, whoever he was, had struck a chord in me, and I wanted to know more about him. I was glad to be out of that cave, with its dark, damp atmosphere, and be Page - 54
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greeted by the bright golden sunlight. We soon found a little table for two outside the restaurant. 

We sat for a moment, saying nothing, and then I realized that this man was watching me and studying me in detail. 

“Perhaps we should introduce ourselves,” I said, surprising myself. I had never made the first move before to any man. 

“I was going to say the same thing. My name is Carlos Mendoza. And yours, my pretty one?” 

“Glenda Campbell.” 

“Ah, Glenda. What a pretty name for such a charming woman. You are married, of course.” 

“No,” I shyly answered and blushed. 

“No? Then a boyfriend perhaps?” Carlos said with a penetrating bewitching look, a look that seemed to cast a hypnotic spell over me. 

“No, I do not have a boy-

friend.” 

“Then you like women, young

girls. I have met many of that

type before.” 

“No,” I answered again. 

“Ah, then Glenda, you fasci-

nate me. I must know all about

you, you must be my guest at

dinner tonight. I will send my

motorboat to the harbor to bring

you to my yacht.” 

Carlos said this in a manner

that indicated he expected yes for

a reply. Carlos looked to me to be

a self-made man of wealth. How

much wealth, I was soon to find

out. 

“Yes,” I weakly replied. Car-

los, somehow, had a hold over

me; I felt compelled to obey him. I

had never felt like this with any

man before. 

Just then, our crab appeared

and Carlos gave the waiter a gen-

erous tip, which insured that the

Page - 55

WOMAN BY MISTAKE

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

waiter gave Carlos and me first class attention. 

Every so often, Carlos would touch my hand as we ate. I never said a word. I liked Carlos even if this man was 20 years older than me. I had been out with many men of about my own age, yet this older man was someone I was really interested in. 

As we ate, Carlos told me he was South American and came from Brazil, I told him I came from America. 

“Ah, Americana. I have been to your wonderful country many times, traveled all over it. Have you been to Brazil?” 

I shook my head. 

“Pity, but that can soon be rectified before long.” 

I didn’t know exactly what he meant. 

I felt very much at ease talking to Carlos. We talked about this, that and the affairs of the world. He was most knowledgeable, but I never told him exactly what I was. What I was would remain with a few others and me. 

After the meal, Carlos called the taxi that had bought me here in the first place. The driver who was having a doze in the back seat quickly woke up; after all, this was money. 

The taxi sped off with Carlos and me in the back seat. If it was tight getting there in the taxi, it was ten times worse going back. I don’t know how it happened but somehow I ended up in Carlos’ lap. I expect it was all the bumping up and down as this taxi sped along the road. For the first time ever, I felt no shame to be in a man’s arm or even on his lap, and I made no attempt to get off. 

The taxi soon arrived at my hotel. Carlos kissed me on the lips and I kissed him back, instead of a chaste little peck on the cheeks. 

“See you later tonight, my pretty Glenda. I’ll be impatiently waiting for you, my love.” 

I was in Seventh Heaven, in love with a man I had just met. 

***

There I was in my hotel room going through my wardrobe, trying to pick my best dress for the dinner date. I decided on a sexy, slinky blue dress, which showed plenty of cleavage. Inga Pedersen had said I was a sexy woman, I shouldn’t be afraid to show your assets. 

I  was  a sexy woman I said to myself, I should let this man know it. 

I finally had myself dressed when the bedside phone rang. 

“Yes?” I answered, and the receptionist at the other end replied that a man from Senor Mendoza’s yacht waited to escort me to it. 

A thought entered my head that a woman should always keep a man waiting, so I fidg-eted about, fixing my hair, redoing my face and make up. 

Eventually, I came down to the reception area and a man, also of South American decent, about twenty-nine years old, greeted me. 
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“Senorita Campbell, the motor boat awaits you,” he said and held out his hand for me to take. 

On arriving at the dock, a large motor launch was tied up, waiting for us. Juan helped me down the steps, his strong hands encircling my waist, and lifted me, as easily as he would a feather onto the launch. I blushed at being handled so easily by a man. 

Away went the launch, and Juan pointed out to sea. 

“Senor Mendoza’s yacht is anchored three miles off shore. We will shortly be there.” 

I looked but could see nothing; all I knew was that the launch was going fast and that the swell of the sea slashed over the bow of the launch as we cut through the waves. Juan kept a tight hold on my waist to steady me. Then, there it was in the distance, a dot on the horizon, getting bigger as we came near. It certainly was not what I was expecting. It was enormous. Carlos was surely a man of wealth to own such a yacht. 

As the launch tied up beside the steps at the side of the yacht, Carlos stood at the top waiting for us. Juan lifted me onto the steps, and Carlos held his hand out and took mine. 

“Tomorrow I will show you round the yacht, she is the Belle Leilani.” 

From the little I saw at present, it was indeed a beautiful yacht. 

Carlos led me into what I could only call a stateroom. 

“This, Glenda, is my party room. When I entertain large numbers, I use this room. Of course tonight there is only you and me.” 

I saw in the middle of the room a large table set for two; waiters hovered around. Carlos held a chair out for me to sit on. 

I sat down and Carlos took from the inside pocket of his white tuxedo a little case. 

Opening it, he removed a diamond necklace, put it around my neck, and clipped it at the back. As he did so, he kissed me on the nape of the neck. 

“Oh Carlos!” I said. “You shouldn’t have, we hardly know each other, and this must have cost a fortune.” 

“For you, my pretty Glenda, nothing is too much. It’s worth every penny, so surely it’s worth another kiss.” 

Before I knew what was happening, Carlos kissed me full on the lips. I did nothing to stop him; this was different from the others who had tried to paw me. I kissed him back and felt no shame. 

Over dinner, I learned Carlos came from a rich family, was well educated at some of the top universities in America. After graduation, he worked in the family business, however he decided to branch out on his own. He was very successful at buying and off-loading shares at the right time. 

“And now, my pretty one, you must tell me all about yourself. I want to know why you have no boyfriends?” 

Carlos had put me on the spot; I had to think of something quick. 
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“Carlos, I have been involved with my work, I have no time for boyfriends. It's not that I have anything against men. My career comes first, and I want to make a success of it. I’ve worked so hard for years that this is the first vacation I have had.” 

“But surely at your age, you will have experienced a man, sexually that is.” 

“No,” I shyly answered. 

“No? Ah Glenda, you are indeed a woman with many secrets. Do you mean to say that you are a virgin, in this day and age?” 

“Yes,” I answered again; I was not going to tell Carlos the whole story. And yes, I knew it would sound a bit unusual. 

Carlos made no more talk about me; with a sigh of relief from me, he turned to something else. 

“Glenda, tomorrow I sail to Monte Carlo. You will of course accompany me. You will love it there, my beautiful one.” 

“But Carlos, my passport, my clothes? I have nothing to wear. I hardly know you. This is all so…so…” 

“Sudden, but you will come. Do not worry, I will send my motor launch to pick your things up from the hotel. You will stay in my guest cabin. Maria has already laid everything out for you. As for clothes, there are plenty here and of course we will buy new clothes for you when we get to Monte Carlo.” 

This man had taken control of my life, and yet I said nothing about it. He had a mag-netic hold on me. I said to myself, “Let's just flow with the tide and see where it goes.” 

***

Carlos took my hand and escorted me through the labyrinth of passages, till we reached the cabin. 

“I will leave you here. Maria will be along shortly to see to you.” 

“Yes, Carlos,” I meekly replied and entered the cabin. It was the last word in luxury, to say the least, with thick pile carpets, a four-poster canopy king-sized bed. There were fitted wardrobes, fitted drawers, made of red brown mahogany. I had never seen anything like this in my life. 

A knock at the door interrupted my thoughts. 

“Yes, come in.” 

The woman spoke. “I am Maria. I will look after you while you are here with Carlos. 

Carlos was right, you are beautiful.” 

I looked at Maria and observed that she was dressed all in black from head to toe. She had on a long black dress that went down to her ankles and black lace-up boots. Her black hair was tightly tied in a bun. She wore a stern expression, and had green eyes that seemed to pierce right through my body. 

Maria wore no make up. Maria had the expression of a very stern schoolmistress. 
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As I observed her, Maria looked to be more than a servant here. Why did she call him

“Carlos” and not “Senor Carlos?” Why had he told her I was beautiful? Maria knew more than she was going to tell me. 

Maria opened various drawers. “Come, my pretty one, let me look at you. We will find a suitable nightdress for you.” 

I came over to the drawers that were crammed full of nightdresses and negligees of silk, satin and lace, of many different colors. Maria looked at me, then held up a lovely blue silk negligee edged with white lace. 

“Yes, this is the one for you. You will look so pretty in it. Come, remove your dress, hurry up.” 

For some reason, I felt I had to quickly obey her. I zipped the side of my dress and stood in my bra and panties. Before I knew what was happening, Maria had unclipped my bra and the negligee slipped over my head and slithered down my body. 

The feeling was wonderful as the cool material clung to my body and the silk caressed every inch of me. It caused sensations within me; I wanted some man to possess me. I never had such feelings before. “Oh Carlos,” I said to myself, “possess me now.” 

“I can see that's the negligee for you. It moulds in your body, you wear it better than the person it was bought for.” 

I never asked who that person was. I would find out soon enough; all I knew at that moment was that my vagina secreted juice in my moment of mental passion. I’m afraid Maria saw this. She said nothing, but had a broad smile on her face, which somehow put me more under her spell. 

“I’ll leave you now, Glenda. I shall be here early in the morning to attend to you. Sleep well.” As she left the cabin, she added with a smile, “Sleep well and enjoy yourself,” as she looked at the damp patch now slowly spreading over my negligee. 

***

When I awoke the following morning, it was to the movement of a yacht under sail, swiftly cutting through the sea. 

“You slept well, Glenda?” I jumped as I heard Maria’s voice; I hadn’t noticed her by my bedside. 

“Oh yes, yes, I had a good sleep.” 

“I have your breakfast here on the tray, and your clothes for the day laid out. Carlos will show you around this magnificent yacht. You do know he loves you, Glenda? I can tell.” 

I said nothing but I thought about this. Did I also love this man? I certainly had some sort of affection for him. Exactly what kind, though, I had to sort out. 

Maria placed the tray over the sheets that covered my body and sat on the chair beside the vanity, watching me eat the breakfast. It made me jumpy. I could not figure Maria out. 

I felt she was watching my every move. 
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Maria helped me dress. Maria had handpicked every item I wore that day. When I finished dressing, there was a knock at the door and Juan entered. 

“How pretty you look today, Senorita Glenda. I will take you to Senor Mendoza who will give you a tour of this yacht.” 

Maria seemed to have disappeared; she was a very mysterious woman. 

When we reached the bridge of the yacht, Carlos was there to greet me with a kiss on the lips. I never drew back; I wanted this, and I kissed him back. Carlos was the proper gentleman and showed me every part of this wonderful yacht, from bow to stern. I knew nothing about yachts and told Carlos so. 

I have to say the Belle Leilani looked elegant and graceful as her sails billowed and filled up with the wind, and the yacht cut through the foamy brine. 

Carlos outlined his plans to sail the Belle Leilani along the Atlantic coast, through the straits of Gibraltar, into the Mediterranean, then onto Monte Carlo. We would be moored in the Marino, with hundreds of other yachts. Millionaires' Row they called it. 

Carlos swept me off my feet with his debonair manner and extravagant life style. Although I had enough money from the hospital to see me through life, I have to say his money opened a way of life I had never seen before. 

Carlos told me he loved yachts and sailed on the Belle Leilani as much as his business would allow. I learned the Belle Leilani had two very powerful engines; when the sea was calm, the engines were switched on. That, however, was not needed on our journey to Monte Carlo. 

Every day at lunch, which we partook in his magnificent cabin, Carlos talked about his plans to sail a yacht in the America Cup. Not the Belle Leilani, as this was not a racing yacht and not meant for that sort of thing. Carlos showed me the sketches and rough drafts he had made of the yacht he wanted to sail in the cup. The crew had been picked for such an adventure, however this was in the planning stage, perhaps years off. 

Carlos kept in touch with his business and stock market by radiotelephone. One day, I asked Carlos if I could phone my sister. I had told Carlos that I had a sister; that was about the only thing I did tell him about my personal life. On phoning Jean, I told her all about Carlos and that I thought I had fallen in love with him. Jean said she was glad for me, that if he was treating me like a lady, and if I did love him, I should go for it. Jean wished me well, and hoped to be at my wedding. 

At dinner every night, Carlos had some sort of present for me: a necklace, bracelet of gold, pearl earrings, ruby rings. A girl could not fail to be impressed. I thought of him as my Latin Lover, although as yet we had not made love. 

I slowly came to the conclusion that I wanted to give my body to him, not an easy conclusion to come too, after all the men I had rejected. No man had even been to first base with me, and here I was willing to give my virginity to a man 20 years older than me. 
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***

We finally reached Monte Carlo and tied up at the Marino. As far as Carlos was concerned it was just another round of parties with the jet set. He proudly showed me off to all. I must say that I liked this life. 

During the day, I would sun bathe on the deck of the yacht, spreading a blanket and lying on it face up, then turning on to my stomach. One day as I lay on my stomach, I decided to be brave, and undid the straps on my bikini. I did not want any white marks on my body. I dozed off; after a while I felt liquid being poured on my back. I opened my eyes and saw Carlos standing above me, laughing. I looked at his bronzed olive-skinned muscular body, a gold medallion hanging round his neck. His black trunks bulged and I could clearly see the outline of his erect penis pushing against the material. My heart sighed. If there was anyone I could lose my virginity to, I wanted it to be Carlos. 

“What are you doing, Carlos?” I said

“Putting suntan oil on your beautiful body, my precious one. You do not want to be sunburned.” 

With that, Carlos started spreading the sun tan oil over my back, and then rubbed it in. 

I said not a word and closed my eyes. This was Heaven. 

Carlos’ wandering hands now came on to my rear, and he spread more oil on there. 

Like a slut, I raised my body as he slipped a finger in my anus. 

“Oh, Carlos,” I whispered as he probed more. 

Carlos removed his finger and went back to massaging my back, but he was not finished. I felt two hands go to my breasts. Taking both breasts in his hands, he played with the nipples, till the tips became hard nubs in his hands. 

I moaned. I had never let a man go this far before. My 34 DD breasts seemed to have the attention of Carlos as he pulled me to my feet and took them in his hands. As I stood naked, I put my arms round his neck and kissed him. I pushed my breasts further into his hand. What was it Inga Petersen said about my breasts the first time she touched them, and became erect? “The first signs of female sexual reaction to stimulation.” I loved my breasts every time I saw them; they reminded me that I was now a woman. 

Carlos held me tight. “Tonight, my beloved, we shall make love and you will be mine.” 

Carlos, with his arms around my naked body, escorted me to my cabin where, much to my surprise, Maria welcomed me. I blushed at my nakedness standing before her. Maria nodded to Carlos as he departed. 

***

VIRGINITY LOST IN A VERY UNUSUAL WAY

“Come on, Glenda. There is a lot to do. I have this nice evening dress; you will look simply beautiful in it.” 
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I had to admire Maria’s choice of clothes; they were always so sexy. 

The dress Maria chose was, to say the least, was a knockout, the perfect little black dress. 

It was a black silk-jersey mini-length dress, with a wrap over and draped fitted bodice, matching the off-the-shoulder neckline. You could easily see my cleavage and a hint of nipple. It had three-quarter-length sleeves and an above-the-knee length wrap over skirt. 

With it went black satin shoes with pointed toes and 4-inch stiletto heels. This was all set out on the bed along with my sexy underwear. 

There were no slips, no bras but a black pair of silk knickers that would tightly fit me and show the outline of my vulva. There was also a black garter belt with stockings to match. 

Maria stripped me down, and then assisted me in putting the clothes on. I had not worn a lace-up corset for a while, but Maria insisted I wear one tonight. 

So there I was, in front of the vanity, watching Maria pull the laces as my waistline got smaller. “Well,” I said to myself, “I have to look nice for my Carlos.” 

“Glenda you do look pretty enough to go to the opera with Carlos, and the parties to follow. Carlos just loves opera.” Maria gave me a kiss on my bare shoulder; I didn’t think much about it just then. 

Maria had even laid out the jewelry I would wear that night: a diamond choker, diamond bracelet, and diamond dangler earrings. To set this off, I was handed a little marca-site watch. The sparkling jewelry nicely contrasted with my black dress. Maria's dress sense was excellent; maybe that was why Carlos put me in her hands. 

The opera Carlos took me to was Mozart’s Don Giovanni. We sat in our darkened box overlooking the stage. He enjoyed the opera, and would every so often give me a kiss on the lips and a squeeze around the waist. Good thing the box was in darkness, otherwise the whole theatre would have seen. 

After we departed from the opera, Carlos was going to a party where some business associates would be. Carlos talked business, and then mingled with the crowd, always proudly showing me off. Carlos kept filling me with drink, and I have to say I got a bit loose. 

I had to go to the toilet, and I opened the door of the wrong room. There, lying on the bed, was a woman about the same age as me. She was naked on top of the bed and an elderly man in the same state was in the process of entering her. I quickly shut the door. What sort of party had I let Carlos take me to? However, I have to admit that scene made me randy for Carlos. I looked around and saw couples pairing off and disappearing upstairs to various rooms. Sometimes two women would go off together. 

“Strange party,” I said to myself, but if anyone knew my story, I suppose that would be considered strange as well. 

Carlos led me over to buffet and whispered, “Glenda, let’s go back to the yacht and get a cozy, darling.” 

“This is it!” I thought. “Tonight I’m going to lose my virginity.” 
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I wanted Carlos to take it. Inga had said I was made for it and I would enjoy it. Jean had told me to enjoy it. Carlos, I was determined, would have me tonight. 

***

Carlos’ chauffeur waited outside in the Rolls Royce to take us both to the yacht. Once inside, Carlos opened his cocktail cabinet and plied me with vodka. At the same time, he pressed a button and a black screen raised and the driver could not see into the back of the car. 

Carlos once again put his hands around me, then slipped a hand into my dress top and felt my nipple. This, I have to say, was not hard to do, as the dress barely covered the breast area. I held Carlos firm to my breast as his lips clamped on to it. His tongue flicked over the nub and it stiffened, I closed my eyes in a glorious tingling sensation of ecstasy. 

Carlos’ other hand had now worked its way up my black nylon stockings. It was now on the edge of the black silky knickers. I did my best to assist him by parting my legs and giving easy access to my now lubricated vaginal opening. 

Carlos placed a finger within and wriggled it, played with me; this was the start of the foreplay, which I hoped would lead to me losing my virginity. Carlos took his other hand away from my breasts. This he used to remove my silk knickers, to which I gave as much assistance as I could. He quickly drew them off, and I thought Carlos was going to have me right there on the back seat of his Rolls, but no. He had other plans; needless to say I was in a very aroused state when we arrived back at the yacht. 

***

My libido was sky high, as was Carlos’. Half-naked men and woman were dancing and cavorting in the most obscene manner on the decks. This only fired both of us up. 

I could now see the outline of the Belle Leilani and I hurried my step; my high heels click-clacked on the wooden dock. 

Carlos, holding my waist, lifted me into his arms as we descended the gangway down to his yacht. 

Walking in the passages that led to his ostentatious cabin, a hand unzipped the back of my dress. I relaxed in his strong arms as he opened the door of the darkened cabin. Carlos placed me on my feet; standing there the black evening dress slithered down my body and lay in a puddle at my feet. I stood naked except for the garter belt, stockings and black satin shoes with 4-inch stiletto heels. I looked like some sexy goddess, if I say so myself, Carlos turned me around till I faced the darkened bed, and then switched the cabin light on. 

I received the biggest surprise of my life, for lying there, propped up by two pillows behind her was MARIA. This was not the Maria I was used to seeing, but Maria naked with her long flowing black hair streaming down her back, with makeup on. Maria’s green eyes were hypnotizing me, as she held her arms out for me. Carlos pushed me forward to-Page - 63
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ward Maria. I hesitantly walked to the bed. Maria held the sheets back for me to lie beside her. Why I slid beside her, I do not know. 

Maria’s arms pulled me close to her and she kissed me on the lips. Why did I let her do this? The only thing I could think of was that Carlos wanted this and I wanted to please him. 

“Beautiful one, kiss my breasts, as I hold you tight,” Maria whispered in my ear. 

I never noticed Carlos disrobe himself and place himself behind me, on the bed. The next thing I knew, a cold slippery finger entered my vagina, spreading a liquid around it. 

“What's going on here?” I thought, but Maria’s breasts were occupying too much of my attention. 

Then, from behind, I felt the head of Carlos’ penis pressing at the entrance of my vaginal opening. 

“Yes, it’s true Maria, Glenda is a virgin. I didn’t believe when she said so, but it’s tight there. Hold her, Maria, I’m going to enter in,” Carlos said from behind my back. 

“You want it, Glenda, you love Carlos, don’t you? Give your body willingly to him. 

You want to lose your virginity. I can see it in your eyes,” Maria said to me. 

I had a shock as I felt Carlos’ penis enter into me. Even though my vagina was well oiled, I still felt some pain. I bit Maria’s breast as Carlos entered me. 

“There, sweet one. It will soon be over, and then you will feel nothing but pleasure. 

You were meant for love, beautiful one,” Maria said, kissing me on my forehead. 

Carlos’ long and slender penis was inside me. Maria was right, the pain subsided and a warm glow slowly rose within me. Is this how virgins feel when their maidenhead is taken? Of course I had no hymen to break or bleed. Still, Carlos’ penis did feel tight, and I was proud of that. I hoped that he would really think that I was a virgin. 

This, I said to myself, was a strange way to lose my virginity: a man taking me from behind, with a woman holding me tightly to her breasts, while I sucked then. Maria was clearly in a high state of arousal. Carlos’ constant stimulation, and the pressing of his penis in my sheath really worked me up. 

This was wonderful! To think that, at one time, I didn’t want to have a relationship with a man. I wanted to be this man’s wife now. I wanted to please and pleasure him. 

Carlos kept pumping me; I loved every minute of it. Maria sucked my breasts, all 34

DD of them. I closed my eyes in pure joy, hoping it would never stop. Well, at least for that night, it didn’t. I fell asleep in the arms of Maria and Carlos. 

On waking in the morning, I found only Carlos and myself in bed; Maria was gone. 

Carlos had been watching me. 

“Glenda, you look so beautiful when you sleep; you gave me so much enjoyment last night. You were wonderful.” 

Just then, there was a knock on the cabin door. A waiter entered with breakfast; a big tray was laid over the top of us. The waiter left, Carlos and I shared the meal, which I greedily ate after the exertions of the night. 
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When I finished, I rose from bed. 

“Where are you going, Glenda?” 

“To get dressed, Carlos, if I can find my clothes ” The only clothes I had on, if you remember, was a garter belt and stockings. 

“Oh, don’t worry, Glenda, I’ll give you my dressing gown. Then go to your cabin, where Maria will be waiting for you.” 

He continued. “Don’t move, Glenda. How pretty your reflection is in the mirror. Stay there, beloved.” 

Carlos rose from the bed in the same state as myself. I looked and saw his erect penis. I said nothing as Carlos approached; I felt the arm of the Queen Anne chair against my der-riere. Carlos slowly pushed me down and I fell on the seat, with my legs over one arm and my head resting on the opposite arm. 

I didn’t need much coaxing to do what Carlos wanted; I opened my legs to give him easy access to my vagina. I held my hand out to guide his penis into me, as he stood there before me. I raised my legs up and over his shoulders. As I did so, Carlos’ penis went further into me. Carlos pressed his mouth to my breasts, took a teat in his mouth and flicked his tongue over the tip. 

His hand rubbed my throbbing clitoris, which swelled and became erect, just like his penis. All this I viewed as I cast my eyes backward to the mirror. I watched his penis slid in and out of my vagina. My vagina was soaking wet with excitement. 

The foreskin of Carlos’ penis glistened with the secretions emitting from within me. I dug my heels into Carlos’ back as I crossed my legs behind him. I thought “Yes, I am a woman now, look how I please this man” as I squeezed his penis within me every time he thrust into me. 

“Oh, Carlos!” I moaned. “Give me more, I love you.” 

***

After my pleasure with Carlos, I left his cabin and returned to my own, wearing his dressing gown. As usual, Maria was there for me. My clothes for the day were set out on the bed. I had to ask her now about last night. 

“Maria, are you Carlos' wife?” 

“No, Glenda, I am not.” 

“Then tell me what you are to Carlos.” 

“It’s a long story, Glenda. You see, when Carlos first married, he hired me to be a maid for his wife; I am a countrywoman of Carlos, a Brazilian. I was a young girl of 19 then. 

“Carlos, as you can see, is a handsome man, and highly sexed. To make a long story short, Carlos seduced me. Which was all right until Leilani discovered both of us in bed at his villa one day. 
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“Leilani was a very understanding woman. She knew Carlos was highly sexed and was willing to share his bed with me, just as you did with me last night. Carlos made love to both of us; Carlos loved Leilani so much that he named this yacht after her. 

“Leilani, however, was not a well woman and cancer took her away from him. Carlos was married again three other times. I had Carlos’ promise that any woman he may have relations with must share his bed with me. 

“In my love for both Carlos and the memory of Leilani, I said to myself I would never again have intercourse with Carlos. 

“However any woman he had sexual relations with must love me as well; the act of intercourse was transferred to me through their bodies to me, although I was not entered in any way. Of course many women could not accept this sort of thing, and separated. Carlos was always looking for a woman who would love him and not leave him. You, Glenda, seem to such a woman, and you will be wife number five. You want that, don’t you, Glenda?” 

“Yes,” I meekly said. What Maria had just related stunned me, to say the least. But I loved Carlos and if he approved, I would adhere to his wishes. 

“Glenda, Carlos and I wish to have your breasts and clitoris pierced. I take it you will obey such a request. Look, I have three little golden rings, very expensive. Carlos said nothing but the best would do for Glenda.” 

Of course I obeyed and removed the dressing gown to let Maria pierce me, which she skillfully did. 

***

My narrative is almost over, I did marry Carlos and I live with him and Maria in luxury. 

It’s an odd sort of relationship you may say, being an old man’s darling, a semi-lesbian, a young woman shared between a man and a woman. You may think all these things, and they may be true, but all I know is that I love Carlos, like no other man I have ever met. 

What of Jean? Well, she was my bridesmaid. Jean was happy for me, as any sister would be. 

I told Jean she must also marry and have the baby she always wanted. I can’t help but remember her from that first time in my childhood home, dragging her big doll. Jean’s ma-ternal instincts were always strong; she wanted a baby and I am sure that she will marry one day. 

Sandra and Brian were also guests at the wedding; they were now a happily married couple, and looked it. 

Of course they were among the few people who knew my story; I did not intend to tell anyone else, including Carlos and Maria. Carlos always said he wanted a family, which I knew was impossible, but I never told him about my unusual past. 
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Am I happy being a woman? Yes. If Jean had not persuaded me to go down this road I would have become a useless individual with no life. 

So there you have it. Be careful that you are given the right medication, or you could become a woman like me. However, you may find that you like it. 

THE END
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