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THE QUEEN OF THE VALLEY 3:

WOMEN’S ISSUES

by Philippa Peters

Volume 25 Issue No. 2 19 October
Of course, Jane was only joking about me. But sheliked the joke, introducing me as her �wife� when wewent out. It was so embarrassing to enter The Jaun-diced Eye or Sylvester�s, have the hostesses smile atme and say that they�d get a table ready right awayfor Jane Edwards�s wife.
Bonnie was amused by it all. �You sound just like aman,� she giggled at me. �No, not your lovely voice,but the way you�re behaving! No, you�re not being de-meaned by being called a wife. It�s what you are, afterall, isn�t it?�
I shouldn�t have been such a girlfriend to a �girl�who was just like me, a boy in truth. Bonnie was go-ing to marry her boyfriend in time and legally be hiswife. I didn�t know how she planned to do that, but Ididn�t question her about it.
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Jane was at the root of all my problems. Shewouldn�t let me wear pants anywhere. If I wasn�t allsweet and girly to her, she�d get really snappy withme. She ordered me to go out with Bonnie, to ex-change girl talk and buy some new, feminine lingeriefor myself. I shivered, but I did as ordered. I alwaysdid! It was so long, nearly ten months since I�dstarted this project�to be a girl for a day, Jane hadsaid, telling our readers what it was like to be a manin a dress.
I�d done that for her. Not for myself, of course, ohno! I wasn�t getting anything out of this daily dressingas a girl but constant bouts of embarrassment,lately. Now, everyone was calling me a wife or MrsEdwards, as Jane had introduced me afresh to theGarth waitresses. I tried to explain to Bonnie howembarrassed I was, but she didn�t understand at all.She�d have loved her David to introduce her as hiswife-to-be, I was certain. She wouldn�t have been em-barrassed at all.
My embarrassment, luckily, became overshad-owed by a far greater sensation. We were inSylvester�s when it happened. We were just debatingwhether we should go over and talk to the �MissesBeman�. They were in an animated conversation withthe tall, handsome guy I�d seen at the Prom withDonna Gardner, as �she� was then.
Suddenly, Ellen Beman got up and stormed out asTom, looking very womanly and pretty in a yellowdress and gold jewelry, got up to stop his wife leaving.John Stephens pulled on �her� arm. �She� sat down,flustered, in a rustle of petticoats.
�Okay, girl reporter.� Bonnie laughed. �Which doyou want, the boy or the girl?�
�The girl,� I said, a tingle of emotion going throughme.
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�Well, she�s over there,� said Bonnie, picking upher purse and handing me the check. �I�ll catch El-len. You get Tom.�
With Bonnie scooting away, I couldn�t tell hershe�d got it wrong. Well, she�d have known it, as shedid. She just wanted me to talk, �girl to girl�, whichneither of us were, to Councillor Tom Beman. I ner-vously approached the booth where the Bemans hadbeen sitting. I always found it difficult to invade peo-ple�s privacy and ask them questions. The publicmight want the answers�but I wouldn�t give them if Iwas the one whose privacy was being invaded..
�Michelle Little, �girl� reporter,� said JohnStephens, emphasizing what he knew was untrue, tothe golden-haired woman beside him. He gave me alopsided smile. �Don�t miss a trick, do you?�
�My, my p-partner,� I said. �B-Bonnie Helman,she�s going to talk to Ellen.�
�You think her storming out is a news story?�asked John Stephens, while the woman beside himjust looked at me as if I was some kind of annoyinginsect.
�She was very angry,� I said. �If it�s personal, I�ll goaway.�
John Stephens actually smiled at me. He was amillionaire. He owned the Valley�s bank and was fi-nancing the new highway, Jane had told me.
�A considerate girl reporter,� Mr. Stephens said,his hand resting on the woman�s feminized hand be-side his. �She�, Tom Beman, made no move to pushhim away. He was leaning into her as if he was con-soling her. �We should take advantage of her, Laura;have your side of the story told before it all hits thefan.�
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�What would you like to know?� asked CouncillorTom �Laura� Beman in a soft, trained, womanishvoice, just like mine.
�L-Laura?� I squeaked. �Laura� turned her lovely,madeup eyes to the man beside her and smiled.
�John calls me that when we go up to Brampton,��Laura� Beman said very femininely. �It�s a lot easierto use a woman�s name up there. People there thinkI�m Councillor Beman�s wife. I hear a lot of people arecalling you a wife these days, Michelle.�
�It�s not true,� I said hastily, wondering how suchrumors got around. It wasn�t as if I was anybody inthe Valley. She�Tom, Laura, Tom Beman�was theimportant figure who was gossiped about all thetime, not me.
�Ellen said something to the hostess about seeingher in court,� I said. Mandy, in her black straplessevening dress even though it was lunch time, wastalking to the girls at the bar, gesticulating with herarms as if claiming she�d done nothing.
�She probably meant me,� said Councillor Beman,shifting and re-crossing his legs in a rustle of silk. Iloved the white, high-heeled sandals he, �she�, waswearing. �Ellen just broke up with me.� She sur-prised me by beginning to cry. John Stephens put hisarm about her and hugged her.
�Maybe it�s not a good idea to talk now,� Johnmur-mured to �Laura�. �I�m sure Ellen will reconsider. Thiswill blow over.�
�Is it over you, um, Laura, dressing as a woman?� Iasked. Councillor Beman�s lovely eyes opened wider.
�I�m not going to dress as a man ever again,��Laura� said while John Stephens tried to shush her.�John�s always been my political manager,� she pat-ted his hand in womanly fashion as she said that, herbracelets jiggling at her wrist. �You can print what I

Page - 5

RELUCTANT PRESS



said, Michelle. Let those who voted for me know I�m afull-time woman now.�
The baldness of that statement shook me to thetips of my high heels. My loosely brushed hair flick-ered about my neck and ears at such a statement.�You don�t mind if I write that in The Queen?� I askedher.
Laura smiled. �You�re the right person to break thenews, aren�t you?� she said to me. I could sense thekinship she claimed, with another man in a dress likeher.
John Stephens stood up, asking Laura to saynothing more, as he hustled her out of Sylvester�s.Bonnie passed them on the way in.
�The Bemans have split up!� Bonnie said excitedlyto me. �Ellen just gave me an interview on the street!She was heading into the Courthouse to meet withone of the Wyatts to file her petition for divorce! Thiswill be the biggest news to hit the Valley since Tomfirst put on a dress! What did he say?�
�It isn�t Tom any more,� I said. �It�s Laura!�
Bonnie�s thin eyebrows almost disappeared intoher bangs. �Laura!� she breathed excitedly. �That�s alovely name for a lovely woman, isn�t it?�
�What else did Ellen Beman say?� I asked.
�The usual platitudes,� sniffed Bonnie, making aderisive face. She consulted her notes. ��The last twoweeks have been so very difficult�,� Bonnie read. � �Myhusband has refused to dress as a man again. Hewon�t have his hair cut. He told me he likes to dressin women�s clothes now, that he feels more fulfilledthat way, blah, blah.� Oh yes, Ellen gave him an ulti-matum. He chose, she says, to leave her to go and livewith John Stephens.�
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I gasped and looked at Bonnie who was coyly smil-ing at me. �Word it that way and you�re implying�� Ibegan.
�I know,� said Bonnie. �We really should talk toLaura and get it straight. Has she really left her wifefor a man? John Stephens is so rich! You know whatMarilyn Monroe said about money on a man beinglike sex appeal on a woman.�
We grabbed our purses, stopped in the ladies�room to re-do our lipsticks and brush our hair. I con-soled Mandy, who was having a conniption aboutwhat Ellen had said. We told her not to tell anyoneelse, as Ellen wasn�t talking about her but only aboutLaura.
�Laura who?� Mandy wanted to know.
�Read the next edition of The Queen,� I told Mandy.�We�ll have the full story.�
I was wrong about Mandy not being called to court.She was, to testify about the late suppers Ellen�shusband and his political manager had in Sylvester�sseveral times per week, about the way John heldLaura�s hand and how they laughed and giggled to-gether as Laura never did with Ellen.
Yes, Ellen Beman filed for divorce, giving her hus-band�s adultery as the cause of the marriage�sbreakup. And yes, she cited John Stephens as �theother man� in the case.
The following day, Bonnie and I hired a car andwent up to the Stephens� ranch on the edge of theNorthern Forestry Reserve, but John Stephenswouldn�t let us meet and talk to Laura at all, eventhough he knew very well who both of us were.
�The whole thing is devastating to Laura,�Stephens said. �She pleaded with Ellen to under-stand. I pleaded with Ellen as well, to save their mar-riage. But Ellen�s adamant. I understand Ellen want-
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ing a man in her life, and so does Laura. Laura justcan�t be the kind of man Ellen wants any more. Andyes, I�m going to vigorously�you can quote me, vigor-ously�defend the charges Ellen�s levelled againstme.�
We didn�t get to see Laura, but Bonnie and I wereexcited when we got back to the offices, talking aboutwhat we�d write and how we�d divide up the story.Strangely, there was a visitor in the interview office,talking animatedly to Dave Richardson and Jane.
�Donna Leslie?� I asked Jane, who came out to seeus.
�She saw it coming,� said Jane with a grimace.�She says it�s only the first of a string of divorces thatare going to happen. She warned Ellen, she says,when Tom began modulating his voice and dressingso much more fashionably than his wife.
�She�s talking about John Stephens as well, andhis yen for men in dresses.� Jane smiled at that androlled her eyes. �She says he tried to be DonnaGardner�s boyfriend, last year, but Estelle cut it off.Huh! Estelle would be delighted to have Donna beanyone�s girlfriend.�
That was a real eye-opener for me into the relation-ship between the sisters. Jane often went off when wewere at home and never said where she was going. Ijust had to wait at home like a good little wife, her lat-est joke. I think that Jane must have been visitingher sister on some of those occasions. She oftentreated me differently when she came home, makingme obey her a lot more, and making me dress reallysexily even though it was just the two of us in herhouse.
�Give all your notes to Dave,� Jane told me when Irelated the story Bonnie and I were working up aboutLaura and Ellen.
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I was stunned. I protested, but it was no use. Iwasn�t going to get the front page and a by-line.Bonnie was almost in tears when we handed ourwork over to the gloating Dave Richardson. Our factsmade Jane�s editorial authoritative, as she piouslytold the Valley not to gloat over the break-up of theValley�s most prominent political couple, or the rea-sons for the break-up. That was awful and bitter forboth Bonnie and me.
It was so much bilgewater, as was Dave�s article.He wrote it as if he�d been the one doing the inter-views we�d done. He did at least get a picture of Lauraand John, getting into a car, leaving for �a week awayfrom it all�. John�s arm was around Laura�s shoulderwhile she looked as lovely as ever, her hair newlystyled and so long about her neck. I loved it that minewas so much improved as well�and then I felt soguilty about the way I was feeling, thinking so muchlike a woman these days.
Bonnie was our school reporter still. Jane sent herout to Tyson for a story about cheerleaders. I don�tthink Bonnie liked it, but it was what she was sup-posed to do for The Queen. I liked her piece mostlybecause of the �girl� who was featured, �ready to cheeron her brother in football.�
Kelly Davies had ribbons and braids as well as ashort cheerleader skirt, �her� top having a big �T� be-tween her breasts. �What�s that for?� the Tyson boysused to chant in my day. �Titties!� they would roar atthe end, thinking themselves so funny. This year�scheerleaders, said Bonnie. when we gossiped aboutit, strutted and wiggled for the cheering crowdswhenever they heard that cheer.
So many girls wanted to be cheerleaders, Bonniereported, that each year in school now had a squad.The Senior Squad had to enroll in Beauty Culture.Those �girls� travelled with the revived boys� footballteam. Popular Miss LeeAnn Charles had the SeniorSquad, while Miss Shanks, Miss Letman, and Mrs
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Edwards had the tasks of teaching new girls how tobe the type of cheerleaders the boys in Tyson wantedto see.
�You know each of the cheerleaders has a specialboy she has to sit beside on the team bus,� Bonniesaid. �She has to encourage, reward and cheer himfor great plays. You should see them on the way backfrom a game. It�s like Makeout City!�
�Don�t knock it till you�ve tried it,� I murmured toher. Bonnie grinned at me.
�It�s working,� Bonnie said ruefully. �We�re unde-feated on the road this year. Ron Burton, the quarter-back, told me they can�t let the girls down as they�reso sweet to the team.�
I had work to do. I was on Layout again. There wasthe usual huge ad from Transformers, only it was ad-vertising Halloween specials. Yes, Halloween, Ithought, with butterflies in my stomach. I�d avoidedit in recent years, but Jane said we should make a re-ally big splash this year, on �our� day.
Rayburn Stores had an ad of Pamela Harris in herunderwear. Her body was scandalously feminine.Jane Fisher�s had expanded and was selling dressesas well as wigs, but, oh, did their wigs ever look sogood. I just wished my blonde-dyed hair would growmore quickly. I wanted really big hair like some girlsin the clubs. They looked so beautiful, so girlish. Iwouldn�t mind visiting Jane Fisher�s for a holidayspecial.
Ooo, what was I thinking? I must find a way out ofthis stupid Valley�and soon!
Our classifieds were changing. �Mrs Roberts, thewidow of Dr Roberts�, whom Bonnie said she�d visitedas a kid, �wishes to announce the forthcoming mar-riage of her son, Kenneth, and Sharon Tolman, of Up-per Raybold. A bridal shower for Kenneth will be heldat Sylvester�s on 4 December with the nuptials on 11
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December, Judge Emily Cortwright presiding. Openreception at Sylvester�s. All classmates of happy cou-ple invited.�
Bonnie studied that for a while before saying,�That�s Kendra! She�s so femmy! She must be thefemmiest person I�ve ever met! What�s she doing mar-rying a woman?�
�Kenneth is marrying Sharon,� I told her butBonnie shook her head.
�I bet this is Kendra getting married,� she saidforcefully. �I�ll check it out.�
�For the next paper,� I told her.
Another classified ad read, �If you look good in adress, we can find a place for you in a growing enter-tainment industry. Female impersonators are at apremium now! Great money! Joan Treadwell, agent.�
�You follow that one up.� Bonnie smiled. �I�ll chasedown Kendra Roberts. I know she�s going to be cha-grined at her mother for calling her �Kenneth�. Shehasn�t used that since she entered grade school, I�msure.�
The letters naturally were about revoking theDress Code and the lack of response by the men ofthe Valley, men like me, who were still in their frillypanties and dresses.
�So the Dress Code is revoked,� wrote Arlene Ford(wife of Council Clerk�s representative, Jenny Ford).�I know my �little woman� isn�t going back to pantsand drab men�s wear. Jenny�s a different person, somuch nicer, since she reluctantly agreed to wear herpanties and skirt each day. We intend to ignore theruling. I want my Jenny in pretty dresses!�
�Why the surprise that our boyfriends are still infrilly panties?� asked Alison Rogerson in her letter.�My Annette and I have never been so close! My mom
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doesn�t care how many sleepovers in babydolls myfriends and I have. It�s so much fun to share lippy,nail polish and each other�s clothes. I wouldn�t wantto do that with a football player. Yuck!�
�I was glad to see our lady cops haven�t been re-placed by men yet!� wrote Joyce Endicott. �They�re somuch nicer to look at and talk to. And their uniformsthis summer were so lovely! No wonder the crime rateis down in the Valley!�
Tania�s column for the back page had an incredi-ble new picture of Bobbi, as I still spelled her name.She looked so cute and feminine. I think she musthave had cosmetic surgery as her face was subtly dif-ferent, thinner and definitely womanly. I reallyshould have talked to her and got to know her while Ihad the chance but, by the changes in her now, Idoubted she�d be interested in a man like me anymore.
Tania saw me moon over the picture. �Should havestruck while the iron was hot,� she said sympatheti-cally.
�Well, she was more interested in Dave,� I sighed toher.
�Not for a long time,� Tania said. �You and Jane��
�We�re still a couple,� I said, flushing.
�She doesn�t know how to treat a boy like you,�said Tania impatiently. �Whatever happened toMurray, was that his name?�
I blushed at that. It seemed that the whole Valleyknew Michelle of The Queen had had a fling with aguy called Murray at the Continental North.
�Dave booted him out for his current charmer,� Itold her. �Dave says Murray�s gone to Brampton tofind work.�
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�Pity he�s gone,� said Tania. �Kenny Baby�� thatwas her squeeze or husband, though his name oftenchanged in her columns��and I will keep our eyesopen for you, Michelle. You deserve a nice guy whoknows how to treat a girl like you. But one guy itwon�t be is Vic Perrone.�
�What happened there?� I asked, my throat dry atwhat she was saying to me. I did not need a nice guy.I needed to become a nice guy again. �How did he everbecome Victoria?�
�Money, pure and simple,� said Tania in disgust.�Eloise Waters tempted him. She wanted a greatband at the club in Princess River, in the Marquee.�Victoria�,� she said with a sneer, �can put great com-bos together. You should see your Bobbi with an I,just to watch and admire a woman like you. She�s apretty fabulous chick, too, isn�t she?�
�I think so,� I admitted, ignoring the other part ofthe remark, though I was tingling all over as I did atcompliments.
Tania had started this month�s column withBobby, spelling it with a �Y�. �At the Ellis Ballroom,�Tania had written, �there are big changes. Gone isVic Perrone, as �Victoria� Perrone is leading an all-fe-male-dressed orchestra at Princess River.
�In the Ellis is a smaller, tighter, female-dressedcombo who are more adept at modern ballads andsounds. What hasn�t changed is that Bobby, onceBobby Jones, leads the band in song stylings fromMariah to Rihanna.
�Brought forward much more are the Sweethearts,a cute trio, whose female voices are much improved.Out with falsetto and in with the real thing! TerryDupree is especially improved. When Terry andBobby do the duet, The Boy isMine, the audience andthe dancers all stopped to listen and gave a greatround of applause.�
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The Ladybird Club wanted first spot again on theback page. It showed four of their impersonators incostume with the names beneath as the women theywere imitating. Slayton, such a small hamlet north ofus, was going to be visited by Marilyn, Cristina, JudyGarland and Cher.
Skirting the Issue, the play at the Mitzi DinnerTheatre, was still running and using Tania�s reviewto good effect. �Real chemistry in this comedy. Whenthey kiss, sparks fly! � Tania Scott.�
Kelly Rogers was blonde and apparently in a newrevue at the Garthwhile Jackie Ray and Karen O�Daywere still at Sylvester�s. I loved watching and listen-ing to them. They really were so feminine. I never feltthat they were impersonators. I�d have taken Valleyvisitors to that show, not said a word. They wouldn�thave known the classy girl singer was really a manlike the others in the music trio.
Jane saw the way I was looking at the drawn-upOctober issue of the paper. She came and put herarms around me and hugged me. I felt a little flickerstirring in my panties as she kissed me lovingly.
�Halloween�s coming,� Jane said with a smile.�You�ll lead that assignment. Dave is useless at it.You and Bonnie should really dress up on Halloween.It�ll be the last gala, this year, at Princess River aswell. Did I tell you I bought a Tinkerbell costume foryou there? You should be a fairy for Halloween,Michelle. It�s the theme for this year�s parade but theTinkerbell costume isn�t pretty enough. We can do alot better. I�ve got Transformersworking on it. I prom-ise you that Michelle Little is going to be the Queen ofHalloween this year!�
I�d thought I�d never make out in the stock roomagain. Well, I didn�t�with Dave. Jane was the insa-tiable one who couldn�t wait for quitting time. She ledme into the back room. It wasn�t just kissing and fon-dling that she wanted from her �wife�. On her orders, I
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lifted my dress and let her take down my panties,knowing exactly what I was doing as she, Jane, madelove to me fiercely, wanting me to be all delicate andultra-feminine. Yes, that�s the way I felt all throughour intense lovemaking, me being totally a woman, alesbian, in Jane�s arms. I think the possibility of be-ing discovered really added spice to her lovemaking. Iknow it did to mine.
We must have made out for over an hour until shewas sated with her �wife�. Oh, how she slapped mytush and laughed at me as I put my panties back on.She kissed me then and told me to wait until I gothome, where we would start round two. Oh, that waseven more blissful for the girl I�d become, more bliss-ful than the starting round on the job.

Volume 25 Issue No. 3 16 November

No, I wasn�t a fairy for Halloween. I was MaeWest. Itried to act like her. It was easy around the office andsuch a laugh with Jane, Bonnie and Tania, as theytrained and prepped me for my big night as one of thequeens of Halloween. Once we hit the streets, how-ever, me in a long, very tight gown and blonde wig,Jane in a tux, it was nothing like being with friendly,supportive girls.
We went out later, when all the children and youngteens had been taken off by their parents or shooedaway by our very feminine police force. From the first,it was frankly terrifying. There were so many people,all in costume, so many much prettier girls than meon the streets, hanging off balconies and squealingtheir heads off.
Yes, it was so noisy. Girls� voices screamed at me,�darling� Mae West. I was urged to join in everywhere,in the constant parades, girls everywhere, girls likeme. I wore a large hat with feathers, strutting like a
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movie star. Jane there to make sure I sashayed asMae West would have done. Guys just flockedaround me.
Not just guys. On this particular Halloween, realgirls had decided to get dressed in boy costumes to bepolar opposites of their �girlfriends�, many scantilyclad as fairies, Arab princesses or famous female ce-lebrities, like me. The whole night, in part, was a rolereversal. It became really different when the boysfrom the farms and ranches came in dressed simplyas cowboys. The �slave girls� around me almost de-voured them.
Jane wanted me in character all the time. Thejelly-type mounds attached to me bounced likeMae�s, delighting the men as much as they�dpleasured me at first. Oh, I did feel so feminine for awhile. I even loved being held and hugged and kissed,by darling men, of course.
�I�ve come up and you can see me now,� one beerywag answered my imitation of �Mae� to the delight ofhis friends.
I had to kiss him. �I�ve kissed better lips on a deadmackerel,� was one line I used that had our little au-dience sniggering. �Such a big fuss over such a littlething,� was another as I jiggled my tush up againstthe poor, half-drunk, foolishly smiling guy who justwanted to lay me, probably thinking I was real. I don�tknow why, but that thought made me feel really cuteand femmy, as Tania had said I was.
I shook my hips to and fro and sashayed about allthe parties. Jane, in the tuxedo jacket and pants,made me visit up and down the strip. Soon I did startto love being a part of everything going on.
Jane ran two extra pages in The Queen, later,about the �different� Halloween that had enthralledthe town. There I was, pictured, doing my best to beMae, a milling crowd of men around me. I did see a
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cowboy and a dance-hall queen being flashed andpictured by Bonnie, �our� Playboy bunny. Only when Iread The Queen later in the week did I realize thecowboy was our mayor, while the dance-hall queenwas her husband, Doug!
Mayor Slayton had to go to the Roxy because AlBass had the great idea of handing out awards forcivic service on Halloween. Lois Slayton was honoredfor all she�d done getting our new road built, and forthe �New Economic Plan� that seemed to be makingthe Valley flourish in so many ways.
Eloise Waters, in a tux like Jane�s, squired MartinaKing of Trans-it Adventures. They were honoured atthe Roxy as the �power couple� of the year. Martinawas dressed like a fairy and was busy throwing �fairydust� on all kinds of young men but, luckily, withouta great deal of success. I say, luckily, because theguys she was trying to attract were tough guys fromthe Upper Valley who kept demanding from all of usin dresses, �Are you a real girl? I only wanna fuck areal girl!�
�Forget it,� Eloise told several of the most belliger-ent, who were spoiling all the girlie fun. �Just go withthe flow, boy! If she looks like a girl, treat her likeone!�
I had to say to one guy who taunted me, �You�vehad too much to drink, Mr Cowboy. You�ve gone softon me.� The guy laughed, thank goodness, andpromised that, when �hard times� returned, he�d belooking for me.
The club parties couldn�t be contained. Show-girls�show boys, I suppose, like Chantal�spilledout all over the streets as Raybold and Glass wereclosed to traffic. The mild weather brought out al-most everyone in the Valley to celebrate. The yearcould have gone so badly but ended up with a boom,money and jobs, largely because of the new resort.
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I�d never seen a joyful Halloween like it before.Bands like the Deaf Lizards did a set, in front of theEllis, as did Jackie Ray from the Sylvester balcony.Bobbi and the Sweethearts added to the carnival at-mosphere, again outside the Ellis.
The Queen of England and Prince Albert arrived atthe Ellis Ballroom in a coach from the resort to de-clare the festivities a �bloody great success�. Everyoneloved Prince Albert�s mustache and Victoria�s crownand her long flowing hair. Everyone knew they werethe Taggarts, Melissa and John.
I put their pictures with the column, Bonnie�s andmine, and clearly wrote that John was on the left.Both Bonnie and Jane still said how well Melissa be-haved as the Queen! And John was so perfect withhis military bearing and waxed mustache! I had toask Jane who was on the left according to the cap-tion. It took a long time for the penny to drop.
�That�s John Taggart!� Jane screamed at me thefollowing day. �The Queen of England was JohnTaggart!� I could imagine how wonderful John musthave felt putting that one over on everyone. And Me-lissa was a perfect Prince Albert, I must say, as well.
The Transformers ad for November showed Tom�Tara� Elliott, the Queen of the Ladybird, and Ben�Belinda� Thomas, a harem courtesan, novice Queenof the Garth. Both were so beautiful and so shapelyin the fine undergarments that Transformers used tomake men appear like women in every way. We got ashot later of Tara Elliott �fainting� into a grinning AlBass�s arms.
Al didn�t let Tara go, Bonnie confided to me.Bonnie went up to Slayton to get pictures there. AlBass, Bonnie said, took Tara home at the end of theSlayton party at five in the morning. By then, theywere completely amorous with one another, saidBonnie. Or they were asleep with their lips and bod-ies locked together; Bonnie couldn�t decide which.
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We got pictures of brides in several places. TheThree Brides had a little skit about Looking for Hus-bands. Barry Smith, Stan White and Gerry Hewes, ina strapless dress, outshining the others, capturedwilling guys up and down the streets but there wasalways something wrong, the size of the guys�you-know-whats, the way they kissed or the fact thatthey didn�t know how to hold a bride.
The brides led a whole crowd after midnight to theContinental North party. They were at the center ofattention as they took over the top floor with theirbridesmaids. They did ask me to join them�but MaeWest wouldn�t play second fiddle to anyone, as I toldthem.
�When the kids were put to bed,� I wrote in TheQueen�s account of Halloween, �the adults came outto play on a Halloween unlike any in the Valley�s his-tory for numbers and the gaiety on display.�
I couldn�t go to everything, but I did hear much ofthe music and the raucous crowds. On the platformin front of the Roxy, the Wannabes, four blondes inshort black dresses, Gary, Norm, Brent and Stu, per-formed as a girl singing group and really turned onthe crowds in the street. They just looked so cute.They were all from the Tyson High School class of twoyears ago.
This years� twelfth-year grad class parodied themon the back of a truck across the street. This year�sclass were all brunettes, Greg, Bill, Tom and Paul,their short dresses just covering their panties and nomore. They called themselves the Ponytails and sangas well as the Wannabes. Each group taunted theother, �stealing� boyfriends for extended necking ses-sions as well as arousing �men�, their girlfriends, withtheir sensuous, erotic dancing.
It was chaotic and wonderful as we all danced andcheered and were hugged and kissed. We drank bar-rels of alcohol! Many were getting really high, but the
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best thing to me was the cops out there as tar-gets�targets for kissing, mauling and caressing, of-ten bymore than one guy at once. And the great thingabout all of it was that the deputies only laughed andkissed back! I saw Josie Lyon point to one guy on topof a car. He jumped down. The two kissed and kissed,before heading to the North Continental. And whenthe cops diverted girls with open drinks back into theclubs, everyone assisted them in keeping order.
Guys stood with their arms about pretty deputieslike Giselle McKenzie and Rachel Smith, a huge fa-vorite of the crowd for all the high kicks she did alongwith the Wannabes.
Bonnie and I tried to get all the excitement on thepages of the paper, including the Garth�s King andQueen�role reversal again. Jane claimed it was atradition of the Valley, but Bonnie said she was pok-ing fun at me. Bonnie had never seen anything likewhat was taking place in the Valley. The unlikeliest ofmen were parading in skimpy dresses and pretend-ing to be women, while their wives seemed delightedto be soldiers, sailors or policemen, lording it overtheir �wives�.
And which man did Michelle, aching for love asMae West had never done, end up with? I was in apassionate kiss with a really nice guy who followedme from the Garth to the Roxy and finally to TheJaundiced Eye, plying me with drinks from which Itook only sips here and there. He was dressed like acaveman and hadmuscles that once I would have en-vied.
I�d just decided he could take me to the Northwhen Jane came waltzing up beside me in her blackbow tie and jacket, looking like her sister. She didn�tcarry a lash, as her dominant sister did, but I couldalmost hear it crackling as the caveman tried to tellher I was taken.
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�My wife,� said Jane with no little dignity and force,�is a whore, but tonight she�s coming home with me.Tell your big ox, Michelle, you prefer women to a manlike him. He couldn�t afford you, anyway.�
�You couldn�t prefer her to me,� said the caveman,putting a huge hand on my tush. Jane laughed as hepinched me hard.
�She, she�s my husband,� I murmured sweetly tomy would-be lover, who was frightening me.
Oh, he was angry! He shoved me hard, and mighthave done more, but Rachel Smith and Cindy Renniewere right there behind Jane. Swearing, cursing, andcalling me all the most horrible epithets for a woman,my would-be lover was transported in cuffs to a jailcell for the night. I went home all aroused andtrembly for my tux-clad �husband�, who treated me asany dominatrix would for that one night. It was sucha change from everything we�d done before that I evenenjoyed it, because Jane really did.
The biggest �real� news of the month wasn�t Hallow-een, of course, but the opening of the toll road fromPrincess River to Brampton. There was quite a cere-mony at the Riverbend tollgate. Mayor Lois Slaytonwas there and called it �fitting� that Princess Mari-gold, with Princess Margot and Princess Guinevere,should be the ones to cut the tapes and officially openthe blacktop road.
Without Princess River Resort, the road wouldnever have found backers and have been built, saidMayor Slayton. Not only the Princesses were therebut the Senior Squad cheerleaders, including KellyDavies, �daughter� of the man who got the whole re-sort idea going.
Eloise Waters praised the lovely girls who danced,wiggled, and gave out gifts to those entering that day.Eloise also announced that a contract signed withMartina King and Trans-it Adventures and Tours
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meant that there would be conventions and cotillionson every major holiday at Princess River.
�We already know we�ll be full from April to Sep-tember next year,� Eloise announced. �And much ofthe following year we�ll be expanding. Hopefully,these pretty cheerleaders will be Princesses by then.�
�How classy of our mayor, Lois Slayton, to standback and allow others, Princesses on Parade, to openour new connection to the world,� wrote Jane in aneditorial that must have made the whole Valley blink.The Queen of the Valleywas actually praising a politi-cian!
�In office for just eight months, Slayton has donemore for the Valley than ten previous mayors,�� Janewrote, surprising me. �The mayor, of course, wasbusy praising the beleaguered Councillor Tom�Laura� Beman. It was Beman who came up with theidea of the resort, interested Earl Davies, recruitedEloise Waters to work for Princess River Resorts, andgot banker-rancher John Stephens to agree to bank-roll the project.�
�All I had to do was to sign off on all the work al-ready done by these people, particularly my friend,Laura Beman,� said the mayor, according to Jane.�That�s what makes what is going on now, all thesnide remarks about her, so wrong. So what if a manwears a dress? So long as he does his job on theCouncil as he should, we should tolerate the expres-sion of his own sexuality.�
�The road," Jane finished up, �will mean athirty-minute trip to Brampton, on a safe blacktoproad, instead of the three- and four-hour boneshak-ers we residents have put up with for so long! The oldroad will be closed now, to prepare for winter. So,thanks to all of you, to pretty Princesses and cutecheerleaders, from a grateful Valley, from us at TheQueen. The Valley is now open to the world!�

Page - 22

WOMEN'S ISSUES BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Dave not only wrote the piece on the opening of theroad, but he was in court to follow the opening movesof the Beman expedited divorce trial. JosephineWyatt didn�t take Ellen�s case; Lacey Smith did,which caused more than a little surprise.
As part of her suit, Ellen James Beman, a Council-lor like her husband, presented photographs of herhusband, as a woman, kissing John Stephens whenStephens was her husband�s �date� at various Coun-cil functions. Ellen Beman alleged that her husbandshared a bed with Stephens at his ranch and atBrampton�s Mark Hotel.
Josephine Wyatt was representing John Stephensin the suit as he�d been named as the �other man� inthe divorce action. I didn�t know Stephens was theBemans� best man at their wedding or that he was inhigh school with Tom. Wyatt says that there are �in-nocent answers� to all the allegations; John Stephenswas just being a good friend to someone who�d been afriend for years.
The picture of the two arriving at the ranch after aweek away was like looking at a married couple, theway she (Tom Beman, Laura now) was dressed. Shewas really elegant as she held hands with JohnStephens, even though neither would speak to DaveRichardson.
Jane chose a letter from the mail bag attackingDave. Joe and Jane Lyon asked for more balance inwriting about �Laura� Beman, that�s what they calledTom, and less publishing of rants by Donna Leslie.
Martin Cross was at the opening ceremonies forthe toll road. �I don�t know her real name,� he wenton in his letter, �but Princess Marigold has to be com-mended on her role. She was so sweet and lovely.Can I find out her real name from you?�
Jane was really nasty in her Editor�s Note, writing:�Martin, sit down first. All Princesses from the Resort
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are male. Are you sure that you want �her� realname?�
She could just have told him to ask Princess River,or even Marigold herself if he got to dance with her inthe Charming Marquee. I�m sure Marigold wouldn�thave lied to him. I hadn�t lied to any of the men I�dkissed on Halloween about my gender. I didn�t haveto, of course, because they all seemed to know me,Michelle, the �girl� reporter, and what I was.
An old name popped up in the last letter Janechose, former Councillor Greg Jara. He attackedMayor Lois Slayton for being biased, I presumedabout men in dresses. �I mean,� wrote Jara, in onepart of his letter, �does Doug Slayton only wear hisdancing girl outfits on Halloween? I don�t think so!�
Jane let Lois Slayton herself answer that one. �Un-fair, Greg, very unfair,� Lois wrote. �The Fancy Dresstheme at our Council socials was proposed by youand Tom Wayne. As I recall, John Lewis and WaltMcIsaac wore their wife�s clothes two years ago at aHalloween bash. Leave my husband out of politics,Greg.�
I hadn�t seen the back page at all. I only readTania�s column and saw the ads she edited after pub-lication. I loved her column as it wasn�t about Hal-loween at all. It was about pantomime, which I�dloved in my home town as a child.
�Opening the Empire Theater, nearly two years inrenovation, is a revival of the English pantomime,Cinderella,� wrote Tania. �Much like burlesque, thepantomime is based upon the switching of roles be-tween men and women. The story is always wellknown but never gets in the way of goofy comedy rou-tines or schmaltzy pop songs.
�Barry Christie is the Wicked Stepmother, and ex-udes female bitchiness, his lines causing the previewaudience to groan with delight.
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�Karen Holcomb is a delightful Cinderella, full ofdewy softness. She has skin that I would die for! Thechildren at this performance lined up in an enor-mous line to get her autograph and tell her how theyhoped to grow up to be as pretty as she is. Please,mom and dad, don�t let on that Karen, late of Prin-cesses on Parade, is really a Ken and not a Barbie.
�The Ugly Sisters, listed as Mark and Mike Rennie,are anything but. They are accomplished musicalperformers and are more slutty and man-mad, thanevil, to their beautiful step-sister. Jennifer Grant asPrince Charming is properly smitten with KarenHolcomb. There is chemistry between the two. Arethey really kissing in the final ball? If not, they do areally good job of faking it.
�A wonderful evening. And yes, take the children.�
The ad for the Empire Theater showed severallovely girls and didn�t mention who was who. I knewKaren and recognized her. She looked lovely.
Below the other back-page ads was the one forFranco�s, featuring a lovely boy-girl as they did eachmonth. �Kendra� was a striking brunette girl, hercurly hair in a ponytail, her mouth really vivid in hersmiling portrait as Miss Summer. Franco was adver-tising a �Best Legs� contest in the weeks ahead.
�You should enter that,� said Jane when she sawwhat I was turned to. �Just look at those gams,� shesaid. My tiny skirt covered almost no part of mystockinged thighs. �You�d be the winner for sure,Michelle!�

Volume 25 Issue No. 5 14 December

December was supposed to be a slow month, but astrange thing happened. Dave, who was on the story,
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wrote: �On a rare icy day, the car carrying the peopleknown as Eloise Waters, Chairperson of Davies-Val-ley Resorts Ltd, and Martina King, organizer ofTrans-it Adventures and Tours, crashed into a newlyerected power pole along the Valley Highway.
�Linton Clinic nurses reported the victims as �twomale occupants� of the Lincoln Town Car. The Lintonassessment is true. Eloise Waters is a man, as ispre-op, transgendered tour organizer, Martina King.
�Earl Davies, on probation from Valley Court, was�shocked and dismayed� by the revelation that EloiseWaters, his personnel manager and successor atPrincess River, was male.
��Now we know why she, he, turned my lovely re-sort into a freak show,� said Earl Davies, indicatinghe�d immediately be taking over at the company hebegan.
�At the Linton clinic, Dr Alice North apologized forthe �inadvertent� revelation of Eloise Waters� true gen-der.
� �The nurse who confirmed that information is intears. We�ve sent her home,� said Dr North. �I want toassure all patients who are brought here that, in thefuture, we�ll be much more professional in our newsbulletins.�
�According to North, the nurse should only havespoken of injuries sustained by the patient. JuliaLinton, the Clinic head, agreed later. �A person�s gen-der is irrelevant to treatment,� she said. �We can re-port that X has a broken leg and leave X privacy in allother matters. It will be this way in future medicalsituations.� �
There was a picture of Eloise and Martina inlow-cut summery dresses, having a great time at theopening of Trans-it�s �Summer Dresses� adventure.
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I was on the front page with a story! Yet anotherdoctor had joined the Linton Clinic. I was sent byJane to meet Dr Diane Lee. She was mentionedmonths before by Julia, but it took her a while towind up her other practice and arrive in the Valleyprepared for a new one.
�The Valley is so much more conducive to the pa-tients and surgeries I�m noted for,� said Dr Lee, smil-ing all the time in our interview. �But I�m glad I can doso many other types of surgeries as well.�
�What is your main type of surgery?� I asked Dianeas she asked me to call her. She was quite small andwas wearing very high heels that matched her red,padded business suit. I think she had a high opinionof what the Valley newspaper meant to our smallcommunity.
�I�ve been doing SRS almost exclusively,� said Di-ane Lee. �I�ll have a lot of patients referred to me com-ing here, but Janice will take a lot of the load frommein cosmetic surgeries and facial feminizations. Itreated the whole woman in my last assignment. Thisway, I�ll be able to do much more SRS and other mi-cro-surgeries I�m trained for.�
�SRS?� I said weakly as Diane smiled at me. �Sex-ual Reassignment Surgery?�
�Exactly,� beamed Diane. �The new extension tothe clinic along Church Street and Church StreetPlaza will be perfect for me. My patients are going tobe thrilled when they come here to convalesce aswomen in such a supportive place for women like us.The natural support groups will be a thrill for them.They�ll be out on the street and no-one, not even theSheriffs, will challenge them. You have such wonder-ful entertainments here as well. I love the theatresand night clubs I�ve been to already!
�Once I�m known, I won�t need many patients fromoutside Raybold coming in. I might get enough work
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from all the girls I�ve seen around here. Julia tells meyou might be one of my patients soon, Michelle. Ipromise you�ll be thrilled at the work I do. I makesure, in the surgery itself, that all my new women willbe orgasmic very soon. I have some pamphlets foryou.�
Those pamphlets caused me a lot of trouble withJane. She accused me of wanting to have that sur-gery done. She was very angry with me and, I think,afraid for me, probably afraid for what it would do tothe two of us. Hmm, it would be one way of gettingout of Jane�s clutches, I thought.
Dr Lee floored me at the end by saying she�d bejoined here by her two children, two sons, later in theyear.
I gasped and gaped. I learned, not for publication,that Diane Lee had once been married and had fa-thered, yes, that�s what she said, she�d fathered twochildren. That, of course, wouldn�t happen again asDiane had had SRS herself in Canada, several yearsbefore.
When her sons came to live with her, they�d callher �Diane� and not �Daddy�. If they ever wanted to callher �Mummy�, Diane said she�d just love it. Her di-vorce lawyers were working on the final accountingwith Diane�s former wife. It would be so good for herboys to get away from a hectoring mother, Diane�swords, and get a new start in Raybold, the most toler-ant city she�d ever been in, for transgendered people.

***
Jane did a gushing editorial on how the LintonClinic had grown and progressed. �Not bad for some-one who, two years ago, was to be run out of town forliking to wear a dress. Way to go, Joe!�
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�That�s two favorable editorials in a row for tran-nies,� I said to Jane. I�d told her, but she hadn�t ac-knowledged it in The Queen, that Diane Lee was thefourth tranny doctor out of five we had now in theValley.
�So? The Queen is changing its editorial spin,�smirked Jane. �Oh dear, I wonder what Uncle Brianwould say�but I won�t find out, because he hasn�tbothered to read a word that�s appeared in The Queensince he�s been gone.�
�He wouldn�t allow this to be printed,� I said, smil-ing, as I read Bonnie�s account of the Rogers-Tolmannuptials. Yes, Kenneth Roberts was the girl whomBonnie knew as Kendra. I think they�d been in somekind of transsexual group when they were younger,but Bonnie never really said much about her girl-hood. She was shy about it, as I�d have been if I waslike her, wanting so much to be a woman some day.
Bonnie had taken a picture of the wedding partywith Mrs Joan Roberts on the left, and the smiling,adorable bride whom her mother kept calling �Ken-neth�. A tall, dark, masculine figure in a tux had anarm about the bride and looked totally in commandof the affair. Bonnie�s caption identified the groom asSharon Tolman, while the bridesmaids were very fa-miliar to me.
Debbie Allen and Sally Karlsen looked really sweetin their low-cut bridesmaids� dresses, holding on totheir bouquets of flowers. The dresses were in a dark,blushing pink and looked so neat. I mention that be-cause newsprint just showed their dresses as grey.They were so much prettier than that in the originalpictures.
Kendra�s bridal dress and veil came fromMelanie�s, Bonnie wrote in her story. Sharon hadonce been married to Alan Powers, a man I�d dancedwith and kissed on Halloween. Sharon, owner ofTolman�s Computers, said she�d been a bride once
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and didn�t need the hassle again. Bonnie reportedSharon saying it was Mrs. Roberts who wanted Ken-neth to be a bride. Sharon had no objection to it.
Judge Emily Cortwright married them as Kennethand Sharon. They had a first-class reception atSylvester�s that Bonnie went to with her boy friend.She says she had a great time.
�Mrs Roberts knows me, of course,� said Bonnie.�She said Kenneth started dressing as a girl in theprotest at Tyson. She might have convinced herself ofthat, but Kendra�s been a girl on every occasion shecould for years longer than that.
�She told me Kenneth had been Sharon�s girlfriendfor a long time, which is so contradictory. Anyway,she�s pleased Sharon is in charge of the marriage.She felt sure Kenneth would be a good wife toSharon.�
The last line of Bonnie�s piece noted that, after themarriage, Kenneth was to be known as Mrs. KendraTolman. One look back at the wedding photos and Icould see that was completely appropriate. I lookedat Jane, who was busy on the phone. Is this what thefuture holds for me, I wondered? Was I going to bejust like Kendra, and someday have everyone knowme as Mrs. Michelle Edwards?
I shuddered at that thought and turned to the nextmock-up Jane was working on. There was a noticethere that The Queen of the Valley was expanding itsnews services. Two new interns�Alan Terrell, 19,and Breanne Newman, 20�were being added to thestaff as Youth and Fashion reporters. Bonnie Helmanwas going to be �in charge� of that department.
Right across the page from the announcement wasan ad for the Del Monte School. Its picture was of abig-haired girl, Ellen Terrell, a �Miss Del Monte� forthe Fall. I looked back. Only one letter was differentin the spelling of Allen and Ellen.

Page - 30

WOMEN'S ISSUES BY PHILIPPA PETERS



That gave me two things to talk to Jane about. Ihad no idea we were �expanding�. What did she meanby Bonnie heading up a department? Was she overme, Dave, and Tania now? Oh, there were going to befireworks, I promised, just as soon as Jane got off thephone.
I checked what Jane was doing with the letters, theclassified and the other display ads. Transformershad its usual ad with an unusually sexy transforma-tion��sexy� in the sense that �Helena� was ter-rific-looking, womanly, vivacious, while Henry lookedlike her dolt of a brother.
Josie Lyon, still a deputy, and Andrea May, stillworking for the Council, were the models again forMelanie�s, and both were changing. Their hair waslonger, curlier, and their breasts were definitely no-ticeable. Yes, they could be padded, but I didn�t thinkso. They looked very real to me. Girls everywherenow, and boy-girls in particular, had spectacular fig-ures. The Linton Clinic didn�t have to advertise its Tand A work. One look down any Raybold street andyou could see that Dr Janice Long was really hard atwork, changing the look of our little town quite con-siderably.
The Benet Boutique was a new ad. It showed sil-houettes of girls declaring it had everything for the�modern� girl. It was selling �special undergarments�to give every girl real authenticity. Oh, I thought witha shiver, I was definitely going to visit this boutiqueon Upper Glass Street, quite close to the office.
With Jane still on the phone, I read two lettersshe�d pinned to the page, leaving spaces for her com-ments.
Henry Karlsen had written a letter asking why thepolice were still in dresses. And the Valley Councilemployees. And the school kids. The editor�s notewas filled in. It said: �Good questions. Michelle willreport on this in our next issue.�
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I thought: Oh, I will, will I?
Tania came in with the back page set out. �Youshould do this, Michelle,� she smirked at me. �Sinceyou�re Assistant Editor.�
I frowned at her. Tania laughed at me. �Do thatagain, Michelle. Gosh, I think you�re prettier whenyou�re angry than when you�re smiling!� she said.
�What do you mean, Assistant Editor?� I askedher.
�Dave�s Lead Reporter, I�m Entertainment Depart-ment Head, Bonnie is Lifestyle Head, and you are thesecond-in-command,� said Tania. �Congratulations,Michelle! I don�t think the new titles mean increasedpay. Not with two more mouths to feed.�
I was a little mollified when Jane called us in forour editorial conference. Tania had written a wholecolumn about Holly Irving, �movie actress�, beinghome for Christmas, bringing her director with her,and dancing every night in different clubs with herfriends, Debbie Allen, Karen Holcomb, and HelenCollins.
�You know, this is too far out for our readers,� saidJane, the first time I�ve ever heard her criticize Tania.�It�s Hollywood gossip, not local happening. UntilHolly Irving comes down here and drops her pantieson the Garth stage, let�s just give her a line at the endof a paragraph in future, okay, Tania?�
It wasn�t okay with Tania. For the first time in twoyears, she went off in a huff.
�I wanted her to write about this,� said Jane with afrown, staring after Tania. �Victoria�s Palace� was anew nightclub opening at Princess River the yearround. Debbie Allen and �The Dancing Princesses Re-vue� was there.
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�I think the place is named for Victoria Perrone,�said Jane. �Tania shouldn�t have needed me to tellher to write about this. Talk to her, Michelle. You�remy assistant editor now. We�ll let this Holly Irvingthing run for now, but I want a real connection to theValley and its night life if she mentions Holly again.�
�No more girl reporter,� Dave murmured to me ashe went out. He goosed me on my backside. �Hmm,�he said. �You should be thinking of a little T and A.�He began singing the song from A Chorus Line.
�Excellent idea, Dave,� said Jane, coming backfrom the publisher�s office. �Great minds never differ.Here you are, Michelle, your Christmas present. Nomore corsets and paddings, strappings and such foryou. Dr. Long has room on her schedule for Miss Lit-tle. When we see you in the New Year, Michelle,you�re going to have real breasts and a bouncy tush.�
I think all the blood drained from my face. �No, Ican�t,� I squeaked as Bonnie came rushing in withTania. They asked me what I thought of their Christ-mas present to me. Even Dave had chipped in. �I�dlike her left nipple to be mine,� he said seriously andthe girls went into giggles of laughter.
The whole office had pooled their money for me toget breast implants. What could I say to that? Suchunexpected generosity was making me all weepy andsentimental. And frightened stiff, wondering why Iwasn�t telling them all, No, thank you! I did say,�Thank you!��but it was �thank you� for nothing, be-cause I wasn�t going to go to Dr. Long.

Volume 25 Issue No. 5 18 January

Janice Long couldn�t have been nicer when I finallygot up the courage to see her in the Linton Clinic totell her it was all a mistake and not to call me again.
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�It�s such a wonderful procedure, Michelle,� she saidto me enthusiastically. �You are such a pretty girl.With breasts, you are going to feel so much morewomanly. And yes, a little work around your tushand tops of your thighs, and your miniskirts are go-ing to fit you so much better. You won�t need thosepads any more.�
Janice had laid out all the pads and strappings Iwore on a table beside her. I felt so silly as I lay on theexamining table in my panties, garter belt and stock-ings. I knew Janice wasn�t a woman, either, but I feltso embarrassed for her to see me as I was, a slenderboy in women�s underwear, despite my madeup faceand blonde hair, styled like a woman�s.
But I was a boy, I kept telling her. Janice keptagreeing with me, saying dryly she�d noticed that.She didn�t understand that I wasn�t there to be herpatient!
Janice finally let me dress again in my bra, slip,top and skirt. I slipped my feet into my high heels andlistened to her explain what she�d do to me. Never, Ithought wildly. I was never coming to the LintonClinic ever again. The �Christmas Present� Jane,Tania, Bonnie and Dave had pooled together to giveme was a T and A procedure. In two weeks or so, I�dhave breasts like a woman, Janice assured me. I�dhave rounder hips and thighs.
Janice also examined my face. �Excellent,� shemurmured as she studied the computer images she�dtaken of me. �I wouldn�t recommend a full facialfeminization as I just did to the patient ahead of you,Michelle. I could do a little with your nose, maybeshave the chin line a little, but I wouldn�t touch thelarynx (your Adam�s apple is so well hidden), or yourbrows. You�re as flat there as a girl should be.�
Janice showed me with a pointer the little thingsshe�d do to make me prettier as a woman.
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�But those things,� I gasped with cold shivers run-ning through me, �would be permanent, wouldn�tthey? I�d always look like that, with my nose thinnedand tilted up a little.�
Janice smiled at me. �Yes,� she said. �Oh, you�renot quite ready for permanent changes? Not on hor-mones yet? A year�s course of those would really re-duce the size of the implants we have to give you tomake you bounce like a natural woman. It�s slower,but not as costly. You don�t want to try that route towomanhood?�
�No!� I gasped in alarm. �I�m not on any route toanything!�
Janice smiled at me. �We�ll see,� she said simply.�What you�re going to have is just a day procedure.How about the twentieth? You should be well recov-ered for Valentine�s Day, which I hear is going to beanother big celebration here in the Valley, like Hal-loween last year.�
I had to shiver at that. On Halloween, I�d danced inthe streets with so many men. It had been a fantasticnight. I couldn�t imagine anything rivaling that cele-bration, when the whole town had seemed to be in onthe role-reversal game.
I sashayed anxiously out of the Linton Clinic in mytight tan skirt, light stockings and flirty top, my hairloose and feminine. I vowed I�d never return again. Iheaded in relief to an interview with the new CouncilClerk, the head of the Valley�s bureaucracy, who�d re-placed Ellen James Beman.
�You�re in charge of Women�s Issues,� Jane hadsaid to me, confirming a new role for me on TheQueen of the Valley. �You remember the last letter wepublished about why all the men forced to dress aswomen are still in dresses, four months past the datethat order was repealed? You have interviews to
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make and an article to write about it, Michelle. Ipromised, didn�t I, that you would.�
I fumed about that. I wanted to be lead reporter onthe paper. I wanted to be down at the Courthousecovering the Davies case of husband Earl and wifeRenee, fighting over control of the Princess River re-sort, provider of such economic impetus to the wholeValley in the past year.
Women�s Issues? I had no clear answer to whatthose were exactly. I had a sort of idea I was going tobe covering diets, fashion shows, hairstyles andchildrearing. I dreaded the thought of the latter, asTania and Jane had been talking about breastfeedingin the last �meeting� we �women� had in the bar.
The other girls had been looking at our waitress,who we all knew was a boy, and the large, bouncingbreasts �she� was delighting in showing off. That�swhen Tania said that, with the right drugs, thosebreasts would be just great for breastfeeding.
Tania talked about how nutritious milk from amale might be, compared to that from a female. Janehad turned to me and said, �There, Michelle, awoman�s issue to follow up on and write about afteryou see Dr. Long. Find out what it would take to allowyou to feed your soulmate�s baby.�
I lived with and slept with Jane. Once she�d said tome, �I�m not getting any younger, Michelle. I shouldthink of children. But when I do, I think of them at-tached to me like limpets. Ugh, that�s why I�m nothaving children. If I did, you�d have to be the one togrow your breasts and suckle them for me. I�m notjoking, Michelle!�
I�d laughed and giggled at that. Jane finally joinedme.
This time, however, Jane was looking at me as if itwas a question I should seriously take up with JaniceLong. I was far too hot and bothered by the whole
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thing, feeling maneuvered into arguing with her oversomething so silly.
I was being maneuvered into getting breasts likeour waitress�s, I knew that. I was still telling myself Iwouldn�t do that, ever.
Everyone knew me at the Council House. �Goodmorning, Miss Little,� said a deputy, Francesca New,who was on duty, opening the door for me.
Her voice was feminine. Her hair was pinned backbut gleamed with blonde highlights as she smiled atme. There was a sway in Francesca�s walk that wassuggestively female.
�Why, Francesca,� I asked her as she stood in hershort skirt with v-shaped slits up her thighs. �We hada letter asking why you�re still dressed like that!� Iknew she was Frank New, not Francesca, for her firstyears of being a deputy.
Francesca leaned forward. I caught the fragranceof Opium she was wearing. �I love it,� she whisperedto me. �And so does my boyfriend.�
That stunned me. I clicked across the marble floorin my girlish high heels and asked the young, blush-ing girl in front of the office to announce me to theCity Clerk. Later, Francesca posed and smiled pret-tily for a picture for me, which I used with the article,as well as the posed one of the cool, blonde, elegantJane Dillon.
�Y-Yes, M-Miss Little,� the new girl said in asqueaky voice. I looked at her more closely. She wasdefinitely in a wig and was blushing under my scru-tiny. She hurriedly pulled in her arms as she sat ather desk, trying to look anywhere but at me. Defi-nitely a boy, I thought, even though her name tagsaid she was �Danielle Morton�.
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�Thank you, Danielle,� said Jane Dillon as shecame to greet me, leading me into the office I�d alwaysthought of as Ellen James�s.
It was so odd to chat like women when neither ofus was. I asked Jane why there�d been no rush backto male attire among Valley employees.
�In fact,� Jane Dillon said, �it�s not only no rushback, but all our new hires, like Danielle outside, arewillingly taking on female dress like their older coun-terparts.�
�Why?� I asked her. �Will Jane ever become Jamesagain?�
Jane Dillon grimaced at that. �My wife says, No,�Jane said with a laugh to me. �You�ve got Jane Ed-wards organizing you, haven�t you? Why haven�t youchanged back, Michelle? It�s the women, I think, whowant us girls in our right place, don�t you think, be-sides the fact I like dressing and being taken for awoman. The women think they have us under theirthumbs, I suppose.
�I mean, have you seen Mayor Slayton�s little girllately? She�s 24-7 now. This fad is going to last longerthan people think, Michelle. My sons are at Tyson.They wouldn�t think of going out withoutdresses andmakeup. They�re always stealing from me and want-ing to wear my newest cocktail and evening dresses.So, I�ll be Jane for a very long time, I think. Most ofmy workers think just as I do. It�s our wives who don�twant us to change!�
Sheriff Joanne Conan said much the same of theSheriff�s Department. She wouldn�t hire amale-dressed cop, she confessed to me. �Crime isway down,� said Joanne, who used to be John. �Wefind it so much easier to work with drunks, our mostcommon crime in the Valley, dressed as we are.Fights are way down and our showing up in our littleskirts seems to stop, not ignite, battles as in the past.
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So, we�ll keep our skirts and makeup and hair, I be-lieve, for a long time yet.�
Hair on her head she meant, of course, as I sawhow lovely Joanne�s legs were as she sat in her smallskirt. Her blouse was open as well, and she seemed tobe augmented as I was supposed to be. We had a lit-tle chat about that. As she said, what were the men inthe Valley who had augmentations to do? They couldreverse and go back to being men, but Rachel, Loisand Francesca had had nose bobs, as I must haveseen. They�d look ridiculous as men.
So I had my article, which I finished quickly andJane liked. She gave me my usual task, as assistanteditor, to assemble the rest of the stories that wouldmake up the first newspaper of the New Year.
Dave had written the lead story in a factual way. Isuppose it really needed that, but I shook when I sawthe picture that accompanied it. It showed JohnQuinlan, son of the richest family in the Valley, withhis arm about a smiling Kelly Davies. She was on thecheerleader squad and was the cause of the fight be-tween her mother and father. Earl, the father, hadobjected to his son, Kelly, dressing as a girl and kiss-ing her boyfriend, John Quinlan, so passionately onthe front steps of his home where all the neighborscould see.
It wasn�t Kelly in the picture that shook me,though. There was Kelly�s twin, the boy I�d inter-viewed at Tyson and written a long piece about, onhis transition to a new high school. How tough it hadbeen, he�d said, when girls he�d gone out with turnedout not to be girls. Now, a year later, Tom Davies,clutching his mother Renee�s hand, was definitelyKelly�s twin.
Dave had matter-of-factly described thedarker-haired twin�in a dress just like her sister,her hair as long and curly as her sister�s, in makeup
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and jewelry�as �Tom�. That�s all. No comment or ex-planation necessary, Dave seemed to be saying.
The next story was about Renee Davies petitioningthe court to name her trustee of Davies-Valley ResortCompany, the economic engine of the little boom ourValley had experienced for a year. Earl, of course,was on probation for the assaults on John Quinlanand Kelly. The automobile accident that put his suc-cessor as CEO of Davies-Valley, Eloise Waters, in thehospital, where it had been inadvertently revealedshe was a man, had brought Earl to proclaim he wastaking over and was going to �clean up the rot� at thePrincess River Resort.
Everyone knew that would mean ending the trans-vestite conventions that had been the backbone ofwork at the Princess River Resort. Earl Davies wouldfire all the crossdressing staff, many of whom weredoing it just for the money�or so they told me, therebeing no jobs anywhere else. I said that myself in themorning as I put on my makeup, did my hair, andworked my bra into a comfortable position before Iput on my skirt and top. It was for the job.
But it was a year later for me, and look what I wasgetting into now. Was I actually thinking I�d take ad-vantage of the crazy Christmas present the staff atThe Queen gave me. Dr Janice had called it �a stepinto womanhood� and it was. A huge step. My heartwas pounding as I thought about it. I didn�t know if Iwas ready for such a declaration that, yes, I was morethan a man now.
The wolf was pushed from the door by Judge EmilyCortwright�s ruling. Renee Davies was President ofDavies-Valley. Eloise Waters, out of the hospital, was�delighted� to work with Renee. Renee was so compli-mentary about Eloise and Martina King, exposed asthey were. Martina ran Trans-it Adventures, themain booker of transgendered holidays into the Val-ley. Renee had some idea of bringing an airline intothe Valley, criticizing her husband�s �old-fashioned
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ideas� that would have impeded Princess River�sgrowth and destroyed Kelly�s and Tammy�s (?) heri-tage.
I wished Dave had given some background aboutEarl and why he�d stormed off. But, if I�d seen both ofmy sons dressed as if going to a Prom dance as girls, Iguessed I�d probably have been as mad as EarlDavies.
I wished Bonnie was back from taking our new in-terns on their orientation tour on the work they�dhave to do. The interns were subjects of letters Ichose for the Letters page. �There, right opposite youritem on new interns, Alan Terrell and BreanneNewman,� Mike Cross had written, �we see an �EllenTerrell�, Miss Del Monte, the leader in charm andbeauty in her class. Ellen? Allen? Can they be thesame?�
�Yes, Mike,� I penned in an Editor�s Note. I had seenthe same thing myself. The arrival of Ellen on her firstday made me think that The Queen was now Daveand the harem, rather than the balanced staff of maleand female writers Publisher Brian Carpenter said hepreferred when he�d hired me, Mike Little.
The second letter surprised me. �I went to schoolwith Brian Newman at Tyson,� wrote Denise Miller.�Why don�t you print a photo of Breanne? I�ll bet she�sBrian. We would love to see her down at Franco�swhere she�d be one of us!�
Breanne blushed like crazy when I showed her theletter. She opened her purse with fingernails as longand red as my own, and brought out her driver�s li-cense photo for me. It wasn�t pretty enough, not withthe way she was wearing her hair in a wave now,styled about her neck and chin. I took another photoof �her� and we printed that.
�We were remiss,� I wrote in another editor�s note.�Breanne�s picture is to the right. She begs us not to
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show Brian�s. And oh yes, Denise, Breanne is one ofyou!�
�Poetic licence,� I told �Breanne� with a smile whenshe nervously asked me what I was doing. Shegasped but then smiled femininely at me. She knewwhat I was. She�d treated me, and Bonnie, as if wewere her �sisters� from the moment she�d come in.
Ronald Emney wrote in about the column on DrDiane Lee. �How is having an SRS surgeon going tohelp the Valley?� he wanted to know. �I don�t intendto change my sex anytime soon and, once it�s done tothe loonies, who�ll want it again? It�s done, isn�t it? Orare we going to be flooded by �Ugly Women� from out-side? I don�t think we need this!�
�Economically, we�re better off if the Valley getsinto the business of transforming Ugly Sisters intoCinderellas,� I wrote in defence of my article. �Medi-cally, Dr Lee will not likely be doing one SRS a week.What could she be doing with the rest of her time andall those surgical nurses who�re coming here withher?�
I thought that Jane would cut this letter and replyout, but she didn�t. I was wrong, though, about thenumber of SRS procedures Diane Lee did in a week.She hardly had time for anything else, she told me,when we met at a cocktail party at John Stephens�slater in the year.
I didn�t tell Jane or Tania or Bonnie about the leadannouncement of the Classifieds. I couldn�t believe itmyself. Well, I could, but it still seemed sort of per-verse. Kelly Rogers and Joe Gibson formally an-nounced their engagement. Kelly was to be a Junebride. All friends of the �ecstatic couple�, half the menof the Valley, men who�d slavered over her nude body,I thought, were invited to an open reception at theRoxy. It showed howmuch we read our own paper, asBonnie was the first to spot it with a loud shriek,rushing in to me to ask, �Did you see this?�
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�I�m editing the paper, aren�t I?� I said to her as shewent off, shaking her head.
Tania had partly taken Jane�s criticisms to heart.Her lead story matched the ad we were running forthe Amadeus night club, where Jane Julian�s pictureshowed what a beauty she was. Mandy, the leader ofthe house band, the Amadeus Appreciation Society,looked very sweet, blonde and feminine as well, be-side Jane.
�Lots of people,� Tania wrote, �have been telling mehow great the show is at the Amadeus. I had to goand see Jane Julian doing a guest spot there.
�Jane appears with pianist, Karen O�Day, as wellas the string quartet of the house band. Comparisonsto Jackie Ray are inevitable. Jane is a contralto, likeJackie, though she might have a greater range.
�Certainly, Jane sings more operatic fare thanJackie would ever attempt, but she doesn�t neglectthe lower tastes of her audience as well. I loved Sum-mertime and the Gershwin Jane has mastered. Iloved her excursions into Beyoncé and Britney, whileClimb Every Mountain from The Sound of Music is afitting climax to a first-rate, classy show.
�Jane, of course, is from the Valley, a product ofTyson High. �I was right there,� she says, �in the fore-front of the fight for Helen Collins� rights.�
�We met in her dressing room and she gave me thepicture of �her� at Tyson which is with this article.She�s certainly changed a lot. But the inevitablequestion, she ducked.
��You figure it out,� she laughed. �They don�t evenask me if I�m a girl or a boy in the capital when I per-form there.�
�Jane says she enrolled in special voice classes �asa lark� at Tyson and found the classes of Miss Shanksand Miss Charles �invaluable�. �I discovered my voice
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and haven�t stopped working since. I love workingwith girls as talented as Karen and the girls at theAmadeus.�
�Jane has a short concert tour of three statesplanned before fronting the new string orchestra ofVictoria Perrone at Princesses on Parade over thesummer.�
The Mitzi Theater had a new farce, Doing It in theEnd, which Tania hadn�t reviewed. So, someone hadwritten a quick précis of the play: �What if you had tostand in for a friend on her wedding day? Instead ofbeing best man, Ed has to be a bride!� The picture ofthe blonde-haired bride didn�t look like Ed Reece tome but, with the makeup and clothing the �bride�wore, she really could have been anybody.
The Baines Theater hadn�t advertised with us for awhile. It showed drive-in movies on the Valley High-way between Raybold and Slayton. �Come out andsee Holly Irving in Girls Love Doing It! Cheer on our lo-cal girl as she proves she can outlast the others inthis Mean Girls romp.�
I wanted to point out to Jane Edwards that Tania�scolumn on Holly, which Jane had hated, had broughtus some business, but Jane didn�t want to talk aboutanything but my impending �operation�.
I told her I�d changed my mind. I told her I wantedmore time to think about it. I was totally distraughtwith myself for even contemplating what I was goingto have done as soon as the paper came out.
�Don�t be a wuss, Michelle,� Jane said to me as Itrembled in the doorway of her house holding mymakeup bag and dress bag that she�d givenme for myvisit to the Linton clinic. �You know you really wantthis, and I want you to have it done.�
�No!� I said with a dry mouth as the cab pulled up.The cabbie, Vince, hustled up to take my little bagsand to open the door for me, a woman.
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�Good morning, Michelle,� he said to me, a copy ofour paper on the front seat of his cab. �Where can Itake you this morning?�
�Miss Little and I are going to the Linton Clinic,�Jane said, as I couldn�t get the words out. I was sofrightened as I thought about what would happen.�Michelle has an operation today.�
The look on Vince�s face terrified me. He actuallyseemed pleased. He thought I was going to have to bethere for weeks and convalescing for months.
�No, not that operation,� Jane told him. She actu-ally cupped her breasts. �Michelle is going to be justlike me, tomorrow.�
Vincent actually looked disappointed. �I thoughtMichelle already was,� he said as we drew in to theLinton Clinic. I could feel his eyes on me as I mincedwith Jane through the main doors. Nurse PeggySimpson, blonde, busty, beautiful, who could havebeen a showgirl herself, whisked me into a ward evenas I was saying, �think about it�, part of �I want tothink about this again�. I was pricked with a needle,and speech became impossible as I drifted off tosleep.
Jane was partly right. When I awoke, I was muchmore like her than I�d ever been�or ever wanted tobe.

Volume 25 Issue No. 6 18 February

The Valentine�s Day issue of our newspaper hadtwo extra pages as promised. Only one of the twopages was about Valentine�s Day parties, however;the other was all about me.
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Jane Edwards had Bonnie Helman talk to me andwrite it up in the form of a conversation between us.Jane said rumors about me were flying around theValley. �We� had a responsibility to our reporters, andmy �fans�, to tell the truth to everyone, Jane wrote. Ithink she just wanted to humiliate me again�a bigfactor in our relationship since she�d switched fromcasual friendship to intimacy. It only came at the costof me being transformed as one of Transformers� firstcustomers. Now I looked nothing like the before, mid-dle, or after pictures of those sessions.
�It�s actually a year since you were transformed!�said Bonnie. �What are you and Jane going to do tocelebrate?�
I should have told Bonnie the truth�yes, the truththat was never going to be published in the newspa-per. The truth, I knew, was that Jane Edwards wasgoing to fuck me.
I�d wobbled out of the clinic with my whole body onfire. Every step I took seemed to ricochet through me.I should never have worn such high heels. As my feetstruck down so the ripples spread through me, Icould feel the mounds on my chest bouncing, my brahardly containing me at all. I was used to tight strap-ping or corsets about me, and now I had none.
I wore the softest of women�s underclothing. Theonly thing that constrained me anywhere was thegaff I wore about my male parts. Of course I worefrilly white panties over that. My mind still held theimage of how I looked when I staggered from the bed.
I had stitches and taping where the inserts hadbeen put into me. I looked so enormous to myself, butJanice said I was swelling a little, which would sub-side. I would only be a C cup at most, as that waswhat I�d insisted upon. I wasn�t going to have hugebreasts. I was �only� going to have marked, definite,female breasts that would bounce every time Imoved. I wouldn�t have to wear extra padding in my
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panties, as my hips were also larger, �rounded�, somuch more female. I could wear thong-type pantiesand my buttocks would be as shapely as any youngwoman�s.
I stared at myself, my eye makeup so vivid, myblonde hair so long and curled about my neck, myearrings gleaming at my earlobes, like my femininenecklace and bracelets. I looked like a girl in just mypanties. Janice thought I looked marvellous. She en-thused that this was some of the best work she�d everdone. She�d enlarged my nipples, which is why theylooked so female on me.
Her nurses had praised me�even Peggy Simpson,who�d confided that I was just like her now. I knew, inValley-speak, just what she meant. Peggy Simpsonwas confiding in me that she, a blonde, well-endowednurse, had once been a man like I still was. I didn�tbelieve she was still just like me.
Peggy helped me into my garter belt and stockings,and the new, soft bra Jane had bought for me. Janewas there to greet and hugme; the nurses and Janicesmiled as I swished girlishly in my swirling bluedress. Jane made a point of pressing my breasts withhers as we hugged. Femmy feelings surged throughme as my dress caressed me, telling me I was a girl. Ididn�t know how I was going to stand the emotionsthat ran through me as we touched.
Every girl I met was going to want to touch menow, as Jane did when we hugged. I was going to bearoused and infused with sexual heat every minuteof the day, I thought in panic, as all the nurses andDr Janice had to hug me as well. They wished me awonderful time and told me that, in a couple ofweeks, I�d be ready to fully resume all the activities Inormally engaged in.
Jane didn�t want our �normal� activities, though.She wanted to introduce me to making love with mybreasts as a woman. At least, I thought that was what
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she wanted to do. The moment she caressed me, Iwas aroused. By doing it, Jane showed me how togently kiss a woman�s breasts, how to use my tongue.Then, I realized how coarse and unrefined I had beenwith her.
Jane reduced me to a pained, quivering wreck inno time. I came so quickly that I didn�t pleasure hervery much�not in the way she was pleasuring mewith her kisses and touches, that was for sure.
I�d heard of sex toys before. Who hasn�t? I justnever thought of Jane using them on me. I�d thoughta strap-on dildo would have no effect on me whenJane laughed and put it on, telling me I was now re-ally going to learn what it was to be a woman.
It wasn�t like making love to Alan or to Murray, themen I�d made love to before. Jane really got off bonk-ing me with her thing inside my tush. She expectedme to like it as well. She strutted about her house,where I lived with her, and seemed inordinatelyproud of herself, fucking me whenever she thought Ideserved it. I knew, instinctively I suppose, that if Ididn�t at least pretend I liked to be treated as awoman by Jane, she�d find something more awful todo to me.
So, what was I going to do to celebrate being awoman for a year? I�d be a natural woman, I sup-posed, and fake my orgasm with my lover. I�d enjoyher kissing and cuddling my breasts. I�d enjoy beingaroused and sticking my thing into her; and then itwould all be pretence and artifice on my part. I wouldhave to squeal at all the right moments, clutch Janein a panic, and caress her breasts with mine. Thatwas at least some pleasure, but I�d have to moan,thrash, and fake an orgasm. Yes, that�s how I was go-ing to celebrate being a woman. I was going to fakesexual passion for my lover that I didn�t truly feel.
The whole of Page Four in The Queen of the Valleywas devoted to me�Jane�s idea. There was a large
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picture of me at the Council Employees� dance thatJane Dillon insisted I attend. In the picture of me, Iwas in a tight blouse, puffed at the shoulders withthree-quarter length sleeves, a black velvet choker atmy neck to accentuate the whiteness of the blouseand the low vee-neck that showed off the warm fleshon my chest. My hair was my own, pageboy-styled,about my made-up face. My skirt, lined with two pet-ticoats, rustling seductively each time I moved, couldjust be seen in the picture, but not my skin-tonedstockings nor my burgundy-red high heels thatmatched my skirt and earrings.
The caption with my picture said that I was at theValley Council�s Valentine�s Day party with a friend,Jeff Morton. That�s not true. He had his arm aboutme as he was walking me back to our table, but that�sall it was with him.
Danielle Morton, Jane Dillon�s secretary, had beenat the dance, flirting with a young man she�d broughtwith her. It was a strange sort of dance. The womenfrom the Valley Council offices were in dance dresses,in heavy makeup like me, but so many of them weredancing with other women. Even Jane Dillon was,though her wife (as I guessed her to be) was in an ele-gant pantsuit. It was kind of strange to watch Janebeing directed around the floor by her wife, Jane hav-ing to receive all the female accolades such as beingpresented with a rose, and curtseying to her wife asdid the other �women.�
I heard and saw Danielle in a heated argumentwith someone. I saw her being dragged away from theboy she was with. Instinctively, I stood up fromJane�s table. Jeff Morton bumped right into me as hewas trying to hustle his crying �sister� Danielle, out ofthe ballroom.
�What�s going on, Danielle?� I asked her.
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�His name is Peter,� said the tall man, pulling onDanielle�s arm as she was hissing at him to let go ofher.
I brought up my Press camera and took his pic-ture, which made a number of people turn aroundand smile at me. I�d taken several pictures of otherpeople at the dance. They wouldn�t mind at all beingseen in The Queen in their party dresses. In fact,many were asking me if I�d take them again when Isaid that we�d only print those that came out well.
�Give me that camera!� said Jeff Morton, enraged.He lunged at me and Danielle slipped out of hisgrasp. She dashed into the ladies� room. The girls,coming after her, followed her in with a swish ofskirts and the clatter of high heels.
�Now look what you�ve done!� Jeff Morton stormedat me.
�You look,� I said to him, pointing to FrancescaNew, in a low-cut, red dress, her bare arms about atall man�s neck. She was staring at me and raisingher eyebrows as her boyfriend twirled her in her veryhigh heels. Josie Lyon, in a little black dress, hadstopped dancing and was picking up her purse, whileher male friend was frowning across the floor at me.
�Those are deputies,� I said to Jeff, who was takenaback. �If I signal them, they�ll be over here in a min-ute to arrest you. I�ll have to testify against you fordisturbing the peace. So will your sister.�
�He�s not my �!� said Jeff heatedly, staring at thedoor through which Danielle had disappeared.
�Tonight, in this gathering, the girl whom youdragged away from her date,� I told Jeff Morton, �isDanielle Morton. She�s here to enjoy herself as a girl.Try to stop her and you�ll be arrested, I�ll see to that.�
�You!� sneered Jeff Morton. �A girl like you? Whodo you think you are?�
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�I�m Michelle Little,� I told him. �Women�s Issueseditor with The Queen of the Valley. Ooo, I�d love towrite you up in the paper this month!�
I could tell by his face that Jeff had heard of me. Ithought he was going to push me out of his way butJosie came round the tables. Rachel Smith, stun-ningly pretty in a skirt and blouse like mine, joinedher, the handle of her gun showing as she gripped itin her purse.
�This guy giving you trouble, Michelle?� Josieasked. Jeff gaped as he looked at the two of them andthe heads turning our way.
�It�s all right,� I said brightly. �This guy just wantedto ask me for a dance. He wanted his sister to intro-duce him to me. That�s all it is. Brothers and sisters.�
The deputies didn�t believe a word, I could tell. So,I took Jeff�s hand in mine and led him out onto thedance floor. I smiled up at him, faking it of course. Hegave a little smile at me as we joined together. He wasa very good dancer, completely in control of me rightaway, which I liked.
�I�m Jeff Morton,� he said. �Am I supposed to thankyou now, or something?�
�I did rescue you from a bad situation,� I told him. Isaw Danielle come out of the bathroom. He didn�t seeher slip out of the Ellis with her boyfriend, as I kepthim facing me. �Rachel, the very pretty one, is Dep-uty Sheriff Rachel Smith. She�d have arrested you onthe spot if you hadn�t danced with me.�
�You dance very well,� said Jeff.
�So do you,� I said, cuddling into his arms for thewaltz, my breasts touching him and making me feelreally weird and tingly.
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�I meant you dance very well as a woman,� saidJeff grimly, glancing at all the women about us, somany dancing with other women.
�Thank you for the compliment,� I said with asmile which jerked his attention back to me.
�You�re that newspaper reporter who�� Jeff Mor-ton began, unable to say the rest.
�Dresses like a woman,� I said.
Jeff was looking down the front of my dress. �Morethan that,� he said, making a little space between us.
�I just got them,� I said to him sweetly. �Do you likethem?�
Jeff�s face was a picture with the struggle going onin him. Francesca New was in front of us, doing aclinch with her boy friend. She lifted her head fromhis chest enough to murmur, �You need help,Michelle?�
�No,� I said with a smile. �That was DeputyFrancesca New,� I said to a staring Jeff Morton, as hetwirled me away, my skirt rustling and rustling mostpleasurably about me.
�She�s nearly as pretty as you,� said Jeff Morton. �Imean,� he went on, coloring intensely.
�Don�t say anything else,� I told him. �I love compli-ments. Can�t you see how I�m blushing? Just finishthis dance and then you�ve done your duty.�
Jeff spun me around, holding me tightly. I lovedbeing spun like that as the band went up tempo. Isaw Bobbi and the Sweethearts on stage. I twirledwith him, my skirt flaring out. I�d had a most enjoy-able dance with Jeff, my breasts moving but notbothering me as much. I was getting used to them.

Page - 54

WOMEN'S ISSUES BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Jeff held me awkwardly as the dance finished. Wewandered with the crowd off the floor, many justchanging partners where they were.
�My brother wants to be a girl like you,� he said. Ishushed him, getting him to lower his voice. �He haspictures of you in his room and articles about you.�
�There have only been two,� I told him.
�And Peter�s gone now, hasn�t he?� said Jeff. �Youcovered for him. You kept me out on the floor, danc-ing, while he left. I won�t find him again tonight, willI?�
�It would be better if you didn�t,� I said to him. �Youshould just let your sister be, I think.�
�If he was like you, smelled as nicely as you do,danced as well as you do, and looked and dressed asprettily as you do,� Jeff said, �I could understand it.But my brother is a boy. He�s nothing like you. It�sembarrassing for our whole family that he goes towork in a wig and a dress!�
�We girls all have to start somewhere,� I said toJeff, looking for Jane or Bonnie.
Bobbi burst out into a really live version of It WasJust One of Those Things, with the band really jump-ing. �Oh, I really like this,� I said, turning to smileand look at the band. Jeff propelled me to the floor,completely surprising me. He even smiled at me andsome of the moves we improvised together.
The band was so hot that he kept me on the floorfor quite a while�so long, in fact, that Bonnie took apicture of Jeff with his arm about me, which hadbeen very nice.
That�s the story behind one picture. Beneath itwere four more of me. One was on Hula Night at theGarth when we were all in grass skirts and bras, mybreasts on display, my scars hidden. Jane had me

Page - 55

RELUCTANT PRESS



have hair weaves. It seemed as if I had hair all downmy back to my bra at least. It had felt so erotic andarousing. I�d loved it, loved dancing in the hula lineswith all the girls, putting leis about, first, the men,and then other girls, we wanted to dance with. Ofcourse, I chose Jane as my girl partner. She loved itwhen I wiggled my new hips the way hula dancers aresupposed to.
Next picture to the hula girls was me in a femininebusiness suit, my hair pinned up, at City Hall �gath-ering news reports�. There I was, too, as a blonde,months before, in a backless evening dress, dancingwith Dave Gordon, our State Rep, who wouldn�t giveJane or me any news about roads and stuff. Ofcourse, the moment we got back, Mayor Lois Slaytontold us everything we wanted to know.
I was smiling in the fourth picture, though I couldonly blush to look at it. It was me in a bikini at Prin-cess River two days before. I was a blonde, with bigsunglasses and lying out in a long chair, all bare legsand trying to be so sexy as a woman.
I read Bonnie�s heated prose with embarrassment.
��When Jane asked me to do this assignment, Inever thought I�d be here dressed as I am,� says thepetite blonde girl reporter Michelle Little, formerlyknown as Mike. �I can�t believe it�s one year later�.�That�s what Bonnie had written, as if I was joyfulabout being a girl. As I recall the session, I was gri-macing and making all kinds of faces, as I hated thewhole idea of another article about me.
�Michelle wore an eye-popping, low-cut blouse,�Bonnie had written, �and a figure-hugging blackskirt for our interview. Her legs were smooth andbare in her stockings and crossed femininely, whileher own hair rested naturally above her shoulders.Her face was exquisitely made up (she�d just comefrom an afternoon of feminization at Quinlans, sheconfides). All in all, Michelle is as pretty a picture of a
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successful career woman as can be seen on thestreets of Raybold.
�Is she for real?
�Michelle blushed as she answered that question.�Yes,� she agrees. �I�ve been to Janice�s,� meaning Dr.Janice Long at the Linton Clinic. �These��Michelleindicated her breasts and then her tush��are reallymine, with a lot of assistance and augmenting fromJanice.�
��You would consider yourself to be a woman,would you?�
�Michelle laughed. �Actually, I don�t, not yet, but Ilove it the way everyone else considers me to be awoman.
��It�s been like that from the start. Everyone as-sumed I�d do all the things girls do, from voice les-sons, charm school, to makeup sessions and the like.So, I�ve just gone along, getting the experience of thefeminine side for the book Jane wants me to write.(Untrue! Jane had threatened me that, if I ever wrotea book and she was in it, she�d make sure that I couldnever love a woman naturally again!)
��It�s been wonderful and very scary to be dressedas a woman. It was frightening as I knew I was doinga stupid thing being augmented. It really does feel sodifferent. I put on my panties and an unpadded braand they fit me! I have breasts, real ones. It�s so dif-ferent! But it�s been such a wonderful experience be-coming Michelle. I�ve no plans to going back to beingMike in the foreseeable future, even though Janewould like me to go back�and to write about it�.�
Jane had added that last line, which made Bonnieannoyed with both of us.
�Really,� Bonnie said to me. �You didn�t need myname on this article. The two of you just change it as
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you want, anyway. I should�ve let you write it withoutme!�
We gave Breanne Newman her first by-line, withBonnie Helman and me, for the Valentine�s Day Spe-cial. There really wasn�t much text. It was mostly pic-tures of pretty girls being kissed by taller men.
At Tyson, on Valentine�s, the football team mensold kisses to raise money for the hospital/clinicfund. We found Bart Roberts and John Quinlan onduty in front of enormous hearts proclaiming kissesfor sale. The Davies twins each lifted a shapely leg toshow off their high heels as they got their money�sworth, kissing John and Bart. There were more girls,in short skirts as well, lined up to get their kisses andpictures taken.
We also got a picture of Sally Karlsen selling kissesto the dwindling male population of Tyson. She wascharging a higher price than the guys, however, andwas far ahead of them in funds raised.
Allan Terrell, our new intern, tried hard to be mas-culine at work with us for a few days�but the picturewe got of him at Del Monte�s blew his cover com-pletely. There he was presented as Ellen, model of theyear, at the Del Monte Valentine Dance. Ron Cooperkissed Ellen from one end of the runway to the other.Ellen, her hair so wild and free, in a tiara and strap-less evening gown, just couldn�t get enough of herhandsome boyfriend�s lips locked on hers.
�The mild weather brought hundreds of peopleonto the streets for an impromptu party,� we wrote.�Queens and princesses from all the local night clubsmet along Raybold Avenue, closed off for the occa-sion, and the party continued well into the night.�
The last picture I put in was out of pure devilment.I caught a familiar couple in Garth�s long after theEllis was closed, and so I clicked them. Jane Dillonlooked so beautiful and alive, smiling as Councillor
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Al Bass swirled her about on the dance floor. I wasn�table to get them kissing. I saw them kissing a lot, butI just wasn�t quick enough with my camera to gettheir picture. Still, just the way they were holdingeach other and looking into each other�s eyes told astory I�d have loved to explain.
The biggest news of the month, of course, wasn�tValentine�s Day, much less my breasts. No, the big-gest story was the plan to build an airport in the Val-ley at Riverbend. John Stephens headed up a consor-tium, similar to that which built the roads into theValley.
Stephens was planning the airport and a �ValleyAirlines� company to bring air travel to the Valley.There were few details save that Stephens said noone would be discriminated against when it came tohiring.
Stephens was right out there in Council, armaround Laura Beman, whom he described as his�companion�. His children�Nicholas, a long-hairedkid just starting Tyson, and Lynne, a daughter inmiddle school�were front and center as well, bothhanging onto Laura when they got tired with all theexplanations and non-explanations their fathermade.
I just couldn�t believe the glitzy plans on display.Jane was whole-heartedly for it. As she wrote, �itwon�t be jumbo jets in your backyard, Aunt Martha,but it will be regular flights of twenty persons andmore, with charters of forty and fifty passengers insummer�.
As I said, Jane bought all the sales talk of MartinaKing, of Trans-It Adventures. Jane is crediting LauraBeman for the ideas again, and bad-mouthing thereasonable objections of Councillor Ellen Beman,Tom/Laura�s legal wife.
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That divorce was getting messier by the moment. Ithink most people in the Valley probably turned toDave�s report on that before they read anything elsein our paper this month. Ellen James�she droppedthe �Beman� part of her name�had a private investi-gator on her husband for a while.
Ellen was petitioning for an expedited divorce. Inher deposition, Ellen claimed her husband was �inti-mate� with John Stephens long before the fatefulblow-up between the two.
�Ellen claims her husband, Tom,� Dave wrote,�was functioning as John Stephens� wife, in everyway, two months before the break-up. In that sum-mer, Ellen says, Tom Beman adopted the nameLaura, and was living at the Upper Raybold ranchwith Stephens, whose children were calling Laura�Mummy�, as they do today.
�Ellen James claims Laura�s influence is very un-healthy as Nicholas, just beginning Tyson, has joinedthe Protest Movement and taken up female dress en-tirely. �Nikki� is becoming more and more feminineunder Laura�s direct influence, the divorce petitionsays.
�Josephine Wyatt, lawyer for Laura Beman, re-served her right to counter-petition the court, notingonly that �Nikki� was in girls� clothes long beforeLaura arrived in the Stephens� household.�
I looked back at �Nikki� in the picture with Laura.He did look more than a little femmy, but mostly be-cause of his long, curled hair. Dave got a picture ofLaura and John Stephens holding hands, with herleaning against him. They really did seem to be amarried couple already.
Besides being the subject of one article, my beingin charge of �Women�s Issues� seemed to mean editingthe paper. I don�t know whether I should have chosen
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Jessica New�s letter, but she did write it for publica-tion.
�My husband is a deputy,� Jessica New wrote. �Hecould be back in his pants again, but he won�t. Theother deputies want their skirts and so my husbandgoes along with them. You missed that in your arti-cle, Michelle. Then, you put a picture of him in hisdeputy drag in your paper. How wrong! Frank doesn�tlike to look like that.�
I had to write back: �Jessica, Francesca did agreeto pose for the article with us, choosing the snap weused. You girls should talk!�
A new shopping mall at Slayton was opening, closeto where a new complex of apartments and condoswas being built. The manager, Florence Payne, spoketo me easily as �Michelle� though she�d known me as�Mike�. She took a half page ad featuring Helen Col-lins, a Princess on Parade, opening the Romeo andJuliet Center. It was supposed to have twenty-twostores with everything �for the Romeo and Juliet inyour life�.
Tania had got around to reviewing Doing It in theEnd at the Mitzi Theater. �First thought,� she wrote,�what an awful title! Plus, this is going to be one ofthose tiresome �comedies� of men getting into dressesat a drop of the proverbial hat and skitting at realwomen.
�Second thought, I was entirely wrong! Doing It inthe End is less a comedy than the rite of passage of ayoung transvestite, very insecure in his sexuality.Morgan is beautifully portrayed by Ed Reece, a boyon the brink of succumbing to femininity which hefights against all the way, as well as the natural as-sumptions of the other characters that he is gay.
�Joe Beldon plays a strong role as Joe, the bride-groom, who�s determined to be married �on the day�.His arguments on the phone with the invisible Me-
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lissa are hilarious. The show picks up every timesomeone says, �Joe, it�s for you!�
�Now that would have been a better title, in myopinion. Does Joe get married in the end? You�ll findout in a well-worth-it visit to the Mitzi. Ignore the aw-ful title!
�The Empire, meanwhile, has followed up itshighly successful �Cinderella� pantomime with a mu-sical. Bonanza can best be described as a pastiche, acollection of favored songs with just a few new onesby Victoria Perrone to cover holes in the plot.
�Three daughters of a matriarch are searching forhusbands�need I say more? Familiar songs fromother musicals, I�m Gonna Wash That Man Right Outof My Hair, I Feel Pretty, I Don�t KnowWhy I Love You,make this a very enjoyable evening. And yes, I doknow all the performers are male, even if no one actu-ally says it anywhere in this Empire Theater produc-tion.�
I got a chance to talk to John Stephens and LauraBeman at the funeral we all had to attend two daysafter Valentine�s Day. Brian Carpenter, the owner ofThe Queen of the Valley, had died. It made all of us alittle uncertain about jobs and such. Jane wrote anice obituary about him. Jane was actually the pub-lisher of the paper now as well as editor, as Brianused to be, while the paper was up for sale. His son,Merritt, wasn�t interested in the business, and askedfor bids from prospective owners.
Apart from the obituary for Brian Carpenter, ev-erything in the paper was about us, the girl-boys ofthe Valley. Even the classified ads asked for boys tobecome female impersonators. I might be looking forwork in a month or so, I thought anxiously, as we allgot our funeral dress instructions from Jane. Shedidn�t even bother to ask Ellen whether she wantedto be Allen. Ellen had to go shopping with Breanne,Bonnie and me. All of us had to get hats and veils as
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well as black stockings and black dresses to attendthe funeral.
�Do we have to wear black undies too?� Ellenasked me in her little-girl voice.
�Definitely,� I told her. She had amore pronouncedwiggle in her walk as we all went into Melanie�s to besure that we were women at the funeral.
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I met John Stephens and Laura Beman at the fu-neral. I was wearing a black hat, a veil and a blackdress, stockings and shoes. Laura was dressed justlike me. She smiled and slipped her arm throughmine as if for a little friendship. A lot of the olderwomen were looking at her in hostility, I thought, as Imade small talk with her and John at first.
It did seem so odd to go to a funeral like that, par-ticularly for a man who�d hated me dressing like awoman. It was a strange sort of funeral because ofthe wake afterwards. I got to listen in on talk aboutthe Valley�s boom among the richest andmost power-ful men and women in our community, who normallydon�t pay any attention at all to people they employ,like me.
All the old families were there. Estelle Edwardsand her wife, Donna Gardner, were there. I couldn�tsee anything of Don in Donna at all. Donna was nowa classic beauty. I�d heard she�d had surgeries at theLinton Clinic, and I could well believe it. Donna looksabout 25 now, in face and body. Estelle treats her asif she�s an empty-headed blonde bimbo�a roleDonna takes on completely.
Donna seemed impervious to all the veiled insultsor slights of other men and women at the funeral.
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She flirted with a lot of the young, unattached men,like Jeff Morton, and eventually seemed to find ahome with the Bryan brothers, one of whom had hisarm around her throughout the latter part of the re-ception.
The Thomases were there, with their grandchildSharon, Julia Linton�s child. Julia Linton and all theother doctors wore very stylish black dresses. TheValley Council was there in force; Kate Schultz madean obvious fuss over Bonnie Helman, who wasarm-in-arm with Kate�s son, David. She reallyseemed to approve of David�s girlfriend, as anyonewho spent any time with Bonnie would.
An older woman came up to John Stephens whileLaura was talking to Lois Slayton for a while��justgirl talk�, she�d said to John. I�d asked him about theairport and the airline he was planning.
�Linda Ellerson,� John introduced the woman,�Michelle Little, who worked for Brian.�
Linda launched into a diatribe that showed shedidn�t know me at all. �John,� she said in a culturedvoice. �You have to help Ted Gaynor, Merritt, thePetries, the Thomases, and myself clean up the mo-rass this Valley is sinking into. Lois Slayton�s a deadloss. If we could just get that husband of hers out ofhis dresses. Did you see Doug? He�s actually overthere with the Curtises and the Mortons, the blondein that darling, little black hat.�
�Um, Linda,� John began, winking at me. I musthave been staring at Linda, aghast.
�Oh, we�ve always tolerated the peccadilloes of therich in the Valley, haven�t we?� Linda went on. �TheMaya Sorority has been around for donkey�s years.That�s why we laughed at the antics of the Council.But did you know there are over twenty men here to-day in women�s dresses? And no, I�m not criticizing
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your Laura. But she�s gone much too far, hasn�t she,imagining she�s going to be your wife someday?�
�She will be,� murmured John Stephens, lookingat me, while Linda Ellerson didn�t hear him at all.
�We�ve always run this Valley, we ranchers andagri-businesses, as Brian used to call us,� Lindawent on. �We need some real men back on Council.You and your bank have the money, John. We�ve letfeminists like Lois Anderson and Amy Collins black-mail us for too long. We control the money, John. Wecan take over the Clinic and get a real doctor in there.The way things are going, the rot�s reaching into thebest families. Even sending Peter Morton away toschool hasn�t helped the Mortons. But they�ll put upreal money.�
�Excuse us, Michelle,� said John Stephens.�Here�s someone who wants to talk to you as well, Ithink.�
Linda looked quite startled as Jeff Morton steppedup to me and presented me with a cold, pink lemon-ade. It was delicious. �You know everyone here?� Jeffasked me. �Even the dinosaurs who�ve been here twohundred years?�
�She doesn�t look her age,� I said to him with asmile, wishing I could have gone with John Stephensand listened more to Linda.
Linda Ellerson was talking to him animatedlyabout �us, John. Have you been downtown lately?You can�t find a shopgirl who isn�t a transformedmale. What do they call them, girlie boys or some-thing?�
�My parents are talking about that as well,� saidJeff. �Not that my mother would ever shop in Slaytonor Raybold. When she and Dad go out for a night,she�s over to the capital with her friends. You musthave seen the cortege pass through Raybold. It�s likea funeral procession when they leave.�
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�I�ve seen those often!� I said. �I always thoughtthat was what they were.�
�The rich are different,� said Jeff with a grin.
�So Mrs Ellerson was saying,� I said. �You have ac-ceptable peccadilloes, I hear, while the Valley is acesspit of moral decay.�
Jeff grinned at me. �So ask me what my peccadillois?� he asked me.
�I don�t think I can,� I said with a tingle runningthrough me as he touched my arm so that an oldercouple could go past us to talk to John Stephens.�Just the way the word sounds makes me think,well��
�Yeah,� said Jeff as Jane signaled me that she andthe rest of the staff were assembling to leave, onlyDave being in masculine clothing. It was so differentfrom when Brian, Dave and I outnumbered Jane andTania all the time in newspaper decisions.
�It does sound pornographic, doesn�t it?" addedJeff. �Anyway, I�d like to take you dancing some time,Michelle. Since you left me at the Ellis the othernight, I haven�t found anyone who dances as well asyou.�
�You should see the girls in the cabaret revues,� Isaid, feeling a little hot and flustered. �I have to go,Jeff. My�my girlfriend, Jane Edwards, you knowher? She wants me to leave now. We still have work todo on the next issue of the paper.�
�Where do you dance?� persisted Jeff. �At theGarth, the Ellis, in Slayton, say on Saturday?�
�Oh, we start at the Garth, after the first cabaret,� Isaid unsteadily, �and work our way down to Franco�sRevuebar.�
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�You must go into the cages over the dance floor alot,� said Jeff with a smile.
�Never,� I told him, feeling aroused as he picked upmy purse and put his arm under mine. Jeff walkedme to Jane and the car I�d arrived in. The other girlswere really smiling at me as Jeff handed me into thelimo.
�Michelle�s got a boyfriend,� sang Tania while Janefrowned at me. So, I told them the story of me rescu-ing Danielle Morton, his sister. He�d thanked me ashe�d had too much to drink, I added to the story. He�dhave been arrested but for me.
�That�s how all great romances start,� said Taniawith a phony sigh. She�d have kept it up, in fact shedid, until Jane snapped at her as we went back toThe Queen and started work again.
Dave wrote the lead story about how businesseswere booming in the Valley and building permitswere up tenfold. Valley Council met at Princess Riverand celebrated the good news with a fancy dressparty at Victoria�s Place, the night club there.
Dave got a great photo for the front page, showingKelly Rogers dancing with Joe Gibson, her hus-band-to-be. John Stephens was with Laura Beman,her hands around his neck as he hid her from theprying camera trying to catch her. Mary Lou Conanand Sheriff Joanne Conan were smiling and dancinga loose boogie in their similar, frilly dresses, whileGiselle McKenzie, her hair so long and held by a bow,was there dancing with Al Bass, I think.
I had to do a little piece on the bank robbers JennyOrr, once Johnny Ortega, and Marilyn Reynolds, whowas Monty Regulo. They pleaded guilty to armed rob-bery and so were the first prisoners sentenced to ournew jail, the Valley Correctional Institute. JudgeCortwright said that if Jenny qualified, and she ap-peared to, she could get her SRS (the reason for the
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bank robberies) from Dr. Diane Lee at the LintonClinic. It�s ironic, as Diane Lee was her choice of doc-tor to make Jenny into a woman in the first place.
Tyson High was in the news with a controversialdecision to allow a Men�s Club in the school, with theright to make what I thought were awful, discrimina-tory rules. Bonnie was the �education� writer, gettingthe story.
Bonnie got a quote right away from Nicole Dugan,the Student Council President. As Bonnie reported it,�It�s sexist,� said Nicole. �The first thing the footballplayers did was kick out guys under 5�8�. Luckily, wegirls are not exclusive. We�ve recruited those boysinto our Protesters� Club. Now girls controleighty-five per cent of Tyson!�
� �Just putting on a dress and makeup doesn�tmake a woman, or a girl,� said Ms. Edwards,� accord-ing to Bonnie. � �Our boys need manly examples. I ap-plaud the Men�s Club. After all, women around herehave been defining what a man is for too long.�
�The Men�s Club president, Ron Wicker, claimedhis actions were within the bounds of the boys� at-tempts to re-assert manliness at the school.
�Ron�s younger brother, Sam, was one of thosekicked out of the Men�s Lounge at Tyson. Said Ron,�We really don�t want wimps at our school! Girlsshouldn�t, either! Real girls support us, real men, allthe way!�
� �Like heck!� said Nicole Dugan.� That ended thearticle really well.
There was a photo as well of Mrs. Donna Edwards,welcoming a �new girl� to her classes, �Samantha�Wicker. She was in a plaid miniskirt and padded top,with loads of eye makeup and lipstick, which the girlsall favor now at Tyson.
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�Estelle Edwards knew that the boys would dowhat they did,� Bonnie told me. �She knew they�dboot out the wimpy, under-sized boys and that thegirls would take them in. It�s what she wanted. Shewon�t negotiate with the Students� Council at all. Shewants to keep the Protest going, having boys indresses, and humiliating them in her fashion showsall the time.�
�She�s Jane�s sister,� I warned her when Bonniegot heated on the subject. �Look at the editorial she�swritten about it!�
That really got Bonnie angry. �Jane doesn�t say aword about humiliation!� she stormed. She wasright�but then we all knew Estelle and Jane weresisters, didn�t we?
�Reaction Inevitable,� Jane had used as her title. �Itseems that the actions of the Men�s Club at Tyson area throwback to a former age,� she wrote. �But itshouldn�t surprise anyone. A walk through Tysonthese days shows how �fem� the whole place has be-come.
�On the ice rink, all skaters wear tights, makeupand little skirts. In the pool, all swimmers wear shap-ing costumes, makeup and have tiaras in their longhair, in chignons, on top of their heads.
�There�s not a hairy leg to be seen along the hall-ways, where shrill, girlish voices are the norm. Theonly place where men are men is in the Men�s Club, aprivate place in a public institution.
�We like it that some of our boys are determined toact in a manly fashion. So they should. And somegirls are applauding them, encouraging them to bemanly, according to Men�s Club president, RonWicker.
�It�s all very well for a girl to have a boyfriend whoshares every girlish interest with her but, sooner orlater, a girl needs a guy, doesn�t she?
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�Yes, even you girlie boys, panting to be womenlike us, want a husky guy�s arms about you. That�swhy the Prom was organized like a military operationlast year.
�Principal Estelle Edwards has promised the samefor this year. Even the �new girls� kicked out of theMen�s Club will have dates for the Prom. That�s prom-ised by Student�s Council and paid for by the Princi-pal.
�That�s what it�s like these days at Tyson, wherethe Protesters still haven�t settled their differenceswith the Principal. Expect more reactions from the�real men� of Tyson. We don�t blame them. We ap-plaud them.�
I read the line again about wanting a husky guy�sarms around you. It was as if Jane was writing to me.I wasn�t dating Jeff, I really wasn�t. It was just that weran into each other on the dance floor�and Jeff wasa really great dancer. At Franco�s, we really got into it.I�d done a turn in one of the cages for him, with a seaof �girls� cheering me on as I danced sexily the wayMurray had taught me.
Lots of girls mobbed me when I was finished. I hadto show them how to do what I was doing. Finally,Jeff took me to the quieter Amadeus. We just waltzedand clinched on the dance floor. It was really nice,even more so when Jeff finally took the plunge andkissed me. I was really ready for it, pressing myyearning breasts into his chest. That turned him onas much as me, I think.
Jane called me as we were in the middle of a sec-ond kiss, so much more thrilling than the first. Iwanted him to do it manymore times with me as well.
�Come home to momma,� Jane said. �I�m at TheJaundiced Eye, and is it ever a good show!�

Page - 70

WOMEN'S ISSUES BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Jeff walked me down to The Jaundiced Eye, but Ididn�t come �home� to Jane quite yet. First Jeff and Ihad a passionate necking session in an alcove there.
�I�ll find you next week,� Jeff said. �We could get aroom at the Continental North.� I almost flipped as Iknew what he was really asking me for.
�Not there,� I said.
Jeff nodded and would have left. I think he was re-lieved at me turning him down. So I went after him.We kissed in the middle of the sidewalk. �Jane has acontact who tells her about everyone coupling at theNorth,� I whispered to Jeff. �If you find somewhereelse next week, I�ll come with you�if you find me.�
I half expected him not to. I went into The Eye, saton Jane�s knee, and applauded the singing and danc-ing.
�That was pretty cute,� said Jane as we caught acab home. She was very turned on. At home, we didathletic things in bed that I didn�t do often. Theyseemed entirely different with my breasts moving allthe time and my tush so rounded. Jane really lovedcaressing me in my thong�but I thought of Jeff do-ing that to me, when Jane and I were done and wewent back to finish the last pages of The Queen.
At the office, Bonnie didn�t say a word to me, butshe handed me an envelope. When I opened the enve-lope and read the announcement that CouncillorKate and husband John Schultz wanted to have putin the paper, I squealed like a little girl. Everyone,even Dave, came running to me as I was jumping upand down in my straight black skirt and heels, notcaring how my breasts were bouncing up and downin my excitement.
�What is it?� asked Jane with a frown.
�What is it, Michelle?� asked Tania with a smile.
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I just pointed at Bonnie and charged her, huggingher soft, womanly body to mine as I screamed,�Bonnie is engaged to get married!�
Bonnie was embarrassed as I hugged her. Taniaasked her about the ring. She shyly took it from thethin gold chain around her neck. Oh, we had to havean office party then.
What I�d read was that �Mr and Mrs John Schultzwish to announce the engagement of their son, DavidJohn Schultz, to marry Bonnie Helman, daughter ofMrs Andrew Helman of Water Street. Nuptials areplanned for August after Bonnie has completed SRSat the Linton Clinic. Bridal shower in June.�
�The SRS part,� I whispered to Bonnie. I hadn�tread that aloud. I�d said �a medical treatment� whenI�d come to that part.
�I�m going to have the snip,� said Bonnie earnestlyto me. �David wants me to have it, Michelle.� She wastrembling as she held my hands. �It�s going to be awhole new world for me after July and August. I�ll beMrs. Schultz, really I will!�
Bonnie had told me enough times since I hadknown her that she was going �all the way�, so that itwas no surprise to me. It was a surprise to the othergirls in the office, but they were delighted anyway. Mysaying �a medical treatment� didn�t fool them. I sawBreanne and Ellen looking at Bonnie in wonder as ifshe was suddenly a superstar or had won an Oscaror something.
It took me a while to get back to work, to read theother classifieds, such as Eloise Waters� ad for machoguys or femmy girls, of either sex, to be hosts andhostesses at Princess River over the summer.
Transformers had a picture of Bobby Green in itsad. Bobby was Valentine Princess at the Garth andhad, according to the ad, been transformed at theRaybold store. Now, Bobby was working there and
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would assist in others transforming themselves,Bobby was stunning in his strapless dress, the Garthsash about him. I�d really thought he was a girl whenI saw �her�. I put �her� in a picture display, saying toBonnie we had one girl in the paper, at least. Howwrong I was!
I had to apologize to letter-writer Duane Feller,who wrote in on that topic. �Liked your Valentine�sDay coverage,� Duane wrote, �but did you know thatevery pretty girl in your coverage was, in fact, a guy? Ilike looking at pretty girls and you did pick out theloveliest. But a real girl here and there would help.�
Help with what? I wanted to write back. Instead, Iput in an editor�s note: �we did think that BobbyGreen, Valentine Princess at the Garth, was a girl.We were wrong!�
I had to print a letter from Lois Ray. She was a can-didate for the Morality Party in the last election. Icouldn�t believe she�d been to a play like Doing It inthe End. �I�m so glad Tania Scott recommended it,�Lois wrote. �I learned a lot about transvestism. I wasreally pulling for Morgan to be the bride at the end. Amost moving experience.�
That shocked me a lot. Lois Ray? Loving a play inwhich the heroine is a guy? What was the world com-ing to?
The last letter was about me. Jane insisted.
�What a brave person Michelle Little is,� the writerpraised me. �I wouldn�t want my transformation allover the pages of your paper. Do you know that it�sthe �in� thing this year, to get T and A work at the Lin-ton Clinic? I think all of the twelfth grade, not count-ing the Men�s Club, of course, have had themselvesdone. Isn�t it exciting! I love to bounce and jiggle likeeveryone else. I can�t wait for the Prom this year!�
The letter was published with �Name withheld�.But I knew who�d written it. Angela Petrie, a quiet girl
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on Student�s Council, was admitting she wasn�t thegirl I�d thought she was.
I had to tell her it was not exciting what boys weredoing to themselves at such a young age. They werehaving the procedures done on their eighteenthbirthdays, the earliest they could be done. JaniceLong and Diane Lee didn�t see anything wrong inwhat they were doing. They thought transsexualsshould have their operations and transformationsearlier in life. I wasn�t sure they were dealing with�girls� who knew their own minds, given everythingdone to them, especially the brainwashing by the�girls� of Tyson High. Walking into the gym, as Bonniesaid, was an eye-opener, as �girls� played and dancedtogether, dressed and showered together, following aprincipal�s decree. If they started the year as girls,they had to end the year as girls. I tried to write aboutmy concerns about mistakes being made, but Janechopped my comments, re-editing what I�d done.
�I don�t want to be a role model for the boys ofTyson,� I said to her in agitation.
�Look at this ad for the Romeo and Juliet Center inSlayton,� said Jane. �See. Be the queen of the promthis year � cosmetics, lingerie, dresses � all genderswelcome. No mention of your name, Michelle. Thesegirls have many role models. You�re crazy to thinkyou�re being watched so avidly.�
But Jane didn�t see the girls who flocked after me,trying to get me to teach them how to dance like me,to move their hips and breasts as I did, and how toarouse a man like Jeff Morton. I hoped I�d see him,the following weekend. He�d said he�d be looking forthe prettiest girl in town. I daydreamed about beingwith him before realizing I�d done enough for this is-sue of the newspaper.
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Volume 25 Issue No. 8 15 April

Jane insisted I write a short article about BonnieHelman and so, reluctantly, I did. Bonnie said shedidn�t mind. She and her fiancé were pictured smil-ing and holding hands for the article.
I wrote it very straightforwardly. �My mother is themost shook up of all,� Bonnie admitted to me. I putthat in the article. �She really thought that, someday, I�d be taking up my life as Bruce again. Sheshould have known this would happen. I�ve wantedto be a girl since I can remember.�
Bonnie went on and on about how wonderful Da-vid was and how much in love she was. I made hersound as if she was gushing, she told me. She wasright. But that was just the way she was. She wouldhave her leave of absence and, when she came backin September, would have gone through colossalchanges.
I was going through changes myself! It was allJeff�s fault, I thought. He�d found me in Franco�s justwhen I despaired of seeing him on Saturday night. I�dslipped away from Jane. It happened naturally, a lotof the time, since Jane wasn�t a dancer. She�d oftengo off with her cronies, old, rich, familyfriends�slumming along Raybold, laughing at theantics of the boy-girls, most not realizing I was one ofthem.
I was showing a bunch of girls, including AngelaPetrie and Nicole Dugan, how to swing their hips asthey danced�when I felt a man�s hands on my tush,making me move even more sexily in my leathermini-skirt. The girls had seen Jeff coming andlaughed at me as I jumped. They sashayed off, �toblow the minds of a couple of cute guys from the pig-gies� farms,� as Nicole said.
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Jeff stared at me, seeming wound up. I felt my ownheart beating a lot faster than it normally did. He wasdressed in a suit and tie, and looked stylishly mascu-line. I felt a little like a hooker in the way Jane hadencouraged me to dress, in my gold top, my breastsdefinitely perky. Large golden baubles bouncedagainst my neck as I danced. I smiled and swayed asJeff seemed to break out of his trance. I �let� him spinme into the jive contest that Franco was running thatnight at the Revuebar.
�What�s the matter?� I asked, as Jeff was stiff. Ithought I knew, as I was shivering inside. I think hewas too, and for the same reason: this boy and girlthing, and me being not quite the girl. I expected acompliment on my feminine loveliness at any mo-ment�that or him running away from me.
�Did I just hear those two whatevers say they weregoing to blow two guys?� Jeff asked me. I realized Iwas right. He must be having second thoughts aboutbeing with me, realizing what I�d agreed to do withhim if we met. He probably was feeling trapped.
�Blow their minds,� I said lightly, �as I�m doing toyours, I hope.�
�Oh,� said Jeff, slowing me against him. I backedinto him and did a little grind against him, my leatherskirt sliding over a definite bump at the front of him.It worked. He was trembling a lot as he spun mearound and kissed me, not caring about the dancecontest we were in. That got us kicked out.
�We could have won,� said Jeff as we watched theother pairs. All the male-dressed contestants hadbeen eliminated. This was Franco�s, after all. Hewanted pretty Valley girls in his ads as winners todraw in more and more people. He had a whole sec-tion where drinking was not allowed, for �girls� tooyoung. He had to fill that up. He did, by manipulatingthe contests so that girls from that section alwayswon.
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�I saw Jane going into The Eye,� said Jeff as we leftFranco�s arm-in-arm. I did like his arm about me. Itwas really nice. I was tingling all over to be mincingalong with him as if I was a girl in a man�s arms.
We stopped at the Garth, where Jeff bought a bot-tle of chilled wine. Pete Smith, female impersonator,was gyrating on the stage in the pink spotlight. Jeffgrinned, his arm tightening about my waist as wewatched �Pete� stripping off his, her clothes. I don�tthink that Jeff really realized who he was looking at,or that the girl in pasties and a thong wasn�t a realgirl at all.
I led him out of there, but not before Pete com-pleted his strip. I gasped as what I saw didn�t matchwith what I knew. There was a nude woman on thestage, playing with her panties as she pulled themoff. She flirted naughtily with the audience as shelowered and raised her frilly, lacy panties and finallyflicked them off right onto some guy�s head.
�Those avas from Benet�s are spectacular, aren�tthey, Michelle?� said Annette with a sigh. She�dstopped me and told me to watch as I was trying toget out of the supercharged atmosphere of the stripclub. Annette was a dancer in the original Revuewho�d been a waitress at the Garth. �You should doan article on them, Michelle. I heard you�re in chargeof Women�s Issues for The Queen. Not enough womenknow about the ava and how to put one on.�
�Ava?� I gasped, wondering at the kind of gossipthat circulated around the Strip about me. Whyshould it be of any concern to her what I was doing atThe Queen of the Valley?
�You know,� said Annette with a pout at me as if I�dbeen teasing her. �Artificial vagina, ava.� Shelaughed, showing me her perfect teeth and lovelyrose-colored lipstick. �Don�t tell me the great MichelleLittle doesn�t know what an ava is!�
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�The great Michelle knows now,� I giggled at her.Jeff tickled me on the back of my pantyhose as PeteSmith danced across the stage, breasts bouncingslightly, the triangle of dark hair and nothing else be-tween his legs, for all the world a nude woman titillat-ing the crowd with her pink, soft, feminized body.
Jeff took me by the hand as we hastened out of theGarth. We turned north. I thought he wanted me togo to the Continental North with him. I wouldn�t havecared. I had Pete Smith�s nude body in mymind. Ooo,was I femininely aroused! Womanly passion rose inme. But we didn�t go off Glass Street at all.
Jeff led me through the side door of the very pri-vate Delaney Apartments, not a block from theGarth. He had a pass key. Thrills ran through me; Igiggled as he pulled me in and locked the outer door.My high heels clicked as I ran up the stairs with him,hand-in-hand with a man.
We flew up the stairs. Ooo, I knew what was goingto happen. I�d perfumed not just my neck and mybreasts, but between my legs as well, anticipatingwhat might happen if I did see Jeff that night. There�dbeen such a tension inside me as I looked for him anddidn�t see him. Lots of men approached me, knowingme as Michelle, telling me how good I looked, wantingme to �party� with them.
Some had read about me in The Queen. I saw theway they looked at my breasts. I might have gone intoone of the clubs with someone cute if I hadn�t beenwaiting for Jeff. Here I was with him at last, smiling,as he assisted me up the back stairs of the richly car-peted apartment building.
Jeff Morton was very nervous, much more thanme, as we went into a spacious apartment on the topfloor, overlooking Raybold Avenue and Glass Street.Saturday night celebrations were spread out beforeus. �This place belongs to a friend of mine,� Jeff saidanxiously as he danced me into the sumptuously
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decorated main room, away from the curtained win-dows.
I let him open the wine. Boy, was Jeff ever nervous!Well, I�d been the same at first, with Alan Farrell,hadn�t I, so long ago? I was going to be Jeff�s first, hisfirst boy-girl that is. I smiled at him in eager anticipa-tion at what was surely going to occur between us.My breasts were tenting the lamé top I wore.
I sipped the drink Jeff nervously poured for me. Ithink he was swallowing as he was looking at mychest, remembering, I think, what he�d read aboutme in the interview I�d worked out with Bonnie. Iwouldn�t have been surprised if it was all too muchfor him. After all, he�d been about to beat up his sis-ter, Danielle, hadn�t he, before I�d stopped him.�Changed your mind a little?� I asked him lightly,smiling. �A lot?�
In answer to the way out I tried to give to him, Jefftook my wineglass and put it on the dining table nextto his. He put his arms about me and kissed mefiercely on my glossy lips.
I didn�t stop him. He caressed both of my titties.They responded as they should, springing to atten-tion as something else inside my panties so badlywanted to do as well.
�How do you want to do this?� Jeff said hoarsely,between kisses, as he lifted my skirt with his trem-bling hands. I stretched like a cat against him, easingmy body over him as he caressed my tush and mypanties, me wanting to throw myself against him.
�You man, me woman,� I murmured as I took hishand and led him into the bedroom. He was swallow-ing hard. He, the man, and I, the woman, slid acrossthe bed in the ceiling mirror that showed everythingwe did. I undid his belt as we kissed passionately.Jeff caught on that he should undress me as I wasundressing him. I kissed his muscled, manly chest
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as he slid my skirt from me, then my top, exposingmy bra and the straining mounds that were insidethem, demanding his attention.
I loved his hand between my thighs, caressing me,probably hoping I was going to appear before him likePete Smith. I must visit the Benet Boutique soon, Ithought, to find out just what an ava was and how towear it. Jeff took away my pantyhose, kissing my legsall the way down and back up. I squealed girlishlywith pleasure and whipped away his last concealingitem of male clothing, pulling him on top of me.
I snuggled under Jeff and lifted my legs aroundhim so that my tush had his male hardness pressingmy panties against me. Jeff was endearingly clumsyas he got me out of my bra, kissing my chest and themounds there while I groaned and wiggled againsthim. His manhood grew and grew, so hard againstme.
It was so sweet as Jeff fumbled with my bra strap.But then, my hard nipples were right there for his en-joyment. It wasn�t just for his enjoyment, either, as Iloved the female feelings Jeff awoke inside me as hismouth and tongue took possession of my breasts. Hewas careful with the fading scars of the procedure I�dhad, which now seemed so worthwhile.
Jeff eased me out of my panties as I�d eased himout of the last of his clothes. I reached over to mypurse and lubricated myself. It was amazing howeasily we slipped together, Jeff penetrating me sowonderfully. Whatever nervousness he�d had beforevanished as he became so masculine, responding tomy perfume and how feminine I was trying to be, I�msure.
I loved the way I felt with a man. I loved it. I felt sowomanly as he bounced me a little. Ooo, I caressedhis chest with my breasts, urging him on to fill me, fillme, fuck me.
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It was too quick that first time as Jeff was sorushed, so aroused, as if he was in a track meet. Hewas filling me within a minute of me wiggling on thebed for him, my legs high about him as he pressedstrongly into me. I tried to enjoy him, but it was justover too quickly.
�You have to slow down,� I murmured as Jeffmauled my face andmy breasts with kisses. I strokedhim and wouldn�t let him go, but when he started ur-gently to come again, I grabbed his manhood andwouldn�t let him come as quickly and frantically ashe did at first.
I made him explore my breasts and my body as Iexplored his. Jeff seemed to realize what I was doingand the wonderful pleasure I was feeling. I think thathe felt it as well as we united as man and woman. Ohyes, the second time we made love was so incredible.I spurted on him and then had an orgasm that partlyfrightened him, until he realized that my giggling andshaking was because he was exciting me so much.
I went home without panties. �A trophy,� Jeff said,as he helped me into the cab, hiding me from Vin-cent�s prying eyes. It was a short trip but, when wegot out, Jeff walked me up to the door for agood-morning kiss, while the birds welcomed us witha riot of song.
I took off my high heels and crept through thehouse to the bedroom I shared with Jane. She didn�teven look up when I dropped a shoe. The other girl inthe bed did, smiling and waving at me. I retreated tothe guest bedroom. Well, what�s sauce for the goose,etc., I thought. I had a lover and Jane did as well.
�We�ll talk later,� was all Jane said to me as sheand the other girl, Mary, went out to lunch. Theblonde boy-girl was as perky and sassy as she�d beenas a waitress at the Garth. She smirked at me as sheleft, wearing one of my dresses that Jane had givenher.
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Luckily, Jeff phoned me. We arranged to go thatnight to the Mitzi Theater; and so I avoided a confron-tation with Jane that day.
Jane had meetings on Monday with Merritt Car-penter about the papers we published. I think Janewanted to buy Merritt out, but he was making it diffi-cult. He wanted a lot of money and wanted it all atonce.
I was left alone to put together the local issue forthe month. Tania had only a short column, aboutBlonde Ambition at The Jaundiced Eye.
�It really is an ambitious show!� Tania had statedwith her usual enthusiasm.
�Gary Davies is now a platinum blonde as are theso-called Ugly Sisters, Mark and Mike Rennie, whoare anything but. The Sisters delightfully reprisetheir roles from the Empire Theater pantomime lastChristmas.
�Janet Terry gives Gary a run for �her� money in thefemale impersonator department as a very convinc-ing Cristina in �Dirty� mode. Just as she did with theSweethearts, Janet steals the show with her wonder-ful, contralto voice and exaggerated, feminine man-nerisms.
�Queen Mary Elizabeth does a tasteful stripteasedance, which shows that what can be purchasedcommercially at Benet, makes for an astonishing un-veiling. �Nude� dancing that really isn�t, is quite a feat.Especially when �she� is revealed to as a true �queen�at the end of �her� act!� QueenMary Elizabeth, I knew,was Jane�s lover Mary. I wondered if Mary was betterthan Pete Smith with her ava.
There were two main news stories in this issue.Dave had the one about the Davies family. Poor Earlcouldn�t stay out of trouble. He hit his wife, Renee,because she was letting Kelly and Tammy, the twins,try out for Princesses on Parade. Since Renee was the
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principal shareholder now, the �girls� would almostcertainly be Princesses. They looked really pretty inthe picture with their mother, while Earl was hanginghis head as he was escorted off to the Valley Correc-tional Institute by Deputy Josie Lyon.
The other story was that a first runway had beenlaid for the new airport. The first commercial airplaneever had landed at Riverbend with RepresentativeDave Gordon, John Stephens, and Laura Beman,with Debbie Allen modeling the stewardess uniformthat the girls who worked for the new Valley Airlineswere going to wear.
Bonnie had that story. I had a piece about yet an-other doctor setting up at the Linton Clinic. Julia Lin-ton also changed her name to match that of her wife,�for the baby�s sake�. She was now Julia Thomas, in-troducing me to Dr. Natalie Meadows. Her specialtyis facial reconstructions but she�s a skilled surgeonin many procedures, according to Julia.
I asked about the other doctors. Julia, as I wrote inthe paper, said that �the three surgeons have a fullslate of operations past August.� I gathered Nataliewould take over some of that work and also expandsome of the procedures that the Clinic offers.
I did look her up, Natalie Meadows. She wasn�tlisted in New England, where she trained, but a Na-than Meadows was.
Julia scolded me about my sexist approach to re-porting. �You�re still thinking like a man, Michelle,�she told me. �You don�t have to make everythingabout gender.� Then she had to hurry off home tolook after baby Elizabeth as Sharon Thomas, Julia�sspouse, had a Council meeting. Yes, I was instructedas well on how to state the relationship of the trans-vestite male and his wife properly.
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A parting shot from Julia Thomas was that it didn�tmatter that all three surgeons were transgendered.Julia was and it didn�t matter to her patients.
I didn�t get to ask Julia about the nurses the Clinicwas importing. Several were former patients of thesurgeons now working and living in the Valley. Butno one wanted me to write about that.
�Why don�t you just be a good girl, Michelle, andforget all about that?� Peggy Simpson, the nurse inmy procedure, said to me with a smile. �You�re awoman, I�m a woman, and so are all the doctors andnurses. Be a good girl, Michelle, and don�t rock theboat!�
I had ads to position. The Linton Clinic had beforeand after pictures to illustrate what Natalie Meadowscould do. It was startling to see how male featureschanged after her surgeries. If what was shown wastrue, any man could really be made to look like awoman.
Benet�s Boutique was advertising the incredibleava again. A Robert �Renee� Franklin was quoted assaying that �she� �now looked and felt everywhere likea real woman�. Oh yes, I had to go there soon. Itwould really blow Jeff�s mind if I appeared in front ofhim as Pete Smith had at the Garth. I got really hotjust thinking about it. I hurried to finish the letters.
Nicole Dugan wrote, �Your last editorial was wayoff base. The Neanderthals in the Men�s Club atTyson are defining masculinity in just one way, thejock�s way. You watch, guys, at the Prom this year.You stupid jocks may not find any girls who�ll let youtake them to the Prom, while your wimpy boys will allhave dates!� I had to smile, as Nicole didn�t say whatkind of dates the wimpy boys would have, but I couldguess.
Donna Leslie was complaining about our picture ofthe Council social on the front page of The Queen.
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�Apart from the distress this must cause EllenBeman,� she wrote, �why is Doug Slayton, themayor�s wife(?), in a dress again? I thought the ex-cuse was that he only did it at Halloween.�
I called Lois Slayton to tell her about the letter,leaving a message. She got back to me in ten min-utes. �That party was supposed to be fancy dress,�Lois said indignantly. �Doug wore my dress as alast-minute joke. Why do you at The Queen printanything that crackpot woman says?� Then she hungup. I added her words below the letter in an editor�snote.
Ruth Bentley had the most pressing letter of themonth. �Did I read that right?� she wrote to us. �Wesend John Ortega to prison because he robbed banksto pay for a sex change? Now, at taxpayer�s expense,Jenny Orr is going to get what she wants, anyway.And I thought the transgendered were supposed tobe more gentle, thoughtful people. This isloony-tunes!�
Jane was annoyed, finally coming out of her meet-ings. It hadn�t gone well with Merritt Carpenter, herrelative, who owned The Queen now.
�She�s right,� said Jane of Ruth�s letter. �Prison ismeant to punish people for crimes. I�ll write aboutthis and finish off the paper, right? Then we�ll talkabout the changes I�ll make here at the paper and athome.�
I gulped at that. Jeff had brought me home in a cabafter the theatre. We�d smooched for a while on thedoorstep. When I went in, there were Mary and Janewatching a video on the television, cuddled up to-gether. So, I went to the extra room without reallytalking to Jane, though she was right that we had totalk.
Jeff wanted me to move in with him in the DelaneyApartments. He�d be away in the fall at the state uni-
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versity. I knew that was pushing our relationshipquite a bit. We�d had only one night together, andthat had been wonderful. I hoped he�d still feel thesame way if I moved out on Jane, as I thought shewas intending me to do.
�Jenny Orr is a bank robber,� Jane wrote in her ed-itorial. �So, she wants to be a woman. Her way of do-ing this was to hold up banks and scare the livingdaylights out of people like Henry Ribbins.
�Henry, of course, is now a patient of Dr Diane Lee.Henry will be a woman himself after surgery thisJune.
�How ironic that Henry might be beaten to woman-hood by a person who took an illegal route and is alsogoing to have her surgery financed by taxpayers.
�Valley Council has ducked the issue, refusing toask Valley Correctional Institute to even put a holdon such procedures. Mayor Lois Slayton stated firmlythat the Council could not blackmail the Institute onhow it is to use its funding.
�Mayor Slayton pointed to the fact that Jenny Orrwas on suicide watch in the Valley CI.
��It is, after all, primarily a prison for thetransgendered,� said Lois. �If surgery alleviates a con-dition that leads to criminality, then let the expertswork on that.�
�Nice words, Lois, but where does it end? Taxpay-ers� money shouldn�t be used for what is elective sur-gery in everyday life. Or shall we have trannies in ev-ery bank and store, waving guns and waiting to becarted off to jail for free sex changes? Let�s get realabout this. That�s our opinion.�
�A throwback to Brian Carpenter,� I said to herwhen I saw how Jane had ended.
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�Yes,� Jane said. �Now about you and me,Michelle. Am I right in thinking that you�re moving inwith your boyfriend for a while?�
My mouth must have fallen wide open at that.
�We�re still a very small town, in a very big way,�Jane said. �What the Mortons do, or the Petries,Cranstons, or the Stephenses, I know in minutes.The grapevine works. The Mortons are really angrywith Jeff, you know. He was supposed to knock somesense into Peter�but here he is, declaring he�s fallenin love with you. Are you ready for that, Michelle? Arewe going to have both Bonnie and you under Dr Lee�sknife this year?�
�No!� I told her.
After that, it was surprisingly amicable. It took mea week to pack up my clothes and move to theDelaney Apartments. On Saturday, Jeff moved inwith me. We went to bed early and slept in overSunday. In such a short while, I was in such blissthat I could actually imagine myself like Bonnie,wearing a long, white dress and a veil, after Dr. Leeworked on me.

Volume 25 Issue No. 9 13 May

The biggest story of the month appealed to every-one in the Valley. Ellen James Beman testified in herdivorce from her husband, Tom �Laura� Beman.Judge Emily Cortwright also adjudicated the othersuit that Ellen had brought against John Stephens,possibly the wealthiest man in the Valley, for �alien-ation� of �Laura�s� (that is, Tom�s) affections.
Dave was the lead reporter on the court case, butwe were all there�Jane, Bonnie, Ellen, Breanne,even Tania. Jane had us all meet after each day to
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compare notes. She gave exact instructions to Daveon what he was to write. It took all of the front pageand the second, as well as some of the Letters columnand an editorial, short and sympathetic from Jane,just to cover the first part of the trial. Dave got theby-line, which pleased him no end�but the rest of usgot to attend court, which was fascinating for all ofus, even the �real� women among us.
Ellen James claimed that John Stephens, underthe guise of being a family friend, seduced her hus-band, enticing Tom into becoming Laura.
Dave encapsulated Ellen�s testimony in court inseveral paragraphs as if she was speaking. Her wordswere riveting enough that even Jane agreed it was thebest way to report it. It was a good thing we were allthere, as we were able to assist in making the ac-count free from error and reasonably coherent.
�In testimony before Judge Emily Cortwright,�Dave wrote, �Ellen James told about her time withTom after Greg Jara�s motion to the council was sosurprisingly adopted.
��That meeting was the start of our troubles,� saidEllen in court. �Tom has always been a liberal. Theslanders and arguments against him made him an-grier than ever before. We actually thought the Valleywould grind to a halt and the Jara Motion would bemoot. We didn�t realize so many men would be out ofjobs. So, when the first men put on dresses and cameto work for the Council, it shocked both of us.
��When Tom was blamed and called a feminist, bypeople saying �well, why doesn�t he wear a dress likethose he�s making do it?��it just made sense to havehim try on my clothes.
��He looked so awful I couldn�t let him go out inpublic until I did his hair and his makeup for him.
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��Then, Lois, Mayor Slayton, encouraged him tostay in my clothes. It hurt our opponents when hemet their challenge.
��So, I bought him his own clothes, his own pantiesand stockings, his own cosmetics. He still had to goto Council Socials. John Stephens volunteered to behis escort.
��I mean, I thought it was okay. John had escortedDonna Gardner, another friend of his, to school func-tions. But then strange things began to happen. Tomstarted using a different perfume. John began todrive Tom to committee meetings. They stayed out inthe car once. I asked Tom what he was doing withJohn. Tom came in with fresh lipstick, but said heand John were talking over the meeting.
��Then Tom started to buy new lingerie, black. Hewent to Rayburns for a makeover.�� The girls titteredover that and said that we shouldn�t print it as it wasadvertising. Jane just laughed. Ellen had said it, andso we�d print it. Let Quinlans and Transformers ob-ject if they wished.
��He was becoming more feminine than me,�� saidEllen. I remembered clearly how aggrieved she�d beenwhen she said that�as if that was Tom�s biggest sin,being more attractive as a woman than she was.
��When we were both elected to Council, I thoughtTom would give it up, all the cross-dressing. I ex-pected to get my husband back�.�
Under questioning from Josephine Wyatt, Ellendid sullenly admit John Stephens went to Councilmeetings in town and to the state capital to protectTom from insults, but refused to admit she�d encour-aged John to do that.
After one meeting, Ellen testified, she found a hotelreceipt in Tom�s purse for �Mr. and Mrs. Stephens�.But Ellen thought nothing of it at the time, Josephinegot her to admit.
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�When Laura told her she was not going back todressing as a male,� Dave wrote, �Ellen was stunned.She screamed at her husband. It was Stephens whostopped her, putting his arm about Tom, adding that,�Laura has something else to tell you.�
�That something was that the two of them werehaving an affair. Stephens was treating Tom as if hewas a woman.
�The screaming and shouting led to JohnStephens taking �Laura� from the Beman house andinstalling Ellen�s husband in his own home as JohnStephens� wife.
��Even his children call my husband �Mummy� allthe time,� Ellen James testified. �John insists thatTom is Laura, and you�ve seen them together. They�relike a married couple.��
�And we go through this all again,� said Tania,�when we have Laura and John Stephens on thestand.�
�You know,� said Bonnie thoughtfully, looking atthe picture chosen for the story. It showed JohnStephens and �Laura� leaving the court, her handclutching his, with the cool, fashionable JosephineWyatt. �They look like a married couple, don�t they?�
Jane wrote in her editorial that it was hard towatch the trial. It was hard to be �condemnatory� ofthe Bemans. �The dirty linen being washed in publicreminds us all that when marriages break up, theydo so in all kinds of ways and for their own reasons.�
I shivered, as I could imagine Jane aiming that atme, Michelle�but our relationship had ended quiteamicably so far, to everyone�s surprise.
Jane wrote that we should be sympathetic to allthe parties as �the stresses brought on by transves-tism can make some marriages impossible. Let�s just

Page - 91

RELUCTANT PRESS



hope that this soap opera will be over soon, despitethe papers it sells!�
Nancy Jaeger wrote to us that �I�ve been at theBeman trial each day. I must say I haven�t seen any-one as elegant and dignified as Laura Beman after allthe personal attacks on her. I just hope she�ll soonget to tell her side of this story. She�s just such alovely woman. No wonder John loves her so!�
�Just wait tell she gets on the stand,� said DaveRichardson with a laugh, as he heard what we weregoing to print, in our editorial conference. �I�ll bet El-len�s outbursts are going to be nothing compared todarling Laura�s court testimony.�
That got him frosty looks from the rest of us, allfemininely dressed, which made Dave smirk all themore when his remark produced such stony silence.It did tell me why Dave was the best one to write thisstory, however. He didn�t have the prejudices we�women� had for this particular story.
Bonnie, our education expert, complained to meabout having to write about the Prom yet again.
�You want the bigger picture?� I asked her.
�Of course,� Bonnie sighed and began to laugh.�But what could be bigger than the Prom in thistown?�
�It is a by-line,� I told her.
�You�ve got by-lines on the brain�and Jeff Mortontoo!� Bonnie said, giving me one of her absolutelylovely smiles. What a bride she was going to make inthe fall!
I�d confided in her that it was so funny living with aman. Not just the sex, which was great; Jeff was asenthusiastic as I was to get to bed each night. Some-times we even did it on the couch before supper. Ididn�t wear pantyhose any more because Jeff liked
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me in garter belts and stockings. It also meant hecould slip my panties down and have me, even when Iwas fully clothed as a woman. He got really turned ondoing me like that. I was pretty aroused as well, as hemade sure I was.
No, the sex was wonderful, but better yet was that Ireally felt I was a woman. It was all the little things.Jeff deferred to me as a woman. He thought I�d like tocook all the time. He thought I should do the washingand cleaning, even though he was willing to help. Hesaid his mother had been going to change the cur-tains in the place, but he�d told her I�d do it. I was thewoman living in the Delaney apartment, wasn�t I?
Just when I was thinking I should say somethingabout the �little woman� who�d just tried on his un-derpants (which were huge on me), what did Jeff dobut arrange for a weekend at Princess River, wherethe roomwas full of new evening dresses? All of it wasfor me, with lingerie fit for a princess.
�You are my princess,� Jeff told me when we gotback to the apartment on Sunday night for a roman-tic dinner, with Felicity from the Amadeus there toserenade us with her violin. The apartment wascleaned! And I had a new black, lacey nightie waitingfor me on the bed.
Felicity wished us to sleep tight�such an absurdwish. I couldn�t get enough of Jeff inside me, and headored me wiggling beneath him. The bed really be-gan to creak with all the bouncing we did. When I gothome the next day, we had a new canopy bed withgauzy curtains about it and a new dressing table setup for a princess, just like the one I�d admired in oursuite at Princess River.
We worked hard on the bed all that night, but itstill wasn�t creaking at all in the morning. Jeff kissedme off to work and told me we�d have try even harderwhen I got home that night. I was really ready for itand was kissing him in the doorway before entering
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the street, when Josephine Wyatt and her sister,Jackie, came down the stairs, looking so professionalin red and green, female suits and skirts.
�See you in court, Michelle,� Josephine had said tome, smiling. Jeff tightened his arms about me as thegirls passed us.
�Hmm,� Jeff murmured. �Such pretty girls livehere. I really didn�t have to bring my own, did I?�
I didn�t tell him about Josephine and her �sister�. Itwould be fun to see if Jeff ever got to first base with ei-ther. No one, as far as I knew, had yet managed it.
�To the surprise of no one,� Bonnie had written ona different topic, �Kelly Davies, daughter of Earl andRenee, and twin sister of Tammy, was chosen PromQueen at Tyson High this year.� The article was illus-trated with a blonde girl whom I�d never have recog-nized as Kelly at the pre-prom dance.
�Kelly won�t have the same problem Debbie Allenhad last year at Grad,� Bonnie had added. �She won�thave to change her name, as her sister Tammy mustwhen she parades across the stage to graduate.
�Principal Estelle Edwards praised this year�sProm (report in our next issue) as one that went offsmoothly, as 118 senior �girls� present were escortedthrough the newly renovated City Auditorium pastcheering parents.
��We had no problem with escorts for our girls thisyear,� beamed Principal Edwards. �It was all arrangedby Christmas, thanks to Miss LeeAnn Charles andher helpers.�
�Boyfriend John Quinlan, 20, agreed to be King toKelly�s Queen. �I�m really jealous when she danceswith another guy and they clinch,� he said. �But whenI get her into my car, she�s all mine!� �
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�My in-laws asked if I could get a letter published,�said Bonnie to me after giving me her writing. �It�sfrom the pair of them, about the Prom.�
�I�d be delighted,� I said, knowing that CouncillorKate Schultz and her husband John were welcomingBonnie into their family as a daughter. I didn�t expectit to be any kind of attack on the transgendered, andit wasn�t. I hadn�t known that David, Bonnie�s fiancé,had a �sister�.
�My wife and I,� wrote John Schultz, �attended theProm this year in great trepidation. Three years ago, Ihad a son who wanted to play football like his elderbrother. But for the last two years, we�ve had a gigglydaughter at home. She was even a cheerleader thisyear. When we saw our son in his Prom dress, hishair bleached platinum and genuine girl mounds onhis chest, we knew that the Protest at Tyson had gonetoo far.
�But when Carolyn came down the stairs, with herhair and makeup done at Rayburns�a blushing, ex-cited, delicate flower, with a boy waiting for her�wecouldn�t have been more proud and excited for Caro-lyn, our beautiful daughter. To us, she was the belleof the ball. Todd Edwards, her beau, was wonderfulwith her. So we�ve lost a son and gained a daughter.We want everyone to know how proud we are of ourlittle Protester, Carolyn. Carolyn�s Mum and Dad,Kate and John Schultz.�
�It�s too long, isn�t it?� said Bonnie anxiously as Ifinished reading it.
�Yes,� I said. �But I want to print it, Bonnie. I reallydo. I think we�ll bump a few things and get this in.�
�It will really please them,� said Bonnie, leaving itwith me. And, of course, we printed the letter.
I finally got to the Benet Boutique�and was it evercrowded! They had videos that I was embarrassed towatch, about each of the �ava� products they sell.
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There were huge posters about the shop of differentmodels proclaiming �Now I�m a woman everywhere�.There was a gorgeous selection of sexy women�s lin-gerie in the store as well�but everyone had to selectan ava first and be fitted by a pretty girl with a �MissDel Monte approved� badge.
Patti asked me if I�d worn an ava before. I had toblush and shake my head.
�I�m wearing one now, as are all the girls in thestore,� Patti told me with a smile. �So if you want tosee any particular skin color, or style, one of us willbe able to show you. I�m wearing this one, the sheathmodel, that allows a girl to be penetrated! I can showyou how it works if you�d like to come with me intothe show cubicles.�
Another �woman�, Bernice, joined us as she wantedto see how a penetration model worked as well. I wasshaking all over as we went into a �cubicle�. Patticlosed the door. Almost immediately, she took off herskirt, standing in panties and stockings. She loweredher panties right away and there she was, a woman,right in front of us.
�With this dildo,� said Patti, taking one from a rackthat was set up for the purpose of demonstration, �Ican show you how you can entertain yourself or yourlover�but first let me show you different types of ar-tificial vaginas and how we attach them to ourselves.�
I was stupefied, but Bernice had all kinds of ques-tions. Soon, after showing us how we could use adildo on ourselves into the �sheath� she was wearing,Patti actually took it off. There she was, looking likethe kind of girl I saw each day in the mirror of theapartment where I was now living.
Patti set up videos that showed the different kindsof vaginas in use, how one peed while still in one, howone attached them. There was even a type thatslipped on like panties and seemed most feminine in
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appearance. Patti talked about hair and colors beforeputting her �sheath� back on.
Bernice was openly fascinated, and touched thething as she helped Patti fasten the light, almost in-visible strings about her. �You can just move themover when he wants it right in,� Patti answered. I wasspeechless, watching them avidly as they talkedabout men and how they could make love to �us�.
�I have to have a penetration one,� said Bernice.�Morris will die when he sees me in it. He really will.He�ll think I�ve gone and had it done for him. He�ll beso romantic.� She smiled at me. �What will your boyfriend think?�
�I�I don�t know,� I stammered.
�Oh, you�re Michelle Little, aren�t you?� Bernicegushed at me. �I love all the articles you write in TheQueen. Are you doing the Prom this year? It was sobeautiful, wasn�t it? Don�t you just love those twingirls! Kelly might be the Prom Queen, but I love howshy and demure her sister is. Are you going to bewriting an article on avas? I hope you are.�
�You�re writing a newspaper article about us?�asked Patti. �I should introduce you to the storeowner, shouldn�t I, Miss Little?�
�Call me Michelle,� I managed to gasp as Bernicewent along a table, touching and caressing each arti-cle on display. Patti put on her panties and smiled atme.
�I don�t know why I bother,� she said as the pantiesdisguised her womanly looks. �I�m in and out of themall day, showing them off to customers. Now thatPrincess River is open again, the tourists all spend aday here. And they all have to leave here fitted. Wouldyou like me to fit you with an ava, Miss, um,Michelle?�
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And that�s how I got my first ava. I had my gaff inmy purse as I paid for the penetration model thatgripped me so tightly. I really did feel like I was awoman everywhere. I had a photo of myself withoutmy panties in my purse. I hoped Jeff would love it, asI was going to send it to him in his birthday card.
As �Women�s Issues� editor, I arranged the BenetBoutique ad prominently, but I didn�t quite knowwhere to put the announcement from the Wilsonfamily. Like the Schultzes, they seemed to be happywith their new daughter: �Ed and Joan Wilson wishto announce that they have a new and lovely daugh-ter, Grace Wilson, of whom they are very proud.Thanks to all the doctors, especially Dr Diane Lee, ofthe SRS unit at the Linton Clinic where Grace hastransitioned into womanhood. Grace will be home inJuly and hopes to see all her friends from Tyson HighSchool then.�
I put it at the end of the classifieds. It was amazinghow many people commented on it and on theSchultz letter. Nurse Peggy Simpson, whom I met inGarth�s, told me that Grace was receiving flowers bythe truck load. Couldn�t we mention that in our nextedition? I said I�d try. I gave her a really femmy smileand swayed over to sit with Jeff, whom I�d come tomeet.
Jeff took my hand right away. I was feeling so girlyas I was wearing my ava out of the apartment. It wasstrange, knowing I really looked like a girl, to feel likeone as well, as the Benet ads claimed. I looked back.Peggy was giving me a really knowing look as if sheexpected me to be a customer in the Clinic reallysoon.
I let Jeff entertain me all night and didn�t let onabout the surprise waiting for him when we gothome. When I guided him into me at the front, thepoor sap really did think I�d become a woman com-pletely for him. It was so odd to be taken like that, hismanhood against mine and each of us wriggling so
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out of control. He came so quickly, I had to tell himwhat he was doing. He was disappointed, I think,that I wasn�t as real as he�d thought I�d become.
Jeff played with me, though, as if I did have a realvagina and pleasured me so much. I had to relentand let him have me �the old-fashioned way�, in theend, as he loved entering me so much. Even when Iwore an ava later in the week, he was inside me, us-ing his hands and fingers to make me climax, which Ifound thrilling. Yes, I was Michelle, a woman, enjoy-ing both ways Jeff fucked me.
Princesses on Parade signalled the start of thetourist season, as Patti had already informed me inBenet. Debbie Allen, Marigold and Sabrina Crewwere the featured princesses in the first, splashy ad.The Empire Theater had the last month of the �Bo-nanza!� musical to advertise. Jeff was going to takeme to see it on the weekend. Everyone enthusedabout how well the three girls there sang, MelissaNader, Miriam McCoy and Jennifer Grant.
�Uh, oh,� I said to Tania when I saw that the sub-ject and pictures for her article were again aboutHolly Irving. �You know what Jane said about yourlast article on Holly?�
�You�ve never met her, have you?� asked Tania.�Neither has Jane. Now, Michelle, you tell her to printthat this month or she can have my job!�
�I�m not telling Jane that!� I told Tania.
�Okay, all of you out there with stars in your eyes,this is for you!� Tania had written. �Our own starlet,Holly Irving, has completed her second film for direc-tor Anthony Whitehouse. Whitehouse was impressedwith the girls Holly was able to find parts for in hernew film.
�Karen Holcomb, Helen Collins, Heather Taylorand Amanda Miller formed a rival cheerleader squad
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to that of Holly and the leading stars of �Girls with At-titudes�.
�Whitehouse is here with Holly, scouting the Valleyfor sets for a costume movie he�s planning. JoanIrving, Holly�s mother, says that �Tony� is fascinatedwith the culture of the Valley�and is thinking of amovie all about us!�
�Who would play you?� I asked Tania playfully.
�It isn�t me who�d be hard to cast,� said Tania di-rectly. I flushed, thinking she was referring to howdifficult it would be for any actor or actress to play aboy-girl like me. But Tania wasn�t thinking of me.
�Who�s nasty enough to play Jane?� Tania askedbitterly. �Or gay enough to be Dave Richardson? No,you�d be easy to cast, Michelle. Any sweet-temperedactress could be you.�
She was about to go off but then she turned andwhispered: �She�d really be glad of the sex scenesshe�d have to play if she was you, wouldn�t she?�
###
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