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THE QUEEN OF THE VALLEY:

GIRL REPORTER

by Philippa Peters

Volume 24 Issue No. 6 16 February
We almost had a normal newspaper again beforeBrian Carpenter caught Dave and me, locked to-gether in a tumultuous kiss, in the stock room. Itwould never have happened if, for a month, I hadn�tbeen constantly dressed as a woman by Jane Ed-wards, my supposed girlfriend.
The last issue of our newspaper, The Queen of theValley, had been sold out, largely because one of thepaper�s reporters had been stupid enough to be�transformed� into a girl, and was telling everyonewhat it was like to be all girly, every day of the weekfor a month.
Jane had promised Brian, apparently, that itwould boost sales in the Valley if there were weeklyupdates on our feminized reporter�s progress in be-coming female. This was in the Valley, where so

Page - 1

RELUCTANT PRESS



many men were being forced into wearing dresses.She�d been right. Everyone wanted to read about meand what it was like to wear panties as a woman, tobe a man�s dance partner, to wear a wig, a bra andfalse breasts, stockings and makeup, all day long.
Yes, and the silly male reporter�me, now calledMichelle instead of Mike, and deliberately treated asa girl by the other reporters and workers onstaff�also had to do all kinds of female activitieswhile dressed. Not the least was to attend classes atDel Monte�s on how to be a woman, as well as to goclubbing, on dates, as a girl, with �her� girlfriends ev-ery evening. Oh, yes, and like any girl, she (me) hadto allow her �dates� to take her home. Our assistanteditor, my girlfriend Jane Edwards, insisted on that.And yes, I did have to �reward� my date in the tradi-tional way�with a goodnight kiss, and thanks for thelovely night he�d given me, the �girl� he had dated.
Jane and Tania had made bets on when Dave�thebest kisser of women in the Valley, they�d assured melaughingly�would make a move on me. They�d delib-erately left him alone with me. And Dave was gay!He�d attacked me right away, kissing me, telling mehow pretty I was as Michelle. I just wasn�t strongenough to keep him off me.
When I told the women how he�d kissed and fon-dled me, they�d laughed more and told me to enjoy itwhile it lasted. Now I�d know what it was really like tobe a woman! And didn�t Dave kiss a girl so adorably?I never admitted that he did. Not to them. But he did.I had to admit it to myself.
This time, when Brian caught us, I�d been in thestock room dressed as Michelle, looking up previouselection results, when Dave snuck up on me. I�djumped a foot when he started lifting my skirt andgently caressing my legs, panties and tush. He�dspun me around, hugging me. I resisted, but his kisstook possession of my mouth, making me trembleweakly and put down my work. Ooo, I did what heloved Michelle to do! I lifted my leg and squeezed
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against Dave, letting all the absurd female pas-sion�which Jane said everyone felt when kissingDave�overwhelm me.
Dave and I were in the stock room for over ten min-utes, his hands stroking my panties against my tushas I let him bury his tongue in my mouth, my eyesclosed as I felt so feminine, so female. I really under-stood what those �girls� in the cages at Franco�s felt.
Brian came in as I was moaning, begging Dave todo that again, caress my smooth, hairless thighs, as Iloved him doing that. Brian was livid when he sawwhat was going on. He had Dave and me march intohis office and sit there like little children. I femininelycrossed my legs in my tight skirt. I knew my makeupwas smeared and my hair, an ash-blonde wig, was amess. It normally tucked behind my ears becauseJane insisted I wear a ribbon in my hair to make it dothat. Dave had eased it off. He liked Michelle�s hair allabout �her� face, caressing his neck when �she� kissedhim.
Dave caressed my soft hand in his as we sat there,me so girlishly nervous. His other hand was on myleg, trying to get up my skirt. Appalled at him and atmyself, I fought but couldn�t get free. Brian cameback with his coffee and saw us writhing still,Michelle being so girlie. He really got mad.
�You Goddamn, effing, stinking queer perverts!�the owner of the paper screamed at us as I tried toprotest my innocence.
�It�s not my fault,� I squeaked, my voice high andlilting. like a girl�s. It was changing since my lessonsin acting and speaking like a girl at Del Monte�s.
Jane had spun her uncle some story about me,about her �research� on what it was like to be a trans-vestite. In the end, The Queen would come down onthe side of Right and Good. We�d denounce TomBeman and his cronies for what they�d put poor, in-nocent men through. Only I�d have to wear women�sclothing, and be treated by all the staff as a woman
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all the time, to make the stories she was writingabout Michelle (me) �real�. Yes, it was all for the story,to sell more papers, to raise the price of advertising inThe Queen�so Jane said.
But now Brian saw that I wasn�t as innocent aboutdressing like a girl as Jane said I was. Brian stared atme, fighting with Dave�s hand, trying to pull my skirtdown as a girl should.
�Here we are,� Brian roared at the pair of us, �onthe eve of the most important election in the historyof the Valley, and what are you two sex perverts do-ing? Jane told me you weren�t gay, Mike! You�re onlydoing this Transformers thing to help the paper�s cir-culation! You hate this, Jane told me�but what do Isee in the stock room? You making out with Dave! Asif you�re really a girl! You�re not the virgin Jane saysyou are, Michelle.� There was a definite sneer in thelast word.
�I�I�m not gay!� I managed to say, getting my handfree from the grinning Dave Richardson. �He is!�
Brian was stunned. He stared at Dave, whoopened one hand in a gesture, like, �What can I say?�
Brian looked back at me, at the top I was wearingand the fake breasts protruding from my chest. Helooked at my stockings and my high heels. I felt aw-ful, as I had for ages, since Jane had tricked me intodressing as a woman continually. Brian had onlyseen me once or twice since I�d been �transformed�,staring at me in shock while Jane was whispering inhis ear. He hadn�t talked to me.
I�d become used to the excited, rapturous edge tomy emotions as I dressed fully as a woman every day.I spoke like a woman, talked about womanish things,fashion and perfumes, had lessons on being awoman, and giggled about the silly things that mendo all the time. I had a girlfriend who made me dressjust like her. Jane had hidden all my male clothing aswell, making me go into Transformers, almost everyday, to be transformed into whatever type of woman I
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had to be for the newspaper story she�d thoughtabout.
The Morality Party was saying the most horriblethings about men in dresses, about men like MichelleLittle. I agreed with them now! I wished I could writethat in my �confessions� on what it was like to kiss an-other man, my date, in the movies, or dance club.But Jane edited my writing.
Yes, the columns attributed to me said that I lovedbeing a pretty woman, loved compliments that Inever got as a man, and loved swishy, silky women�sclothing. Jane wouldn�t publish anything I wrote ifthere was a possibility it would kill off chances for aguy like Tom Beman, a guy in a dress, to be elected.
�What happened to the man who wrote all thosegreat editorials for me?� asked a bewildered Brian.
�Jane happened,� Dave interrupted. �It�s true,Michelle. She�s just like her sister. Have you seenwhat Estelle Edwards is doing to poor DonnaGardner? She wants me to come around to her houseand party with Donna! That�s a true story.�
�Those girls are my sister�s daughters!� said Brianfuriously. He stared at Dave. �Is this what the Valleyhas come to? Debauchery everywhere?�
�No, Mr. Carpenter,� I whispered to him, unable tofind Mike�s�my�proper voice. �Jane�s my girlfriend.I�m part of a news story about what�s going on in theValley.� I indicated the skirt and top I was wearing.�Dave won�t keep his hands off me.�
�Because you like it so much, Michelle,� said Davewith a crooked sort of smile. �It�s true,� he went on toBrian, as I protested and shivered. �Michelle loves tomake out with me in the stock room!�
�That can�t be true,� Brian grunted. I felt soashamed. I blushed and fidgeted. Brian had seen me,kissing Dave, being pressed against him like awoman. My face told him I wasn�t an innocent little
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�girl� as I was supposed to pretend I was. I could see,by the look on his face, that he was changing hismind about me!
�We�re journalists, for heaven�s sake,� Brian saiddisgustedly. �We report this sort of stuff. We don�t in-dulge in it. You, Mike, if you�re gay��
�Call her Michelle,� said Dave. �She flushes andgets excited when she�s called that. She likes to becalled �she� as well.�
�Enough, Dave,� said Brian, as I uncrossed mystockinged legs and tried to hit Dave. He held me offeasily. �Mike, Michelle, I want you to go home andcome back in your own clothes. I want to see you as aman. Dave, no more teasing Michelle. It�s sexual ha-rassment, what you�re doing to a woman! I don�t wantMichelle suing me because you can�t keep it in yourpants!�
Dave looked as stunned as me. I heard my heelsclicking as I fled in distress out of the office. I lookedback. There they were, watching me swish, as I wasso used to doing. I felt worse than humiliated. Iturned and bumped right into Jane and Tania.
�What�s going on?� asked Jane. I sobbed a little atall the shaming I�d just suffered. Jane marched meright back into the office.
�Michelle�s not going home,� she said furiously toher uncle. �Michelle is not changing into boy�sclothes. Michelle is going to go to the Ladies Roomwith Tania to fix her makeup!�
I went with Tania, shaking all over, and powderedmy face. I did my lips, glossing and coloring them in ared shade Jane liked.
�You really are a girl now, aren�t you, Michelle?�asked Tania.
�No,� I whispered, quivering. �I�m going to do whatBrian says and change back. This silly transforma-tion story with Jane is over.�
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Tania sighed. �Girl,� she said, making me shivermore. �You just don�t know our Jane very well, doyou? Now she�s got you where she wants you, herdominated, submissive partner, you don�t have achance of getting out of her clutches until she de-cides it. She�s having too much fun with you. I can�tbelieve how much she�s changed you in just a monthor so. What are you going to be like, what are you go-ing to be doing, in a year?�
I staggered back in my heels, taking only shortsteps because of my skirt.
�You look much nicer, Michelle,� said Jane when Inervously returned to the publisher�s office. She heldmy hand as I sat down again. Dave Richardson wasgone. �Doesn�t she, Uncle Brian?�
Uncle Brian gave me a look that would have cur-dled milk. �All right�Michelle,� he said to me. Itlooked like he�d bitten into a lemon. �Jane needs youto be Michelle for a little while longer. Just stay out ofthe stock room, young lady. That�s all.�
�Come on, Michelle,� said Jane, her arm about meas she stood. �We have a paper to make. You canwrite the editorial. You know what Brian wants. Hewants his Morality Party to win in a landslide. Writean editorial that makes our side come out and votefor Greg Jara, Donna Leslie and John Lewis!�
Amazingly, with all sorts of weird emotions pass-ing through me, I got back to my job. Sitting in mytight skirt, I wrote the editorial Brian wanted.
�It�s time to put the Valley back to rights,� I wrote.�We�ve endured one whole year of what John Lewishas labelled �organized perversions�. It is time for theMorality Ordinances, forbidding men to wear femaleclothing, to be enacted again.�
I went on and on about the spectacle of an�all-girls� school, and the accommodation PrincipalTeller would make, which he wouldn�t a year ago.
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Now, he�d let boys like Helen Danson, a �sex change�,be treated as a special case.
Actually, I found that reasonable. I became con-fused the more I wrote. Didn�t I want the Valley to bewhat it once was? The resort being built was runningsex tests on all its workers to make sure men whoworked as men were men, and women who worked aswomen were not men�but was that right?
A list of the Morality Party candidates ran on thefront page, with a story about the resort�s progress.We were back to being sort of normal�until youturned to the inside. There you would see the Trans-formers ads and the second story about me,�Michelle�, doing women�s tasks every day, keepingmyself pretty and in a dress, going out with my girl-friends to play with my boyfriends.
On the back page, opposite Tania�s bits about newacts in the clubs, there was a rundown of other can-didates�the �no morality� group, in Greg Jara�swords. There were Joe Gibson and Al Bass, nightclubowners and employers of female impersonators.There was Jean Del Monte, whose model of the yearwas a boy known as Karen. Mary Lou Conan was thewife of a sheriff who looked more like a woman everyday. Lois Anderson and Amy Collins, of the LadiesAuxiliary, had applauded the repeal of the MoralityLaws.
One candidate, Ellen James, was Tom Beman�swife, while Sharon Thomas was �Julia� Linton�s wife.Tom Beman�s political literature showed him as awoman, as he�d been challenged to be. There wasLois Slayton, the woman who�d thought men shouldbe more feminine, and Kate Schultz and AnneJenkinson. Both had letters published in support ofTom Beman and Lois Slayton. All opposed the Moral-ity Party�but it had such a strong lineup, it was fa-vored to win in a landslide, I�d concluded in the edito-rial.
Opposite the report on Slayton and her friendswere pictures of a high-strutting, feminized Pete
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Smith in a classic pose, one leg over his head, hispanties on show. Where could he be hiding his malepackage? I asked myself. I�m sure anyone looking atit thought the same, their eyes wandering from thepolitical article to the men-posing-as-girls as they didso. Yes, they�d be looking at me on the inside pages aswell.
The Foxy Sisters had returned to the Garth.Roseanne and Corinne were as sexily feminine asever in split dresses to show off stockings and blackgarter belts. Jackie Ray looked really nice withshorter hair and more feminine makeup. �She� dis-tracted me. I ignored a Greg Jara ranting article tolook at Jackie. I shivered at what I saw. Withoutgrowing my hair much more, I could have it cut andstyled as girlishly as hers.
Tania�s column began with a nice paragraph aboutJackie Ray, female impersonator. �Not that anyonewould know, on entering the club (Sylvester�s),�Tania wrote. �Jackie is lovely in an evening dress andpadded, I think, in all the right places. Apart from herimpressions of Mariah, Norah, Britney and Cher,Jackie also has her own voice. She�s impressive insultry ballads that her predominantly female audi-ence loves.
�Karen O�Day on piano provides lively, listenabledance music. It�s a treat for the eyes to see pretty Ka-ren�s red-tipped fingers flash over the ivories. Karen,of course, used to play with Vic Perrone, where shewas known as Alan O�Day.
�The Foxy Sisters� raunchy show returned to theGarth. I must say that the �Sisters� look much betterthis time around. Their wigs and dresses seem to bemuch more glamorous. These two guys had me con-vinced�until their panties came off. Then, it was�Oh, brother!��
I said we were nearly a normal newspaper�but mypart wasn�t in any way �normal�. There I was in apage-length photo, a huge �Michelle� over the whole
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page. It made my stomach churn as I looked at thewoman I�d become in a month.
Of course, the text Jane wrote was much tamerthan the life I was really leading at Jane�s house, or atwork, where Dave told me he was my boyfriend. I�d bedating him really soon, he jested with me, knowinghow embarrassed I was. His stock room kisses hadn�tslowed down in intensity or ferocity. I went nervouslyto work each day, Jane doing my makeup perfectly incase I had a run-in with Dave. I had to keep my trem-bling lips glossy and pink, as he loved them like that.
The article on �Michelle�, with Jane�s and myby-line as �Mike Little�, reported that �It�s been amonth that I�ve been in women�s clothes. I�ve movedinto Jane�s house so she can assist me each day inmy transformation. It�s been the kind of experiencethat makes me wonder if I�ll ever be able to buy pantsand tee-shirts for myself again!�
Jane called it �being honest with my �public�.� I wasbeing recognized in all the clubs and restaurants Iwent to with Jane now. Guys and girls wanted theirpictures taken with me, a celebrity in our town. Iheard cries of �Michelle� wherever I went. I had tosmile and wave, or Jane hit me onmy shivering tush.
�I�m so used to having a soft, airy dress about myshaven legs,� Jane wrote as me. �I love the perfumeJane puts on me each day. I�ve faithfully followed theregimen of voice control I�m learning at Del Monte. Upto now, I�ve met only sympathetic store clerks whorecognize me as a man in a dress�until this lastweekend in Brampton! Whoever I spoke to, who did-n�t know me as Michelle Little, called me �Miss� or�Ma�am�! Ooo, I really loved that.�
As herself, Jane had written, �Michelle is just lov-ing her work so much! Our evening out at the EllisBallroom, dating two men (!), was a complete, femi-nine joy for both of us, from the beginning to the endof the night.�
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At the end, Jack wouldn�t go home until he�dkissed his struggling girlfriend (me) a hundred timesoutside Jane�s house, amusing of all our neigh-bors�or so they informed me the next morning. Ev-eryone, it seemed, was watching me transform into ayoung girl, thinking I wanted what was happening tome.
�I�ve never seen Mike as animated and happy asMichelle is,� Jane wrote, committing me to yet an-other month as a woman. �Now, he really knows howeasily a Valley boy can become a Valley girl!� The cap-tion with my picture said that Michelle loved the wayother men and women treated her, now �she� is awoman.
�None of this is true!� I protested to Brian�butthat�s what went out in the paper about me, MichelleLittle.
At least the Transformers ad didn�t have my pic-ture again. It had �Charles� before and �Charlotte� af-ter. As in all Transformers pictures, the girl was gor-geous.
Melanie�s had taken up the challenge of transform-ing men into women. It had new pictures of Joe Lyon,a �policewoman�, all blonde hair and cute, girlish fea-tures, and Andy May, the utilities clerk, in apetticoated dress that looked so good on her. For anembarrassing moment, I thought Jane and I shouldsee if we could find one just like it for me.
The election dominated everything, however. Theletters in this �normal� newspaper were all about theonly election issue, men in dresses. Meredith Arnoldwrote about the leaders of the Morality Party scaringher with their intolerance, especially as her husband,�Angela� Arnold, was now a more loving husbandthan ever. �She wears her corsets and stockings ev-ery day to put food on the table. I would like to see myhusband, Jim, again, but not because of the ridiculeand name-calling men like Angela have endured.They�ve put up with being called �she� and �her� along
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with the female names they have to use�and they�reall law-abiding citizens, not perverts!�
Ronald Scott, only fifteen, wrote about his father.�My father works for the council. Or should I say Inow have two mothers. Belinda wears more makeupthan my Mom now. Please vote Morality and give memy Daddy back. I don�t want to have to be a girl, ei-ther, when I go to Tyson next year.�
The last letter before the election was from MarkEvans who wrote, �I don�t care who wins the election.I won�t be voting. I do hope the Garth and Roxy stayopen, though. I really love the girls there. So nice!�
Dave was away for a while�deliberately, Janesaid. I wasn�t to be trapped in the stock room by any-one but her, she leered at me.
Our newspaper was predicting a landslide for theMorality Party. The Garth was pretty gloomy, as wasthe Ellis, on election night. �Hey, girl,� said one guy tome. �Are you as pretty without all that paint and pad-ding? Give me a kiss, darling. It�s going to be back tothe salt mines for all you drag queens tomorrow.�
�Don�t listen to him,� said Jane, taking my armand making me swish away from the joker. �Now thatI finally made you into a woman, Michelle, no matterwhat the result, you�re not going back, ever again, tobeing a grungy, nasty man like that one.�

Volume 24 Issue No. 7 16 March
�They�ve finished all the counts and re-counts,�said Tania Scott, hanging up the phone in our officein The Queen of the Valley, �and the election turnedout to be just as we predicted, a landslide!�
The smile on her face and the sparkle in her eyestold the full story. It had been a landslide, but not theone predicted in our editorials, for the Morality Party.No, the landslide had been in favor of the opponentsof Morality.
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�All twelve seats?� asked Brian J. Carpenter, editorand publisher of The Queen.
�All twelve seats,� said Tania happily. �No Jara, NoLewis, No Leslie, not one Morality Party rep elected atall.�
Brian looked stunned; then he glared at me as if itwas all my fault. �We�re going to have three years ofMichelle dressing like that?� he snapped.
I shuddered. Dressing �like that,� like a woman,hadn�t been my idea. But honesty compelled me toadmit that most of the fault was mine. I was sittingthere in my tight corset, my bra padded to make memore womanly in shape, in a gaff and woman�s pant-ies, stockings and a straight skirt, and pink,puffed-sleeve blouse. I wore earrings, bracelet and anecklace, high heels on my feet, and a wig on myhead! My face was cleverly made up, with Jane�shelp, to make me look like Michelle, girl reporter.
I was sitting there as a girl. I�d long ago begun tolike all the weird emotions that flooded through mewhen I was treated so much more nicely than when Iwas a man. I didn�t question Jane any more aboutwhat I was to wear each day. I just got dressed as agirl and swayed down the street with her intoRaybold and the newspaper office where we bothworked. I didn�t object to being called �Michelle� or tobeing told that I looked nice and smelled sweetly as awoman should.
I should have stopped this whole charade. I couldhave. I should have said I was only doing this to helpthe newspaper sell more copies. But I was even sign-ing my checks now as �Michelle� Little. I had �her� driv-ing licence and credit cards in my new name. In allthe Valley businesses, men in girlish clothing, likeme, had only been too happy�delighted, in fact�tohelp me become a woman, just like them.
Some I knew from the fashion, charm and feminin-ity classes I took at the Del Monte School. There weretwenty-two men in my class who were training to be
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women, just like me. Jane made me go. My voice wasnow a woman�s voice, everyone said. I didn�t soundlike a Mike any more, everyone told me. I soundedlike �what I wanted to be�. I sounded like Michelle.
�If you dismiss her,� Jane said to her uncle as heglared at me, �we�ll go to court! Here in the Valley,we�ll win.�
Jane sounded very persuasive as she said that. Ishuddered as Brian Carpenter, my boss, glowered atme. �Dave!� Brian said to the only other male-dressedfigure in our editorial conference. �You write up theelection report.� He sneered. �Did you speak to theMisses Beman last night?�
�I got photos as well,� said Dave, showing us thepicture of two women, holding up each other�s arm inthe traditional signal of victory. The blonde on the leftwas much prettier with her permed, pinned-backhair in a ponytail and her exquisite eye makeup. Sheeven seemed more stylish in women�s clothes thanthe other woman on her right. �That�s Tom Beman onthe left,� Dave said, more to Brian than anyone else,�and Ellen James Beman on the right. They�re thefirst husband-and-wife team ever to sit on the Coun-cil.�
�You call that a husband and wife?� snarled BrianCarpenter. �Not in my newspaper!�
Dave looked pointedly over at Jane, who made aface at him where her uncle couldn�t see it.
�Jane!� Brian barked at her. �Get over and seewhen Lois Slayton is going to call the first meeting ofthe new Council.�
�Lois Slayton is going to be the new mayor?� askedTania in surprise.
�She�s got the support and the votes,� said Davewith a grimace.
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�She�ll wreck this town,� grumbled Brian. �Lookwhat she�s done in the last year. She�s made us thelaughingstock of the state.�
�No-one in this state knows or cares about what weget up to here in the Raybold River Valley,� snappedJane. It was only too true. �The capital isn�t con-cerned about �local issues�, nor is our State Rep. Wecan only be a laughingstock if there�s someone, outthere, to tell what fools we�re making of ourselves.�
I know she was only saying that to get her uncle togo along with her manipulations, but, hearing Janemade me cringe inside my female dress. I was think-ing I was the biggest fool of all.
�Tania,� said Brian, dividing up publishing tasks.�Get on the phone as entertainment director and so-licit advertising from all the usual clients. There�s anew club, the Amadeus, opening. I promised them areview if they bought a display ad, which they did.�
�And what is Michelle doing?� asked Jane as Briansnapped his ledger shut, beginning to rise from theeditorial table.
�Layout,� Brian snapped.
�Write a nice editorial, Michelle,� said Jane, wink-ing at me. She knew how I hated being the one to as-semble ads, re-write Classifieds, edit Letters, andwrite the editorial, which was the only thing Brian re-ally studied word by word. I�d assign column inchesto the other reporters, too. It sort of made me editor ofthe issue, but I wanted to be like Dave. Really! Iwanted to write a lead story. I wanted by-lines to addto my very thin resumé as a reporter for The Queen.
�I don�t like this idea of men using women�s nameswhen they�re dolled up to serve us in the Council of-fices,� said Brian abruptly.
�Michelle will add that in, Uncle,� Jane saidsweetly as the meeting broke up. She told me to talkto several stores who regularly placed ads with us.
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Given the strange political times, several had heldback but now wanted to confirm, with Michelle, thatthere�d be space in the local news for their ads for theupcoming month.
I knew we couldn�t fit everyone in, every month, inonly one issue�but Brian solved that. Susan Brown,the mail girl�just eighteen, and in love with workingfor a newspaper�brought me a terse memo fromBrian with our new increased rates for all ads.
Susan�s mother Dee Brown, manager and owner ofTransformers, laughed when I apologetically told herthe new rates. �We expected it,� Dee said. �Is this re-ally Michelle I�m talking to? You sound so different!You sound so, so��
�Awful,� I said with a shiver passing through me.
�Oh, no!� said Dee. �You sound sowomanly! I can�tbelieve your progress in such a short time. I thinkyour transformation is a real success!�
�From your point of view,� I said shakily as the faxof her new ad came in. It said clearly now, �Transfor-mations of the most discriminating of men.� The pic-tures of Jules and the blonde Julia�the same personin before and after pics�were quite dramatic, as theywere each a wonderful specimen of the gender theirnames implied.
�Love you, Michelle,� said Dee as she hung up.�And Susan idolizes you as well!�
I hardly had time to think of a teenage girl idolizingme, someone she knew was a transformed man. Ididn�t understand that. But I had work to do. Istarted off the editorial with just writing, �DEFEAT,DISMAY, DISGUST�, in capital letters as a heading. Ihad to write it as Brian would have, in his voice, so tospeak. It came more easily than it should have.
�In a decision the Valley is sure to regret,� I wrote,�voters turned their backs on the Morality Party and
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put their trust in a bunch of woolly-headed civil liber-tarians.
�Perhaps the Morality Party was too strident, toonegative, too apocalyptic for voters raised on warm,fuzzy, liberal thinking. We believe so.
�At least, Mayor-elect Lois Slayton has had thegood sense to insist to her colleagues that the infa-mous Jara Motion, passed in a fit of irrational angerby the last Council, be re-visited and set aside.
�Such good sense, and from the woman who urgedmen to be more feminine in September! She particu-larly suggested that Council employees who dressedcompletely as women should even adopt femalenames while at work.
�Many have. It�s quite disconcerting for those of ushere at the newspaper to find that Andrea and Jose-phine, who look so pretty at the Council House, arereally Andy and Joe. We look forward to equally goodsense from the two Ms Bemans.�
At our next editorial conference, Brian told megrudgingly, unable to look me in my madeup eyes,that he really liked the editorial, especially the lastline.
Susan brought me the mail. Forty people alreadyhad got letters off to us about the election. The veryfirst one had to go in the paper: �Dear sir,� it began.Only a very few ever said, �or madam�, but then, weset up the column with all the letters beginning �Dearsir�. �I voted for Tom Beman in Lower Valley Ward. Ijust couldn�t see how the shutting down of night-clubs, firing Council and Valley employees who haveonly done what Jara sarcastically made them do, willhelp the Valley�s unemployment problem. Besides, Ilike the idea that it isn�t what you wear, but what youare, that counts! LeeAnn Baron.�
Brian added an editor�s note: �And what MissBeman is wearing is OK with you? Well, Tom is theprettier one, so we can see why you voted for her!�
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Samantha Roberts wrote a letter that seventy peo-ple seemed to have copied, I figured out later. �I ex-pect you�ll get a lot of letters crying doom and gloomafter the election. But did you see the street party af-ter, on Raybold? Cops were dancing with bouncers! Igot hugged and kissed fifty times or more. It�s such arelief! Just so long as I can go on wearing my hairlong and my girl friend�s dresses, I�m happy �Samantha Roberts.�
There were lots about the street party. �Wherewere you reporters?� Mike Ferran wanted to know.�All the impersonators and go-go girls came out of theclubs and were giving it away for free, if you knowwhat I mean, right there on the street. All thegood-looking guys were smothered with �girls�. I gaveup trying to tell in the end and just joined in the fun.It was great! And Lolita and Claudine, I do really loveyou. I do. I don�t care that you�re guys!�
There was another letter in support of AntoniaTaylor, a young boy-girl who�d been beaten up onNew Year�s Day. It was well written and ended with�She told the guy honestly who she was and hestarted beating on her. I hate men like Gary Miller.�
I had to shiver at that as I thought about myself.Jane was always thrusting me at men, to dance withthem, to smile and flirt like her, in the clubs we wentto regularly. I�d never been out so much in my life,but it was all as a girl! And guys seemed to like com-ing on to me, even when I told them I was MichelleLittle of The Queen of the Valley. Sometimes Ithought, in fright, of what some guy who�d heard ofme would do to me, when I told him who he was ply-ing with drinks and complimenting on her girlishways.
I must have been dancing with the only men in theValley who didn�t read our newspaper. All the womenand girls we met knew right away who I was, as didall the girlie boys. I still really didn�t know what to callthem. I didn�t know what to callmyself as I put on my
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makeup, brushed my hair, changing my dress tosomething thin and sexy for a girl.
Then I went out for a night on the town with mygirlfriend. Sometimes, as Antonia Taylor had foundout, being a woman was very frightening. Ah, but thekisses I had to give, Jane insisted, to the men whowalked us home. Oh, I was stirred up so often that Ijust had to let my girlfriend make love to me when themen were gone.
Jane told me as we snuggled in bed that LoisSlayton had been unanimously selected as Mayor.Tom Beman, she said, �looks so darling these days.Poor Ellen looks so dowdy beside her husband. Hishair is so golden and curly. I think he must be goingregularly to Transformers, like you, Michelle darling!�
�It was funny as well when they dropped the termChairman from the words used for committee mem-bers of the Council,� said Jane as she caressed mynightie against me. �Al Bass and Joe Gibson opposedthe motion as �the only two men present�. Then AnneJenkinson reminded them that Tom Beman was alsopresent. He was sitting with the women and lookedjust like them. Al Bass amended his comments withcompliments to both Ms Bemans on how pretty theylooked. He and Joe opposed as the only persons�dressed as men�.
�The Council took that up and changed the rulesbe so that any female-attired persons be addressed inthe feminine and be allowed to use the Ladies� facili-ties in all Council buildings. They extended that,�Jane ended with a laugh, �to include everyone in theValley, which is going to ruffle a lot of feathers.�
�That will still be in force after the repeal of the Mo-rality Code?� I asked her with a shiver as Janetouched me under my nightie where I liked to betouched as Michelle.
�Oh yes, darling Michelle,� Jane said to me. �Wegirls are quite safe now from men�s prying eyes.�
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Dave gave me his election report the following day,caressing my shoulder and making me quiver. Hewhispered, �Stock room,� in my ear. I shivered evenmore as I shook my long, blonde hair, my wig solovely on me, I thought.
Dave was not supposed to do that to me any more,not since Brian had caught us necking like crazy inthere. It was why Brian was so mean to me lately. Icouldn�t blame him. It wasn�t my fault. Dave was thegay man on staff, not me�or so I tried to tell Brian.But one look at me in my pleated dress, my legscrossed, in stockings, and my figure padded like awoman�s�well, it belied everything I said to Brian.He didn�t believe me even though he knew I was livingwith Jane, who was so affectionate with me.
�Are you done now?� asked Jane, coming in andfrowning at Dave. I think that she�d seen his handson me and seen how I jumped and jerked as I reactedto him. I still had my legs crossed. That much I�d re-membered to do.
�I have the back page and editing Dave�s work todo,� I told her.
�Good,� Jane said. �Come and find me in the Garthbar. I�m interviewing another reporter for The Queen.Brian�s agreed our circulation can pay for an internas we�ll have to do a special soon on Prom.� Shesmiled at my aghast expression. �Principal Tellercancelled it last year but Donna Gardner says shethinks it�s a lovely idea! We get new dresses, too, atthe paper�s expense, Michelle. And a makeup sessionat Transformers! I�ve booked you in now as there�sbound to be a huge demand for transformations thisyear for Prom. Don�t you think it�s exciting!�
Exciting? Nauseating, was my thought.
Tania came by, dropping me her column and adsfor the back pages. Oh gosh, the boy-girls on theback page couldn�t have been girlier, I thought, wak-ing from the nightmare dream of me, being a �girl re-porter� at a Prom Dance, surrounded by men in
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dresses. No, I thought, it won�t be that bad. It won�tbe that bad.
Pete Smith was draped out all across the columnof Roxy�s ad, in a bikini and feminine pose. �Classystrip-tease! �Tania Scott,� read the only words aboutPete. How like Joe Gibson to use Tania�s review. Hewas now making his ads sexier as the Revuebar hadanother cute girl in almost nothing, �dancing� in theirad, while the Foxy Sisters were their usual glamor-ous selves. Bobbi Jones looked almost normal, like anormal woman�that is, like Mandy, the featured vio-lin player on the Amadeus night club ad for its�Grand Opening�.
Tania had started her column with that. �A newnightclub opens in the city this month, Amadeus �the Nightclub,� she�d written. �It�s a wonderful placeto go for dinner with a loved one and to listen to somewonderful Mozart. The Amadeus Appreciation Soci-ety promises to be the �house band� for the new enter-prise of Councillor Al Bass and his partners. Mandy,Julia, Ashley and Felicity know how to set a most ele-gant mood, not only playing Mozart, but Bach,Brahms and Mendelssohn. Then with dinner hourcompleted, the four �girls� of the quartet played livelyshow tunes and music that was so romantic! I had tograb my squeeze and head out on the floor, some-thing I don�t feel the need to do among the teens ofthe Garth, Ellis, Franco�s or the Roxy. Looking for-ward to guest artists at Amadeus now that the club isestablishing itself!
�Caught Bobby Jones� act as well this week at theEllis ballroom. Bobby is quite the blonde bombshelland so are the Sweethearts. I don�t think half of theaudience is aware that Bobby and the Sweetheartsare men. Certainly, by the way the �girls� sing, it isn�teasy to tell. Vic Perrone�s orchestra, by the way, to-tally supports their blonde girl singer, but they aremuch changed since Christmas with an all-girl saxsection and Kay Armstrong, a pretty lead trumpeter.Hmm, wasn�t it Ken Armstrong, the lead trumpet lastyear? Certainly, Ken�s sister, hmm, is just as good a
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player as Ken, and her sexy walk in her lamé eveningdress gets a lot of applause.�
I was thinking of Kay�s �sexy walk� as I went intoBrian�s office and gave him the local edition. When Itook a quick look back, he wasn�t watching me as heusually did. I don�t know why but I felt disappointed.I hoped I wasn�t losing my feminine attractiveness soquickly.

Volume 24 Issue No. 8 14 April
Bonnie Helman didn�t know whether to stand orsit, to extend a hand or just to smile at me when Ijoined Jane and her in the Garth Coffee Bar.
�This is Michelle,� said Jane, introducing me. I feltshivers go through me as the cute, ponytailed,brownhaired girl looked at me and smiled tentatively.�This is Bonnie Helman.�
�I�ve been reading all about you in The Queen,�said the girl, blushing. Her smooth clear skin almostinvited a touch. She was lightly, professionally madeup, as a girl would be for a job interview. Sheclutched copies of the recent issues of our newspa-per, those with the record of my transformation fromMike to Michelle. �I was expecting there to be anotherarticle about you in the last issue.�
�The election intervened,� said Jane to the girl whospoke just like her, and sat just like her, in a straight,tan skirt, blouse and pretty bow at her neck and inher hair. �Now all this stuff in the courts and theDavies incident at their house, which Michelle hadan excellent report on, has bumped our report onMichelle again from the April issue.�
I had to shiver. I�d had no inkling from Jane that Iwas still going to be in the limelight. I didn�t wantanyone to write about me again. The knowing looks Igot from women were making me quite frazzled. I hadto be as feminine as I could, of course, with the way
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that women looked at me, as Bonnie was looking atme now.
�Pity,� said Bonnie. �I really liked reading all aboutMichelle�s transformation. I was hoping to read aboutproblems she might be having��
�Michelle isn�t having any problems in being awoman,� said Jane, signaling to the waitress who sa-shayed over to us with the bill.
�Hi, Michelle,� Chantal said to me with a sassysmile. �You look so pretty in pink. It�s really yourcolor.� She had come on to me when I was Mike.Since I dressed as Michelle, she made a point of flirt-ing with me and complimenting me as a woman. Ididn�t know how to handle her at all.
�That will be it, Chantal,� said Jane snappily.Chantal sashayed away with Jane�s credit card. �I re-ally don�t like the waitresses in here making eyes atmy girlfriend,� she said to Bonnie, who looked a littlenervous. �Luckily, I hear that you won�t have thatproblem. Your boyfriend is pretty supportive of you,isn�t he?�
Bonnie seemed a little frightened as she nodded.We went back into the offices of The Queen of the Val-ley where the first person we met was the new mailgirl, Susan Brown.
�Bonnie!� Susan squealed and ran over to hug thegirl we were with. Bonnie looked a little surprised asshe let the girl hug her and kiss her soft cheek. �Areyou going to be working here as well?�
�I�m just an intern for now,� said Bonnie. Jane hadgiven her a job, I learned. �I�ve graduated from schoolso recently. I�ll be reporting on education and helpingwith reports on the Prom.�
�Oh, you�ve got to put me in that article!� squealedSusan again. She began describing the �divine� dressshe was going to wear.
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�Sounds lovely,� said Bonnie, trying to edge awayfrom all the enthusiasm.
�Oh,� said Susan. �I have to tell you, Bonnie, thatI�m Susan now!�
�Oh, yes, Susan,� said Bonnie nervously, glancingat me.
�Dee is really being so supportive of me,� Susanwent on. �She made me get the most expensive promdress in Transformers because she says a girl shouldhave one night when she�s the belle of the ball! Notthat I�ll be that! That will be Debbie Allen. Everyoneknows that! Where are you getting your dress for theProm, Bonnie? I bet everyone will think you�re one ofus, that night.�
�I haven�t thought,� said Bonnie, a catch in herlovely soprano voice. �Quinlans, Rayburn, Melanie�s,I don�t know how dressed up I have to be!�
�Very,� said Jane with a grin.
�It was so nice to see you again, Susan,� saidBonnie�but Susan wanted to go shopping, that eve-ning with Bonnie, for the �perfect dress�.
�I�ll tell Mummy you�re working here,� gushed Su-san. �She�s going to be so happy to know you�ll behere to mentor me.�
�Let me finish my interview and orientation first,�said Bonnie with a nervous giggle as I confirmed tomyself that Bonnie Helman was a boy-girl just likeme. Susan Brown must be one as well.
�You know Susan�s parents?� I asked Bonnie asJane shuffled the orientation on to me.
�Dee Brown?� asked Bonnie uncomfortably. �Yes,well, Raybold isn�t that large, is it? All the long-set-tled families are so intermarried. Mummy and Daddyknow Dee well. I think I�m related to St�Susan.We�re related to the Edwards sisters as well, Mummysays.�
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Nothing like a little nepotism to land a job, Ithought, as Bonnie explained that she was part waythrough her degree and needed a little time off beforeshe went back to State to finish up. A little time to liveas a girl, I thought, away from where people knew heras �Bruce Helman� and wouldn�t understand. Buthere in the Valley, we understood girls like Bonnievery well.
On the way home that night, I tackled Jane on thetopic of Bonnie. �She�s a boy-girl like me, isn�t she?� Iasked as we minced along in our high heels, skirtsswishing, to Jane�s house.
�Like you?� Jane asked in mock dismay. �Oh no,darling Michelle, Bonnie isn�t like you at all. She hasa boyfriend. She likes men in bed when she makeslove.�
�I hate you being so crude,� I had to tell her in mylilting, feminized voice. I had to prepare for myclasses at the Del Monte School. I had to take threedresses in, of various types, that I would be taughthow to model. Then, we �girl students� had to presenta real fashion show of evening wear at Quinlans. Itwas going to be a long night.
Jane gave me the personnel jackets from TheQueen of the Valley for both Bonnie and Susan. Iwasn�t sure I should have seen them. They lived onthe same street. Susan Brown�s mother had diedwhen she was very young. Her father�s name waslisted as Donald and someone had written, �Dee�, inbrackets after that.
Susan�s and Bonnie�s school pictures were prettyclose. Both were good-looking boys, a little dorky,perhaps. Their first pictures in wigs and white rib-bons and dresses with petticoats were hilarious, but Idon�t think that either would have liked me seeingthem as they had once been. Now they were Bonnieand Susan, girls.
�Satisfied now?� asked Jane with a smile. �We girlsat The Queen outnumber the others, five to two now.�
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I had a story on the second page of The Queen withmy byline on it. I�d been the only one working whenthe police radio squawked about deputies asking forbackup at the old Hobden residence. I knew that waswhere Earl Davies, boss of the resort we were allcounting on to inject money and development intothe Valley�s economy, lived.
I hustled over as fast as my high heels would carryme and got to be a girl reporter. �Screams andsounds of breaking furniture brought police to theold Hobden home on Raybold Avenue early thismorning,� I wrote in my article.
�Earl Davies, chairman of Davies-Valley Resorts,was taken into custody by Deputies Lois Wright andJenny Salazar.� I knew their proper names were �Len�and �Martin�, but they were using bright new namepins that referred to them as �Lois� and �Jenny��so Iwent with that. It was a hard sell, but Brian gave in tocalling them by their female names, below their pic-tures, in the end.
�Charged with several counts of drunken assault,Earl Davies, one of Raybold�s leading citizens, washeld overnight," I�d written. �Mrs Renee Davies re-fused to confirm police reports that the confrontationoccurred when one of the Davies� twin sons returnedhome from a date in a beautiful, pink, prom dress.
�Mr Davies, according to police reports, saw a boyand a girl locked in a romantic embrace on his door-step, �kissing passionately.� Davies thought that theboy was his son and went to call him in, only to findthat the boy was from last year�s football team andthe girl was one of his sons, Kelly Davies.
�An appalled Earl Davies assaulted his son, rip-ping off his long blonde wig, which led to Kelly beingdefended by his date. Police were called to arrestJohn Quinlan, nineteen, but declined to do so. Theyhad to arrest Davies when he became abusive to LoisWright, calling the deputy several unprintablenames.
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�Mrs Davies begged officers not to arrest EarlDavies, said neighbors, because he didn�t knowabout �Debbie�. The case goes before Judge EmilyCortwright in two weeks.�
I had to beg Brian to print my story. He snarledsome nasty remarks about the fact that I, Michelle,would want such a story printed, a girl reporter likeme. Yes, he actually described me like that whichamused my colleagues.
�Everyone is talking about this,� Tania said in mydefense, as Dave nodded. �There�re all kinds of ru-mors. Michelle, our girl reporter��I cringed atthat��has done a great job in telling what happenedat the Davies�s house. It�s the unvarnished truth, justwhat we should be printing.�
�You have to support Michelle in this, boss,� saidDave. Brian gave me a look that made me want toshrivel up in my panties and short skirt. �That pic-ture of Kelly Davies and John Quinlan at thepre-prom dance is priceless. I didn�t realize she wasso tiny and gorgeous. Quinlan towers over her eventhough she�s in high heels.�
I�d managed to get several snaps of Kelly and Johnon the dance floor. It had got a lot hotter on theDavies� doorstep by all accounts. Several people hadseen them, smiled at the boy-and-girl doings, andpassed on by.
�All right,� Brian said. I got a stroke from Dave ashe went by me, and another from Jane. Both mademe tingle all over.
The big news of the month, though, was the com-plication of the Valley Council�s rules. The new Coun-cil wanted to change us all back to normality. Butwhen had the Jara Motion come into force, and whencould it be set aside? Judge Emily Cortwright ruledthat it would be September before the repeal could bevoted on or come into effect. Council put off its voteuntil then, which meant that the men who�d dressed
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in women�s clothing for six months andmore still hadanother six months to stay in their skirts.
Also on the front page were photos of Sheriff Jo-anne Conan and Deputy Lois Wright directing traffic.Both looked very womanly in their long hair,makeup, and padded women�s figures. JoanneConan�s �Acting� status was removed from his desig-nation as Sheriff. Dave had interviewed Conan in hiswomanly dress. �It hasn�t been that difficult,� theSheriff had said in response to a question aboutdressing like a woman. He called it �teasing� and�namecalling� what his �men� had gone through, onthe streets.
�We really have discovered, however,� Conan said,�how the other half lives. I think we�re better men forit.�
Another six months in dresses and skirts? �It�s nodifferent from what we�re doing now and have donefor the last year,� says Conan, hair all freshly, femi-ninely styled, with a pretty, lipsticked smile. (So re-ports Dave Richardson, I thought. What a bitchycomment!)
Why the new designation as �Joanne� Conan? �Mywife,� said Joanne Conan of Councillor Mary LouConan, �has been talking to Mayor Lois Slaytonabout that. She pointed out that those who adoptedfeminine names like Lois Wright and Josie Lyonweren�t hassled at all, as were those of us who stillwore our male name tags. I actually found that true,today. As Joanne, I was addressed quite respectfullywhen I went out on calls.�
Dave followed the whole thing up by talking toMary Lou Conan. She said she suggested �Joanne� toher husband. �I feel a lot better when he�s out as Jo-anne rather than John,� she said. �You can see it ev-erywhere. Criminals don�t know if they�re beingchecked over by a man, or a woman, particularly ifthe deputy�s made some effort to apply the dresscode. It�s much easier for a woman to break up a fightthan a man.�
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�And sometimes very embarrassing,� said Joanne.
�Oh, that�s another story,� laughed Mary LouConan, taking her husband off to a Ladies� Auxiliarymeeting.
�Bonnie is going to be a big help to Michelle,� Janesaid seriously in our editorial meeting. �She�s so closein age to the Tyson girls, they think she�s one of them.And if you read all the ads we have now, do you seehow many are mentioning the Prom this year?�
�I can�t believe this classified ad from Quinlans,�growled Brian. �Hiring staff to work with Promdresses, gender immaterial. They�ll provide clothingand training, support and even cosmetics, for thosethey hire.�
�Jane Fisher�s wants you to have perfect hair forthe Prom,� giggled Tania. I noticed how Bonniesquirmed at that, and realized how I must look to ev-eryone when I felt as Bonnie clearly did.
�The Del Monte School,� read Jane. �Tune up fe-male graces for Prom. Here�s a picture of �Miss� KarenHolcomb, who�s going to teach boys and girls how tobe Prom Queens.�
�Transformers,� pointed out Tania again. �PromSpecials. Transformations. First Timers our Spe-cialty.� She glanced at me and smiled. I felt chilled asI readjusted the way I was sitting, making my crossedlegs tighter. I felt a little threatened. �Wow, look atRoberta. What a change from being Robert!�
�I do have Michelle and me booked at Transformersfor the big day if Donna Gardner lets it be,� said Jane.�I have you in as well, Bonnie, but it�s at a differenttime.�
Bonnie was startled. She nodded and blushed asthe others looked at her and smiled. She was so cuteand pretty. I could see that Dave didn�t quite knowwhat to make of her. I was not about to enlightenhim.
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�We don�t have much room for letters,� Jane com-plained. She, not I, was doing the editorial work. �Ican only get two in the space you guys left me.�
�You could cut your own columns,� murmuredTania, laughing as the other real woman in our groupstuck out her tongue at her.
�This one from Natalie Boone I was going to junk,but she does say our editorials are pitiful,� said Jane.Brian actually grinned and looked at me for the firsttime�taking in the effort I�d made to be feminine, Ithink. He actually winked at me, making me blush,which I hate doing.
�Why don�t you admit how gorgeous Tom Bemanlooked on Election Day? I�d vote all the time for some-one as pretty as he is,� Jane read. �Oh, and Tania,Fiona Graham�you know her, Simon�s wife�shewants to tell you that the audiences at the Ellis aresophisticated. They know the genders of Bobby andthe Sweethearts, and don�t need it rammed into theirheads all the time. She thinks Bobby is very glamor-ous. Well, Michelle agrees with that, don�t you, dar-ling? Oh, this must be the daughter, not the mother,Fiona, because she says that her boyfriend looks likeher since they�ve dyed his hair. And one more clichéfor you, Tania: blondes like Terry and Fiona do havemore fun!� It was Tania�s turn to stick out her tongueat Jane.
�Can�t we clean up the back page?� Brian Carpen-ter asked with a frown. He turned over the columnsand pictures of busty blonde women we featuredthere. �I�d like to see a real woman on this page foronce.�
�Kelly Rogers,� said Tania with a smile, indicatingthe blonde woman in the ad for Roxy�s, �is a womannow, Brian. You have your wish!�
�What?� Brian shouted.
Tania had her column with her, and so she readthe first part to Brian. �Kelly Rogers has returned mi-
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nus a few parts of her life. Yes, Kelly is back to stripand entertain at the Roxy without any male equip-ment. She�s had the change which, in no way, dimin-ishes her act.�
�Go-goshdarnit!� snarled the editor of our paper. Ifelt just as rattled by what Tania had revealed. Whatmust Kelly look like now when she did a strip-tease? Ifelt really queasy just thinking about it.
�Kelly dumped her boyfriend along the way,� Taniawent on, her reading as excited as the way that shenormally spoke. I looked to Bonnie. She was lookingat the floor, her crossed leg swinging a little in ten-sion, as I realized mine was as well. �Mel Jones is nolonger her manager. �It was mutual,� says Kelly. �Hedidn�t want me to change, but I�m ready now for a realman, who�ll treat me as the woman I am.��
Tania showed us the lovely portrait of Kelly thatadorned the Roxy ad on the back page of The Queen.�THE RETURN OF MS. KELLY ROGERS,� it roared incapitals at us. There was a subtitle, �Looking for aReal Man.�
�We giggled about that in Kelly�s dressing room,�Tania went on. For a moment, I didn�t realize she wasstill reading from her column. �We talked about menand how free she now feels in doing her act. I told herI notice that in her act. I even find her more alluringthan ever.� Brian snorted at that andmuttered underhis breath.
Tania ignored him and went on: �Kelly puts on herg-string and pasties and smiles at me. �Sorry,� shesays. �Some things about me I can�t change.� But see-ing Kelly perform, she really has, changed that is.She really is a woman on stage now.�
�Wow!� said Dave, pointing at the ad for Franco�sRevuebar. �Who�s the little cutie?�
�You can read,� laughed Tania. �Alison, �MissFranco�, March.�
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�Non-stop 8pm-3am,� said Dave. �Every day?�
�Every day,� said Tania. �They�re still pretty full atthe end, though it�s the amateurs, not Barbara,Cindy or Tiffany, up there in the cages.�
�Amateurs?� asked Brian.
Tania sighed. �Doesn�t anyone read my purpleprose?� she asked dramatically. Bonnie beside hersmiled in delight. Oh, that girl was going to be acharmer, I thought. Tania was grinning at Bonnie asshe picked up her column and read: �Caught the actsat Franco�s last week and one of the �amateur� con-tests. I was surprised at the number of entrants aswell as the number of women in the crowd.
�It was Shania who let me in on the secret. All thegirls there had entered boyfriends in the amateurcontest, boyfriends they had primped and preparedto win the �prettiest girl of the night� contest.
�Shania was annoyed that her boy friend, Denise,whom she introduced me to later, didn�t win. The au-burn-haired Denise, in a minidress showing off herpretty legs, was more phlegmatic about it. �I have towork on my voice,� she said in her squeaky, baby-girltones. �And my dancing wasn�t as sexy as Alison�s.She deserved to win!� He deserved to win, I correctedDenise, who giggled at me before disappearing intothe throng of dancing, gyrating, mini-skirted girls onthe floor at Franco�s.�
�Do you go to Franco�s?� I asked Bonnie as theconference came to an end.
Bonnie glanced around at Jane, going over her edi-torial with Brian and the general layout of The Queenfor April. �My, my f-friend,� she said, �likes it a littlequieter. We, we go to Sylvester�s a lot, or the Amadeusnow.�
�Yes, I saw the ad for Sylvester�s,� I said. �JackieRay looks gorgeous, doesn�t she? But the surprise to
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me is Karen O�Day. I could scarcely believe the pic-ture of her that Tania printed.�
�Oh, we saw her last night!� said Bonnie enthusi-astically. �She was in this sequinned, midnight bluedress that she seemed to be poured into. She lookedand played fantastically well. My, my f-friend thoughtso, too.� She flushed as she said that, and jumpedwhen I put my manicured hand out and squeezedhers.
�It�s quite all right to say you have a boyfriendaround here,� I told her with a friendly smile.
Bonnie nodded and smiled weakly. �You andJane,� she said hesitantly.
�Are girlfriends,� I told her. �I think Jane made thatvery clear. It�s not in the newspaper, not yet, but I�msure she�s thinking of publishing something aboutus. I don�t want her to, but lately I don�t seem to beable to stop her doing anything she wants to do.�
�It�s like that with me as well,� said Bonnie with abright smile. �You must be a submissive like me,Michelle. I�m a bottom and my boy friend is a top. Ibet Jane is a top as well, like her sister, Estelle. Youand Donna must both be bottoms.�
I shivered to be compared to Donna Gardner,whom I thought of as a wimp. But Bonnie�s wordshad a ring of truth to them. I tried to be more aggres-sive in bed with Jane, but she forced me down. It wasso much easier to give in to her, to let her make loveto me, to let her decide what she was going to do tome.
�You can try a little, Michelle,� Jane told me as wecuddled in our nighties for sleep. �I like that but don�tthink for one moment that a girl like you is ever goingto be on top of me unless I want you there. You�re mygirlfriend now, Michelle darling, and I love you. Butyou will do as I say. If you don�t, I�ll get Estelle to comeover and discipline you properly!�
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Volume 24 Issue No. 9 19 May
Mayor Lois Slayton is the most popular woman inthe Valley right now�we all agreed on that at TheQueen. In her first month as mayor, she set aside so-cial issues �for now� and produced a New EconomicPlan for the Valley, the first I�d ever known a Valleypolitician doing. There would be a new road built toBrampton, a four-lane blacktop eventually.
Dave Richardson got the story, of course, but hewrote it well. Raybold Roads was a new company, fi-nanced by a consortium of businesses in Raybold,Slayton, Slayton Lake, Gaynor Ranches, and UpperRaybold. Even Transformers made a sizable invest-ment in the road. So did the Maya Sorority�but wedidn�t print that in the list of �supporters�, eventhough we had it.
A lot of Slayton�s plan had to do with tax exemp-tions on working farms and businesses employingover three, six, and twelve persons. The Valley wouldget a boost from Davies-Valley Resorts which, whenopen, would provide at least six hundred jobs, ac-cording to Eloise Waters, the new Acting CEO of thecompany. She�d been out on a long trip and bookedin eight major conventions for the summer at Prin-cess River (the new name of the resort).
Eloise worried me a little by saying that �not all� ofthe conventions were gay or lesbian groups. EarlDavies was screaming that she was filling up �his� re-sort with gays and lesbians, and filling staff positionswith drag queens, female impersonators, girlie-boys,and shemales. Earl wanted the �Drag Resort� closeduntil his court cases were all cleared up, while ReneeDavies, his wife, gave Eloise Waters the job of makingmoney from the resort. Renee thought the idea of�Princess River� was �just wonderful!�
Brian wouldn�t let Jane or me write the editorialthis month. He had Dave do it. I have to admit Davewrote a good piece. �So if the Valley is opened up to
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new ideas and new people, will this be a good thing ora bad thing?� he asked in his lead.
�Eloise Waters put a positive spin on her exploitsto bring people in to the Princess River Resort. Butthe fact is that transgendered people, transvestites,transsexuals, their supporters, wives, children andhusbands, if you can believe it, will be occupying thebeach houses and sandy beaches of the resort builtlargely with your money. The Valley, under EloiseWaters� vision, could be a transvestite capital, likeanother San Francisco�not just of our state, but ofthe whole nation.
�So what does this have to do with roads? Roads,good roads, bring people in and people have ideas.With all the transvestites here in June, July and Au-gust, we will be infested with transvestite ideas. Wewill take their money on Raybold and Glass to letthem ogle men entertaining us as women. We willhave our young men and women dancing and lovingthese holiday makers. What new ideas, what dis-eases, will these strangers bring into the Valley?
�All we have now is one transvestite doctor tocounter a plague! Perhaps the road isn�t such a goodidea after all.�
Dave, as usual, gave me his usual charming smileand told me what a fantastic girl I was. He wanted meto finish off the layout for him, of course, and askedhow he could pay a lovely girl like me for doing himsuch a favor. Luckily, Bonnie was around as he triedto trap me against the copier room door. I was able topush him off me after just a peck on my cheek.
�Mmm,� Dave murmured, his eyes gleaming at theastounded look on Bonnie�s face. He patted my tush,his hand following the outline of my panties. Myheart rate shot up but I got away before he could say,�stock room�. If no-one had been there in the office, Imight, eventually, have gone with him for a quickkiss or two. But, of course, with Dave, there was re-ally no such thing as a quick kiss or two.
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So, I didn�t tell him that his bit about the only doc-tor being Julia Linton was wrong. I had the news re-port and, since Dave had given layout to me, I madesure my article began on the front page with the storyand picture of Janice Long, a surgeon and friend ofJulia Linton�s, who was opening a �cosmetic surgery�clinic in the old Herald Building on Upper ChurchStreet.
My article began with the question I�d put to the at-tractive blonde woman who said she was Janice Longwhen I introduced myself nervously as Michelle Lit-tle, girl reporter. �Why cosmetic surgery, when theValley has real needs for many other kinds of medicalspecialties?� I asked her when we met.
Janice�s replies made up the bulk of my article, asfollows: �I was talking to my friend, Julia Linton,�said Dr Janice Long. �She told me of the numbers ofprocedures she gets requests for, daily, in her offices.I was intrigued that so many of her male patientswanted such simple procedures as rhinoplasty, newnoses,� she added as I struggled to spell that in mynotes, �and augmentations.�
Janice looked me over pointedly. I felt a strangetwinge go through me that wouldn�t go away even af-ter I left her office. I knew she�d recognized me forwhat I am, a man, and saw me as a future patient ofhers, applying to her for a breast augmentation. Justthe thought of such a procedure made my head spin.Oh no, I was never going to get such a thing done tome, I said to myself.
�I can do a lot more,� Janice Long had gone on inour interview. �I can do so much more for a man whoreally wants to be feminized, face and body recon-structions as well as T and A work. I can offer that aswell to the women of this community. There is no rea-son today why anyone shouldn�t be as beautiful andas femininely attractive on the outside as they are onthe inside.�
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Dr Long pointed to her own beautiful nurses, EllenTemple and Louise Dupuis, as walking examples ofthe work she did.
I even got a second article in The Queen thismonth, as I wrote the article on the girl chosen asProm Queen at Tyson High School. Theblonde-haired girl was stunning in her long, darkblue, evening dress, a frilled, reverse halter holding itup to her lovely, bare shoulders. Her arms and wholebody, in fact, were so feminine.
That�s why I wrote, �To the surprise of no one, theAutumn Dance Queen, Debbie Allen, was also cho-sen Prom Queen at Tyson this year. What is a sur-prise, however, is that Debbie will have to graduatethis year as David Surtees, her real name.
��I hate it,� said Debbie fiercely. �She is leading acampaign this year to allow students to choose thenames that they wish to have on their graduationcertificates.
��I�ll talk to staff and parents,� said Principal DonnaGardner. �I know it�s going to be a surprise at gradua-tion this year when we introduce so many pretty girlswith boys� names.� She was surprised when this re-porter suggested that her statement should be re-versed, smiling and saying that she had no commenton that.
�Since Debbie was chosen Queen, Dick Renner, 20(assistant manager at the Garth Tavern, and Deb-bie�s escort for the evening) became the King. Asked ifhe knew that Debbie was once David, �King Dick�laughed. �We�ve been dating for a year now,� he said.�I�m a physical guy. Does that tell you all you need toknow for your family paper? I can tell you that Debbieis the Queen of Tyson cheerleaders because she�s theprettiest girl in and out of school!��
There was to be an extended paper in June, with atleast two extra pages of pictures and comments fromthis year�s Prom. Bonnie and I took most of the pic-tures. I wished I could publish the pictures I took of
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Bonnie. She looked to me like the prettiest girl inschool.
Her dress from Transformers, orange and black,was striking and gorgeous, showing off Bonnie�slovely skin and complexion that was so absolutelygirlish. I saw so many girls just staring at her as shetook group pictures. We would only print a few, andthe rest we�d give away to the girls who wanted them� meaning that everyone would have pictures ofthemselves at the Prom.
I was dolled up, of course. Dee Brown and the�girls� at Transformers took a day to give me and fiftyor sixty other girls the most fantastic experience ofour lives. I loved the fact that I was there with somany other girls, like Bonnie. We all shared the expe-rience of being expertly dressed from our bare, hair-less skins out.
The girls at Transformers had all kind of tricks tomake us appear more rounded in all parts of our bod-ies. We all appeared to have cleavage, even someoneas flat-chested as me. We all had nails to die for. Weall had our own perfumes, our own makeup andemergency kits in our purses. Emma Royston openedhers. There was an extra pair of panties in her purse,and six condoms of different kinds.
�I don�t even know who I�m dating tonight,� Emmasaid to Susan Brown, who was telling Emma seri-ously that she might need fresh panties later on inthe night.
�All of us have male escorts tonight,� a boy who�dentered Transformers with me, and was now leavingas a very attractive girl called Katherine, told me ner-vously. �My girlfriend says they�re going to want tosee how far they can get us to go. It�s in their instruc-tions!�
�I don�t believe that,� I told Katherine, as excitedgirls in lovely dresses milled all around us. Threelimos took little groups off from Transformers home.But some went to Tyson to meet, for the first time, the
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men, their �dates�, that Student Council had assignedto all girls, no matter their true gender. Yes, every fe-male dressed �deb� had to have a date of her very own.
�You don�t have to do anything you don�t want todo with anyone else tonight,� I assured Katherine.Shirley, who came up and nervously took Katherine�shand in hers, was shaking her long, red hair andlaughing excitedly as Kathy�s earrings tinkledagainst her neck.
�But I want a boy who�� began Katherine. Shirleytugged on her hand.
�She�s the girl reporter,� Shirley said with a bigsmile to her friend. �You don�t want your Mom andDad reading about what we�re doing tonight!�
Katherine started giggling, So did a whole bunch ofdelicately dressed girls, hair pinned up, theirmakeup so strikingly female and feminine.
�Why do we have extra panties in our purses?� agirlish voice asked.
�You have to give the first pair to the first boy to-night who�� said Katherine, dropping her voice. Allthe blondes, brunettes, and redheads moved in close,cutting me off from hearing what she said.
�Oh,� said the blonde who was standing in front ofme. �I should have brought several extra pairs of myown, shouldn�t I?� That brought a gale of femininelaughter from the girls with me, waiting for the limos.
Bonnie came out then. �Were you as randy andhorny as this group of girls is tonight?� I asked her.�Or is it just talk?�
Bonnie smiled at me. �At my prom, Michelle,� shesaid, looking absolutely gorgeous when she smiled, �Iwas still Bruce. Oh, I wish I could really be one ofthese girls tonight. Michelle,� she bit her lower,glossed and painted lips. �This is my escort tonight,David Schultz.�
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I actually shook hands for the first time in threemonths, as the tall, good-looking guy looked me over.I felt my temperature rising at his scrutiny of me as agirl.
�Your boyfriend,� I said to Bonnie. She nodded andgave a lovely smile to the guy who put his arm aroundher.
�I wish I�d taken you to your Prom with youdressed like this,� said David Schultz, which madeBonnie lift her face and kiss him lightly on themouth.
�So do I,� she said shakily as all three limos arrivedtogether. The last of �us girls� went off to the assemblypoints where corsages and escorts awaited.
Bonnie Helman didn�t mention any of that, ofcourse, in the great article she wrote about the Prom.�Prom is a Glittering Affair� was the headline shechose. She wrote in a breathless, girlish style thatwas perfect for the affair we went through.
�What a glittering, glamorous affair this year�sprom turned out to be!� Bonnie wrote in her firstby-line piece for The Queen of the Valley. �Last yearGeorge Danson, whom most people know now asHelen Collins, was forbidden to wear a dress atschool by then principal, Michael Tiller. The protestat Tyson in support of Helen�s �civil rights� led to somany boys wearing dresses at school, and promisingto do so at the Prom, that the event was cancelled.
�This year, Principal Donna Gardner, as he isknown to everyone, restricted the Prom to SeniorGirls only and their dates. With a huge one hundredand fifty students in their final year, the Prom shouldhave been for just that many people.
�But over a hundred students of Helen Collins�graduating class supported her and demanded tick-ets as �Senior Girls�. Students� Council was happy tomeet the demand and co-ordinated the search formale escorts for all Senior Girls.

Page - 41

RELUCTANT PRESS



��We had the hardest time rounding up enoughmen,� laughed outgoing Student President Linda Em-erson, �particularly getting dates for our tallest girls.After all, they have to be in high heels like the rest ofus, don�t they? But with a grant from the Ladies Aux-iliary, we succeeded in rounding up a man for everyone of the 233 girls who needed one for the Prom.�
�Melinda Wells, 18, was one of the excited �new�girls to be attending the Prom. �I never thought Iwould,� Melinda confided to me. Mel was a computergeek (her words) and very shy around girls. He didn�tjoin Helen�s protest last year. It was only when thegirls in his class waylaid him, transforming him fromthe skin out, he says, that Mel became �one of thegirls�. Like a duck to water, �she�s� blooming in �her�new role.
�Angie Stanton enrolled Mel in a class at DelMonte�s and �Melinda� was born. �I started going outto the Garth or the Roxy with Angie and met Steve,�Melinda�s date for the Prom, �out there gawking at allus girls. We danced quite a bit. Oh, he wanted to dateme! He was astounded when I told him I was a boy.He told me I should always be a girl. And since then, Ihave been!� Melinda giggled as Steve came over andput his arm about her waist. �He made me invite himto the Prom as my date. He tells everyone he�s myboyfriend.��
There was a most intriguing photo with the story ofMelinda Wells, petite and with masses of chest-nut-colored hair, looking devastatingly pretty in herstrapless red evening dress. Her white wrap abouther shoulders was being positioned by the ex-footballplayer, so tall, masculine and athletic beside her. Hermakeup was really well done by her mother who�dhelped �her� be so extremely attractive, as a girl, forher Prom Night.
�Mrs Audrey Wells,� Bonnie had written. I liked herconcentrating on just one person at the Prom in herarticle. The extra pages in the next edition of TheQueen would take care of all that actually went on at
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the Prom itself. �Mrs Audrey Wells, a chaperone,couldn�t get over how gorgeous Melinda looked as shedanced happily in the arms of her beau.
� �I�m flabbergasted,� she said. �I knew Mel wouldn�tgo to the Prom. But look at Melinda! She�s so femi-nine and lovely in that fabulous dress she and hergirl friends found for her in Melanie�s boutique. Notonly that, she�s in feminine lingerie from head to toe.I never looked as good as she does in her makeup,perfume and long hair. She is so happy as her boyfriend, Steve, is so attentive. Oh dear, there they go,kissing again. I have to tell her to take Steve for awalk in the Flower Garden.�
�Mrs Wells went off. Steve and Melinda went to theFlower Garden, where the decorated swings were oc-cupied by many �courting couples� and where gentlekissing and petting were the order of the day.�
I thought the article excellent and loved the way itwas written. Brian, of course, wanted to know whyBonnie hadn�t concentrated on one of the �real� youngwomen who attended Tyson, and told about a realgirl�s preparations for the Prom. Even though we allcame to Bonnie�s defence, I know the editor�s wordscrushed her for a while.
�You met Bonnie�s boyfriend?� asked Jane whenthe conference was over. �Who is he?�
�The son of one of the Valley�s Councillors,� I toldher. Yes, David was the son of Kate Schultz, whom Iknew fairly well. She�d written us a letter saying thiswas all a fad, this feminine way of dressing, like �glit-ter rock� She didn�t see the harm in it. I wonder howshe felt now�if she knew�when she saw her sondating a pretty girl like Bonnie, who wasn�t really agirl.
�That would make quite a story,� said Jane with alaugh.
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�After the way Bonnie was in front of Brian today,�I said to her, �you want to do more to her? Crush hereven more?�
Jane stared at me open-mouthed. �Quite a softside we have now, don�t we?� she laughed at me. �Ro-mantic, girlish, sentimental, next you�ll be allteary-eyed and weepy.�
I could feel that sentiment rising in me. I felt sosorry for Bonnie and the words a thoughtless Brianhad used to her. Yes, I was teary-eyed. It wasn�t a badthing to be, was it?
�All right,� sighed Jane, shaking her head at me.�Tell me all about your date with Alan. How did youend up in the back seat of his car this morning? Whydidn�t you bring him in? I wouldn�t have mindedsharing him with you at all.�
�It wasn�t like that at all,� I protested feebly. No, Iwasn�t going to tell Jane all about Alan Farrell, theescort chosen for me for the Prom.
I�d been a little surprised at how tall Alan waswhen Bonnie and I met him at her house. He�d ar-rived with two lovely corsages for us girls, and but-tonholes for David Schultz and himself. He knew Da-vid, having been on the school�s basketball team,several years before. Now he had a year to go for hisdegree and was trying to get money, any way hecould, to pay for another year at State.
�How much is the Student Council paying you toescort me this evening?� I asked my date, who�d paidme all of the usual compliments though he knewBonnie and I were working that evening as girl re-porters.
�Three hundred dollars,� he admitted, getting allred-faced about what I might think of him for accept-ing money to go out with me.
�How long do I have you for?� I asked Alan with asassy smile. I was looking at myself in the mirror of
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the Schultz�s foyer as I did that. I could see by theway I stood and the way I was smiling, my eyes solarge and femininely painted and outlined, that I wasflirting with him.
�Until midnight,� said Alan. �If you want to go lon-ger, I get paid a bonus, another two hundred.�
�I�ll have to make sure you get your bonus,� I toldAlan coquettishly. He looked pleased. Inside I waskicking myself at being so silly and so female. Butthen Alan put his arm about me to escort me to hiscar. Bonnie and David immediately cuddled up in theback seat, just a boy and a girl together, as I shiftedmy skirts over my stockings and looked down at myhigh-heeled, open shoes. They showed off my paintedtoenails that all we girls had received at Transformersearlier that night.
�I didn�t go to my own prom,� Alan told me. He hadhis arm about me all the time, as we mingled with thebeautifully dressed teachers and their escorts, thegirls with their boyfriends. Even Donna Gardner andEstelle Edwards had escorts of their own. �I was kindof geeky.�
Alan still was. Did he think I was a real woman? Heknew that Bonnie wasn�t. I think both of us glowed,however, and becamemore girlish, out with boys whotreated us with all the attention a boy should give apretty girl.
Yes, I saw Bonnie go into the Flower Garden withDavid. I should have turned Alan down, but he wasso nervous about asking me to go where so manygirls were going with their escorts.
�I�d love to go into the Flower Garden with you,Alan,� I said coyly to my �date�, squeezing his hand.He lifted me into one of the garlanded swings, deco-rated with flowers. Oh, it was so wonderfullyfeminizing! We became a �courting couple� just like allthe other pairs in there.
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Alan was hesitant about kissing me. I had to gentlykiss his cheeks and flirt with him as we�d been taughtto do at Del Monte�s. That got his fire lit, so to speak. Ireally was a girl out with her date at the Prom, Alanbecoming steadily aroused with my flirting as I be-came really worked up myself.
I had to re-do my makeup, especially my lipstick,along with hordes of girls doing the same thing in theLadies� Room. Then I had to go back and smile shylyat the boy who�d kissed me so wonderfully for so long.He promptly kissed me again, right in front of every-one.
�Oh, Michelle,� said Susan Brown as she went byme in her white dress, her beau draped all over her.�You and your man should get a room, shouldn�tyou?�
I had a job to do. I had photos to take and stories towrite. Alan�s arm was around me as I took pictures,everyone smiling at me. He helped me with the pic-tures I took. I danced the garter dance with him. Alanknelt in front of me and ran his hands up my ener-gized, femmy leg all the way to my stocking and mygirlie garter which he took off. I shuddered in plea-sure as he wore it on his arm as a memento of me, hisProm date.
All the girls were giggling as the music stopped.The guys got to do it again to our other leg, being toldto take their time and do it right this time by the bandleader. I think it took Alan the whole two minutes tofind my garter, to caress my thigh and slowly take mygarter from my trembling body.
We kissed, as boy and girl, while we waltzed. I gaveup entirely thinking I was anyone else but Michelle.My date danced with me into the wee, small hours ofthe morning, hugging and kissing me betweendances. It was a Cinderella evening, I thought, surethat someone, sooner or later, was going to tell Alanjust who he was clinching and lip-locking with. Butno one did. We took Bonnie and David home, to her
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house. They went in together, waving goodnight to usas Alan drove me home.
�Let�s get in the back seat,� Alan suggested as wedrew up in front of Jane�s. �It�s much more comfort-able.� I could guess what for. I didn�t want the won-derful, femmy night to end; so I went with Alan on theback seat. I felt so totally weird as I let him lie on topof me as Jane does. I let him kiss me and decide whatwe should do as Jane does. The funny thing was thatI didn�t stop at all as I should have. I didn�t stop hishands getting inside my clothes.
I knew that a man was going to touch me sexually,and I didn�t stop him. I just went completely tingly allover. When Alan wanted me to touch him, I knew itwas what girls like me were doing all over the townwith their boy friends and escorts. As Bonnie hadwhispered to me, �We girls have to pay for the won-derful night we�ve had. We have to please our men!�
I shouldn�t have let Alan penetrate me. But hewanted to so badly. �I want you as a woman,� hewhispered to me. �I want to be inside my woman.�And with all the pleasure I was getting from his ca-resses of my legs and panties as well as all the kisses,it really wasn�t very much to lift my dress, move mylegs a little wider around him. Then I was beingrocked on a man�s penis just like a girl. It was thefirst time I�d ever touched a man like that. No, I didn�tcount Dave�s fondling me. This, with Alan, was reallybeing a woman; and I wanted to be one. It was so ex-citing to arouse a man, to make him so frenzied, so inlove with me as a female. Shaking all over in terrifiedecstasy, I assisted him in every womanish way Icould. Afterward, he kissed and stroked me andwhispered how wonderful a girl I was. What a fantas-tic night it was!
The girls were right. I did need another pair ofpanties. Alan wanted mine as a trophy of our nighttogether. He wasn�t disappointed at all that I was aboy-girl. He said he was thrilled as he rose to the oc-casion.
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In bed later, with Jane beside me, I knew I musthave been out of my mind�but it was so fantastic ashe told me he loved me, Michelle! I remembered roll-ing up, my legs around Alan and letting him pene-trate me as if I was a woman. I recalled with a shud-der the soft folds of my dress all about me as Ibounced and tugged at him desperately.
I promised Alan he could date me as his girlfriend�while telling myself all the time that I wasjust doing this for the story Jane and I were writing! Ipromised to go to a hotel room with him next time. Idemurely, girlishly, told Alan I loved him � he mademe feel so much like a woman - which pleased my�boyfriend� no end. Yes, I was now a real Raybold Val-ley boy-girl.
If the light in the house hadn�t gone on, and Janehadn�t come to look for me, I�d probably have goneback to his lodgings with Alan and made love withhim for much, much longer. I really wanted to, butJane called and I obeyed.
I had to finish the layout of the paper the next dayand hurry it in to Brian, yawning all the time after thenight I�d had. �You and Bonnie both have smiles onyour faces today,� groused Brian. �Amid all theyawns. I guess you both had a good time at the Promlast night. You sure cost us enough with your gowns.You should be like her.�
Brian smirked as he pointed to the new picture ofKelly Rogers on the back page. She was pictured fromthe rear, nude. �Come and see ALL of Kelly atRaybold�s leading nightclub� read the slogan of the adfor the Roxy.
Denise, I noticed, had made the ads as MissFranco, April, while there were two beautiful, classygirls in the Amadeus ad. Ashley looked so sweet inher gown as a member of the house band, while Me-lissa Nader, whom I�d never heard of, was shown as�guest artist�.
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Transformers had its usual transformation mira-cle, Herbert to Elizabeth, and a lovely picture of asweet girl I recognized, Teddy Miller, who was�Amanda� at the Prom. Yes, I knew her. She had beenthe one coming out of the Flower Garden, huggingher escort so intensely, her makeup all mussed, gig-gling her way into the Ladies� Room. I�d passed herwith Alan and thought smugly how I was going tolook just the same in a little while.
I had to read Tania�s column to figure out the topdisplay ad on the back page. It was the Gary DaviesShow. A blonde, sexy Gary was shown at the micro-phone while a line of white frilly petticoats and blackstockings and garters showed a chorus line of danc-ers. It was the name of the club that was new.
�The new club, �The Jaundiced Eye�,� Tania wrote,�opened this month on Lower Glass, and who betterto open the cabaret than Gary Davies! I had to blinktwice when I met �Gary� this time. He is definitelyblonder, softer, more shapely than I recall from his�Gary and Pete� days.
��Yes, I�ve had some work done,� Gary admitted,meeting me in his�or I should say �her��dressingroom. He wore his day clothes, a lovely grey-skirtedensemble with a pink blouse. �It�s nice of you to no-tice.�
�Well, who wouldn�t? Watching Gary in his imita-tion of Cristina in the show-stopping, Voulez-vouscoucher avec moi? the other girls in the show doingimpersonations of Pink, Lil Kim and others, is incred-ible! It�s so real! Gary, of course, has the body and thevoice.
�It seems incredible that Gary can imitate Mariah,Cristina, and Beyonce so accurately. The six dancerswith Gary provide us with Can-Cans, Apache dances,and modern dancing that would have them winningthose reality shows on TV to find America�s next greatdancer. Definitely a four star show at the �Eye�!
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�Amadeus has finally branched out and brought inits first guest, pianist Michael (Melissa) Nader. Me-lissa�s Chopin Nocturnes remind me so much ofBarenboim who, Melissa gushed to me, was her fa-vorite. With the house band, a chamber quartet, atasteful, wonderful, satisfying evening.�
I couldn�t have said it better myself, I thoughtdreamily, of my evening with Alan Farrell.

Volume 24 Issue No. 10 16 June
Alan still hadn�t phoned when Jane went out on acall about a car chase through the city. I�d justworked up enough courage to call my first male loverwhen Jane called me back, wanting me to record thestory she said was going to be our lead story in June.She was right.
�It was just another routine bust for Deputies LoisWright and Josie Lyon,� Jane said. She had to stopand laugh many times in her story and repeat to gether words clear. �The campsite between Slayton andUpper Raybold, empty for upgrading, is where thiscouple in the car were going at it pretty hard, accord-ing to police audio and video recordings. Thewoman�s bare legs were high in the air and visiblefrom the back seat.� I had nervous visions of Alanand me and someone recording what we�d been do-ing.
�The deputies, Lois and Josie,� Jane carefullyenunciated their names and giggled, �intended onlyto warn the pair, but their approach was noticed.There was a scramble in the parked car. Suddenly ittook off towards Slayton. Speeds reached over 140mph as Lois and Josie called for help.
�The car, trying to hide in Raybold back alleys, wasfinally intercepted by Sheriff Joanne Conan as itstopped to let out a half-naked woman.
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�To the surprise of the sheriff, the woman wasGiselle McKenzie, the first female officer employed bythe Valley Sheriff�s department.
�Her companion, former Councillor Tom Wayne,member of the Morality Party, was arrested aftercrashing into Sheriff Joanne�s cruiser. Wayne de-manded that Giselle be arrested as well, accusing herof fraud and sexual misconduct as she wasn�t a realwoman!
�This �female� officer,� laughed Jane, stressing thequote-unquote as she said
�female�, �was employed to search female prisonersin prison. Joanne Conan arrested Giselle (though notfor defrauding Tom Wayne), interring her with maleprisoners, as it was a �very serious� matter.
��Likely, we�ll now have to have gender tests for po-sitions such as hers,� said Sheriff Joanne Conan.
�The headline,� Jane said, �has to be �Valley CopCaught Having Sex�, �She�s Not the Girl We ThoughtShe Was,� �First Female is Just Another Man�, some-thing like that. Oh, I�ve got marvellous pictures ofGiselle in a short slip, her panties the only otherthing she�s wearing, being arrested by Josie Lyon,who looks really cute, Michelle�nearly as cute asyou. It must be a woman in uniform!�
�No, Dave is not getting the front page,� Jane saidto me when she came in later for the editorial confer-ence. �Over my dead body. Not with this story to run.Hello, what�s uncle in a suit for?�
We went into the publisher�s office where Dave,Tania and Bonnie were already assembled. Susanscooted in with letters that she put on Brian�s desk.As soon as she was gone, Brian looked around the ta-ble at each of us. He looked me all over in my busi-ness skirt and light-blue silk blouse, and shook hishead. I thought I was in trouble and squirmed in mysilk undies as I crossed my legs in my stockings,
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which Jane said I must wear even though it wassummer.
�Well, here it is,� said Brian J. Carpenter. �I�m notgoing to edit this newspaper any more. You�ve allbeen covering for me this last year and more, haven�tyou? So, from now on, my niece, Jane Edwards, is tobe editor of The Queen of the Valley. There�ll be a no-tice to that effect in this month�s paper.�
Brian turned. Tania stood to hug him with tears inher eyes. Jane looked shocked as she hugged her un-cle. He patted her back. He did the same to Bonnie. Ithink he�d forgotten she was a boy-girl. She was sopretty with her swept-back hair and clear skin, it waseasy to see why any man would mistake her for awoman.
Brian shook hands with Dave who said, �We�re go-ing to miss you, sir.� Then it came to me. Brian didn�tknow what to do. I shivered as I rose but, suddenly,Brian seized me, hugging me as if I was a woman likeTania, Jane and Bonnie.
�Michelle, my girl,� he said gruffly. �I really appre-ciate all those words you wrote for me that you didn�tbelieve at all. Now, you work for Jane. You do thesame for her and you�ll always have a job here as agirl reporter. Hmm, I could go on holding Michelle forquite a while, Jane. Why aren�t all women as wonder-fully fragrant as her?�
We all laughed at that but I was teary-eyed, too. Igot the final smile from the old man as he picked uphis hat and walked out. We didn�t see him in the of-fice again until he sold the paper, but that was a longway into the future.
�Goshdarnit, boss,� said Dave to Jane. �What dowe do now?�
�Same as always,� said Jane. �I write the editorial.Dave, you�ve got the Court House and the Earl Daviestrial. Michelle has layout and Tania, entertainment. Iwant it all to Michelle and on my desk, Michelle, yes-
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terday. Bonnie, you and Michelle have been workingon the Prom. I want the extra pages on my desk, asfar as you�ve got, with all the things back in that myuncle edited out. We�re going to tell the truth, every-one, and report everything. No more hiding storiesfrom the Valley. Got that, Dave?�
Dave looked startled. I�m sure he was trying towork out just what he�d done. �Yes, boss,� he said.
�Oh, and Saturday night is still on,� said Jane witha smile. �You and Murray can pick Michelle and meup in your boyfriend�s Rolls. No point having it, isthere, unless you flaunt it?�
Tania was grinning openly as Dave gave Jane anawful grimace. Bonnie was staring at him in opensurprise. I don�t think that Tania had warned her yetabout Dave as she�d warned me�about how his be-ing gay didn�t make Bonnie safe in any way.
�We, we have a date for Saturday?� I said to mygirlfriend after the room had cleared out.
�You�ll like Murray,� Jane said with a nod. �He�sgay but a really nice guy. The two of you should hit itoff together really well.�
�Me and a gay guy?� I croaked.
�Why not?� laughed the woman who always saidshe was my girlfriend.
Bonnie came back with the layout we�d made. �Weset this up in three columns per page,� said Bonnie,almost immediately picking up on the odd vibe be-tween Jane and me. Her long, pointed fingernailpointed out the heading we�d used that scrawledacross the pages, �This Year�s Prom �- SpecialYear-End Report�. Both of our names were in theby-line.
�We can change this,� said Bonnie hurriedly asJane frowned. �We had the pictures like this on theoutsides and text down the center column. Of course,we identify each girl and her escort.�
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�It�s all right, Bonnie,� said Jane with a smile. �Ilike the way it�s set out. I don�t see any pictures of youor Michelle, though. I do hope you enjoyed yourselfthat evening. I know that Michelle had a gay oldtime.�
Bonnie gave Jane a funny look. She�d caught thesnide, bitchy remark, I should say, but then Janewas the only woman in the room. I suppose she wasentitled to be the bitch.
�Th-This is Debbie Allen dancing with DickRenner, S-Susan Brown in the background,� saidBonnie, staring at the first picture. �Michelle thinksthat we should change this second picture because itshows them again in a Clinch Dance. The girls be-hind are Tanya Butler and Janette Davison with theirdates.�
�Are any of these real girls or women?� asked Jane.Bonnie had to look all the way over to a picture on thesecond page. There, we�d caught Donna Gardner in atango with her escort, John Stevens, thebanker�owner of the JSGroup bank, and TomBeman�s campaign manager. I frankly found it amaz-ing he�d be at such an event as the Prom, and asDonna Gardner�s date. I knew the man had kids anda wife somewhere. I couldn�t think why he�d be hold-ing Donna and smiling at her as if she was a woman,especially in front of Estelle Gardner, Jane Edwards�sister.
�She�s the only real woman,� said Bonnie, indicat-ing Jane�s sister. I was surprised. I�d thought we�dcaught a few real girls by accident.
�Good, good,� said Jane, smiling and encouragingBonnie with her touches that I could see that Bonniedidn�t really appreciate. �Oh, that pretty teacherwho�s so surprised to be dipped by that man she�sdancing with. I know her, don�t I?�
�That, Leonard Charles, Miss Charles now,� said ablushing Bonnie Helman. It wasn�t she who ought to
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be embarrassed, I thought angrily, at male teachersmaking such fools of themselves at the Prom.
�And the lovely Donna,� said Jane sarcastically. �Ilove those high heels she�s wearing. The Grads pre-sented her with flowers, did they?� She was readingthe caption and studying Donna�s cocktail dress,showing cleavage as the tiny straps went over hershoulders. John Stevens had his hand on her backand she was smiling, her mouth a very definite red.On the tango picture, I�d written, �Watch out, Donna!That�s his wife, Estelle Edwards-Gardner, watchingfrom the sidelines!�
�We can take that out,� Bonnie said as Jane read italoud.
�Oh no,� said Jane with a smile. �That comment isjust perfect!�
We had pictures of the blonde, womanly GaryDavies, who had sung so well with the members of asenior school band, the Deaf Lizards�all boy-girls,despite what their name might have implied. Theyplayed in their prom dresses and looked so good.
Bonnie had pictures of all the teachers. They allwore huge white bows at the back of their hair. Iwouldn�t have recognized Shanks and Letman, norCharles, for that matter, though I�d been taught byall of them. A year as female teachers and they wereall absolutely perfect in their roles, I thought. Theywere speaking and smiling as if they were women.Each, like Ms. Gardner�Donna, that is�had escortsjust as I�d had Alan Farrell.
I was going to phone him, I decided. It was ridicu-lous that he didn�t phone me. I didn�t care if he saidI�d have to pay him to go out with me. I could afford topay for a new gown in Melanie�s that Bonnie and Ihad drooled over at lunch the day before. It wouldcost more than Alan�s fee for an evening, with the bo-nus. Oh, he�d earned his bonus for sure, and wouldagain, I promised myself.
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�These four girls were on the football team?� askedJane with a giggle. The caption did read, ��We wouldhave been this year�s linebackers!� says NatalieSimpson.�
�Oh,� Jane went on. �I recognize these last namesfrom the uniforms last year!� She clapped her handsin delight as she looked at Stephanie Orloff, a red-head with long flowing hair over her bare shoulders,and Michelle Dorton, a smaller blonde in a shortcocktail dress that showed off her stiletto heels andnice, slim legs.
Third was Grace Wilson, a brunette with her hairpiled high on her head in an old-fashioned beehive.With her long earrings and long neck, the style reallysuited her and the long white dress she wore. Shewas holding Natalie Simpson�s hand, their finger-nails showing off the manicures they�d had at Trans-formers where I�d seen them, giggling together, tryingto get their strapless evening gowns to stay up.
On the outside page, I�d placed a picture of SallyKarlsen on �the most thrilling night of my life!� Shewas the subject of her mother�s letter in October. Wecaught her, smiling into the adoring face of her date,Brad Williams, the quarterback of the last Tysonfootball team.
�I�m with the most beautiful girl at the Prom,� Bradtold us, telling us to print that as we proposed to do.�I�ll remember how sweet Sally is for the rest of mylife.� I think that they�d been in the Flower Garden,the way that they were hugging and holding eachother. We took the picture we�d chosen of Sally andher beau.
Of course, we had to have a picture of Helen Col-lins, also known as George Danson, who started theprotest at Tyson. She was in the arms of her boy-friend, Ronald Brinkmeyer. As she went by us, shewaved to me and said, �See, Michelle! Now I�m legallyat school in a dress!� It was such a lovely dress aswell, with a tight green bodice and long, sweeping,gauzy skirts over green silk. I�d have loved to have
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worn it. Bonnie said the same to me with a gigglewhen we met and compared notes.
As a parting tip to the last article, we had a shot ofMelinda Wells and Steve Bishop heading off in hisconvertible to an aftergrad party at the Surteeshouse. �Orgy House tonight,� Debbie Allen said to meas she passed by me with her boyfriend in tow.
�Did every girl in town get bonked last night by herdate?� I asked Bonnie. She blushed and nodded atme.
�It�s been a tradition long before I went to Tyson,�she said. �That�s why I didn�t go. No one ever thoughtof all the boys, and how many of us were still virgins,as older guys moved in on the girls in my class.�
�I hope David remedied that situation,� I said toher. Bonnie was scarlet as she nodded to me andwhispered that it had been so wonderful at last.
�You never bonked a boy before Prom Night?� Iasked her. Bonnie laughed at me.
�I don�t quite know what you mean by �bonked�,�Bonnie said, looking cute and girlish with her whiteteeth on her red, bottom lip. �But I wouldn�t say Ibonkedmy boyfriend. He�s the one who bonkedme!�
�So you�re not a virgin any more,� I said. Bonnienodded enthusiastically and seemed most happy.
�You aren�t either,� Bonnie said, laughing at me. Ihad to agree with that, though I didn�t tell her thatAlan Farrell had been my first as well. We girls haveto have some little secrets from each other. I was go-ing to be going out again soon with Alan, I knewit�though I didn�t quite know when.
Jane read what we�d written about the Prom andhad us listen. �Principal Donna Gardner promisedthis year would be a Prom to remember,� she read,inserting �Don� I noticed in our writing and puttingbrackets around �Donna�.
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� �Yes, I did expect the Dress Code to be gone andthe Protest to be over when I said that,� Donna told usin her well-modulated, contralto voice. (Jane hesi-tated and then changed the �her� to a �his�.) �But in theend, it was no great hardship for my staff and me toco-operate with Students� Council to make Prom thebest it could be.�
�Did the Students� Council insist that teachers allbe female dressed? (Bonnie must have asked Donnathat, as I didn�t.) �That wasn�t a hardship for teacherslike my wife,� Donna said.
�Romance seemed to be in the air as the two hun-dred and fifty couples threw themselves into theparts of gentlemanly escorts and femininely dressed,demure debutantes. There was a lot of smooching onthe dance floor, and even more in the Flower Garden,which every girl visited more than once with her es-cort.
�Linda Emerson, the Students� Council President,told us that. �We�re keeping score,� she said. �Everygirl is going to get her proper girlfriend experience to-night. We�ve made the men we�re employing promisethat.��
Oh! I thought. So, when Alan came on to me, heknew I�d let him have a few kisses at least, or he�dhave been in trouble with Linda. She�s a very deter-mined girl. I wouldn�t like her to be mad at me. Shereminds me a lot of Jane.
�Even the would-have-been football team got intothe act,� I�d written. �Steve Orloff was gorgeous in agold Gagliano original, evening gown while NateSimpson was most adventurous in a strapless, blackdress with a slit to show off his stockings and garters.
��I never thought I�d be at the Prom as a girl,�squeaked Natalie Simpson, �but this is so incredible.My girl friend, Linda, has been prepping me since lastyear! I�m a little jealous of her with Sam Bears, butthen she told me how envious she is of my escort,Andy. He�s been so nice, so attentive. And he wants

Page - 59

RELUCTANT PRESS



me to go with him to the Aftergrad at the Garth!Linda�s told me to go so long as I�m not jealous of herkissing Sam, as she�s sure Andy will be kissing me alot. I�m sort of worried about that. I mean, what ifAndy doesn�t like me kissing him? I don�t know howto kiss another guy!�
�Later, Natalie in the Flower Garden was clingingto Andy, and seemed to be having no difficulty at allin kissing another guy.�
Jane smiled at the pair of us. �What a note to endon!� she said. �Oh, this coverage is going to drawhundreds of letters. Yes, we have to print this just asit is. And all the pictures. I don�t care if it costs us alot more. We�ll add a page and increase our run byanother two, three thousand. I�m sure when peopletalk about the Prom coverage, they�re going to wanttheir own copies!�
Bonnie left us happily to arrange for the pictures.�This thing on Saturday,� I said to Jane.
�Michelle,� said Jane, setting down her pen. �Thisis not us at home now, is it? This is us at work, andhere, my girl, we work. You have the layout. I want tosee Dave�s story about the Davies trial before we printit. It does involve one of our oldest and most re-spected families, the Quinlans. Now, get on with it,girl. We�ll talk about Dave and Murray when we gethome. But for now, it�s work time.�
I had a hard time squeezing in all the requestsfrom our advertisers. Transformers had its usual ad,but they were now advertising �escort services�. Iwondered what type, thinking of Alan, and whether Idared to phone him on work time. Marcia looked sofantastic in the Transformers ad, so much prettierthan dowdy Mark.
Melanie�s was featuring Josie Lyon and AndreaMay, the pair getting more feminine and rounded inevery picture I saw of them. Rayburn Stores hadPamela Harris featured in their ads. She was a prettyMiss Del Monte at Christmas as a model. Rayburn�s
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promised his and her dressing rooms and guaran-teed privacy. I liked the dress Pamela was wearingand thought of going there. I knew Bonnie would loveto go shopping with me.
The Princess River Resort was hiring �all kinds� ofstaff. �Must be able to work with the transgendered�said their latest classifieds. Jaspers, the unisex hair-dressing salon, was running its cute ad again, withpictures of Ron in the morning and Veronica in theafternoon.
As expected, the letters focused on the nude pic-tures of Kelly Rogers we�d allowed in the Roxy ads inthe last paper. �That advertisement for Kelly Rogerswas way out of line,� wrote Dave Berlin. �This sup-posed family newspaper of yours is too raunchy forme. Cancel my subscription!�
Sandy Lewis, I couldn�t make out if it was a man ora woman, loved the picture. �Loved the fabulous adfor Kelly in your paper,� she or he wrote. �You�re sobrave to have run it! Kelly is just gorgeous. I hope shefinds her real man, really soon.�
Jan Trevors was annoyed, I think. �My son sneaksoff with the paper to read your Entertainment sec-tion,� Jan wrote. �He doesn�t seem to realize thatthere aren�t any real females in those pictures youpublish. No wonder we are really �Queens� of the Val-ley these days.�
Ralph Taylor wanted to know why we kept on omit-ting the Letters section of the paper. �I want to tellyou how much I admire you bringing all the issues ofthe day forward. I like to read the goofy opinions ofpeople in the Valley, though. It�s like having a Comicssection in your paper. And no, Kelly Rogers is toobeautiful not to be in your paper as she is. I loved thepicture in your last issue. It�s pinned to my officewall.�
Later, Jane added a note that we had had twelveletters about Kelly Rogers, three opposing us runningthe Roxy ad, only one of which could be published.
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The other nine were in favor of The Queen publishingthe ad.
Tania�s column matched the new ad for the MitziTheater, which was re-opening as a dinner theater.Of course they had a large ad, and Tania�s review wasjust what they�d expect on the entertainment page.
�Dinner theater returns to the Valley this summerwith the grand opening of the Mitzi Theater on SandStreet,� Tania wrote. The first offering is from a localplaywright, Everett Stewart. Find The Lady is clearlybased upon some of the bizarre events we�ve beenseeing in the Valley lately.
�Arnie (Ed Reece) is an actor who has a part in aplay but can�t find lodgings. Dashing to an appoint-ment, he has to change into drag for a brief appear-ance as one character in the two-man play he�s doingwith Charlie (Franklin Smith). The hard-of-hearinglandlady rents her place to Mrs. Armstrong. That�swhen the farce becomes a romp as the boys realizethe mistake and seek to deceive Arnie�s new land-lady.
�Arnie and Charlie are in and out of drag as a vari-ety of female characters, and play their parts withverve and energy. The preview audience laughed riot-ously at all the swipes at our Valley politicians andpolitical parties. Complications arise as the land-lady�s son becomes enamored of �Mrs Armstrong�.
�Are kisses exchanged? Of course, which shockedsome in the audience, but it�s always played forlaughs as Mrs Armstrong spits in a bucket after eachkiss. By the last act, the spittoon is overflowing.
�Light, not overpowered by plot, the play is a vehi-cle for two excellent comic actors. The play was com-missioned by Reece, who drew in his New York friendfor this summer-long performance. Given the dinnerand alcohol that Ken and I consumed, this was an ex-cellent way to spend an evening. We were saying thatwe could easily go back and see it again!�
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The column was easy to arrange. Kelly Rogers� adwas just a head shot this time, while Jackie Ray andBobbi Jones didn�t need big displays, just theirnames. Gary Davies had the brashest ad, with theCan-Can dancers lifting their legs so high to show offtheir panties and black stockings, while Gary lookedso feminine in a thin dress that showed off what hadto be real breasts. Franco�s featured a blonde,Sunny, who in profile, had a chest that was muchlike the one that Gary Davies was showing.
I tried to tell Jane that I didn�t want to go out withDave Richardson. I didn�t want his hands on me atall. �You have Murray,� said Jane sweetly. �It�ll tickDave off to no end, you know. He�s been trying to getinto your panties all spring and summer. He likes hisgirls to be virgins, and knows you qualify, sweetMichelle. Oh dear,� she smiled wickedly as Ire-crossed my dark-stockinged legs nervously.
�What?� I asked her.
�You and Alan Farrell,� Jane said. �He did thathelpless, hapless student act with you, didn�t he? Ishould have warned you. Oh well, Dave probablywon�t mind that you�re not a virgin boy-girl any more.Murray won�t care.�
�I�m not going out with a guy,� I told Jane angrily.�I don�t care if he�s gay or not.�
�Yes, Michelle darling,� said my girlfriend smugly. Iknew I wouldn�t get out of it. I�d be going out withDave and his roommate, Murray on Saturday.
I read Jane�s editorial with the announcement thatshe was editor. She wrote all about Giselle McKenziein her first editorial. �Lacey Smith, her lawyer, de-fended Giselle�s indefensible deception as an �error injudgment�,� wrote Jane.
�Now Giselle might, as she tearfully claimed in herinterview outside the Court House, be a woman inthe future. We�ll have to take his-her word for it. Onething is clear, however. Giselle is not a woman now.
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�The worst part of this tawdry affair is the conductof former Councillor Tom Wayne. Would the policehave discovered Giselle on their own? Would Waynehave run from the deputies, not even slowing enoughto allow Giselle to dress herself, if he hadn�t knownshe was a man?
�The police report is clear. Wayne ratted out andsought to blame Giselle. Giselle, honey, your �error injudgment� was not in being dishonest about yourgender. It was in ever going out with a man like TomWayne in the first place! That�s why we feel suchsympathy for Giselle, don�t we, Ladies of the Valley.She�s learned the first lesson of being a woman. Allmen are rats!�
Jane looked at me. I knew what she was thinking. Iflushed as I hoped she couldn�t read that I was think-ing of Alan Farrell, what I�d done with him in the backof his car, right outside the house where Jane waswondering why I wasn�t there in bed with her.
Dave brought in his copy of the Davies trial oncomputer disk. �This is all you�re waiting for in orderto publish?� he asked. �Great. Edit this, Michelle,and I�ll treat you to lunch.�
�Jane wants to read it,� I told him. �Here she is.�
�Leave my girlfriend alone, Dave,� Jane told him asshe came out of the stock room where Dave had beenindicating for me to go. �I don�t want her hair andmakeup mussed. She has an appointment at Trans-formers before we go out to celebrate my promotion.You and Murray are buying.�
�We�re going to love it,� said Dave, caressing mearound my thin waist.
I was trembling as I sat down and read that EarlDavies had been given probation. Dave had clipped alarge picture of a lovely, dark-haired girl hand inhand with a boy leaving the Court House. It took me amoment to realize that Kelly Davies and JohnQuinlan were the two boys who�d been kissing on
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Earl Davies� front porch. It didn�t look like KellyDavies was a boy at all.
�Earl Davies,� I read with trepidation at what theresult of this might be for the Valley, �suspendedCEO of Davies-Valley Resort Ltd, pleaded �No Con-test� to charges of assault on his son, Kelly, and onJohn Quinlan, son of the owners of the Valley�s larg-est department store.
�Kelly attended court in a blushing pink suit. Kellyheld John Quinlan�s hand throughout the hearing.Judge Emily Cortwright asked Mr Davies what hethought of Kelly and the way Kelly was dressed.
� �My wife has made me understand,� said a chas-tened Earl Davies, �that I no longer have two sons buta son and a daughter. I�m not really cool with that butwe�re working on it.�
� �What about Kelly�s relationship with JohnQuinlan?� asked the judge. �Do you accept that yourdaughter is quite normal in having a boyfriend at herage?�
� �I couldn�t at first,� admitted Davies. �I still getvery angry when I think of her and Quinlan together.But they�ve been very good. They go up to theQuinlan House to make out. John only has to giveher a little kiss when they get back home.�
�Emily Cortwright asked for reports to be providedto her while placing Davies on probation for thecounts of assault. Kelly Davies and John Quinlan re-fused comment as they left the courtroom together.�
�What do you think?� Jane asked me of Dave�spiece.
�Straightforward. Dry as dust. Factual,� I toldJane.
�Yes,� Jane said thoughtfully. �Dave�s going tohave to get a lot better, isn�t he? I want a more engag-ing piece of writing than this. Watch out for fireworks
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on Saturday night when I tell him what I want.Maybe, you and he are going to switch places.�
Me as the Valley Council reporter? I actually gotexcited thinking about it. I didn�t phone Alan Farrell.I had a lot of making up and thank-yous to sharewith my adorable girl friend and boss.

Volume 24 Issue No. 11 14 July
Dave and our new editor had such an argumentthat we didn�t double date that Saturday. The Prin-cess Lake resort had its marvellous opening on thefirst, July weekend�and for the first time ever, I,Michelle Little, got the front page to record the fabu-lous opening. Dave was really ticked off at that. Hehad another furious argument with Jane about meand how I couldn�t take his place.
He stomped out when Jane couldn�t resist tellingDave that I was twice the man he was and could re-place him any day. I didn�t care for the look on Dave�sface but I smiled at him, acting like the boss�s girl-friend, acting thrilled about what it meant for a girlreporter like me.
Such was the hype generated by Eloise Waters andher staff that we actually had to have traffic control atthe River Bend tollgate and entrance into the resort. Itried to capture the fun and excitement in my report-ing but I think Tania did it better thanme. She�s usedto writing such pieces.
My front-page story had the headline PrincessRiver Resort a �Great Success� with a sub-heading�Crowds flock to opening weekend�. Then there it was,my by-line, �Michelle Little � Princess River�.
�Maybe a lot were just sightseers, but the openingof Princess River Resort attracted massive crowds ofjubilant, party-going girls and boys,� I wrote, �clog-ging the partially built Valley Tollroad for hours! Thatonly meant that the party began on the road, where
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strolling musicians entertained the crowd. Many did-n�t want to leave the music, to go into the resort.
�But they were sure glad they did when they got inthere! The �Princesses on Parade� along the RoyalRoad is spectacular, with over 20 gorgeously dressedprincesses on floats slowly parading along the route,stopping every so often to present a little play involv-ing rescues by handsome princes, frog-costumedyoung men being transformed by kisses, all theschmaltz that we girls have grown up with and loveso much.
�It was a thrill a minute for the milling crowds! As afinale to the Parade, the lovely princesses come downfrom their floats, swirl in their lovely dresses, vamp-ing the crowds before their attendants lead them intothe Charming Marquee.
�Eloise laughed as she was questioned about prob-lems. �We could still use more hosts,� she said. �Whenwe have a convention, like our opening one, oftransgendered people, they do first love all our lovelyhostesses, so many of whom are just like them. But,after the nighttime shows and pageants, anyone in athousand-dollar gown needs a male companion tocomplement her.
��Luckily, a lot of our local girls have recruitedwhat we call �studs�, for us. We have managed to fillour quota this weekend. But we can use a hundred totwo hundred more hosts, whom we can train to givemanly service to different kinds of girls who comehere for the holiday of their lives!� �
Eloise also told me that over six hundred Valleyresidents had started at the resort at first but thatnumber was now over one thousand employees, a lotof them part-time.
�I didn�t want to step all over Tania�s column,� Isaid to Jane who nodded.
�Good lead-in,� Jane said. �I love this picture of theprincesses, Sally Karlsen and this Martina King. Is
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he, she, as stunned as she looks in your picture?How can you describe the bathing beauties in thebackground as male participants in the weekend?�She smiled.
�Because that�s what they are,� I said to Jane, whoknew that all along of course.
�I�m printing a letter from Sally�s mother,� grinnedJane, �about the Prom, inside the paper, which leadsinto that very well. And I�m adding Bonnie�s little arti-cle about the crowds in the city on the front page.�
I shuddered. �Is it a good idea to upset Dave asmuch as you are?� I asked her.
Jane smiled. �Just as you did, my sweetie,� shesaid to me, putting her arm about my silky, veryfemmy blouse. �He�s having to learn who�s the boss ofthe newspaper, now my aunt�s flipped Uncle Brianinto the nursing home.�
�I�m sorry to hear that,� I said as Jane put herhand on my stocking and wanted to stroke my thighsunder my dress. Bonnie saved me as she had, often,in the last few weeks.
�I made those corrections,� said Bonnie, approach-ing with a timid smile on her lovely face. I just wishedthat my eyes were so big and beautiful. Just a fewtouches of makeup and Bonnie was a dream! Thebest thing about her was that she didn�t take advan-tage of how pretty she was.
�Read it to us,� commanded Jane.
�The exuberant crowds at Princess River spilledover into Raybold and brought increased businessalong the Raybold Avenue Strip,� said Bonnie, paus-ing, waiting for criticism, and getting none, plungingon.
� �We are doing twice the business of last year,� saidAl Bass, manager-owner at the Garth andSylvester�s.
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� �It�s incredible,� said visitor Al Mankin who cameto Princess River with his transvestite girl friend,Debbie. �All the cops are in drag! You just can�t tell inthe bars if you�re talking to a boy or a girl. Debbie justloves it! Are any of the entertainers here, women? Itdoesn�t seem so! I�m coming here again, with or with-out Debbie!�
�Al Mankin got punched then by the laughingblonde girl on his arm who began kissing right therein the middle of Glass Street. No one did anything butcheer them on. We�re so used to that, after the lastyear we�ve had. We�re really making thetransgendered from out of state feel right at home!�
�Oh, I love that,� responded Jane immediately.�Dave Richardson couldn�t write a piece like that.Only girls like us��I had to shiver as she includedBonnie and me in her definition of �girls� with her-self��can write such nice pieces. Great, Bonnie! Itwill be a companion piece to Michelle�s on page one.�
Bonnie looked very pleased. Tania came in then.�The sorority is meeting?� she asked with a giggle.�And I�m not invited any more?�
�We just put the front page to bed,� said Jane. �Ihope you�ve got the back page sewn up as well, Tania.Michelle left the entertainment news from PrincessRiver up to you!�
�Great!� enthused Tania, hugging me as shepassed by to lay her copy, and the entertainment ads,on the desk in front of Jane.
The ad column was dominated by PRINCESSESON PARADE. The pictures of Debbie Allen, KarenHolcomb and Helen Collins were superb. The prin-cesses were in ball gowns and bejewelled, bewiggedand primped as if they were Barbie Dolls. Theylooked as if they were loving it. I�d have loved it, Ithought, quivering, if I�d been in their places.
�Join our guests nightly� was one line below theirpictures. �Local girls make twenty lovely princesses�
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said another line before the Princess River Resort ad-dress was presented. �Dancing with PrinceCharmings until two� read the last line of the ad.
There was only room for one more ad on the page.That was for the Mitzi Theater. Find The Lady was�held over for a second smash month�. Tania wasagain quoted: �The preview audience laughed riot-ously - and I do mean that.� The image of the actorswas different with one in male attire kissing the handof the other as a female. Ed Reece, as the woman,looked as horrified as I do when Dave tries to kiss me.
�Wow! Absolutely splendiferous! Fireworks!� Taniahad started her column and I was green with envy ather writing. �Big Band Swinging with AmadeusStrings in Support! Roadways and walkways linedwith long-tressed, heavily made-up, bejewelled,gowned Queens! It was the perfect setting for Prin-cesses on Parade.
�The princesses were all delicate, charming,pretty, epitomes of girlhood. To see them dancingwith their twenty handsome princes on the floor ofthe Charming Marquee was a sight of beauty and en-joyment I�ll never forget.�
�You�re taking me tonight,� said Jane with a smileto me, Michelle. �Want to come?� she asked Bonnie,who smiled brightly and nodded.
�The fact that every one of the princesses is male,�Tania�s text went on, with Jane reading it, �in gor-geous gowns, high heels and tiaras, only makes thespectacle that more endearing and thrilling. Or chill-ing, if you aren�t into that.
�Yes, I was sure that I wouldn�t like it. I didn�t. Iloved it all! And I did get asked to dance by my ownPrince Charming on the eighth roundelay, I thinkthey call it. For just a while, as I was whirled aroundthe floor, I felt that I was a princess, too!
�No wonder the crowds have been growing at Prin-cess River! Handsome hosts for all the visitors! After
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a day of being feminized, no wonder the �tourists� Imet were all talking of coming back or of extendingtheir visits. Michelle Little, who went with me, saidhow lucky we were to live in the Valley as we weregiven season passes as members of the Press. Howright my lovely, feminine colleague is!�
I was blushing as Jane finished. Bonnie smiledand nodding at me, while Tania was clapping herhands. �Don�t change a word, Jane!� she pleaded.Jane grinned at her as she wrote �Approved as is� onthe page.
�Now to get Dave moving on what he has to do,�Jane said. �Oh, I have to write an editorial too. I�llwait till I�ve been to the resort before I write anything.I think I�ll have to be the heavy to you lovely youngthings, and point out the flaws you obviously weren�tlooking for.�
But Jane was as enraptured as all of us with Prin-cess River. �Some Good News,� she called her edito-rial. �Yes, we do have good news to report,� she wrote.�The Grand Opening of Princess River was a smash-ing success just as head honcho, Eloise Waters, hadpredicted.� (No mention of Earl Davies and what hehad intended the resort to be, I noticed.)
�With the toll road now under construction andthe �boom� in after-work entertainment, yet anothernight club opening in the Glass Street area, almostevery business in town has a �Help Wanted� sign in itsstore window.
�Such is the tolerance of current owners that gen-der is not a drawback in any kind of work. In shop-ping for a new bra, I was fitted in my favorite bou-tique by Laura, whom I have known as Larry, ababysitter for my younger sister, Melissa. I was fittedmost professionally and expertly as well. I heartilyrecommend Laura at La Fortuna to any woman orgirl who isn�t as perfect as she should be.
�Digressions aside, Youth Employment Officer Syl-via Bennett says that all positions with the Council
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are filled this year after an extensive drive lastmonth. �It�s so much easier to hire someone when wedon�t have gender issues,� said Sylvia, whom I re-member as Stan. I must admit that blonde, elegantSylvia is a vast improvement over Stan. �We havehired every girl graduating from High School. Wedon�t care if there are different types of girls in ourhiring. Until we get complaints, we are working allour girls in similar jobs to those they can get now atPrincess River and along the Strip.�
�Good times, indeed, and we only hope they willlast.�
Underneath the editorial, an ad for the Del MonteSchool caught my eye, as it was intended to. It was apicture of a pretty, pony-tailed girl, all eye makeupand inviting, soft, full lips. �Jacqueline Quinlan, age20, Miss Del Monte�, I read silently and looked at asmiling Jane, watching me.
�This girl is a Quinlan!� I said. �But she was in oneof my classes.�
�Yes,� said Jane. �Take a look at the Quinlans ad atthe end of the Classifieds. See, �our congratulationsto Jacqueline Quinlan, Springtime Miss Del Monte;come and see her in the Hairdressing Salon�.�
�But she,� I stammered, �and her brother��
�Shows why the family is so tolerant of John�s girl-friend Kelly Davies, doesn�t it?� said Jane. �I tried totalk to Bill and Kathy about all this, but they refused.No interviews, and no comment, other than what wesee in the ads they sponsor. But it�s a story we�ll fol-low. I think you or Bonnie should follow it up. I�msure Jacqueline would talk to you girls, but not tome.
�Dave has two reports for this issue,� Jane went onin an abrupt change of pace. �I�m sure he�s going tobe crabby that I�ve put the follow-up to the GiselleMcKenzie story on page two. But the story has fiz-zled. Giselle got a slap on the wrist from Joanne
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Conan and desk assignment. Even Josephine Wyatt,serving as investigating prosecutor, said Giselle�s de-ception was �administrative� since she lives as awoman and thinks of herself as a woman.�
�Why is Josephine Wyatt the prosecutor in thiscase?� I asked.
Jane shook her head. �You think Dave shouldhave mentioned that Giselle is Anne McKenzie�sbrother? No-one�s saying anything about that butthat�s why Anne, our prosecutor, excused herself.�
�The old family network?� I asked.
�Let�s just leave that as Dave wrote it,� Jane saidwith a nod. �It�s not a bad little piece. I had Dave overto the Linton Clinic as well this month. Here, haveyou read this?�
My mouth dropped open as I read that CouncillorSharon Thomas had given birth at the Linton Clinic aweek before. Elizabeth Juliet Thomas �looks likeJulia, thank goodness,� Sharon had said to Dave ap-parently. �Julia is the pretty one in our family.�
Sharon�s parents are accepting the birth very well,according to Sharon, even though, in her wordsagain, �Elizabeth will have two mothers.�
�Grandpa clapped me on the back,� a smiling Dr�Julia� Linton said to Dave as well. �He said he didn�tknow I had it in me.�
�There�s an announcement in the Classifieds,�said Jane. �See. �Both mothers are doing well.� Proudgrandparents, Fred and June Thomas, GaynorRanches.�
I glanced over the page Jane was compiling. LaFortuna had an ad for bras, Jane Fisher�s for wigs,while Transformers was opening up a second store.Steve to Stephanie was another remarkable be-fore-and-after display. Dutton�s, the babysitting ser-vice, that was a long-time user of the Classifieds, had
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an odd wording in its ad, I noticed: �will train youngersisters (of either gender) for first work experiences.�
�If I could just decide on which Letters to use aboutProm,� Jane said crossly, �I�d have this issue done.What would you do with these, Michelle? You�ve donethis before. Help me.�
I read through the huge pile. There were eight inthe little pile I had left.
�We�ve no room for that many!� said an exasper-ated Jane when she saw what I�d done.
�Only this one in full,� I said, smiling as I held upJosephine Karlsen�s letter. �These two in part and therest as a list of one-liners.�
�Oh!� gasped Jane. �Michelle, you�re not onlypretty but you have brains as well, in that lovely headof yours!�
Real compliments always made me feel so good, sofeminine. I put Marisa O�Brien�s letter first. She was asenior from the year that missed its Prom. �Lovedyour Prom report,� she wrote. �But why so many pho-tos of teachers, male teachers at that? Where werethe real girls, as well, who made so many �lineback-ers� into the gorgeous girls they are?�
It was a fair comment and deserved printing, I saidto Jane. She was frowning, but not about JosephineKarlsen�s letter. �You carried a photo of my son, SallyKarlsen, in your Prom Report,� she wrote. �I know Icriticized Sally in an earlier letter to your paper. But Icannot tell you how proud I was when she camedown the stairs in her lovely dress. It was such a joyto get Sally ready for her big date. And Brad Williamswas such a gentleman. Sally and Brad have been dat-ing since the Prom. They look so lovely together.Sally�s also hosting at Princess River this summer.Thank you so much, Tyson girls, for my lovely daugh-ter!�
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�Josephine Karlsen sounds flaky to me,� I saidwith a shiver going through me as I read it again. �Ican�t believe anyone putting all that about Sally outin public.�
�We should be glad they do,� smirked Jane. �Itgives us family stories to print!�
�Can you put anything in your paper that isn�tabout men dressing as women?� a Council workerwrote to us. �I really do get enough of this at workeach day.� Jane had already agreed to withhold theworker�s name to print his, or her, letter, but she�dadded an editor�s note that these were the stories af-fecting all of us at the moment. She was sure it wouldall change in time as fashions change. She just pi-ously hoped that our famed Valley tolerance wouldn�tchange though, ever.
I listed the lines from other letters. NatalieSimpson wrote that she �Loved the Prom issue!� Sheshould. Her picture and a report on her was in thecoverage.
�Hated prom report!� wrote Stan O�Brien.
�Loved the prom issue,� Morgan Smith noted.
�Love the prom issue. More inserts like this in thepaper!� wrote Wendy Ray.
�How about an Entertainment Issue? Illustrated, ofcourse!� asked Mary-Anne Brown.
�There,� said Jane, taking my hands and dancingme around the office. �Now we go shopping for newdresses, my girl. We go out and celebrate. If Dave isstill sulking, we�ll find some other boys to entertainus.�
But when Jane phoned Dave Richardson, as Imade up to be a sister to Jane in our new blackmini-skirts and gold lamé tops, it appeared that Davehad had a change of heart. He and Murray were ontheir way to pick up us girls and take us out for anight on the town.
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Volume 24 Issue No. 12 18 August
Dave was annoyed when Jane told him about thepaper�s lineup of stories. I�d already danced with him,his hands all over me as he hugged me to him on thecrowded floor at the Garth where the �girls� of the Re-vue and Pete Smith were soon to appear.
Murray Painter politely asked me to dance withhim. It was nice in the waltz just to lean against himand not feel I was in a wrestling match. Dave andJane sat out the dance, talking feverishly at the tablewe�d come from. The band picked up the tempo. Iwould have retreated but Murray held onto me, hishand about my slender waist.
�Let�s not go back right away,� Murray said with asmile. �Let�s let them work out their issues!�
Jane was wagging her finger at Dave as I did a littlehustle with Murray. I turned once and suddenly hishands were on my tush, pushing me from side toside. �Sexier, Michelle,� said Murray over my almostbare shoulder, my huge earrings bouncing as I had tomove side to side so much more than I�d ever donebefore. Ooo, dancing as a woman just wasn�t likedancing as a man! �That�s it,� Murray murmured ashe taught me a new way to dance which seemed tolead to a lot of bumping into him and grindingagainst his body.
I was a little perturbed, but several girls I knewsmiled at me as I was dancing. �Oh, Michelle, teachme how to do that!� said Renee. �You look so gooddancing with that guy. Who is he? Your new boy-friend?�
�A friend of Dave�s,� I had to say.
Murray had me drink a little before putting theglasses back on the table where Dave was glaring atJane. �Let�s do the Bump again,� said Murray with a
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grin. So, I went and danced with him and felt sogreat, so girly again, as he taught me moves I�d neverattempted before. Other girls around me were watch-ing me and oohing and aahing as I did grinds. I couldfeel my temperature rising as I thought about what Iwas doing and what I must look like.
�Don�t think about what you�re doing!� Murrayscolded me with a big smile. �Look, the show here isabout to start. How about you and I cut out and gosomewhere where we can keep on dancing?�
Jane was over by the bar talking to Al Bass. Iwaved to her. She gestured to me to go on withouther. So, I left the Garth with Murray and dancedacross the street in my high, high heels, into Franco�sRevuebar where there was nothing else but dancinggoing on. I�d never thought before I�d fit in, especiallyas a girl, on the Revuebar floor! It was all young girlsgyrating there, but I did fit in as a girly girl. Alison,one of the contest winners, came and asked me totake a turn in one of the cages, as I was being pointedout as a �sexy� dancer.
�You are!� Murray laughed at me. He kissed me.Wow, I felt something just zinging right through me.
I couldn�t dance in a cage. I declined. Alison wenton and asked another girl, in black stockings just likemine, a black miniskirt like mine, and long black hairover her top.
�See,� said Murray earnestly. �She�s just as fash-ionable as you, and doesn�t dance half as well.�
�She would if she had your hands on her tush, asyou�ve had yours on mine for the last hour or more,� Itold Murray, wondering if he�d kiss me again. He did,lightly. Ooo-oo, I shivered at the stream of thrills thatwent through me.
�You know I�m gay,� said Murray as we dancedagain together.
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�All the best men are,� I said and wanted to bite mytongue as I realized how flirty I was being withMurray.
I hadn�t asked if Murray knew about me. I just pre-sumed that he was being ironic, letting me know heknew I was Jane Edwards� girl friend, when he�d said,�Ah, Michelle Little, girl reporter.� Surely, I thought,Dave had told his roommate all about me.
�No, Dave and I aren�t an item,� said Murray with asmile on his face as we casually stood by the bar, hisarm about my waist. �He�s far too dominant for me.He�s always the top in any relationship he has. Iguess that�s why he and your roomie are battling.She�s the top lizzie in your relationship, isn�t she?�
�I beg your pardon!� I gasped. Murray leaned overme and kissed me quite firmly on the lips.
�A real submissive.� Murray grinned at me. Hemight have spoken to Bonnie about me. �I can kiss agirl, you know. It�s like kissing another guy to me. It�sjust later on. Only guys turn me on, just as with you,it would be girls.�
�No!� I said to him, trembling at what he thoughtabout me. �Hasn�t Dave told you all about me, andabout him trying to get me in the stock room atwork?�
Murray�s face was a picture of shock and amaze-ment. �You�re that Michelle, Mike Little?� he asked.He actually smacked himself in the forehead. �Gosh,youmust think you�re out dancing with the village id-iot.�
�Oh no,� I said earnestly, squeezing him where myarm rested about him. He got the right message. Oh,the kiss we exchanged then changed everythingabout us. I was on fire. I tried to dance with Murrayas Franco himself came by and told me I had to go ina cage as I was scorching up the dance floor. He evenoffered me two hundred dollars to dance for an hour.
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Murray Painter recovered my purse for me, hisarm about me as if I was a girl, sending thrillsthrough me. We left Franco�s�and ran right into theCapitol News crew being arrested on Raybold Ave-nue. There were all kinds of girls outside Roxy�s, andthe Garth, telling the deputies, Francesca New andCindy Rennie, why the news crew should be arrested.
�There�s Dave,� said Murray, pointing to a familiarfigure. Dave was smiling and charming Sabrina, aboy-girl everyone knew, a waitress at the Garth and asubstitute dancer in the Revue. Sabrina was joinedby others of her friends. Dave was making notes andsmiling as he encouraged the girls to tell him whathad happened.
�You can go with him,� murmured Murray in myear, both his hands about my waist pulling me backagainst him. �Or you and I, Michelle, we could go andget a room at the North for private dancing lessons.�
I froze, knowing exactly what Murray was propos-ing. �But you�re gay,� I whispered back to him, un-able to turn and face him.
�Let�s find out if you are, pretty, feminine,Michelle,� murmured Murray, putting his arm rightaround me. Idiot that I am, I went with him as if I wasin a trance, to the Continental Hotel North where Ihad the most wonderful dancing lesson I�ve ever ex-perienced in my life. And no, said Murray charm-ingly, I, Michelle, was not gay. He, Murray, was muchstraighter than he�d thought he was.
�It takes a good woman to bring it out in me,�Murray said as I let him fuck me. That�s what wecalled it because, as Murray says, that�s what a mandoes to a woman. In time, our kissing led to me writh-ing beneath Murray on the bed, in my panties andmybra. I screamed that at him, begging him to �Fuckme! Fuck me, Murray! Harder! Harder! Faster!Faster!� but Murray only smiled and went at his ownpace. Oh, it was just so absolutely thrilling for me tobe a woman, as Murray seemed to know.
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Murray showed me how everything he�d taught meabout dancing I could do with him in bed. It was sofantastic, all the wiggling and touching I�d done onthe dance floor, I did against him. I aroused him as agirl would her man, as he gently caressed and awokemy agitated male parts. It was so glorious to just letgo and feel him all against me, in me, his hands doingwhat we�d done on the dance floor. I had a definite or-gasm, though I didn�t define it as such until Bonnietold me the following day what it was. I was an �orgas-mic woman� now, she laughed at me, hugging me andwelcoming me to �the club�.
I had tried to pleasure Murray as I was clinging sotightly to him. He�d turned me to face him andpressed me down on our bed. My pantyhose andpanties were somewhere in the room but my legswere high in the air as I was being fucked by Murraywith a tense slowness of style that made me orgasminside and outside again. His hand caressed and di-rected my ejaculations even as he came inside meagain and again.
Murray loved kissing me, loved the way I kissed,loved the way I curled beneath him, loved the way wefitted together. He loved my perfume, loved my pad-ded figure and loved my male equipment. He showedme how to arouse myself and how to arouse him. Thesixty-nine sexual position produced ecstasy for bothof us, but he wouldn�t ejaculate as I did. He turnedme over, remarking how pretty women liked beingfucked. I was a pretty woman with male equipment.That meant I liked it more, being fucked like awoman.
I was too far gone to do anything more than eagerlyfollow Murray�s lead in everything that he wanted todo. He seemed to know that praising me as a womanwas his ticket to arousing me. I was aroused againand again and was Murray�s woman, the first he�dhad in an age, he said. He and I had to have lots moreprivate dancing lessons in the future.
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I promised Murray that he could have me any timehe wanted me, as we went out at midday finally,arm-in-arm, a real sway in my sexy walk. I�d been hiswoman all morning after I woke him. In mymini-dress and laddered panti-hose, showered andre-perfumed, I was so satisfied with what I�d learnedabout myself, that I liked havlng sex as a woman witha man more than I liked it with Jane.
That was when we met Sally Karlsen and Brad Wil-liams, kissing in a nook at the front of the hotel asthey waited for a cab as well. Then, Grace Wilsoncame down with another man, and two other couplesfrom the Tyson Prom, still kissing and hugging as ifthe �girls� couldn�t get enough of the wonderful lovethey had just had, like me, with their boy friends.
�Hi, Michelle,� said Sally Karlsen, coming up for airwith Brad. Then Grace greeted me and the other girlswhom I hardly knew. Our cab came first and so,flushing, hating what the girls were thinking aboutme, probably the same thing I was thinking aboutthem, I got into the cab, sitting first and lifting mystockinged legs in after me. Murray was grinning ashe followed me in, almost crushing me as he kissedme.
Everyone was looking at Michelle Little and herman. I just hoped they weren�t thinking what a slut Iwas as everyone knew, didn�t they, that I was Jane�sgirl friend. It was with regret that I kissed MurrayPainter goodnight at noon and went in to meet Janeto face the music for �cheating� on her with a man.
Of course, she wasn�t there. Jane had had to go tothe state capital to follow up on the story from theprevious night. She didn�t know when she�d be back.I, Michelle, was in charge. I should get on and jolt ev-eryone about writing the next paper. She�d call me onthe next working day.
I should have phoned Murray right away but thephone rang. Bonnie Helman wanted to shop and tosee the Princesses on Parade. Oh, I was going to go
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out with a girl friend. That was thrilling, though notas much as what I�d done the night before.
Bonnie recognized what I�d done right away. �Washe really that nice?� she wanted to know. �You�rewalking on the moon, you know.� She was laughingat me. �That�s what my Mum says to me after Davidand I make love. My Mum always knows.�
�And she�s cool with it?� I asked her.
�She has to be,� said Bonnie practically. �I told herI would as soon as I found the right boy. She knowsI�m exploring my sexuality with David.� She said thelast as if she was quoting a book. �So tell me all aboutit. I really don�t get to share with another girl aboutsex. Please, Michelle, I�ll, I�ll share with you as well.�
So, like the girl friends that we were, Bonnie and Ishared stories about the men who bonked us. I hadto admit that I could compare Murray to Alan Farrell.Bonnie was impressed but she didn�t want anyoneelse but her David. She was in love with him, I couldtell enviously. She had stars in her eyes. She was go-ing to marry him and be his wife. She would never be-tray him, never. Not even the handsome PrinceCharming who was really smitten with her in theCharming Marquee, could tempt Bonnie as minetempted me. So, she kept me chaste for one night ofmy life. And onMonday, we had to get back to work.
Dave Richardson wasn�t answering calls fromJane�s phone, so I went up to the Linton Clinic. Juliaand Janice Long were really excited that they weregoing to be joined by two other doctors in the Clinic,Dr Alice North and Dr Mary Drew, who were �life part-ners�, Julia told me with a smile.
�Lesbians?� I had to ask. The two �women� in the of-fice in front of me looked at each other and smiled.
�No,� said Julia smugly. �They would be more likeyou and Jane, I think.�
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�Oh, like you and Sharon,� I said. Janice laughedhilariously at her working partner.
�She�s got you there,� Janice said, smiling at me.�You�ve forgotten, Julia. Morton Drew has had SRSand is legally Mary now. But they�re still together andso, yes, Michelle, they are lesbians. Alice would sayso. Mary is a gynecologist while Alice will have a fam-ily practice like Julia. And here they are.�
Two women joined us in the office. Alice North wasa slight blonde who smiled at all of us well-made upwomen in the office. �I use my maiden name in mypractice,� she said. �But Mary uses her marriedname, still.�
I gave a little shiver as Alice looked at the lovelywoman beside her who was looking guardedly at me.�Why do we have to get into this as the first order ofbusiness?� she asked crossly.
�You�re right, Mary,� said Julia as the brunettewoman tossed her lovely, styled hair so femininely.�I�m sorry that question came up. My fault, I wordedyour status as life partners badly. Both of these doc-tors,� Julia told me earnestly, �are top doctors, look-ing for a safe place to work, as well as for peace andunderstanding. I hope the Valley will make them re-ally welcome.�
�Oh, we will,� I said, scrambling to get her exactwords in my notes.
�And we don�t mind, do we, darling,� asked Alicewith an impish smile to Mary, �if you mention in yournews story, Michelle, that we are life partners. Wehave been since I married Morton Drew. Nothingchanges that.�
I took their pictures and some of Julia, who Ithought had had breast augmentation, though I did-n�t dare to ask. I�d never seen her looking so soft andwomanly. I had to ask about her baby. She reallysmiled about that and showed me pictures.
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�Her mummy�s little darling,� said Janice, smilingat me.
�Umm, SRS?� I began.
�Is sex reassignment surgery,� said Janice. �Notsomething Julia or I want, nor you, not yet, Michelle,I think. I don�t do that but I do know several excellentsurgeons in the US, Canada and further apart, if youcan travel and afford it. Would you like me to sendyou some literature about the process?�
�No!� I said hurriedly, but I think I�d confirmed thatDr Janice Long was just as much a �woman� as me.
Bonnie came back from Tyson High School where,in another new story, the appointment of a new Prin-cipal for the next year was confirmed by Al Bass,chair of the Council�s education committee.
�I couldn�t believe it,� said Bonnie. �I really didn�tknow what to say. Estelle Gardner is the new Princi-pal, while Donna is going to become a Beautyteacher. I mean, Donna is classy and elegant andclearly knows so much about being a woman, butteaching it? To teenaged girls and boys? They�ll eather alive!�
�She didn�t object to being demoted?� I askedBonnie.
�Oh no,� said Bonnie. �She just sat there with thissweet smile on her face and said that she was �verysupportive� of her wife�s appointment in her place asActing Principal.�
�Estelle was kind of sharp with me, saying there�dbe no difficulties with Donna,� said Bonnie, shakingher head. � �She will work very well under me,� saidEstelle. She said that Donna would make an excel-lent Beauty teacher. I think that was the first timeDonna had heard that it was her.�
�Did you ask about what will happen when theDress Code is lifted next month?� I asked.
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�Estelle laughed at me,� said Bonnie, obviously ag-grieved. �She was so condescending when she toldme not to worry my pretty little head over that one. Ithink that she loved the opportunity to say it to me!
�She said I should interview Lee Charles about herholiday. Estelle said that Lee was delighted to beback in the Valley, wearing her mini-dresses with nohassles. Estelle also said that she�d made it clear toall the staff what she expected of them. If they wore adress last year, they must continue! Which means allthe teachers have to be in dresses for a year as thecase doesn�t even go to court until the second week ofterm!
�She did say that Miss Charles and Miss Gardner,that�s what she called her husband, will be in classthe first day.�
�I saw a note on Jane�s desk,� I said, �that said thatEstelle Gardner was seeking a name change in court,reverting to her maiden name of Edwards.� I thinkJane had got the note from someone in the CourtHouse.
�Figures,� murmured Bonnie as she went off hap-pily to write up the story.
The other part of that note was that Estelle hadalso entered a petition for Don Gardner�s name to bechanged, not just to �Donna� but to �Donna Edwards�as well. I�d have to check with Jane about that as partof Bonnie�s story.
The letters were interesting. Erica Forrester hadwritten, �I was down on Raybold Avenue with my girlfriends when the Capitol News crew came along andstarted filming us. Then, they started asking uswhich of us were boys and which of us were girls. Weignored them but they wouldn�t go away.
�We ran down Brampton Alley but they followedus, telling Wendy, who is real, she looked good indrag. I broke my high heel running from them andsplit my new skirt! That woman only laughed at me
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when I told her to go away. She offered me one hun-dred dollars to point out two boys in drag. I wouldn�tdo it or tell her she was looking at one. Luckily,Franco�s was open! He let me dance in my stockings!Love Franco! Hate television reporters!�
So that�s what it was all about! I wondered whyJane was so long at the capital. I should send the let-ter to Dave to use in his column; but Dave still would-n�t pick up my calls or talk to me.
Another letter was about the school and teachers.�I�ve heard that Miss Shanks and Miss Letman mightnot be back at Tyson,� wrote Caroline Westman. �Andnot Miss Charles, my fave, either! I really don�t un-derstand why. I loved them all as teachers. They werenice to Protester boys as well as to the girls in class.�
Might have something to do with the fact that thethree teachers mentioned are men and don�t want tobe back in dresses in September, I thought, wonder-ing if I should add an Editor�s note to that letter. I didwith a second note to check if we wanted to say that.Jane printed my note as it was.
Blake Morrison had heard this fantastic singer,Miriam McCoy, from outside the Amadeus. �Myfriends say she�s really a man. I don�t believe it. Iheard her. No man can sing that high. Can you tellmy friends they�re wrong?�
I�d have to ask Tania about that one.
I had room for a short letter. Al Mankin provided it,making me shake as I thought about what he was im-plying. �Love your city and paper! Will be back soon,permanently. Al and Debbie Mankin.�
I arranged the Classifieds beside the Letters, allaimed at girls, though several said gender immaterialor will train all candidates, male or female. All posi-tions were being sought, from dancers to waitressesfor a new club in Slayton, I saw. Something else toask Tania about.
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The Transformers ad this month had to be seen tobe believed! It read, �We transform Chuck Sanders,�a long picture of an ordinary guy on the left, �intoChantal, showgirl and stripper at Roxy�s every night.�On the left was this incredible showgirl, busty,shapely in a costume that showed off her long legs inpantyhose, her hair huge and three feet high! Shewas madeup fantastically with long dangling ear-rings at her ears. Her bra�s straps were so thin as sheleant forward, her long gloves making her arms sothin and feminine. She must have been on six-inchheels and she had those feathery things coming fromthe back of her panties.
�We will do the same for the discriminating male,�read the ad. I wouldn�t have minded taking them upon that, I thought. Luckily, Tania came in with an-swers to my questions.
�First,� she said. �Look at this. It�s the same ad aslast week for Princesses on Parade but they�vechanged the pictures. Look at Heather Taylor. Thoseare real breasts, aren�t they? And this MichelleRodway beside her. Look at that dress and that neck-line. Those are a girl�s breasts as she�s not even wear-ing a bra. And Amanda Miller, the third Princess.Look at her silhouette. What self-respecting manwouldn�t want to get their hands on that!�
�They might be�� I began, feeling how my pantiesand bra were tightening on me as well.
�Oh, Michelle,� said Tania crossly. �You�re such avirgin!�
I blushed wildly at that.
�Well, you are,� said Tania. �What you do withJane doesn�t count in keeping that score. We girlsonly count the guys we�ve slept with! Oh, don�t tellme. Dave hasn�t had you, has he?�
�Oh, no!� I said desperately, the heat rising in me.

Page - 88

GIRL REPORTER BY PHILIPPA PETERS



�Thank the Lord for that,� said Tania, staring atme. �Well, here�s my column. I got a note on my com-puter from Jane to give it to you.�
�Yes,� I said. �I�m back at my old chore. Jane�s inthe capital.�
�Chasing down who tipped off Capitol News to thedebauchery of our little Valley,� said Tania, with ashake of her head. �Seriously, Michelle, if we�re goingto be getting state-wide or national publicity forwhat�s going on here, it might be time, my girl, topack up your panties and pretty dresses and moveon. San Fran is good at this time of the year.�
�Let�s get your column first,� I said flippantly, aheavy weight in my stomach at what I thought Tanianow thought of me. Tania, frowning at me, gave meher rough version of what she wanted printed.
�First,� Tania had written with a glossy picturefrom some talent agency attached to her copy, �a lit-tle news out of Hollywood. Yes, you know the place.Recent Tyson graduate, Holly Irving, from SlaytonLake, has won a part in the latest high-school moviebeing shot in California.
�Eighteen-year-old Holly will be one of severalcheerleaders in the comedy, �Girls Love It�, a provi-sional title.
�Holly was elated to be chosen a Princess on Paradebut Jean Del Monte arranged for a screen test for her�graduate� with Anthony Whitehouse, the director ofthe movie. He cast the pretty brunette right away!
�Second, Miriam McCoy is at the Amadeus. I�m notoften fooled now that I�ve been doing this column fortwo years. Miriam fooled me completely! Her voiceranged from soprano to tenor but such was the natu-ral, feminine lilt to her tone, I was certain I was lis-tening to a woman. When she took off her wig, I wasfloored!
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��I�m trying,� said Miriam, or Marvin, as her par-ents named her, �to live as much of my life as I can asa man. It�s so easy to be a woman for me.�
�Miriam�s voice never broke as a teenager. It deep-ened and her range expanded, but every time shesang people thought she was a girl until they sawhim, Marvin, in his tux.
��So now my girlfriend does my makeup anddresses me,� says Miriam. �She makes me a womanfrom the inside out, as I can work anywhere as awoman. I even sing all these romantic songs now. Mygirlfriend doesn�t mind if I do go out in drag, which isso easy here in Raybold. Actually, it�s easy anywherenow. It�s hard at times to revert back to being a man.But I hate it when people hear me as Marvin and callme gay. It�s so much easier to be Miriam.�
Dave and Jane didn�t say a word about wherethey�d been. They arrived separately and were inagreement right away.
�Effing publicity seekers,� grumbled Dave. �Pre-tending to be Capitol News, going up to everyone anddemanding to know about boys in dresses inRaybold. You should have seen their faces when thedeputies pulled up. Those skirts the cops wear,mid-thigh and with those little pleats in them, man,they look like hookers. But I wouldn�t dare to tellFrancesca, or Cindy, or Joanne that.�
The last was said very sarcastically. �Did this newsteam know that they were being arrested by mendressed as women?� Jane asked.
�No,� said Dave.
�We don�t let on, either,� said Jane. �Guess what Ifound out. Capitol News uses them free-lance andnow disowns them. We�ll put a picture of SabrinaCrew � with all that eye makeup, peroxide hair, baremidriff, and legs, she�ll love it � right on the frontpage. We don�t let on in quoting her that she�s aboy-girl. I�ll take the high road in my editorial. They
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were disturbing the peace, defaming residents of theValley, resisting arrest, yada, yada. How horrible andterrible. We�ll call for Emily Cortwright to throw thebook at them for their rudeness and arrogance.�
�Anne McKenzie, the prosecutor, wanted theirtapes,� said Dave with a grin. �I don�t know wherethey got their information, but they asked Anne andthe judge herself if she was a man or a woman. Theygot three days for contempt of court! Still, Jane, thisthing could be a huge black eye for the Valley.�
�We�ll just see about that,� said Jane with a smile.
�Oh shoot,� said Dave angrily. �I forgot Emily�syour aunt a few degrees removed, isn�t she? What doyou know that I don�t?�
�Nothing,� said Jane sweetly. �Now, Michelle, dar-ling. Tell me all the gory details of your night of pas-sion with Murray.� Dave�s eyes shot to the top of hishead. �I hope you and he have been more discreetthan using the Continental North. That place is nobetter than a brothel.�

Volume 25 Issue No. 1 15 September
Well, all good things must come to an end. The Val-ley Council voted unanimously, in front of an audi-ence of mainly women, to set aside the contentiousJara Motion that required all employees to wear fe-male dresses.
Dave Richardson was at his pontificating worst ashe took the whole front page to write a history of whathad gone �wrong� in the Valley. He wrote things like,�After one year, gender distinctions became blurred.�Protestants� took to wearing dresses, growing theirhair, plucking their eyebrows and turning Tyson intoan all-girls school!�
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He wrote about �Valley Girls� but barely mentionedthe teachers, Council employees, who all had to signa contract promising to continue dressing as womenfor another year to keep their jobs.
Principal Estelle Edwards was quoted as sayingthat the only Dress Code now was neatness andcleanliness. Bonnie and I knew it wasn�t true.
�She�s running the school like a convent,� Bonnietold me. �She might say that �trannies� can wear theclothes of the opposite gender but they can�t wearanything else, nor can any of the other boys whostarted in their Protest dresses. She makes themwear them since Nicole Dugan, the new Students�Council President, said that the Protest was on untilshe met with Estelle Edwards to settle a range of is-sues. Well, Edwards is not meeting. The boys are stillin their dresses, which seems to be the way she likesit!�
Bonnie got to write an article on the rehiring of�Miss Charles�, �Miss Shanks�, �Miss Letman� and �MrsEdwards�, the new Beauty Class teacher, at Tyson. Apicture of LeeAnn Charles was with the article whenit was published, showing off �LeeAnn�s� long, longblonde hair. It had to be a hairpiece, I thought, but itdid look so real.
�It won�t be at all different from last year,� PrincipalEstelle Edwards said to Bonnie. �We had fifteenteachers in female dress last year and they�ll all beback this year.�
I didn�t believe it and told Bonnie so. Fifteen wouldmean that teachers we thought were women musthave been �trannies�. Nicole Dugan agreed with us.She thought there were only six or seven men whohad had to cross-dress. �Miss Johnstone has us allconfused,� she says. �It�s her voice, but she does lookso girlish, and her makeup and hair are so divine!�
Principal Edwards was disappointed that ten per-cent of the boys were in male dress on the first day ofschool. Bonnie swears that that�s what she said�but
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when her article was finished, Jane had correctedthat to have Principal Edwards upset at the studentswho were carrying on the Protest, as �only ten percent of the student body is dressed as females.�
My streak of writing also came to an end. I guess Iwasn�t as forthcoming to Jane about Murray and me.Just by the way I behaved in bed, she knew that I�dlearned some new moves and they weren�t from her.So she �punished� me by making me dress and makeup like, well, like a slut.
My miniskirt was so high that every time I satdown, my panties were on show. I had �big� hair, re-ally! I might have been on the stage at the Mitzi The-ater, so much makeup did I have on my eyes, cheeksand mouth. My tops were almost strapless save forthe black bras I had to wear. I looked like I�d had aboob job each day when I went to work.
Worse was that, I was on layouts again. Dave,smirking and making eyes at me, was doing two sto-ries for the front page.
When Jane was out once, Dave almost attackedme as he dragged me into the stock room, telling meto turn around and he�d give me what Murray hadgivenme. He tried to kiss me. Actually he did kiss me,but I didn�t tingle at all. I broke away from him andfought with him. I started squealing, causing Taniaand Bonnie to run to my help.
One of the nicest words Dave called me was�whore�. I suppose �bitch� wasn�t so bad, either. I did-n�t like �prick-teaser� or other names Dave used, in-cluding slang words for a woman�s vagina. I didn�tcare. I told him in front of the others I didn�t want agay man kissing me any more. I didn�t want to beraped by a gay man like him; I was going to call mysisters in the Sheriff�s Department to arrest him if heattacked me again.
Dave was stunned by what I said. �Way to go, girl,�said Tania with an approving hug. I was trembling
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when Dave stumbled off. Bonnie hugged me andsmiled at me as well.
�You�ll have us to testify if he does that again,Michelle,� said Bonnie with a smile. �We girls don�thave to take behavior like that at work.�
�Nor do we girls have to take behaviour like thatout of work,� said Tania dryly. We had a group hugand a giggle about that.
The funny thing was that, even when the DressCode was rescinded at last, nothing happened. Thecops were still in their mid-thigh skirts, still callingeach other Francesca, Josie and Joanne, in lilting,feminine voices, while the city still ran with fe-male-dressed workers named Andrea, Erica andRoberta.
As Jane pointed out in her editorial, it was weird.What was weirder at Tyson was that football was be-ing coached by the Principal, Estelle Edwards, whilethe cheerleader squads were being led by �Miss�LeeAnn Charles�the price �she� had to pay to have ajob in Tyson this year.
Jane called the editorial �Take a Horse to Water�. Itwas supposed to have been written by her uncle, thenominal publisher of the paper. The only point Icould agree with was that our Valley, and people likeme, were going to be the laughingstock of the coun-try, when everyone found out about us and how wedid things in the Valley.
The picture on the front page that was most tellingwas of Tom Beman, John Stephens, and ElaineBeman. Tom�s hair was longer than his wife�s. Hisdress was lovelier, his earrings more glamorous, andhis makeup more feminine. It was funny thatStephens had his hand about Tom�s waist, while El-len rested her hand on Stephens� shoulder as heposed between the two femininely dressed figures.
I should have done the story. I was the obviousperson, though I hadn�t met Tom Beman since the
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election. Dave wrote that Ellen said she was expect-ing her husband �back� very soon. The picture was ofthe three of them going to dinner at Sylvester�s withJoanne and Mary Lou Conan.
�Each couple has similar problems,� Dave hadwritten.
�Tom was challenged because of his liberal views,�Ellen was supposed to have said. �But he camethrough. It will be good to see him in a suit again andto have his hair cut!�
But the cops were still in dresses days after the de-cision was handed down, and the business at ournewspaper hadn�t changed. Quinlans had an ad thatfeatured �Miss Jacqueline Quinlan� in a low-cut dresspromoting hairdressing. I shivered when I saw that�Del Monte� models were in all departments. It wastrue! �Girls� I had been trained with at Del Monte wereat work all through Quinlans, as they were atMelanie�s and Rayburn Stores. They all knew me, ofcourse, and called me �Michelle� so nicely, wanting toshowme all the latest fashions and newest perfumes.
Pamela Harris was strutting in the latest shortdresses in Rayburn Stores ads, while Josie Lyon andAndrea May were still showing off their shapely legsfor Melanie�s Boutique.
Transformers showed Abe transformed into Abi-gail. She wore a dress like Pamela�s with just onestrap. Those breasts, so prominently displayed, did-n�t look fake to me at all. Bonnie seriously told me ofthe new breast forms they had in Transformers thatcould make any flat-chested man look real.
I gaped at Bonnie. She blushed a little as she toldme how she�d got her breasts, the hormones she wastaking, and how long it had taken her to grow to asize that David found really stimulating.
�There�s a letter in the mail about you,� I toldBonnie, flustered a little by what we were talkingabout. She and I had said that, as girl friends, we
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could really talk about anything and everything fe-male and feminine.
A TammyWilson - �Oh, that�s Grace�s elder sister,�said Bonnie right away � had written: �You mentionthat Bonnie Helman, your Education reporter, grad-uated two years ago and is now an intern with you. Ilooked and all I found was a Bruce Helman who re-cently graduated from Tyson. Are they related?�
�Oh, she knows me,� said Bonnie crossly. �Yes,they are related, Tammy,� I read aloud as I wrote onthe bottom of the letter. �Bruce became Bonnie whenshe became a junior reporter here at The Queen. Doyou enjoy her writing? Many have said so.�
�What�s going to happen to that letter?� askedBonnie.
�I�ll put it at the bottom of the junk pile,� I said anddid. The junk pile is the massive file of unused lettersthat we keep for a while and shred when the shelfgets too full. But Jane found it and printed it, with apicture of Bonnie as well. Ooo, I hated her for that, formaking Bonnie feel so bad.
Mostly we printed letters that praised Council forcoming to its senses at last about the Jara Motion.Roger Ferlie, though, had a different take on it all. �Iwent into the city (Raybold is the �city� to many farm-ers) to pay my bills and met a really nice lady,Andrea, who helped me so much.
�She was really nice. I see her in some ads in yourpaper. I guess I know who and what she is now.Andrea, you were so fresh and sweet, the daughter Inever had. Please don�t change back for this old cod-ger�s sake. It�s a pleasure coming in to meet you eachmonth.�
�There�s no way that Andrea May is going back tobeing drab, geeky Andy May,� said Bonnie. �In fact,she may be quitting her job with the Council, butthat�s because her modeling career is taking off!�
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�Dave Richardson�s faxed me from the CourtHouse,� I said to an amused Bonnie. �The televisioncrew has finally been released. What did it take, amonth? Dave says that they had to give up theirtapes and apologize for asking Emily Cortwright ifshe was a man or a woman.�
Ben Kelly was saying that he�d never been in aco-ed prison before.
�There�s no such thing here,� said Bonnie. Thenshe caught on. �Oh,� she said.
Tanya Clinton knew that as well, Dave had writ-ten. She�d also said she wasn�t going to take her �hu-miliation� lying down. She was going to be back with anew crew and expose the weird goings-on in the Val-ley to the rest of the world.
�Donna Leslie and Greg Jara,� said Bonnie uneas-ily. �Tanya sounds just like those Morality Partyhacks. That�s all they talk about, how the Valley isbeing humiliated by what we are doing, Michelle. Weneed to be exposed.�
I was more concerned with Dave having threeby-lines in the current paper and me having none. Icould have, should have, done two of those stories.Let him do the layout for a change!
I only had the back page to do, and a new ad for thenew club in Slayton dominated the page. I wonderedwhat Jane had made them pay to bump Princesseson Parade from its spot the last two months.
As Tania wrote, �Night life returns with a bang toSlayton this month! In a surprisingly professionalshow, these �girls��yes, Jeremy, it is a female imper-sonator revue at the new Ladybird night club�singquite authentically.
�Cher might be an easy mark for an impersonator,but James Alloway catches every nuance in a spar-kling performance.� There was a long photograph ofJames �Cher� Alloway, just as there was of David
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�Cristina� Marlon. Both were in dresses, wigs andmakeup that made them seem to be the two women.
�How many performers are doing Voulez-vouscoucher avec moi lately? Yes, quite a few. DavidMarlon, however, is an excellent Cristina, exuding afemale sexuality that makes you want more of �her�,this talented dancer and singer.
�Worth a visit, fifteen minutes of slow drivingnorth.
�A new play, Skirting the Issue, opens at the MitziDinner Theater. Yes, it�s close to the last comedy,with Ed Reece and Franklin Smith trying to help outgirlfriends by keeping their apartment occupiedwhile the girls are away from the rent-controlledplace for a couple of months. With the landlord, hisson, and assorted old flames showing up, these �girls�can�t wait until their real girl friends get back. Butwhen they do�well, visit the Mitzi and find out.
�In this performance we find that Franklin Smith,minus the fat suit, is as skinny and curvy as EdReece. I could feel sorry for Adam (Ron Burney), whofalls in love with Cathy (Smith). There was real chem-istry between them in this comedy. Smith is unde-tectable as a man in his panties, garter belt, bra,stockings, blonde wig, etcetera. When they kiss,sparks fly between the actors.
�Again, well worth a night out. Some very funnylines from Mr. Stewart, the playwright.�
�Those are two men.� Tania grinned at me as Ilooked at the ad for Skirting the Issue. It said EdReece and Franklin Smith under the pictures, butthe �girls� were in lingerie, high heels, blonde wigsand makeup.
�It looks like a girlie strip show,� I said to Tania.She exploded with laughter.
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�That�s exactly what it is!� Tania crowed. �I can�tsay that about one of our advertisers, but you got themessage! I�m not cheating anyone with my review!�
Jane was pleased with the way I�d done the paperfor publication. She came to my desk, put her armsaround me and kissed me.
�What�s that for?� I asked her shakily.
�It�s because I love my blonde girlfriend,� saidJane, ruffling my hair that I�d had styled at Jasper�s.�I�ve been mean to you, haven�t I? Let�s go over toPrincess River and dance the night away. Franco toldme what a great dancer you were. I want you to showme what you�re doing. I�ve got a chalet for the week-end. So let�s take our bikinis and lie in the sun aswell. It�s time we had a little holiday together, my dar-ling wife!�
TO BE CONTINUED
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