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WE’RE NO LADIES

by Philippa Peters

Halloween every day
�Just get the ball to Janet,� wheezed George Miller,who liked to think of himself as the coach of ourteam.
�Make sure it�s a three-pointer,� said Drew Morris,the point guard, to me. I nodded and went down thecourt after the time out. Barry, their best player, wason me along with little Justin Mason, flexing hismuscles as if I cared. I smiled at the pair of them andwaited for the whistle.
�You�re going down this time, bitch!� snarledBarry. He was as red-faced as George but mostlyfrom anger, I think.
It didn�t help that in the third quarter, Kenny, theircentre, who�d already fouled out, had hollered atBarry as we took the lead, �You�re letting a girl beatyou! You�re being beaten by a girl, man.� My team, ofcourse, heard it and amplified it, reminding Kennythat I�d made him look like a �chump.� I thoughtKenny was going to come over and attack StevePound, jawing at him from our bench. It was sup-posed to be a friendly league. Apparently that was
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when the other teams played each other. It wasn�tfriendly when they played the Cool Jay Aces, the onlyteam with a girl on it.
�You sure she�s a girl?� Barry yelled at Georgewho�d recruited me to Coulthard�s, the financial com-pany where we worked and which sponsored theteam, hence the Cool Jay Aces. �She doesn�t look likeone to me!�
Well, that was below the belt, I thought. So did myteam-mates. They were so busy bumping and shov-ing Barry they forgot we were in a basketball game.The result was that the Eagles caught up to us; infact, they were two points ahead after Barry�s lastfoul shots. I knew he�d charged me deliberately butthe ref was letting him get away with it through thelate part of the game.
�We should have been giving it to Janet all throughthe game,� said Drew Morris, our small point guard,who was going to put the ball in. George and StevePound, our benchwarmer, told him to shut up andjust throw the ball to whoever was open. Steve was anice guy usually who didn�t mind doing all the littlechores that benchwarmers did. I was supposed tohave replaced him in the starting lineup.
I didn�t know why Steve was even on the team untilsomeone asked him about his wife and kids. Yes,Steve was married to Coulthard�s daughter. She�dsome day inherit the firm and Steve would be ourboss. He was normally a good guy. It showed howhigh the tension was on our bench that he was jaw-ing with Drew.
�High right,� I murmured to Drew to get his mindback in the game. Drew nodded. Barry was a goodplayer for this league but mainly a one-handed one.His strength was on his right. If Drew put the ballwhere I wanted, Barry would have to come aroundme. I�d spin away from him, shooting a long hook.
Drew�s pass was awesome, perfect. I couldn�t havemissed if I tried, not even with Justin Mason clutch-ing at my crotch. I had to smile at the look on his facewhen he realized I wasn�t put out in the least. Theshot went home. I pumped my arm, grinning myself;
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yeah, I was taunting him, I guess. But Justin got hisown back as he decked me with a vicious punch tomy stomach. That was just too much.
I hauled myself to my feet. The buzzer and the ref�swhistle sounded as I staggered up. The �summer� sea-son was over. We�d won the playoff! So, I showedJustin Mason he shouldn�t be hitting girls. I deckedhim with a right cross. The thing that shot out of hismouth wasn�t a mouth guard. It was one of his teethwith a whole lot of blood. I cut my hand as well but noone paid any mind to that as we all started throwingpunches at each other. I landed a couple of good oneson Barry, got blood on him, too. He thought I�d cuthim but it was mostly blood from slugging Justin.
There was such a kerfuffle there at the end that thePresident of the league refused to give the cup to ei-ther team. He walked off with it as I went to thewomen�s bathroom to change alone, the guys on bothsides high-fiving and trash-talking each other asthey went to their respective dressing rooms.
�But she doesn�t look like a girl,� I heard Barry say-ing after I�d changed by myself, no fun at all. I walkedout of the Ladies� bathroom as he let loose. �She�s likethat South African runner. The one who doesn�tknow she�s really a guy. She�s got no boobs and big-ger muscles than Justin.� The little guy was abodybuilder and prided himself on his �guns.� No, Ididn�t have bigger muscles than him, not by a longshot.
�Shush,� said one of their players, seeing me,watching the guys guzzling beers someone hadbrought for end of game. They shouldn�t have been inthe hallway, drinking. My team was still in theirdressing room, celebrating with beers too, which Icouldn�t have, because I was a girl.
None of the Eagles said, �Good game,� to me. I usu-ally got that grudgingly at the end from the Suns orStars, the other good teams in our league. Some guyswere good sports about losing. Some asked me whenI�d quit the WNBA, the professional league. I had tosmile at that. �I�m not good enough for that,� I�d say,�not big enough.�
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That was a bit of a jolt to some. They put my suc-cess down to the fact that I was six-four. Only oneplayer here or there in our league was big enough toplay me even up. Of course, it wasn�t �even� as I�dbeen on a college scholarship once; and I hadn�t letmyself get out of shape as so many of them had.
Being six-four was the bane of my life. I�d gone todances at grammar school, always, it seemed, endingup dancing with guys up to my waist. Now, guys likeDrew Morris and George Miller were kind to me atcompany dances, asking me to waltz. But I alwaysfelt like I was dancing with a child when I dancedwith guys from work.
I tried to be a girlie girl for a while, with makeupand curled hair, but it didn�t work for me. �No onewants to dance with a girl who just made him looklike an idiot in his favourite sport,� Lois, secretary toSteve Pound, our future boss, told me, flashing asmile across at George Miller, just about her size inher high heels.
�People are more mature than that,� I said to Lois.But it seemed that they weren�t. I did all the things Iwas supposed to do to attract a man, a tall man,which is why I�d started playing basketball again. Butthere was something about me, I decided, that justwasn�t girlish enough. So I cut off my annoying curlsand kept my hair bobbed. One day, a white knightwould ride into my life. I�d look back on the heart-aches and insults I�d received with laughter. I justhoped he�d be coming soon.
�Hey, Janet!� called Drew as he left the dressingroom in suit and tie, his dark hair immaculate, hiscufflinks glinting. Steve followed him as he often did.It was almost as if he took his cues on how to behavefrom Drew. �You�re coming to the Halloween dancethis year? You didn�t come last year!�
I followed him to the parking lot, leaving the silentEagles and their baleful glances behind us. �Anyguys you know, six-eight or more, going to be there?�I asked, making Drew and Steve laugh.
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�Ah, don�t let the height thing get to you, Jan,�Drew said to me. �There�ll be a lot of guys over sixfeet, for sure. Not me, of course.�
�Nor me,� said Steve Pound. �And I won�t be at thesocial to dance with you, Janet, I�m afraid. The oldman,� the owner of Coulthard�s itself, �is having afamily dinner and I have to be there. Can�t be at thesocial club dance, sorry!�
Steve waved to both of us and went off. I was leftwith Drew who was looking at me, shaking his head.�You should go as a boxer,� he said.
I grinned down at him. �What are you going as?� Iasked Drew. I got a funny look.
�Um, not sure,� he said. �Um, why don�t we go as acouple? Shake up some of the fuddy-duddies in thefirm. Ah, best not be too outrageous. I don�t want tobe fired or anything. How about something fromRobin Hood? You could be Little John,� oh, yes, I�dhave to be the big guy, wouldn�t I, �and I�ll be one ofRobin Hood�s band, maybe the man himself.�
Justin Mason came out then. I went over to apolo-gize. He didn�t want to accept the apology, though Ihadn�t started the melee. I�d finished it, pretty well.What Justin was going to do, the girl with him saidspitefully, was sueme andmakeme pay for his tooth.
�I�ll go halves on the cost with you, Justin,� I saidto him as Drew said something about Justin payingfor stitches in my hand. I didn�t want another fight.So, I pulled Drew away to his car.
�So it�s a date,� Drew said. �Something from RobinHood, Jan. I�ll come over to your place. We�ll leavefrom there.�
Well, I found green tights and a jacket, a hat with afeather in it, a long staff and sort-of green boots. Iwas just deciding which belt to wear when the door-bell sounded. I stared at the apparition on my door-step.
�Well, do you like my costume?� Maid Marianasked me. �Oh, please let me in, Jan. There�s a guycoming after me from one of your downstairs apart-
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ments. I should never have kissed him when he saidhow lovely I was. Now he wants to kiss me again.�
�Drew?� I croaked at �her�. �Drew Morris, is thatyou?�
�You have to call me �Marian� tonight,� �she� saidflirtatiously, spinning and admiring herself in myhall mirror.
�You�re going to the Cool Dance dressed like that?�I gasped at the auburn-haired beauty, checking herlipstick and eye makeup in my mirror. She was evenswivelling and checking her silhouette which mademy eyes pop out of my head as she had boobs muchmore prominent than mine. Her cleavage wasgrasped by her neckline as well and so they appearedto be real!
�Not if you don�t want to, darling,� Maid Mariansaid to me, her lovely green dress swirling about whatmust be really high, green-coloured heels. They mustbe as she was taller than Drew Morris had ever been.The top of her head, a green, glittering head band,flowers and jewels sparkling in the light I�d put on,was level with my nose while Drew had always beendown at shoulder level with me before.
�I do have tickets,� �she� said in a strange sort ofdrawl that wasn�t Drew�s voice at all, �to the RegalBall. We should go where you won�t to be embar-rassed to be seen with me.�
Marian took two tickets from her purse, �she� wascarrying a purse, ye gods, and gave them to me. Mymouth dropped a little at the five hundred dollar tick-ets.
�You paid a thousand for these?� I asked her, Imean, him.
�You don�t want to know what I paid for my dressand the rest of my outfit,� said Marian. �But if youwant to stay with Coulthard�s social, I�ll come withyou on one condition. You don�t tell anyone who yourdate is! Let them guess!�
�You want me �� I said to a smiling Maid Marian,swishing around in her very flirty dress. My good-
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ness, she had more than one petticoat in the collec-tion of skirts she was wearing. She lifted a hand topush back a strand of long, reddish hair behind herear, showing off the dangling earrings at her ears.Her long nails were red and shaped like daggers. Shecould have scratched my eyes out with them, Ithought, in a panic.
�You want me to take you as a woman into a dancewith all our friends?� I asked her, the guy whoworked in a cubicle, feet away frommine. I didn�t say,�What will they think of me, a woman, dressed as aguy, bringing a woman to the company dance?�
Marian was ahead of me, however. �They�ll all bethinking that you�re a lesbo after all!� she said with alaugh. She sounded like Drew. I frowned and shecaught it right away. �Oh, I do have to laugh and gig-gle like a girl!� she went on. �I need more lessons onmy next Trans-It Adventure. My voice isn�t quiteright, is it? It�s having to go to work and being Drewfor days on end! I really need a long vacation andthen I can nail my voice and my giggle!�
I listened to �her� bemused and watched her twirlthis way and that and smile at her beautiful image inthe mirror. I�d always considered Drew Morris to be ahandsome guy, fastidious about his clothes and theway he looked. He always smelled nice, always wear-ing cologne. He just wasn�t like other guys at work.
�I don�t want people at work to put my name andlesbian,� I said forcefully to Maid Marian, �in thesame sentence. And when they find out about you,� Ishuddered as she adjusted her boobs quite natu-rally, as a woman might, �aren�t you afraid aboutwhat they�re going to say about you?�
Marian turned away from the mirror and smiled atme. I sensed this wonderful fragrance, so feminineand so delicate. I�d had it sprayed on me as I walkedthrough perfume counters always in the entrance oflarge, department stores. Salesgirls wanted me totake free samples away with me but Intimate Eve-nings was far too feminine for a big woman like me.
�You mean,� said Marian, her lips pouting andlooking so lovely, glossy with a reddish-pink colour,
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fuchsia or something like it, �they�ll say that I�m atranny?� she asked. �Or a drag queen? Or a transves-tite? A cross-dresser or a fag? Well, they can say all ofthose things if they want as they�d all be true!�
�You�re a transvestite?� I asked in horror. I could-n�t believe one of my male friends admitting that toanyone and why to me?
�It�s so much easier for you,� said Marian, puttingher hands with their long, red, beautiful fingernailson my arms. I could only stare at her and blush inembarrassment at what �she� was doing. She steeredmy arms about her waist while I looked into her ex-quisitely made-up face. She must be wearing falseeyelashes! Her perfume tantalized me with its deli-cate hint of femininity, just as its ads said it would.
�You women wear pants all the time, just like usmen,� said Marian, tossing her hair back behind herears as women did all the time. All women, but notme, I thought of my short, straightish, dark hair, cutinto a bob. I brushed it to one side and thought that Ilooked like Rachel Maddow but she had more hairthan me.
�You can wear shirts and ties, t-shirts, jeans andrunning shoes,� said �Marian,� her voice sort of femi-nine. �Who cares? But I can�t go out in a skirt or put alittle makeup round my eyes or everyone in theneighbourhood is calling me names. No, I have to doit in secret! Which, Jan, I do and now you can tellhow many shots I�ve had tonight to make it out thisfar and to be talking to you like this!�
�You�re drunk?� I asked Maid Marian, stroking onmy arms, swaying against them as a girl would who�djust met the man who was going to take her out on adate. I was in a state of very great shock.
�Not drunk,� giggled Drew Morris, trying to controlhis girlish voice. �I�ve just had a few, Jan. I had to. Inearly didn�t come. I was going to go back and wastethe money I spent at Madame Eugenie�s.� That wasthe premiere cosmetic salon in town. I know my eyesopened really wide when Marian said that but I couldsee it must be true, so lovely was �she.�
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�I really had to steel myself and have a few belts,��she� said in the drawl I was getting used to, �to get inthe taxi. But the guys when I got out! I didn�t knowyou lived in such a swinging apartment block, Jan!They were all over me!� She stopped and looked at mein sudden concern. �It, it wasn�t because they readme, was it? They weren�t joking with me, were they?�
Marian/Drew looked quite shaky. I had to saysomething nice about �her.�
�I didn�t know you when you were at my door,� Isaid to her. I�m a sucker for anyone who appears theleast little bit distressed. �And I see you at work everyday. You looked like a beautiful woman to me!�
�Oh, thank you, thank you!� exclaimed Marian,throwing her arms about my neck, pulling me down alittle. My arms were still about her drawn-in waistand before I really knew what was going on, she waskissing me.
I haven�t kissed that many guys in my lifetime,though I�d like to. I�ve kissed a lot of girls in partiesand celebrations, not that any were with passion in-tended. I hadn�t kissed a girl like Marian before but,as I held her, I felt her padded breasts against me. Irealized I wasn�t kissing a girl. I was kissing DrewMorris, the point guard on my basketball team. But aDrew Morris, wafting French, ultra-feminine per-fume all over me.
I hadn�t been kissed in a while, either, my whiteknight�s charger lame or something. I knew my whiteknight couldn�t be Drew Morris. No, he couldn�t be, Ithought, as I bemusedly kissed Maid Marian andwondered when �she� was ever going to break it off.
She did, her lipstick definitely mussed. �Oh, thatwas lovely,� Marian simpered, moving her shouldersjust like a woman. �So we go the Regal?�
�I guess so,� I said as she took her hands from me.She took out her lipstick and repaired her lips in thehall mirror.
�There, ready to go,� Marian said in a pout over hershoulder at me. �Let me pay for the cab, Little John,�
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she went on coyly. �But you�ll have to give it to thedriver as a lady shouldn�t be paying, should she?�

*****A night at the Regal*****
While we had waited for the cab, Marian had foundthe moustaches and little beard I�d bought with partof my costume, the Robin Hood tunic and hat. �Oh,you must wear them,� Maid Marian urged me. �I�venever kissed a man with whiskers before.�
�Nor have I,� I said archly and she giggled likeDrew again.
Marian helped me in positioning and placing theadhesive just perfectly and I have to admit I did looklike a guy who�d grown the appendages on my chinand upper lip. �Ye gods!� I muttered when I looked atmyself with Maid Marian.
�Say that a lot,� Marian said. �No one will thinkyou�re anything but a guy.�
�Ye gods,� I growled at the ring of my intercom. Thecab driver was there.
Marian picked up her purse and waited at thedoor. It took me a few moments to realize she waswaiting for me to open it for her as if she was indeedthe woman and I was the man. She waited while Ilocked the door before following her to the elevator.
�Put your arm about me,� Marian whispered as wewaited. She re-said it furiously just before the dooropened. The elevator was loaded with revellers. Butthey squeezed us in. No one said anything about usbeing a role-reversed couple.
�Have fun!� a lot of people called to us as I kept myarm about my date and escorted her to the cab andhelped her into the back seat.
�This is so silly!� I said to the man sitting so girl-ishly beside me, moving closer to me and putting myoff hand on his silk-covered thigh. Marian moved sothat I could feel that there was a garter on her leg.She smiled at me as I connected with a garter belt, a
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woman�s garter belt, of all things, that my basketballteam mate was wearing under his layers of silk.
�Oh, Jan Brennan!� said Marian in a higher, liltingvoice than the drawl she�d been using before. �You bea good boy and leave my garters alone! Till later, any-way!� Then, she kissed me and laid her thick hair andhead on my shoulder.
I swallowed hard and looked up. The cabbie wasgrinning at me. He winked and put his thumb up. Ifelt so weird. It was just a short distance to the Regalwhere the uniformed valets rushed forward to assistmy lovely companion out of the car.
�Hey!� someone shouted as I went around the car,my short bow and staff looking pretty authentic.Maid Marian leant against me as the flashbulbs wentoff. There was a television camera shooting us aswell. Marian waved femininely at the cameras, herlong sleeve making her arms look so feminine, espe-cially when her nails and bracelets glinted in thelights.
A reporter, or his assistant, came jogging after me.�Can we get your names?� he asked us.
�Maid Marian and Little John,� said �Marian�sweetly, arching her figure as she minced beside me.Her voice was still ridiculously high as she clung tomy arm as if I really was her date and she really a girl.
�Your real names,� laughed the reporter-intern.
�Jan Brennan,� I said gruffly to him, �and ��
�Marian Andrews,� said my girlie companion.
�John Brennan and Marion Andrews,� repeatedthe intern, dashing back as someone else was comingdown the red carpet behind us.
The foyer was filled with couples, all dressed out-landishly in fancy dress. �Great costumes, man!�said a tall, thin Michael Jackson whom I actuallycould have danced with except he was off with a Mar-ilyn replica. I sighed. Another missed opportunity, Ithought. Marian yanked on my arm and stored herpurse with those of all the other ladies.
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A basketball player, dark-haired, wearing LeBronJames� uniform and number, nodded to me andsmiled at Maid Marian beside me. �Are you a couple?�he asked, still smiling, while I felt sweat coming to myforehead, sure he�d made us, despite my moustachesand Drew�s shapely breasts.
�Yes,� said Marian quickly, coyly. �But John and Ihave a very open relationship!�
�Then, you must have a dance with me, a polka,�said the white Lebron James. �I make it a point todance with the ten prettiest girls at the Ball each yearand get ten phone numbers.� He smiled at me andpunched me on the shoulder. It hurt! �You don�tmind, Little John?� The way he stressed the last twowords and the glance he made at my green tights wasclearly meant to put me down to my �girl friend.� If heonly knew, I thought angrily, wishing I�d the nerve todo to Lebron James what I�d done to Justin Mason.
�What a jerk!� I said loudly enough to Maid Marianthat Lebron overheard me. He was laughing at me aswe joined the crowd passing into the ballroom wherea group of musicians was doing a medley of modernrock songs.
Marian, I just have to call Drew that, as he was be-having like a Marian, completely different from �him�at the office. He was always cracking jokes, of course,but we all did in Coulthard�s office. The thing was thejokes were always about some trait of ours. I wastwitted about basketball and my height while Drewwas the metrosexual, the perfect, modern man. I sawa lot of girls like Lois, my friend at the top, smiling athim when he made a particularly good jest, usuallyat Georgie Boy�s expense.
I shivered at what I�d say now in the office when wegot back there. Marian drew me onto the dance floorand put her arms about my neck, flinging back herlong hair, moving her hips suggestively. I had todance the samba-salsa-lambada with her, throughthe changes of music, a smile on her lovely lips as Igave up being careful with her and treated her likeone of the girls in my dancing classes.
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�Oh, wow, you guys are fantastic!� chimed inLebron James after Marian and I had done ahalf-hour on the floor. I was tired enough to suggest abreak and she�d agreed. Lebron pulled her hand outof mine. �She� went with him willingly onto the dancefloor to do an energetic twist and shake as the littlemusic group did a first-rate interpretation of Beatles�songs.
�Hey!� said the guy beside me as I lined up at thebar and got a beer and a vodka punch for Marian. �Iknow you, don�t I?�
�You should, Barry, you should,� I said, wigglingmy moustache The geek laughed at me. Well, he wasa geek scientist, complete with white coat, tape on hisempty glasses and a pocket protector.
�You won�t be playing in the winter, you know,�Barry said with a grin. �But I won�t, either. We all gotsuspended for six months. Did George tell you?�
�No,� I said with a frown.
�Hey, would you like to dance?� Barry asked me,taking the drinks from me and putting them on theside of the bar.
�I thought you�d never ask!� I said, moving to takehis hand, feeling so great. A man wanted to dancewith me. A tall man, as tall as me, someone I didn�thave to look over.
�Oh, there you are!� said Maid Marian, pushing meback towards the bar. She was in thoroughly girlishmode. �I�d love one of those pink things, Jan. Oh,hello, who�s this?� I snorted as Drew knew very wellwho Barry was. �Hi, stranger! Are you a friend ofJan�s? Oh, listen! I love Cyndi Lauper! I have to havethis dance!� So I lost my white knight to Maid Marian.She had her head on his shoulder as the band wenton from Time after Time into Can I Have This DanceFor the Rest of My Life? I loved that by Anne Murraybut the singer butchered it. That didn�t seem tobother Maid Marian. She was kissing Barry beforethe song ended, his hands all over her, as everyonecould see. Still they weren�t the only ones kissing
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through that, and a couple more, before we werecalled to supper in the banquet room.
�I have to go to the Little Girls� Room,� said DrewMorris to me in the lilting, girlish voice, coming morenaturally to him. He swished away to the cloakroomfor his purse, not knowing how messy his lipstickwas. I had to wait twenty minutes for Marian tore-appear, her lipstick perfect on her mouth.
She hung onto me. �I�m starving, Jan,� Mariansmiled as she held my hand with both of hers. Itmade her cleavage even more impressive as we en-tered the banquet room. We had seats with a six-fourGeorge Bush and his date, Snow White, who giggledat everything the Brokeback cowboy said to her.
�I saw you guys dancing at the start,� said SnowWhite to us. �You looked so beautiful together. I hopeyou dance together in this half.� It seemed she�d hurther hip and all she could do was watch the dancing.�You shouldn�t let your girl get away from you somuch, young man,� she said to me. �She might be aflirt but she�s only testing your love for her, youknow.�
My love for her!?! Snow White was another idiot, Ithought.
�Yes,� said Marian demurely as we were servedpromptly. �That�s why I flirt so much, Jan. You needto be much more loving to me in the second half ofthe Ball.�
�I should put you over my knee and spank you,� Imuttered. �I should do it at the office tomorrow!�
�Ooo, would you, darling?� cooed this �female�nympho beside me, her leg against mine. �She�stroked my tights with her stocking leg, her dressraised to allow her to do that. �I just love to bespanked and consoled afterwards.�
SnowWhite only heard the last part of that but shethought that we were �charming.� She told Phil, thetall George Bush, that he must invite us to the NewYear Revels at their house. �How long have you beena member?� Snow White asked me.
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�Just a month,� I said as Marian smiled at me.
�Just a month in this battery,� she said sweetly toSnow White. �Jan was pledged in Stanton County. Igot my Daughters� Pin there as well.�
�Oh, then you must come to our Revels,� saidSnow White, smiling at me. �Phil and I encouragingall the new blood we find to make the MinutemenBatteries their home and first charity. I must intro-duce you to Bill and Betty, the Swiss goatherds.�Snow White indicated another couple.
�Well, there�s my song,� I said, getting up, and tak-ing Marian�s hand. She didn�t want to go but I was soout of my depth and drowning. �This is stupid,� Imuttered under my breath to Marian as I twirled andswished her about for the polka. She loved the way Ilifted her and assisted her to land on her stilettoheels without letting her fall.
�Oh, Jan,� she said, her arms about me again, herface turned up to me. �We have to do that again!� Shekissed me just as a waltz started. That was when theweirdest of sensations overtook me. It was just as if Iwas drifting around the floor with a girl in my arms. Iwas drifting around the floor as a guy. I kissed her onher soft, pliant lips. I looked up, feeling triumphant.
Barry, my white night, looked at me over the top ofa blonde�s hairdo and shook his head, his expressionone of complete disgust. While I was trying to thinkwhat to say to him, �Marian� put �her� arms about myneck, closed �her� thick eyelashes, and kissed me aspassionately as anyone�s ever kissed me.
I drifted with her to the end of the song, her lipsworking mine over, our bodies pressed together. �Geta room,� Barry sneered as he left the floor with thewoman he was with.
�Well, we got Barry, didn�t we?� said Marian, stillholding me. �He�s not half the dancer and doesn�tkiss worth anything, either. You kiss really well, Jan.I think you must have had a lot of practice.�
�You think wrong,� I snarled at her. �Look, Barryasked me for a dance before you horned in. No, hedoesn�t know you, Marian, but he sure knows me.
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He�s seen you kissing me. My name will be out thereas a lesbo when we�re on the court again.�
�Well, that won�t be for a long time,� said Mar-ian/Drew. �Didn�t you see the local news on televi-sion tonight? They had a camera video of the wholething, the fight, the president refusing to give the cupto anyone, your punch on that little guy, Mr. Mus-cles, Justin. So, you won�t be playing next year. Un-less we get you a different beard and a crew cut! Orbetter, maybe a bikini, for once. No one would knowyou!�
�I knew this was a rotten idea,� I snapped at �her.�I�d have left but she held onto me. She had a man�sstrength after all.
�No, this wasn�t a bad idea,� Marian said to me. �Igot to dance with you, Jan, which I�ve wanted to dofor an age. I got to kiss you which I�ve wanted to dosince we met. This has been a wonderful dance forme. I didn�t dare to do it outside the Valley before butnow I have. There�s no stopping Jessica now!�
�Jessica?� I asked her as she put her handsaround my waist and shimmied against me, herbreasts pressing on mine. Well, I had real ones, start-ing to act up more than a little, with the perfume fill-ing my nostrils. �Jessica� was kissing my lips teas-ingly and hugging me, her hair against my neck, herearrings scratching me but I don�t think she noticed.
�Jessica is me,� said Maid Marian. �When I�m likethis, of course, I go out in the Valley.�
�In the Valley?� I asked her, swaying with her asthe group started up again, two girls joining them tosing Abba and Dixie Chicks songs. It wasn�t as bad asthat combination sounds. �What Valley? Carterville?Or up in the mountains?�
�Not round here,� laughed Jessica. �I�ll take youthere some day to see the real me, Jessica the partygirl.�
I don�t know why I said it. The moment I did, Iknew I�d have to carry it out. �What�s wrong with see-ing Jessica tonight?� I asked. �I�d love to meet thisparty girl.�
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Maid Marian pushed back her hair. �You would?�she asked breathlessly.
Uh-oh, I thought. But �Sure,� was what I said.Maid Marian, Jessica, pushed against me and beganto kiss me softly as we swayed together.
�Let�s go back to my place,� �Jessica� whispered tome, shivering although it wasn�t cold in the huge hallunder the chandeliers.
�You can�t leave,� said Snow White as Maid Mariangot her purse, took my hand and we headed to thefoyer. �The battery is about to march in. You shouldbe part of it, young man!�
�We were told to get a room,� said the irrepressiblegirl beside me. SnowWhite looked like she was tryingto swallow a water melon. �And we always do whatwe�re told, Mrs Dutton.�
�You know her?� I asked the Maid Marian whocuddled up to me in the cab that took us back to herapartment.
�I should have been in the battery,� she murmuredwith a smile as she moved my arm more comfortablyabout her. �I�m actually a Minuteman, fourth class.That�s how I got the tickets. You�ve enjoyed yourselftonight, haven�t you, Jan, despite me wrecking yourdate with Badass Barry.�
�Badass Barry?� I had to ask.
�Girls call him that because he pinches your tushand it hurts!� said Maid Marian, her lovely eyelashesfluttering against my cheek. �Or so I�ve been told,�she whispered guardedly.
�So this is where Jessica, the party girl, lives,� Isaid as we pulled in at the luxurious Fairmont Apart-ments.
�Yes,� said Maid Marian. �Are you sure you reallywant to meet her, Jan?�
�Well, I�ve come this far,� I murmured getting out ofthe car to help �her� out. I paid the cabby. She was
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right. A girl shouldn�t be doing that. I was, however,using her money.
�Thank you, sir,� said the cabby before he pulledaway.
I stared after him, wondering if he was pulling myleg. Beside me, Maid Marian laughed, a much morefeminine version than that at the beginning of thenight.

*****Party Girl*****
We heard parties in different parts of her building.No wonder �she� was a party girl!. She swayed to herapartment door, opened it, and pouted girlishly atme. �Now or never,� she whispered, actually shiver-ing as she smiled coyly at me. I could have left but Ifollowed �her� in to her apartment, the name �AndrewMorris� engraved on the door�s nameplate.
Her arms went about me as soon as the doorclosed. We kissed in the dark for a long time. Gosh, Ifelt so manly as she leaned into me and moved herlips over mine so femininely. Gods, I hugged �her� as ifshe was a woman and me, a man, as she led me into�her� bedroom. A man couldn�t have decorated thatroom, I thought, as I looked at the pink eiderdown onthe bed, the frilled pillowcases and the pink,heart-shaped night case, �Jessica� embroidered on it.
There were dolls all about the room and the dress-ing table was a girl�s. There were wig stands there,one of them empty and waiting for the one she�dpinned so securely to her head. She turned and drewme after her onto the bed. The funny feeling I�d hadbefore returned in full. I was a man, making love to awoman! I ran my hands over �her� as �she� sighed andkissed me passionately, letting me undo her dressand see how much of her breasts were real and howmuch weren�t.
I expected �her� to be in women�s underwear. I was-n�t disappointed. I couldn�t have afforded what�Jessica� wore, just as I couldn�t have afforded trips toan expensive Hair and Beauty Salon before going out
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for a night on the town. Oh, her legs were so smooth,in and out of her stockings. �She� loved me caressingthem, trapping my hands as I stroked her, kissing meand twisting her bra against me.
Jessica didn�t want me to remove her bra and so Ididn�t. I did feel funny when I tickled her with themoustaches. �Oh, do keep them on,� she whisperedto me as I stroked them and tugged on them to beginto take them off. �They�re so manly,� she murmuredin my ear as she kissed me and sent chills throughme.
I did help her out of the waist cinch that had madeher so slim. I released the snaps on her stockings.She squirmed in ecstasy. �Some men never do thatright,� she murmured, hugging me down onto her. Islowly rolled her stockings from her hairless legs,maybe a little more muscular than most girls I�dseen. No more than mine, though.
�Jessica�, what an amusing name my friend, Drew,had for himself. In his panties and bra, there, think-ing of �Drew�, switched me into male pronouns. I hadto think �Jessica.� Then I could follow her, in pantiesand bra, beneath the sheets as I took off my greentights and into bed with �her�, my black pantiestouching hers.
We kissed for a long time, her hair and scent rous-ing me as I don�t think I�d been aroused for a while.My moustaches were arousing her as well as she di-rected me to run my face over hers as she loved thefeel of me.
About two years, I thought, it must have been that,since Ben Rivers had wanted to go �mountain-climb-ing,� he called it, and I�d let him into my bed. It wasn�ta success as he wasn�t romantic and came far tooquickly. He didn�t want me to show him how toarouse me, either. I heard he called me a �cold fish� tohis friends. So I didn�t make out with any more of theBombers, not that I wanted to.
I was the one to slip my hands into �her� panties,taking them down with the pads from her hips. Shewore a tight garment beneath, hiding her genitalsfrom me. Jessica eased my panties away, too, and
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gently stroked my clit, which I love a man to do. It feltso weird, a woman doing that to me. I finally freed her�gaff� with help from the wiggling she was doing. Ooo,there she was, swelling up, much larger than BenRivers.
We both lubricated ourselves and closed together,she laughing as she finally took my vest and revealedmy small breasts. �Jessica� stroked them as I furi-ously devoured �her,� playing with her bra but not re-moving it as she entered me. It was really such afunny experience, because, as we rolled with one an-other, me on top for the most part, and she loving tobe the bottom, it seemed that it was me putting anon-existent penis into her non-existent vagina.Sure, it was really her penis in my vagina but itseemed to be exactly the opposite. I was the man,making love to my woman, who loved everything I didto her, how I stroked �her,� how I touched �her�. Sheloved how I kissed her, and where, me setting thepace as I did whatever I wanted to her.
Jessica made little gasps of delight as I stroked hertush and drew her tighter into me. Her mouth quiv-ered on mine ax she moaned in pleasure as I kissedher cleavage. She climaxed. I could feel her. I kept herinside me. She loved that I stroked her, making hergrow again and, wonder of wonders, I had an orgasmmyself of the kind I�d only had with my vibrator andthought so perverted.
�Oh, Jessica, Jessica,� I moaned as every part ofme was thrilling in delight and shaking with passionas I came more fully with a person than I�d everycome before. I was still exulting when she began towrithe beneath me and convulse. I thought for a mo-ment she was slipping into an epileptic fit, but shesaid, �No, No! Don�t stop, Jan! Don�t stop! Oh, I feel itwith you, Jan! I feel like a woman!�
I had to kiss her as she moaned and rolled beneathme. She kissed me with such passion and desire Iwanted to do it all again. But that took a while as shehad to hold me, kissing and stroking me fiercely aswe gently pressed our sexual parts together.
�Oh, that was marvellous!� said Jessica, her voicelilting like a woman�s. She was under me, her legs
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wrapped about me, as I stroked back mymoustachesbefore kissing her lips enthusiastically again. �Was itgood for you as well, Jan?�
�Sure,� I said, trying to be a little blasé as I kissedher scented shoulder and kept her legs from closing.�Want to do it again?�
Of course she did. She didn�t want to stop. Funny,all the guys I�d made love to always wanted to stop af-ter their quick trip into ecstasy, leaving me, well, un-requited. With Jessica, we didn�t stop. I had little or-gasms by the dozens, I claimed to her afterwards, aswell as the big ones that rocked the bedroom and thegirl beneath me to no end.
�Is this what a party girl does?� I asked Jessica aswe rolled together in the dimly-lit bed.
�Every time,� Jessica said blissfully. We went tosleep in each other�s arms, my legs wrapped aroundher, she unable to give me any more. I could havegone on taking it from her all night long.

*****The Morning After*****
I didn�t know where I was when I woke up. Then, afamiliar perfume came to my nostrils and I knew. Iwas in Jessica�s bed. I sat up, daylight illuminating apink, feminine bedroom, a Dresden shepherdess fig-ure on the night table beside me.
I turned over quickly. There was no one in the bedbut a completely naked me. At the end of the bedwere bits and pieces of my �costume,� in a neat pile.Someone had placed the Robin Hood hat on top. I feltmy face. The mustaches I�d had on my upper lip hadvanished but the thick, short, Van Dyckbeard wasstill there.
I got up and padded into the adjoining bathroom.It didn�t take much, just a lot of warm water and el-bow grease, and the little beard came off. I washednormally. I rarely wore makeup in the morning andso I was the person in the mirror I always was. Mydark eyes were fringed with dark lashes. My eye-
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brows were a little thick, I thought critically, but nota �uni-brow.� I wasn�t a beauty. Average, I always sup-posed, my chin worst of all, being fairly prominent. Ilooked �determined,� my late parents had always saidto me.
I stood there in female nakedness. Notice I hadn�tmentioned my breasts because there�s really nothingto talk about. The door to the bedroom opened. A guystood there.
I must admit I squealed and put one hand over thelittle muff where my female parts were, the other overmy non-existent breasts.
�About time you awoke,� he said while at the sametime, I was saying, �Where�s Jessica?�
I felt so foolish as Drew Morris smiled at me.
�Do you mind?� I asked him, turning as pink as ev-erything else in Drew�s bedroom. �I need to dress!� Ireally must have looked absurd with my hands �pro-tecting� me.
�After last night, darling Janet,� said Drew, stillsmiling at me, �I�ve got every right to stay and see youget dressed.�
�Get the hell out of here!� I yelled, taking my handfrom my breasts and balling my fist at him.
�You have bigger nips thanme,� said Drew in mockseriousness, sauntering off. �Oh, we made the papersthis morning!�
I felt so stupid dressing again as one of the MerryMen. Though, without the mustaches, I looked likeme. I had a hysterical thought of asking Maid Mar-ian, or Jessica herself, if I could borrow her bra andpadding. Maybe I could have looked as womanly en-dowed as she had.
The main room of the apartment was nothing likethe girlie bedroom where Jessica and I, I had to admitit, had had so much fun the night before. It had beenquite a cathartic release for me. I hadn�t realized howlong it had been and how good sex with another per-son could be.

Page - 23

RELUCTANT PRESS



Drew Morris wasn�t the person I�d made love to,was he? I shivered as he got up, his blue and whitestriped shirt immaculate like his solid, red tie. Hishair gleamed, brushed back, black where Jessica�shad been auburn. I hadn�t seen it or any clothesshe�d worn the night before anywhere in the bed-room.
�Here we are,� said Drew with another toothy smilethat made me want to clonk him on the head.
I looked at myself first, frowning at the camera, mymustaches and little beard looking so real. Anyonewho knew me would recognize me, I felt certain. Theywouldn�t have recognized the vivacious, smiling girlbeside me. She was beautifully made-up and, beingwith me, didn�t look tall for a girl. �Maid Marian andBig John,� read the caption with the picture but, un-derneath, there I was, identified as John Brennanwith his girl friend, Marion Andrews.
�Someone from the office will see this,� I said toDrew with a shudder.
�Won�t know it isn�t your cousin or something,�said Drew cheerfully. �And who�s that lovely girlyou�re with?�
�Oh, gosh,� I said with a shudder. �You know whatthey�re going to call me. Why�d I ever go to that dancewith you, you dressed up like, like,� what was thefirst word he�d used, �like a queer or a tranny?�
�Didn�t I disprove the first last night?� asked Drew,his face definitely pink. �You said you enjoyed your-self, you know.�
�I made love to a woman named Jessica,� I sneeredat Drew, who shrugged.
�I made love to a handsome man last night,� Drewsaid in a soft drawl. �He said he enjoyed making loveto me.�
�Well,� I said, heading towards the door. �It wasgood while it lasted, Jessica darling. I promise I won�tcall you my �bitch� when we�re playing basketballagain!�
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�You won�t have the chance,� said Drew with atight smile. �I don�t think I�ll play a rough sport likethat again.�
I laughed at him. �Just when the guys at the officehave stopped calling you Tinkerbell,� I mocked myformer teammate who�d made a beautiful girl at theball the night before.
�Gossip all you like about me,� Drew said. �Georgiecalled me an hour ago. I�m promoted into Sid�splace.� He flushed but looked proud of himself. �Justthink, an office of my own, and twenty minions to domy bidding.�
�You got Sid�s place?� I asked Drew in astonish-ment. Wow, I�d actually miss him around the mainoffice, and the practical jokes he willingly took partin. �Well, you�ll miss the scuttlebutt about you andme. I am not going to be called �lesbo� and go down onmy own, you know.�
�I wouldn�t expect it,� said Drew, putting on hissuit jacket and following me out into the hallway out-side his apartment. He had a spot of color on his face.
�And watch out for the dragon lady,� I said to him.Lois, the secretary who�d decided to be my friend, hadquite a reputation for undercutting guys new to theexecutive offices at Coulthard�s. �She�ll be poison ifshe sees you and me there.� I pointed to the paper.
�She�ll be annoyed she didn�t get to dance with meat Coulthard�s ball,� Drew said gloomily. �She�s al-ways loved dancing with me.�
�She�ll think we were dissing Coulthard�s by goingto the Regal Ball,� I said to Drew, following me rightout to the taxi rank I�d seen at the hotel on the cornerof his block. �Where are you going now? You don�thave to escort me to a taxi, you know.�
�I know,� said Drew, looking up at me. I�d forgottenhe was so much shorter than me. High heels hadmade him closer to me in height. �I�m taking a cab tomy mother�s. I�ll try not to, but I�ll probably drinkmore than I intend to. So, I get a cab back. Youwouldn�t like to ��
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�No, I wouldn�t,� I said, more sharply than Ishould. No, I hadn�t yet reconciled myself to what I�ddone with Drew Morris, fellow basketball player. IfJessica was there with me, I thought, and shud-dered, a gesture Drew saw. He colored bright red.
�Well, there�s a cab for you, Jan,� Drew said to me.Awkwardly, he went up on tiptoes and kissed megood afternoon. It was a peck, not a passionate kissfrom the night before. I was looking over his headagain, thinking I was still in grammar school.
�Don�t worry about the picture in the paper,� saidDrew as he politely held the cab door open. �I doubtanyone�s going to connect either of us to a randomHalloween picture on the social page.�
Famous last words! �That John Brennan,� saidGeorge Miller as I went past whispering groups ofsecretaries, one or two smiling at me. �That�s you, is-n�t it, Janet?�
�Yeah,� I said, attempting a smile. �That�s me. Myfake mustaches fooled them. I did call myself JanBrennan. I guess it�s an easy mistake when you looklike I do.�
�Oh,� said George. �Um, I was talking to BarryPhillips ��
�Oh, yes?� I said. �He asked me to dance, mus-taches and all. We�d have looked a real pair if wehad.�
�That girl,� George went on.
�Jessica, a school friend of mine,� I said, �part ofthe Robin Hood group I was with. She was trying toditch some guy stalking her. She�s such a flake. Shestarted kissing me to make the guy think she had aboyfriend. Lo and behold, I look up and your friend,Barry, is staring at me. He told me to get a room. Iwas going to slug him but Jessica stopped me. I won-der why the paper just showed that picture of us two?They did take a picture of all the Merry Men. Now,have I answered all the questions everyone�s askingabout me in the office?�
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Trust George Miller. He came right to the point. �Soyou�re not a lesbian?� he asked me. I gasped in sur-prise.
�No!� I yelled at him. I�d spent a restless night,Sunday, trying to convince myself I wasn�t. But all Ikept seeing in my dreams was Maid Marian, smilingas she lifted her lovely lips to mine, joining me in akiss. �Tell me whoever said that and I�ll �� Georgestepped back a couple of paces. �� give them what Igave Justin Mason!� I finished.
Lois called me into her office in the afternoon.�Who�s that?� she asked me, showing me the news-paper picture of Maid Marian and Little John.
�That�s Jessica Andrews,� I said, shivering as Ilooked at the very pretty, auburn-haired girl.
�Not Marian Andrews?� asked Lois acidly.
�She was in the Maid Marian costume,� I said. �Thepapers got her first name wrong.�
�I think that�s Drew Morris,� said Lois flatly.
I shivered and looked at the photograph. I couldn�ttell. How could she?
�I�m tired of covering for Queen Drew,� said Lois.�Coming in after a weekend bender and forgettingwhat earrings he�s wearing. Finding panties in hisdesk when I need staples. And the websites he visitsat times. I think that girl is him!�
�I�ve met them together,� I said, lying as earnestlyas I could. I should just have let him be found out, Ithought angrily. Why not? No one would accuse methen of being a lesbian. Of course, no one had yetthought to ask why I didn�t go to the Coulthard�sdance instead of the Regal Ball. Or I hadn�t heardthem.
�You�ve met them together?� asked Lois icily. I felther good will of late just oozing away.
�She�s a Daughter of the Minutemen,� I said with aquiver. �It�s how I was roped in. Since I was the tall-est, guess who got to be Little John? I think Drew was
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there in the Minutemen battery as well. Yes, hisname was announced but I was standing withJessica at the time.�
Lois stared at me. �How nice it must be to havesuch a good friend, Ms Brennan,� she said. �I trustthis Jessica will support your story when I talk toher.�
It took a lot of acting to appear bewildered. �I�msure she will,� I said. �But what is this? A witch huntfor Drew because he got promoted?�
That did not go down well.
�You talked to Lois about me?� Drew asked whenhe called me after work right as I was entering myapartment.
�Yes,� I said.
�What did you say to her?� demanded Drew anx-iously.
I repeated what I�d said to George, Debbie, Ron andfinally Lois. It didn�t seem there was anyone in the of-fice who hadn�t seen the picture. My identity waspretty clear.
�I�m not sticking around to be pilloried,� said theguy who�d made such a pretty girl that he was in allthe local papers. �I�m going on a sales trip forCoulthard�s. See you in a couple of weeks, Jan.�
�Going to this Valley of yours?� I asked him.
The hesitation was fatal. He couldn�t lie to me.�Yes,� Drew said defiantly. �Want to come?�
I knew I was owed over a month of holidays by thefirm. �Sure,� I said. �I�d like to see this Valley andwhat it�s all about.�
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*****Into the Valley � rode the brave onehundred*****
I met Drew in Chicago. He�d waited two days untilafter I was gone on holiday �to California� before he�darranged his �sales� trip. I�d have picked him out any-where in the crowded departure lounge. He was theone in a dark, herringbone suit a male model mighthave worn.
�Hi!� I said, strolling across the lounge in my mostexpensive suit.
Drew was disgusted with me. �You could at leasthave worn a pant suit,� he said. I laughed at him. Iwas on holiday. I�d even put on a little makeup aswell, some eyeliner, a cherry lipstick (after hearingKatey Perry singing I Kissed A Girl and I Liked It, thetaste of her cherry chapstick), and I�d arched my eye-brows.
�Hey, Jessica,� I said. Poor Drew almost fainted onthe spot. He went so pale I thought he was going tofaint. �I�m the girl, you know,� I told him while hestared at me as if I was something strange. The em-pathy and friendship we�d achieved in bed seemed tohave evaporated in just a few short days.
�I should have known,� muttered Drew in the sametone he used on the bench when he wasn�t pleasedwith the way things were going. �Well, come on withme.�
We went off the floor, where all the big airlineswere checking in long lines of passengers, to a deskclearly leased to a small airline. A temporary bannersaid �Valley Air� at the desk. A blonde stewardess,oops, flight attendant, looked up and smiled at us,arriving with full suitcases, mine with clothes,Drew�s with samples and catalogues fromCoulthard�s, I saw, as we both had to open our suit-cases for this other female employee of Valley Air.
�No fancy business suits?� I asked Drew while thepretty flight attendant, her name plate said that shewas Grace Wilson, had the bags put on a trolley asthe other woman struggled to load them.
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�You don�t know about the Valley,� said Drew asthe female flight attendant looked at us and smiled.�You don�t buy clothes going into the Valley. You buyclothing when you�re there.�
I happened to be watching both women as Drewsaid that. They immediately smiled at one anotherand nodded. �Will you be changing on the plane?�Grace asked Drew as she looked at our tickets. Drewstill had a suitcase in his hand, much lighter thanthe one he�d loaded.
�Yes, I will,� said Drew.
Grace looked at my ticket reservation while I stud-ied the Valley Air badge on her dark blue suit. Iwished I could be that slim and that shapely. I wish Icould wear makeup with the same flair she did.
�Miss Janet Brennan?� Grace Wilson asked as ifshe couldn�t believe what she was seeing.
�That�s me,� I said.
Grace looked at Drew who nodded to her. �I�mshowing her what the Valley�s like,� Drew said. I gotthe distinct impression the women in front of me didnot approve.
�Well,� said Grace Wilson, forcing a smile. �Wel-come to Valley Air, Miss Brennan. I hope you�ll have amost enjoyable flight.�
�Where am I actually going?� I asked Grace. Shewas startled.
�I think you should ask your partner,� Grace Wil-son said in her lovely soprano voice. �You seem to beon a mystery date with, with h-him.�
We went through the lounge where other airlineswere situated. Drew looked very nervous as he satbeside some guys with smaller, single suitcases likehis. Uh-oh, I thought as one stared straight ahead,his eyebrows much thinner than mine, in a curvedarch above his eyes. His face was smooth and devoidof hair as he sat, his jeans-clad legs crossed very fem-ininely.
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I smiled at Drew who blushed but looked back atme fiercely. �You�re embarrassing me,� he hissed.�Don�t make faces like that! You wanted to come afterall!�
�How�m I supposed to behave?� I asked him. �Thisis what I am, Drew Morris. I�m a woman. You�d betterget used to it.�
�In the Valley, I won�t have to,� muttered Drew be-neath his breath.
�Valley Air is loading its noon flight at GateForty-six,� said a woman�s voice, much like GraceWilson�s. �All passengers for Valley Air are free toboard now.�
Drew stood and so did the passengers who carriedactual suitcases as their carry-ons. In fact, almost allthe men and women who�d been sitting near us gotup. There was no waiting at the gate. We were herdedto a waiting bus, where the checks of tickets andpasses were made. A short, midrange jet filled uprapidly with, what seemed to me, nervous, quiet pas-sengers.
Two pretty flight attendants assisted the men withthe suitcases, taking them and storing them some-where in the kitchen area, I think. I think there wereabout a hundred of us, all told, men and women, onthe flight.
�Miss Brennan?� asked the girl with the Michellename tag. �Don�t you wish to change for your entryinto Valley Airport?�
I glanced at Drew who was twisting a tag with thenumber thirty-three on it. �No, she�s alreadychanged,� he said quickly, taking my hand and urg-ing me to sit in the second row from the front of theplane. At my height, I was less visible when I sat thanwhen I stood. I think, strangely, I was the only onewho�d stored anything in the overhead locker.
Two businessmen were in the row beside us. Theysmiled and cocked their heads to look at me. �You�rea tall one,� said the balding, sandy-haired one. �I betyou have a hard time getting dates outside the Val-ley.�
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Again, Drew intervened for me. �Janet�s on herfirst visit to the Valley,� he said in the drawl I�d heardwhen Drew first became Maid Marian.
�She�s really going to enjoy herself,� said the spec-tacled, paunchy guy beside the first one. �What do wehave, three, four, five escort services now that spe-cialize in tall guys. She�ll have a ball.�
�Are you with Martina King�s tour?� asked the firstguy, ignoring Drew�s suddenly �gay� voice, as Ithought of it.
�Yes, we are,� I said with a smile as Drew tried toanswer for me again.
�Wow!� said the first guy. �What a lovely voice! Gee,girl, I�d think you were real if it wasn�t for yourheight!�
�Yeah, it�s such a shame a girl like you has to be sotall, isn�t it?� asked his companion.
�That�s why Jan�s here!� interrupted Drew before Icould tell them they weren�t looking at a tall trannyas they seemed to think they were. �She�s going tohave a different guy every day on her two-week holi-day. And every one is going to be someone she canlook up to.�
�All my girls look up to me,� grinned thesandy-haired guy, �because that�s the only way I letthem. From flat on their backs!�
Both his friend and Drew seemed to think thatvery witty. I had a retort ready but the captain spokeas the plane lurched forward. �Seat belts on for take-off,� said a female voice over the intercom. �We�relooking for a smooth and turbulence-free flight to-day. My co-pilot, Jenny Bridges, will be taking us upin just fifteen minutes. Please wait until I light upyour number for those using the changing facilitiesaboard. Sixty-seven are availing themselves of thatservice this flight. Complimentary drinks will beserved as soon as we are at cruising altitude and thewarning lights are off. Your captain is Karen Wil-liams, wishing all of you, a brave one hundred boysand girls, the most pleasant of flights.�
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�Where is it exactly we�re going?� I asked Drew aswe came to a stop as jets do. A huge airliner rattledand shook us as it roared past down a runway.
�Princess River Resort,� said Drew tensely. Ithought he must be a poor traveler, so intense andupset was he.
�Which is where?� I persisted in asking him.
�It�s part of the Raybold township,� gasped Drew aswe taxied out onto a long runway, three more hugejets behind us.
�Where�s that?� I asked him.
�On the Raybold River,� said Drew, closing his eyesand beginning to pray, I think, as we started buildingup the power of our engines, ready for the start thatjets do so mightily.
�Never heard of it,� I said.
�You�ve heard of Governor Guy Neilsen?� askedDrew.
Who hadn�t who followed any kind of politicalnews? He�d just married a policewoman from his ownstate. At least, Rachel Smith had been called that inall her pictures. But the outfits she�d been photo-graphed in had looked more like a hooker�s idea ofwhat a policewoman should look like, than a real cop.
What had one magazine called her? The mostbeautiful governor�s wife in North America, sure toget her husband re-elected next fall!
�Of course I�ve heard of Guy Neilsen,� I said impa-tiently.
�His state,� said Drew. �His wife was a deputysheriff in the Valley before she decided to marry him.�
�Before he decided to marry her!� I said. �Men haveall the power, Jessica baby.� That I said in a very softwhisper. �Women just have their looks.�
The sandy-haired guy laughed at me. �You shouldlisten to your sister,� he said seriously to me while
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Drew didn�t so much as blink to be described likethat. �Guy Neilsen chased that girl for two years. Shedecided she might as well be his wife as well as hismistress. You�ve come a long way, baby,� he addedenthusiastically to me. �You girls from the Valley aredoing just great in our state!�
The airplane wobbled a bit through the cloudcover. Beside me, a bell sounded, the warning lightwent out though we were still climbing, if not assteeply as before. The number one came up in redflashing lights, followed by two, three, four and five,and there was a ragged cheer from the people behindus, which meant all but the two seats ahead of us.
I heard people moving as a flight attendant in frontof us and did the safety program for the aircraft. Shesmiled all the time, unlike the bored girls on big air-planes. This girl laughed at the crude jokes of theguys beside us, swiveling like ballerinas in showingus all what to do in the case of accidents. There wasapplause when she finished which I�d never heard onany flight before.
The red number six lit up as the flight attendantwheeled her drinks tray out of its alcove. �I�ll haveJack Daniels over ice,� I said to her. The girl, NatalieEmerson-Simpson, according to her name tag, re-garded me laughingly.
�First time in the Valley?� Natalie asked me. I nod-ded.
�It�ll be white wine and vodka cocktails when youleave,� said Natalie with a smile. �It was for me. Mywife wouldn�t let me have beer or hard liquor!�
I shook as I took my drink. The blonde, busty flightattendant giggled with the guys opposite us beforemoving on. I couldn�t believe what she�d just said tome.
�I know her wife, Linda Emerson,� said Drew, look-ing at me. �Didn�t you see the wedding ring Nataliewas wearing? Linda�s going to be a politician someday when she graduates. Everybody says so. Nataliewill be the stay-at-home mummy. I think Linda�shome now because she�s pregnant again but Natalie
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will be the wet nurse when the kid�s finally born. Shewas for their first.�
�I suppose when lesbians marry �� I began sar-castically, meaning to say it was like that so eachwould have some commitment to the relationship.
�They�re not lesbians, Linda and Natalie,� saidDrew, watching the red numbers flick over.
I heard a little cheer behind us and turned to see ablonde woman, spinning around in the aisle so thatother women around her could admire her gorgeous,blue dress and the pearls she was wearing. Sheshowed off her earrings and lifted her skirt to showoff her stockings which got her great applause.
�That�s Debbie,� said Drew anxiously. �Alwaysshowing off.�
�I didn�t think there were that many women on thisflight when we got on,� I said to Drew.
�There weren�t,� said Drew, shaking as the numberin front of us turned to fifteen.
�There must be the same number of men andwomen on this flight at the end as there were at thebeginning,� I said with a laugh.
�Oh, Janet,� Drew said softly. �Are you really thatdense?�
�Excuse me,� I said to him, the sour mash slidingdown really well inside me. Heck, I didn�t drink muchbut it was free! I loved the burning sensation of reallygood whiskey.
�There are at least eleven more women on board,�said Drew, pointing to the scoreboard up aheadwhich went to sixteen. �Twelve, because that�s howmany g-girls, l-like J-Jessica, have gone back to thecubicles provided on Valley Air planes. They�vechanged from this,� he lifted the lapel of his suit, �to apretty dress or maybe even a suit like you�re wearing,Jan.�
I turned and looked around from my seat. Awoman came from behind the screened-off portion at
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the back of the plane. A dark-haired man, one I�dseen sitting a row behind us, jumped to his feet, hug-ging the woman who�d appeared. Then, he went backto where a smiling flight attendant was signaling himto go.
�She�s a guy?� I gasped as the older woman camedown the aisle, hugging several people.
�I�m just not as brave as you, Tiffany,� I heard thewoman say, in the phony drawl Drew had used in theMaid Marian costume at first, to some girl on the in-side seat as she hugged a man sitting on the outside.I didn�t need Drew to interpret that message to me.Tiffany was a man who�d got on the plane dressed asa woman.
�I�m going to be the only real woman on this plane!�I exclaimed to the masculinely-dressed Drew Morris,beside me.
�There are a couple more, wives,� said Drew. �I loveseeing Nikki dressed. She�s in the back seat with theplatinum blonde. She and Melanie are indistinguish-able when Nikki dresses as well, with their blondehair and makeup. They look more like twins thanhusband and wife. Ooo, I just can�t wait to get out ofthis awful business suit.�
Drew was beginning to sound more and more likeJessica. Even his face seemed to be making the sortsof gestures when he spoke that Jessica had made. Ialmost expected that he, she, would throw her armsabout me at any moment and start kissing me. I be-gan to feel quite heated thinking about it.
�There�re the flight attendants as well as thewives,� I said to Drew, �and the pilots.�
�Are you ever naVve!� exclaimed Drew, hishigher-pitched voice really incongruous coming fromsuch a well-dressed, male, fashion-plate. �Valley Airdoesn�t hire women like you on these flights. Well,maybe a sex change occasionally. All the staff on thisflight are as much a girl as I am!�
�But Natalie�s going to be a wet nurse, you said!� Ialmost roared at Drew. He shushed me as Natalie
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flicked her blonde mane over her shoulders and gaveme a smile and a wave.
�You don�t have to be a real woman to be a wetnurse,� said Drew, shaking his head at me. �It doestake a lot of preparation but Dr. Drew�s potions; she�sa tranny doctor, if you must know, living as a lesbianwith her doctor wife. She has potions and hormonesthat work like magic on the right girls who reallywant to nurse their babies.�
�Youmean you could impregnate me,� I said slowlyto Drew, �and you could be made to lactate and bethe mother who breastfed our baby?�
�It�s been done before in the Valley,� said Drew.�Kendra Tolman is just about to have her third childin just that fashion.�
�Kendra?� I asked, feeling more than a little sick. Afemale name didn�t seem to mean a thing in this Val-ley I was heading into. I�d have no way, I thought, ifthat was the case, of knowing who was a woman andwho a man, particularly if they all dressed likeJessica, and sounded like her. My goodness, what-ever was the world coming to, to tolerate such insan-ity that Jessica, um, Drew, was talking about?
�Kendra used to be Kenneth,� said Drew. �TheQueen of the Valley loves to use her as a model intheir mother and young daughter ads. She really iscute and so little-girlsie in the way she looks and theway she talks. In a way, she really is a perfect, dumbblonde, but that�s the role her husband, SharonTolman, forces on her. Sharon�s a lot like you, talland very domineering. Kendra is totally in love withhim, Sharon that is. She�ll do anything for her hus-band, anything. You should see some of the ads she�sposed for in the last year because Sharon told her to.Everyone knows that that girl doesn�t have a mind ofher own at all!�
�It�s insane, making men into mothers,� I barkedat Drew just as Natalie came past us, picking upempty wine glasses, re-filling some.
�Tell her, Natalie,� Drew said as the flight atten-dant swayed beside us.
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�Tell who what?� asked Natalie, smiling, tossingher mass of soft, golden, gleaming hair.
�Tell my girl friend here what it�s like to be amother,� Drew squeaked in his closer imitation ofJessica than when we�d got on the plane.
�The most wonderful thing in the world,� gushedNatalie. �Far better than chocolates!�
I think my hair roots were standing on end. Justwhat kind of plane was I on? I looked backwards. An-other woman was pirouetting in the aisle, beinggreeted with hugs and kisses. Another number ad-vanced on the monitor. Everything around meseemed so abnormal! The grinning idiots opposite, Irealized, thought that I was a man in a dress! So didthis flight attendant who was babbling on about herdaughter and wanting to show me photographs ofher wife and baby.
�Linda makes me carry a picture of me nursingCarrie,� �Natalie� said as I sat there, wondering how Icould ever have been so stupid! I�d thought whatJessica or Drew had been telling me had beenfar-fetched. Here I was onmy way into the Valley witha hundred or more other lunatics!
�The two women in Chicago, running Valley Air?� Iasked, interrupting Natalie�s account of her wonder-ful marriage.
�Would you call Grace Wilson and Andrea March,women?� Drew asked Natalie, who appeared to beshocked. �It isn�t me but my girl friend, a first-timerto the Valley, who�s asking.�
�Oh,� said Natalie Emerson-Simpson, smiling, adimple appeared in her cheek. �Oh, how wonderfulfor you!� she said to me, with a lovely smile. �Ofcourse, Grace is definitely a woman. She had her sur-gery two years ago now, didn�t she? So she�s a longtime post-op. Andrea was telling me she�s met thisguy. She�s going to take the plunge herself as he sayshe wants her to. She won�t believe us that that�s notthe best reason for wanting to be like Grace but whatcan you do? It�s her life, after all.�
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Natalie turned to ply drinks to the men ahead ofus. They were ignoring what was going on. She flirtedwith the guys opposite, giving them fresh drinks aswell. I shivered and sat there. I took out the book I�dbought but couldn�t read. The noise of girlish voicesseemed to be rising from all the seats behind me. I�dthought this was would be such a quiet flight whenwe�d been sitting in the departure lounge as no-onehad been talking to anyone else.

**Any landing you can walk away from �**
I tried the television but it had only one channel,Valley Television, called VTV, naturally. It was show-ing something called The Michelle Little Show, wheretwo very attractively dressed women were talking asthey sipped coffee. They were laughing over a privatejoke I didn�t get. The scene dissolved into what wasclearly a rehearsal for a stage production. Skimp-ily-dressed showgirls were standing around watch-ing a fruity male choreographer doing modern dancesteps that they tried to imitate, some of the girls gig-gling as they weren�t too athletic as dancers.
�Was it hard, April, to have to act as if you were asclumsy as that?� asked Michelle and the other,smaller girl also giggled.
�But I am that athletically challenged,� the prettyblonde said, tossing her hair back, her long, goldenearrings shimmering against her pretty, little jawline.�It was Melinda and Candy who had to dumb it down.We were supposed to be geeky boys, just out of highschool, which of course I really am.�
Michelle didn�t bat an eye at such an admissionwhich made my hair stand on end again.
�Do you see this?� I asked Drew, standing in theaisle, smiling and waving to someone else on theplane.
Drew looked back and smiled even more. �Oh,April Bolton,� �she� said. �And that�s Michelle Littlewho�s married just like Natalie is. Well, not really like
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Natalie as she�s married to a really cute guy, Matt,and not a girl ��
�But she�s as much of a girl as Natalie is?� I fin-ished for Drew.
�As much as Jessica is,� Drew said. �This is theValley, Jan. I told you that and you said you wantedto come. Oh, I have to go.�
�Hey! Where are you girls staying?� asked thesandy-haired guy, leaning over to talk to me. I sup-pose I should have smiled and flirted with him asNatalie had done effortlessly. �Are you with a tour orare you just visiting friends?�
�We�re on a tour,� I said, my mind churning atDrew�s words.
�We could look you up once you�re settled in,� saidthis very persistent guy, who used the word �girls� toinclude not just me but almost everyone else on theplane. Well, he was right about Drew, wasn�t he?
I said, �Sure,� without meaning it at all. Lonniesaid he was looking forward to seeing me in the mar-quee, whatever that was, later.
I settled back, turned off the drag show, that�swhat it was, after all, and closed my eyes, feigningsleep. All I could hear was some girl talking aboutthis guy who�d chased her through some park. Oh,she couldn�t run in her high heels. She�d had to lethim catch her. But it really hadn�t been so bad. He�dbeen really nice once she�d let him hold her hand.
Another girl was asking something about the guyreading Nadine. I think that was her name.
No, he hadn�t. Nadine had had to tell him as soonas they got to a more crowded part of the park as hewanted her to sit on a bench with him and get toknow him better. That brought on a conversationwith a number of others all about whether to tell ornot. Wasn�t that why the Valley was so marvelous?said one lovely, girlish voice, because you really did-n�t have to say a word in the Valley. Nobody lookeddown on you at all. There seemed to be general agree-ment from all the girlish voices and the occasional
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masculine drawl, as I thought of it, that the Valleywas the most wonderful place in the world.
The talk continued about this guy who�d picked upthis girl, Nadine, in the park, who wasn�t really a girl,I gathered. I listened to her talking about this guy,who didn�t believe her when she told him, back home.She didn�t say what she told him but her audienceseemed to know what she meant about not believingher, even after they�d kissed and done a lot of heavypetting on the park bench. Still, Nadine had takenthe guy back to her apartment where he�d found thateverything she�d said was true. But it hadn�t mat-tered, she almost screeched at the other girls, askingher all sorts of questions, as �Marty� stayed the night,he was so in love with her. He was her boy friend now.She�d have brought him with her on her vacation buthe had to work.
Some fairy story, I thought to myself. Suddenly,there beside me, was a woman in a red, swishingdress, that went so well with her long, auburn hair.
�Wow,� said the guys opposite us together, theirtongues almost hanging out as they looked atJessica, a smile on her lipsticked mouth. She sat del-icately beside me and crossed her stockinged legs.
�Are you ever a pretty girl!� said Lonnie. �Your girl-friend was saying that we could look you girls up inPrincess River. That�s where you�re going, isn�t it?�
�Yes,� agreed Jessica in her most female voice, oneI remembered well. She put her hand in mine. Herbrightly painted nails were back. �But, guys, this ismy girlfriend, really,� Jessica said.
I was chilled as I looked at the guys. I�ve never seensuch disappointment in the pair of men. I almost saidit was all right. I�d screw the pair of them as soon aswe landed as they wanted it so much.
�You�re a real girl?� Lonnie�s friend leant over toask me.
I felt really flippant. �As real as my girl friend,� Isaid with a phony a smile.
�Oh,� said Lonnie. �You girls really had us going!�
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They bugged Jessica and me, as I couldn�t talk toher at all. I couldn�t even tell her how great shelooked, as a woman, that is. The numbers kept click-ing over in front of us, as Lonnie and James told meall sorts of things about Princess River and the townof Raybold, in which a girl like me would feel really athome, they said. The numbers finally vanished fromthe console. The captain, Karen Williams, asked usto clear the trays and get ready to land. Natalie andthe other �girls� sashayed like real flight attendants asthey cleared away glasses and got us to fasten ourseat belts.
We landed on a new, smooth runway, taxiing up toa modern looking building, the stairway there to meetus. After the four guys, two in front of us and two be-side us, Lonnie and his friend, James, were usheredoff the plane, Jessica got up. I followed, reaching upfor my carry-on and looking back. The amazing partwas that, all the way back to the other smiling atten-dants waving to Jessica and me, were rows and rowsof girls and women, all smiling at us.
I followed Jessica past everyone. Several reachedout and greeted her as a long-lost friend. She re-ac-quired her carry-on suitcase before we exitedthrough the rear door. More women came behind us,Jessica finding it something of a trial to go down thesteps from the plane in her high heels. Luckily therewere guys and girls there to help, most of them withvery wide eyes when they saw how tall I was.
�Welcome to the Valley, welcome to the Valley,� weheard from everyone. �Hope you had a nice flight!�
The flight had been very smooth. A hostess, ayoung girl of nineteen or so, all cute in a princessdress, even a tiara on her head, led us into the termi-nal and towards where our luggage would appear.She took Jessica�s case from her and would havetaken my shoulder bag but I wouldn�t let her.
�Our bus is the second in line,� she said to me,pointing to the line of typical airport buses throughthe glass doors. �I�ll put this,� she patted Jessica�scarry-on suitcase, �into the rack there.�
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It all seemed so normal now; I had shivers justlooking around. But everywhere I looked, there werewomen. Oh, there were blazered hosts, guys whowere mostly as tall as me, some even taller. I swal-lowed hard as one guy even looked at me and smiled,nodding my way as if in approval. But approval ofwhat, I wanted to ask, approval of me dressing as awoman? But I was a woman, I wanted to yell acrossthe noisy chatter of girlish voices. I was the only realwoman in the place, I wanted to yell.
We saw the flight crew leave, all women, or all onegender, I might have said. I watched Natalie beinggreeted by an obviously pregnant woman, taking asmall girl from her who clung to Natalie while all theother women, the pilots and attendants, made a fussof her and the pregnant woman. She put her armabout Natalie as they strolled away, on what mighthave been matching high heels.
�Hard to think that Natalie and Grace were both onthe same football team here in the Valley, isn�t it?�murmured Jessica to me, looking where I was watch-ing. �They were both linebackers.� I looked at herdoubtfully. �True,� said Jessica in her lilting voice. �Ishould show you the newspapers with them in it. Oh,look, there�s this month�s Queen of the Valley, the lo-cal newspaper. I must get a copy.�
She wasn�t the only one. I think everyone on theplane purchased a copy at the newsstand on the wayout of the terminal. Some were avidly staring at theback page of the tabloid even as we waited for suit-cases.
�The entertainment page,� said Jessica with asmile, showing me the page with all the glitzy show-girls, singers and entertainers appearing in the Val-ley. The page looked most impressive to me
The Princess River Resort impressed me evenmore. The suites in the Tiffany Tower had bedroomsfor each of us, the beds huge and definitely femininein the choice of decorations, pictures, colors and frillsthat seemed to be everywhere.
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�You didn�t have to get us a suite,� I said to Jessicaas the princess hostess departed, leaving us to un-pack which was going to take Jessica no time at all.
�Are you going to be a man or a woman whileyou�re here?� asked Jessica as I stood there, admir-ing the woman she was pretending to be. Hermakeup was exquisite. I never tried to look as good asshe did. I never wore makeup as she did, or false eye-lashes and false fingernails.
�I�m a woman,� I said to her with a smile.
�So am I,� Jessica said to me, her chin pointed andfirm. I realized she was setting out ground rules forour �vacation.� �On a tranny vacation like this, Janet,I�m expected to hook up with guys. I mean, I look thisway on purpose, don�t I? I want guys to take notice ofme. I want to dance and flirt with a lot of guys! AndI�m going to be bringing them back to my bedroom.
�Now, you can be my guy for a while if you like,�Jessica went on, her red dress swirling about her asshe looked at herself in the main room�s mirror.�You�d look really good in a tux, you know, and a littlemustache would be nice as well. We could work onyour voice a bit.
�But I�m here to relax and have a wonderful weekas a woman, Janet. If you want, we can go around to-gether and find you some tall escorts. But I�m Jessicafrom now on, Jan. You�ll have to decide who you wantto be, John or Janet, and if you want to make love togirls like me. There are lots here who�ll love a man likeyou.�
A man like me? I couldn�t believe what I was hear-ing. I still was thinking about �Jessica� a lot, though,or I wouldn�t have come on this weird �vacation� witha basketball buddy of mine.
�Just wear a pant suit and let�s go shopping in thelittle mall they have here in the Resort,� said Jessica.�We can rent you a tux but I need an evening dress orthree and lots of panties and lingerie.� She laughed atmy perplexed face. �I did tell you, Janet,� she said.�The rule you follow from now on, in the Valley, isthat everyone in a dress is a girl, and she has a penis.
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That way, you�ll never be disappointed if we don�t tellyou what we are. We�re all girls here in the Valley if wedress like one.�
The stores were thronged with female-dressed fig-ures, many with obvious male features or body char-acteristics. The assistants in the stores were lovelygirls, though Jessica told me again that they weren�t.They were really good in dressing all of their custom-ers in clothing to accentuate the customer�s feminin-ity. One girl explained tactfully to a woman, wantingan off-the-shoulder top, that it over-emphasized hermale, muscular arms. They were then concealed inthe frilly, feminine blouse the assistant recom-mended and in a flirty dress she had �Miranda� try on.
The male part of the store wasn�t as large as the fe-male part. Jessica had selected several eveningdresses, not bothering with how much they cost. Shehad items sent to our room, stockings, panties andbra sets, which must really have severely dented hercredit card.
Sally, the smiling shopgirl, didn�t bat an eyelid atme as I rented a tux and men�s pants, wonderingwhat I was doing. Well, I was here in this pervertedValley for a week. Might as well enjoy myself with�Jessica�. I bought a man�s shirt, then another, asJessica insisted I needed a lounge suit as well as thetux. I felt like an idiot as I tried them on in the dress-ing room. Sally came and helped me, marking downalterations I had to have because I was so skinny, shesaid, her lovely, made-up eyes dancing as she calledsomeone on her phone for express alterations for thatevening.
�They should be in your room in an hour,� Sallysaid. �If anything�s wrong, call me here and I�ll havethem put right. Are you going to be working, Jan, asan escort, while you�re here in the Valley?�
�Me?� I asked her, feeling hot and embarrassed tobe talking to her about dressing as a man. �No, I, I�ma, a friend of Jessica�s who, who wanted to show methe Valley, what it�s like.�
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�You�ll enjoy it,� said Sally Karlsen. �Just think,when I was growing up, I wanted so much to be aman like you�ll be! Now, look at me!�
I looked. I saw a small, young woman, blonde hairpinned back in a French braid, her figure definitelyreal as her breasts bounced as she moved. Shesmiled at me as I had to say, �And I wished I could�vebeen a girl like you!�
So stupid! I was flushing, I know. I hadn�t put anymakeup on after I�d quickly washed my face andchanged into my black pantsuit upstairs. I knewshe�d �read� me as I couldn�t help blushing at thethings being said by men, as they bought women�sclothing so eagerly.
�This resort isn�t the Valley proper,� said Sallycheerfully, touching my arm gently as if to reassureme in what I�d said. �This area is like a playground forthe transgendered. But the town has clubs for every-one. It�s a real town with everything a town shouldhave - parks and boats on the river, a marina on thelake just outside town, a hospital, a clinic, a univer-sity college, and shopping centers galore. You shouldget out and meet the regular people of the Valley. Ifyou want to be a man, no one will treat you as any-thing but. Girls will let you come on to them. You�llreally enjoy it here, Jan.�
Sally chatted to me as if she understood what wasgoing on inside me. I could have stayed and talkedwith her longer but I had to meet Jessica. Sally was alittle wrong in her time assessments. The alteredsuits and pants were in my room thirty minutes afterme. I retreated there as the whole complex seemedalive with male girls, male but by no means mascu-line at all. They spoke in girlish voices like Jessica.She said every girl in Princess River were girls likeherself. I knew what that meant now. She laughed atmy embarrassment at the two girls who came overand asked me if I was an escort.
�N-No,� I had had to say as these girls were quitetall but not bigger than me.
�He�s with me,� Jessica said, laughing at the lookon my face as she used the male pronoun for me.
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�You should upgrade,� purred the blonde looker ofthe pair. �Chloe and I will give you a really good timeon the sixth floor when you�re ready for two hot girlslike us!�
Jessica fumed for a moment. She studied my faceas I watched the women sashaying away, the bru-nette giving me a coy look over her bare shoulder asshe and the blonde went into the women�s changeroom for the indoor pool.
�Let�s see if my dresses have arrived,� said Jessica,taking my hand. I couldn�t get over all the femininefigures passing us all the time, all looking us over asJessica looked them over as well.
Jessica was in seventh heaven at the dresses andfemale clothing delivered to her so quickly. The tuxwas there for me as well. We had to dress for dinner,she insisted, and, no, I couldn�t wear a pantsuit, notas her date for the evening.

**Is this what I really came here for?**
So, absurdly, I dressed as a man, in a tux andblack, shiny oxfords. �Jessica� wriggled into a hal-ter-top dress that showed off a cleavage I knew was-n�t real.
�Oh, you look so good,� Jessica said to me, puttingher arms around me, as I stood before her in the tuxwe�d rented. She lifted her face to mine so I kissedher. It was our first kiss since I�d slept with her. Didshe ever smell nice, just like a woman should.
As our lips met, I sort of expected her to be aggres-sive with me, but she wasn�t. She scolded me. �Thatwasn�t much of a kiss, John,� Jessica said, pressingher padded figure against me. �Have you forgottenhow to kiss like a man? You did much better in mybed last week.�
So I kissed her more forcefully. She put her armsabout my neck. I felt a tingling all through me as herlittle tongue whipped over my lips. She pulled me intoher and she swayed and shivered as her dressswished all about me.
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�Oh, that�s much better,� said Jessica with a smile.�Now we both have to do our lips again!�
I had lipstick to take off. She had to sit, cross herlegs, nylon and silk, making enticing sounds as shedid that, and re-paint her lovely, cushiony lips. Icould have gone on kissing her for hours but shewouldn�t let me. We had to get down into the clubsand be seen, she said.
So we went down where were women, and their es-corts, everywhere, in the foyer of the Tower. We fol-lowed the other male-female couples out of the maindoors and into the marquee that had been set upacross the square.
�Oh, but I was so looking forward to seeing thePrincesses on Parade!� drawled one glittering silverand white, blonde woman, hanging on to a youngman�s arm. He squeezed her and she arched her bodyagainst his, lifting her face. He pulled her off the pathto kiss her most passionately.
�That�s the way you have to do it to me, John,� saidJessica with a laugh. �I want to feel your kisses rightdown through my panties and stockings, right to mypainted toes that I did especially for you, last nightalone in my hotel room.�
The Prince Charming marquee was crowded withcouples, the men in tuxes and suits, the women inglittering dresses and jewelry All had what I�d havecalled �big hair.� Many were blondes, far more thanthe national average, I�d have thought.
�There isn�t a parade at the moment,� said Jessicaas a dozen princesses and their consorts were intro-duced over the PA. They danced around the room,whirling in wonderful colors of their different dressesand long hair. They stopped and kissed the princeslongingly as everyone cheered. We applauded as well.The princesses then split from the princes and cameout into the crowd to select new escorts to dancewith. The princes took girls as well, twirling the girlsas they had the princesses before. They kissed thegirls, some clinging and obviously loving every sec-ond of being kissed by the princes.
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The princes and princesses divided again as allthose on the floor found new partners. Jessica wasswept away by one of the men who�d danced with aprincess. I was smiling when suddenly I felt a smallhand in mine. �May I have this dance with my charm-ing prince?� asked a blonde princess, looking up atme with sparkling eyes.
�I�d love to,� I said automatically, flushing as I putmy arm about another girl�s slim waist. She jumpedup into my arms, hers about my neck, smiling as herskirts floated about her as I took her to the floor indifferent fashion to everyone else.
�Oh, you�re really a, um, yes, a man,� whisperedthe sparkly girl in her pink dress.. �I�m PrincessTammy. If you kiss me, you can put me down.�
What�s a, um, yes, a man to do? I kissed Tammy.She snuggled against me, her pale, pink lips crushedto me, moving and demanding. I knew what Jessicameant about kissing harder and so I did. Tammyloved it. The music was blaring an animated waltz. Ilet Princess Tammy stand. She directed me to thedance with her, laughing as I tried to lead but shedidn�t let me.
�Now for our big finish,� Tammy said as the musicstopped. I kissed her as passionately as she�d kissedme, going to one knee so she could sit on it and wecould hold and kiss, my senses reeling. �Oh my, whata rush!� she murmured. I knew just what she meantas she stroked my face with her soft, feminine handsand smiled at me. �Be nice to the next girl youchoose!�
I had to choose Miriam, all dark hair and ringlets,her lipstick pale. She quivered as she tried deter-minedly to dance in high heels with a man, me, muchtaller than her. She was as enthusiastic as the prin-cess in kissing me, guiding my hand to her breast aswe were clinging together.
�You can have me any time,� Miriam murmuredbut we had to split again. Gail was nearly as tall asme in her high heels, and delighted with that, de-lighted to kiss me. She told me she was in two hun-dred and seventy-seven. I could call her any time in
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the next few days as she was there to the end of theweek. We kissed as the music drifted dreamily overus. I found a stirring going on inside me with the de-sire that all the girls showed to kiss me well and plea-sure me. They succeeded.
Marietta followed as the floor filled with dancingcouples. Marietta would only whisper to me. Shelooked so gorgeous, she must have just come from abeauty shop, but her voice was bad, she intimated tome. I kissed her. It was only then that I wondered ifany of the girls I�d kissed had been real girls. I could-n�t have told, even though Marietta�s refusal to talk ina normal voice told me that she was likely �as much agirl as Jessica.�
My final partner was Mimi. I walked her into thebanquet rooms, saw her to her table and went to findJessica. Like all of the girls at the table, she wasre-doing her makeup. �It�s allowed, this once,�Jessica said. �Or all of us would be in the Ladies�Room at the same time!�
And there�s not a lady in the whole group, Ithought, as I watched the girls at the table we�d beenassigned, laughing and giggling with one another.
�Oh, who are you?� the girl on the other side of mefrom Jessica at the banquet table wanted to know.
�Jan Brennan,� I said to Felicity, a pretty, oldergirl, who smelled of flowers and lovely fruits as sheleaned over to me to hear my answer over all the girl-ish talking.
�You�re not an escort,� Felicity said, her thin armhooking through mine. �Are you from town? I have afriend who�d love to meet a, a, a guy like you, John.�
�Jan, short for Janet,� I said to her. Felicitytouched my arm affectionately.
�Of course you are, John,� she said, her made-upeyes sparkling at me.
Jessica laughed at me as waitresses came aroundwith drinks for us all. I was asked what I�d like. I or-dered a beer. All the girls at the table had white winewhich they sipped on daintily. �We�ll be able to tell
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our own glasses,� a dark-haired, older woman said ina rasp that sent shivers through me, �as we girls areall wearing different shades of lipstick.�
�I�d like to dance, Jan,� said Jessica. So I took herout onto the floor where an entire female-dressed or-chestra played an old-fashioned waltz. �Slowly,�Jessica insisted. I slowed down the turns I was usedto making in ballroom classes with short partners di-recting me to dance more quickly.
�You�re getting to be really bossy,� I said to the girlin my arms, her perfume exhilarating.
�What a nasty thing to say!� said Jessica, lookingquite furious.
�Well, if I�m the man,� I said to her, making a jokeout of it, �shouldn�t I be the one to set the tempo?� Iswirled her more quickly, her new dress blossomingaround her as I directed her firmly into spin afterspin. �There,� I said as the last note was held by thestrings in the orchestra before they began in normalwaltz time.
�Oh, Jan,� sighed Jessica. �You�ve so much tolearn about dancing with a girl like me. I want to cud-dle up to you like this.� She put her arms about myneck. I had to put mine about her tightly-boundwaist. She shook her long hair about her bare shoul-ders and lay her lovely head against me, her thicklylashed eyes more than half-closed. She whispered,�You can kiss me if you like.�
I liked. I kissed her softly and gently, just the way Iliked being kissed as a girl.
Jessica sighed. �There you go again, Jan,� shesaid. �You�re kissing me as if you were a girl andyou�re not. You have to be a lot firmer and strongerwith me. You mustn�t let me lead in the dance as youare now.�
�I�m not �� I objected.
�Oh, look,� said Jessica. �The Jailed Prince withPrincess Tammy. Let�s break them up!�
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�Just a minute,� I began but I had no say in thematter. The Jailed Prince had been exactly that in theperformance one of the princesses had put on withhim. She�d been in a black leather evening dress thatmade my eyes pop out of my head when I saw howshe was poured into it. She had been disciplining herPrince for some transgression I was too embarrassedto follow. But he had seemed to love all she put himthrough from the way he�d hugged and kissed his tor-mentor.
�Princess,� Jessica said in her girlish voice, �myboyfriend, Jan, so much wants to dance with youagain.�
Princess Tammy smiled at me. She left PrinceGordon without a second glance. �I wanted so muchto dance with you, Jan,� Tammy said, a smile on herdimpled, feminine face. She had such small, elfin fea-tures, an upturned, thin, button nose, a small,pointed chin and such thick hair and real, bouncingboobies that I knew she had to be a girl like me, nomatter that I was dressed in a tux and bow tie.
�Jessica!�exulted Prince Gordon, smiling atJessica. He put his sinewy arms about her, squeez-ing her hard, lifting her off her feet. The kiss he gaveher was harsh and demanding.
Jessica gave a shudder of delight and gave me alook that almost said out loud, �That�s the way it�sdone, Jan. That�s the way a man kisses his girl-friend.� She was flushing, I�m sure, as she dancedaway. I was left standing there with a beautiful prin-cess holding my hand.
�Oh dear,� said Princess Tammy, looking up at me,her tiara gleaming in her mass of long, blonde hair. �Ithink you just got dumped, Jan my love. Whateverdid you do to your girlfriend that made her do that?�
�It�s what I didn�t do,� I said as a girl held my handand swayed tantalizingly against me, putting herarms about my neck, her real breasts, I could feelthey were, bouncing against me, making me feel sopeculiar.
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�What didn�t you do?� Princess Tammy asked meas she led me onto the dance floor, her back to every-one. I had to move closer to her and guide her or elsewe�d have been crashing into everyone else.
�I don�t kiss her hard enough as a man should,� Ihad to tell Princess Tammy as she wheedled it out ofme.
�That�s not true,� Tammy purred at me. �I kissedyou, didn�t I? No, it was you who kissed me in themixing dance, wasn�t it? And that was something,wasn�t it? I�d love you to do that to me again, youknow.�
I stared down at the slender, small girl, smiling upat me and waiting for me to kiss her. I couldn�t keepon doing this, kissing girls, could I? I was beginningto forget what kissing a man would be like.
�You can start kissing me any time you like, Jan,�said Princess Tammy, putting her arms about myneck and caressing me with her body, right there onthe dance floor. I sensed people watching me. I could-n�t reject such an offer, not here in this blighted val-ley, I thought savagely.
I kissed a girl, the refrain went again through myhead, and I liked it. I did like it, particularly as Prin-cess Tammy whimpered as I kissed her. She pulledmy head and lips so tightly against her. I�d no optionbut to press myself against her forcefully. Chills andthrills beguiled me, making me want to escape butalso making me want to stay and kiss this exquisitegirl more and more. I felt her dress swaying aroundus as the kiss was as fierce and as demanding aswhen I kissed Jessica in her apartment.
�We need to get a room,� murmured PrincessTammy into my ear, her lovely earrings cascadingagainst me as she held me and made me kiss heragain.
�Yes,� I said unsteadily, �I have a room to myself.�Oh, what the heck I was saying. Tammy took myhand and led me out of the dancing area of the ban-quet hall, moving again into my arms and kissing me
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as we waited in the foyer of the Tiffany Tower for anelevator.
�I shouldn�t �� I began with a shudder.
�You should,� said Princess Tammy, �and mymother approves. You don�t have to worry aboutthat.�
�Why should I worry about your mother?� I askedin confusion.
Tammy�s smile brightened ten-fold. �I�ll tell youlater,� she murmured as she kissed me as firmly anddeliciously as Jessica had ever done. �Oh, you have asuite. I love these rooms! Come on, Jan. Make love tome as many times as you want. I haven�t trysted withanyone in two or three days! Oh, I love doing differentthings with handsome men of all kinds!�
It was like trying to tame a whirlwind. Tammy wasin a greater frenzy than Jessica had been when wemade love. She had her dress and bra undone en-couraging, I might even say demanding, I kissed herbreasts and make them grow so splendidly. She di-vested me of clothing. She explored me without re-straint, her lips constantly pressed to mine as she layin my bed, caressing me with her wonderful body,presented in such attractive, expensive lingerie.
Tammy loved my female organs, teasing me withher fingers, squeezing my clit and even kissing it aspassion grew inside me. I�m not a lesbian, I said tomyself; I knew that from long practice. But a girl likeTammy would have made any woman lose her inhibi-tions, I decided, as I undid her lovely garter belt andslipped her silky stockings from her as she writhedbeneath me.
I tried to get her panties down but Tammy pre-vented me, time after time, letting me caress the out-side of her panties while she devoured my mouthwith passionate, demanding kisses, her tongue asmuch in me as mine was in her. Finally, she movedon top of me and her lovely hair fell across me. Shekissed my neck and lowered her mouth to my tinybreasts and had me do the same to her. She was sofemininely fragrant, just as a woman should be.
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I was the one writhing as she stroked my nakedbody, caressing and kissing my navel and my abdo-men, my skin so aroused at her touches. Her mouthand tongue found what she wanted. For the secondtime in my life, I had an orgasm with another womanas her wonderful mouth and tongue lifted me toheights of pleasure I�d never realized one womancould get from another.
I was convulsing beneath Tammy as we rolled to-gether she pleasuring me as no man or woman hasever pleasured me before. I was trembling, on fire, asI exploded in a spasm of sexual feeling, wanting herto bury her tongue even more deeply into me, whichshe did.
I wanted to share the novel way I felt with her. Ikissed her breasts again as she�d kissed my almostnon-existent ones. I kissed her lovely, scented skinand her pierced, jeweled navel. I kissed her abdomenand slowly inched down her tiny panties. She let me.
Princess Tammy guided me to her vagina. She letme stroke between her legs and the little muff overher clit. It seemed different from mine. I tasted her.She wasn�t soft and wet as I expected. She began toconvulse, however, as I pushed into the stiff entranceto her female, internal organs. She almost shook meright off the bed as I pushed my tongue inside herand she pushed back against me. It was a most pecu-liar sensation.
I pushed more with my tongue, stroking Tammy�slegs. She convulsed as I felt a strange wetness in mymouth. She was dousing me with liquid in a way thatseemed so weird to me. I kissed her vagina. Oh, it wasdifferent! I was kissing something soft and foam-likeas Princess Tammymoaned and clung to me, beggingme not to stop kissing her right there.
�Oh, that�s it!� Tammy screamed, wriggling in thethroes of a passion I could scarcely believe. I kissedher vadgie, she called it that, and tongued herthrough the opening between her legs.
�What, what�s this?� I asked her finally as she waspressed so tightly against me with every part of herfemale body, caressing and kissing me, even though
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we were supposed to be cooling down after the hot,passionate manner in which we two women hadmade such torrid love.
Tammy giggled and guided my hands along herhips. She put her nails under some seam that was in-visible to me and, slowly, gently, Tammy gasping as Idid it, we unpeeled the vadgie from her body, me to-tally flummoxed.
The vadgie held her male organs tightly concealedfrom me. She grimaced in pain and writhed againstme again as she showed me how the prosthesis, shecalled it that, was removed from her. There she was,as male as Jessica/Drew had ever been. I shudderedas I realized how much I�d been fooled.
�Now you can have me in a different way,� Tammymurmured, allowing me to take her penis in my handand begin to arouse her. Just like Jessica, she didn�twant to be on top of me, not at first, anyway. Shewanted me to lie on her and to guide her malenessinto me. She wanted me to make love to her as if shewas the beautiful, young woman I�d thought she was.
It was as terrifyingly wonderful as it had beenwhen I was making love to Jessica as the woman she,Drew, wanted to be.
�You realize,� laughed Tammy, as I was reachingfor my fifth or sixth orgasm as I made love to her. Iaroused her easily by the simple expedient of kissingher breasts. �You realize, oh so tall and wonderfulJanet, that you are lesbian now, don�t you?�
�Because I�ve made love to Tammy, the delectableprincess?� I asked her. She kissed me again withsuch intense desire. She wiggled her wiggler allaround the place in me it wanted to go. I had to take itin hand to make it enter just where it should to giveus both intense pleasure. Just like with Jessica,when we were in motion together, I couldn�t really tellthat it wasn�t me with the penis. I rode the lovely girlbeneath me and it was as if I was entering her, so in-tense were my emotions as I reached a sexual cathar-sis of some kind, and with a woman.
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�Obviously, making love to you, Tammy, doesn�tmake me a lesbian,� I had to say to her.
�Then, you must be a man,� said Tammy with agiggle. �Isn�t that what Jessica was trying to say toyou? You really do have to make up your mind whatyou are, my darling Jan. I�ve made up my mind. I�m agirl. I�m a princess. I�m a singer and a dancer some-times with my twin sister, Kelly, whose as much of agirl me.�
There was that phrase again! I wanted to screamand tell her not to use it again, not with me butTammy forestalled me.
�So what are you, Jan?� she asked me. �I�m a girland we�re making fantastic love. If you�re a girl,you�re a lesbian. You�ll love it here in the Valley if youwant that. If you�re not a lesbian, then you�re a man.You�ll love it even more here in the Valley if that�swhat you are. I know so many girls who�ll love a manlike you. Really!�
�I�m not a lesbian!� I said thickly to her. No, I didn�twant to be stuck with that epithet for myself. No, Iwasn�t really attracted to women, was I? I shivered. Itwasn�t me who had started the liaisons I�d had withJessica and now with Tammy. Both of them had en-ticed me to bed and seduced me. They were the reallesbians, I thought wildly, as I responded to Tammy�sclinging caresses making love to her again while shesnuggled blissfully beneath me.
�Oh, goodie,� Princess Tammy murmured.�Mummy will be so pleased with my new boyfriend.She has Eloise, who is so femmy Mummy�s surethey�re both lesbians really, even though Eloise has apenis like mine. Mummy is worried that Kelly and Iare going to change completely. Kelly probably willbut I won�t, ever! Someday, she�ll have a granddaugh-ter to inherit all this.�
�Inherit?� I gasped as I felt how strong and stiffshe�d become as I slid over her. We began to rock to-gether again, my pleasure growing in leaps andbounds as I kissed and mauled my little princess.
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�Yes,� giggled Princess Tammy. �You might be theonly person here, darling Janet, not to know that mymother owns Princess River. Some day, my femmysister Kelly and I will inherit and own it all, as well.That�s why I�m wary of the guys I sleep with. They allthink I�m the most eligible heiress in the Valley.
�Oh, gosh, you�re taking birth control pills, aren�tyou, Jan darling? I would love to make you pregnant,I would. But not right now. There are so many won-derful guys who haven�t done me yet! I want them allto have a chance before I decide who�s the most won-derful man in the Valley to marry me!�

*****Sex and the Valley*****
I didn�t see Jessica again in Raybold, Slayton orPrincess River, the most densely inhabited parts ofthe Raybold River Valley, until two days before I wasabout to leave.
Over the twelve days I spent in the Valley up tothat time, I had more sex than I�d had in my life. Icomplained to myself about my miserable life, howno one wanted a freak like me, a six foot-four woman,only good for sinking basketball shots. I really didn�thave a thing to complain about in the Valley. I hadgirls coming up to and propositioning me for sex, par-ticularly in the second week I was there. Of course,all the girls had penises but who could quibble oversuch little details?
I wasn�t just having sex a lot of the time, I also feltstrangely desirable even though I wore men�s suitsand shirts all the time. I even went into a beauty storewith a girl named Molly. She had me �roughed up� asshe called it, my hair made more masculine, my ear-ring openings disguised. I even had some hair attach-ments to my eyebrows that made me look a littlemore masculine.
Molly wanted me to have a mustache as well. Itried it but it tickled me as much as it tickled her. Be-sides, she was such an enthusiastic kissing machinethat I�d never have kept it in place, in making love toMolly. She confided that it was the same with her
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wife, which made me feel so foolish for a while. It wasso hard to think that the adorable Molly Kelly had awife somewhere, and children! Yet, she was having itoff with me in the Tiffany Tower where she worked asa hostess.
Molly Kelly wasn�t among the first girls with whomI went to bed. There were so many others in that rap-turous ten to twelve days which I�ve never been ableto forget. Oh, the girls of the Valley! I keep saying I�mnot a lesbian. I keep repeating it, but making love tothe girls of the Raybold River Valley was like being alesbian for me. All the ones I met had penises thoughmany had lovely breasts as well. For a time, at least, Iwas in love with them all, as I was �laid,� morning,noon and night.
Tammy, my first after Jessica, had gone to do herjob as a princess. I�d only stepped out of the suitewhen I ran into Charlene. I�d pulled on the shirt,pants and tux I�d worn to the banquet. Charlene wasprobably Charles in whatever other life she led out-side the resort. She was attracted to me right away,she said, because she was six feet tall herself andloved to wear high heels.
Charlene, of course, loved to wear a lot more thanhigh heels. She was one of the girls who taped backher male organs and wore the briefest of panties be-neath her designer dresses. I told her right away Iwasn�t an escort. I wasn�t even a man.
�But you dress like one,� Charlene had said to mewith a lovely smile on her lipsticked mouth as she at-tached herself to me. She flirted with me, her makeupso feminine as it should have been, she having justcome from the lessons that dominated the days forthe girls in the Princess River Resort. It was amazinghow a mannish person, someone I didn�t even thinkwas much of a drag queen, could become so womanlyand attractive after a few days of intense coachingand, probably, lovemaking, in the resort.
�You�re dressed like a man and I�m dressed like awoman,� Charlene said, batting her thick eyelashesat me. �I�d say that was a match made in heaven!�

Page - 61

RELUCTANT PRESS



But Charlene became really nervous as I walkedwith her, arm-in-arm, as if she was truly my woman.The balcony overlooked the Charming Marqueewhere the mixer was taking place, all the new womenbeing entertained and treated totally as women forthe first time.
�I�ve been here before,� Charlene said anxiously tome. She was probably used to rejection as a woman, Iguessed. She couldn�t know what to make of me, let-ting her come on to me, encouraging her, eventhough I was a woman myself.
She must have been to the resort before as hermakeup was definitely feminine. Her hair was softand styled and long enough to gather at her neck.She wore dresses over a womanly figure and knewhow to sit in a dress and high heels. Charlene knewhow to mince along in her very high heels. I could seethat her legs were shapely. I liked her perfume, not arich, musky type at all, but something like lying in abed of roses.
�I, I don�t really do that well with men,� Charleneconfessed to me. �I, I don�t look that good in a bikini.The hosts here like to take their girls into the poolsand get them drunk before they boff them. I don�tmind that but I have to have a tall man or I feel sillyand out of place. I make all kinds of social faux-pasand why am I telling you all this? You just looked soneat and charming ��
�And tall,� I added with a grin.
�And tall,� Charlene agreed. �I really would like tohave you escort me to one of the clubs here or in theValley. Would you? I�ll pay you the going escort ser-vice rate!�
�Is it that hard to get a tall guy?� I asked her,Charlene, who, by the way, didn�t sound very muchlike a girl at all.
�To get a nice one, like you, someone who listens tome, an old queer,� said Charlene, �that�s so difficult!�
�I�ll go out with you,� I said to her, seeing how anx-ious and upset Charlene was. It had taken her a real
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act of courage, I thought, to approach me and, idiotthat I am, I fell for her damsel in distress appeal.
�Anything,� she murmured, clasping my hand. Icould feel the shakes in her.
�Never, ever, call yourself a name like you just didagain,� I said to her. �If we go out, you are my woman.I�m your man.�
I could have kicked myself as I listened to myselfsaying that. What an imbecile!
Charlene took me into Raybold, the perfect guideto the Valley and the people who lived there. And tak-ing her out was like dating a real woman. She wantedto be a cute, girlish woman and tried so very hard. Iactually loved her for it and told her so, as I put myarm about her as we strolled together. Her high heelsclicked femininely, as I guided her to the alcoves vari-ous stores provided for kissing couples.
Charlene loved being kissed. She trembled andshook all the time. She snuggled up to me on thetram ride back to the Resort and had no objections tocoming to my room with me and letting me make loveto her. She didn�t make any excuses about being aman any more. She didn�t treat me as if I was awoman, either. I told her she was a woman and sheobeyed me accordingly.
Charlene wasn�t bad in bed. She was enough stillof a man to really enjoy making love to me. I reallydidn�t care that she was femininely fragrant, wore afrilly night dress, and generally wanted the bottomposition when we made love.
The worst thing, sort of, was that she left the verynext day, kissing me and giving me a very tearfulsendoff at the airport. I went with her and her friendsjust like her, all so proud of themselves for the prog-ress they�d made in becoming women, in �passing� inthe Valley. I could imagine what they�d be like whenthey got off the plane in the hub city they were aimingfor before returning to �normality.�
�Oh, I don�t want to do it,� wailed Charlene as Ikissed her, cuddled her and let her go. �I just want tostay here with you, John. I really will study my voice
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tapes so that you won�t be embarrassed to go outwith me,� she went on. She�d been sure I must havehated the way she spoke to waitresses and salesgirlsin her male voice. She hated the time it was takingher to feminize her voice. �Look for me if you�re hereat the start of summer,� Charlene said to me as wekissed goodbye. �I loved every minute of our time to-gether, John. I must find a man like you on my nexttrip!�
I didn�t even get out of the airport before I metPaula and her friend, Marcia. Wow, did I ever have ahot night with Paula. The next night, she asked me ifshe could bring her friend on our date as well. If onenymphomaniac transvestite nearly wrecked me onenight, then two of them should have endedmy capac-ity for loving anyone. Actually, the opposite hap-pened. Perhaps it was because, like Tammy, thosegirls had full, real breasts and knew how to use them.
But I was just an interlude for them. I was lookingforward to another night of passion with them in thesuite at the Tiffany Tower. Jessica was not around,although more dresses and lingerie, shoes and wigshad appeared in her untidy room. Of course, themaid service put everything in order each day but itwas incredible the amount of money that Jessica wasspending on her �hobby� as she had first calledcrossdressing to me.
Paula and Marcia met brothers in the pool wholiked them in bikinis and liked them more out of thebikinis, I gathered. But it was easy come and easy goas I met Rose immediately. �She,� as much of awoman as the others, loved the whole idea of memaking love to her. I didn�t know that Rose had allthese marvelous sex toys including the most realisticstrap-on dildos that I�d ever seen.
I felt as if I had a penis when I made love to Rose inthe way I did. I guess I�ll have to say it again. Rosewas as much a girl as Jessica or Charlene or PrincessTammy. But she wanted me to make love to her as aman and, since I had no penis, I had to have onestrapped on to me.
I really felt like a man as I lifted Rose�s sweet, littletush onto the flexible pole she�d provided me with.
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Sure I let her inside me before that and she climaxedmost satisfactorily but she went into spasms of joywhen I penetrated her tush and made her believe shewas a woman. That�s the way sweet Rose put it as shecouldn�t stop shaking and kissing me. Her clit, as shecalled it, steadily flickered against me as Rose whis-pered her love for me. She�d be my girlfriend forever.We made love all night long. When I awoke in themorning, I actually arose thinking I was a man!
I shouldn�t have let Rose go into Raybold to buynew panties and stockings to replace those she�d ru-ined with me. Forever came to an end quickly as Rosemet boys she knew and went off to some wild partywith them. I gathered those parties outside the town-ship were for the rich, and were attended by theSheriff�s deputies who were like a chorus line of girls,all male, of course, a �tradition� in the Valley, Ilearned.
Rachel Smith had been one of those �girls.� I shiv-ered as I suddenly understood just who it was theGovernor of this state had married. And if I knew it, Iwondered how long it would be before the news gotout to the whole state that their governor�s wife was aman, albeit an exceedingly pretty and shapely man.
Megan was a busty blonde whose penis spat allover me when I stroked her boobs. She was in ecstasywhen I kissed them. I don�t think I got off with Megan,only once or twice at most, as she came so quickly allthe time. A hand up her leg and I was drenched. Sowere her pretty panties.
Lindsay was the nurse who counseled Megan atthe Linton Clinic where she asked me to take her.�Your girlfriend just needs a few drugs,� Lindsay saidto me with a smile, �to get her premature ejaculationsunder control. Making love should be a more plea-surable activity than just whiz, bang, thank you,ma�am!�
�I do like long caresses and kisses myself,� I saidwistfully, not meaning anything by that, I swear.Lindsay spent not just the night with me but all thenext day, her �clit� red and sore with the way weabused it. Oh, but Lindsay was so girlish. She hadthe loveliest breasts and beautiful, large nipples that
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hardened when she was touched. I touched her a lotas she appreciated a woman making love to her.She�d never had a woman before. I was Lindsay�sfirst! So I tried really hard to be loving with her asshe�d remember me much longer than other �women�I loved in that time.
I was approached by Duane Fenner the secondweek I was in the Valley. �I could really use a personof your height in my escort agency,� he said to me,coming all the way up to the suite I wasn�t sharingwith Jessica. Elizabeth was a �Valley girl� I picked up.Well, she might have picked me up, at the Light-house, the rock music club in Raybold. She didn�t be-lieve I was a woman until she came back to the Tif-fany Tower. I proved it to her, to him, actually. Shewalked around the place all the time in her panties,bra and a little silk slip, even when room servicecame in.
I said �No� to this Duane Feller, affronted by whathe thought of me. He was on his phone, telling somewoman he�d find someone for her next Sorority meet-ing. I left him talking as I had to take my suits to becleaned for my night out. When I got back in five min-utes, tops, Duane and Elizabeth were deeply into iton my bed. They were so involved they didn�t noticeme, even though I must have been standing in theopen doorway for ten minutes and more.
That�s how I got to see what we looked like when wewere making love, my �girl� friends and me. It reallywasn�t much different from watching any couplemaking love. The one dressed as a girl was on the bot-tom and she was penetrated by the man. She rolledaround ecstatically clinging to the man, arching her-self, not caring that her manhood was exposed, asshe lifted her legs high over his back, crying and de-manding he go harder and harder. Duane kissedElizabeth all the time which loved that, her shrieksand squeals high-pitched each time Duane adjustedhimself to drive even more tightly into her, caressingher breasts as he did so.
I became a voyeur but still didn�t want to do thatwith a Mrs. Stanton. Duane had offered me a thou-sand dollars, a whore�s fee. I angrily told him I would-n�t do anyone for the money, male or female. Who did
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he think I was? He told me about Mrs Stanton, who,naturally, wasn�t Mrs. in reality, but Mr. HenryStanton.
�Mrs Stanton� wouldn�t go out with men becauseshe wasn�t gay, she said. She was heterosexual. Itwas difficult, Duane told me honestly, to find theright escort for the social events she wanted to at-tend, like meetings of her Sorority. The Maya Sororitywas a sisterhood of crossdressers, a sort of secret so-ciety in the Valley, but everyone knew all the menwho were members.
Mrs. Stanton�s escort to Sorority dances had to bea woman, one who could accurately take on the roleof a man. Clearly, I fitted the bill. I�d rather havespent the evening with Elizabeth. But she made herpreferences clear as she sat in Duane�s lap and lethim stroke her as he talked. She didn�t move hishand when it disappeared between her darklystockinged thighs.
�I�m desperate,� said Duane, whom I hardly knewat all. He didn�t seem to see anything wrong in sittingthere accepting kisses and affection from the strange�girl� I�d brought to my room the previous night. �Theold biddy doesn�t get out much. I hate it when shesays she�s counting on me to supply her with a goodtime. If she�d use me, I�d do it, though I�m not intothis Valley stuff, of guys being girls. But she wants agirl who looks like a guy.�
Oh no, he wasn�t into it much, I thought, as he ca-ressed Elizabeth, doing something inside her pantiesthat had her gasping and clawing at him.
I called on the �old biddy� with flowers, an escortfrom the Feller Agency. �Mrs Lucy Stanton� wasn�t anold biddy. She opened the door, her blonde hair flow-ing, her breasts overflowing. I�d have called her a�cougar�, in the modern slang for a woman chasing ayounger man.
Lucy loved the way I looked in my tuxedo. She tookme to this dance at a huge ballroom. I danced notjust with her but with her friends, as much lovelywomen as she was, their wives awkward in manlytuxes like me.
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I escorted Lucy Stanton home but my evening did-n�t end with kisses on the doorstep as Duane told methat it would. No, Lucy wanted the full service fromme. She wanted to be my woman, of course, and Iobliged. She complimented me as she kissed megoodbye in the morning.
�That was the first time I haven�t had to rise to thetop in a tryst with a man like you,� smiled Lucy,knowing exactly what she meant by �a man like me.��I loved being a woman all night long, John. I�ll askDuane to get you for me again when he can.�
There was an envelope with an extra five hundreddollars inside with a flowery note, telling me to buysomething wild and wonderful for myself. There wasalso a photo of Lucy in her sparkling dress and glit-tering jewelry, in my arms, dancing at the Ellis Ball-room. Lucy�s eyes were beautifully made-up and glit-tering at me as I frowned slightly at the camera. She�dmade a lipstick imprint on the photo. I thought of herwarm lips for quite a while. I loved kissing Lucy,who�d lost her mannishness in kissing over thecourse of the evening, letting me be the one to initiateour contacts in bed as the night wore on.
Lucy, Gail, with real, gorgeous red hair below herbreasts, Molly again, meeting her by accident in astrip club, Ginette, a waitress who wanted a quickieto find out what it was like to make love to someonelike me. Yes, the quickie lengthened. Gina called inthat she was too busy to work that day and didn�t. Ididn�t understand the ways of the Valley but I defi-nitely liked them.
Ruth Ann, Maria, Shirley, Naomi and Teresa,those were �girls� I made love to. Yes, more than one aday but just as Elizabeth had her �quickie� withDuane Feller, I had more than one encounter with agirl in a day.
It was a relief to meet Jessica again. I didn�t recog-nize her the first time. I�d heard a lot about the LintonClinic and its special services. It just never occurredto me Jessica was in there, availing herself of servicesthat made me feel a little sick to contemplate.
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Jessica was wearing a bikini and strutting aboutour suite when I staggered in, exhausted after anall-nighter with Angie, extended when her �sister� Su-san had come in and had wanted to make love to meas well. That I had a real vagina surprised the pair ofthem but they both wanted to try it out.
�Oh, that�s so different,� Susan said as she �poked�me. �Oh, this is what it�d be like if I wasn�t a girl! Oh,Johnny,� yes, that�s what they called me. �This is sowonderful. I never made love to a boy like you before.�She meant, to a woman, of course. �You�re my first! Ilove it! Are there more guys like you around the Val-ley?�
Since I was a tourist myself, I couldn�t answer Su-san�s question. I didn�t have the chance as Angiepushed her sister off me, wanting me herself oncemore. I also had to service, so to speak, the arousedSusan who could barely wait her turn so much didshe want to make love with me, her on top which shefound to be really �decadent�!
�Well, what do you think?� asked Jessica, turningfrom the mirror and spreading her arms wide. It wasthen I saw her breasts! I�d heard one girl askingwhere Corinne was and another saying �having her Tand A.� Naomi laughed as I frowned at what had beensaid.
�Tits and Ass,� she�d whispered to me, leaning for-ward, so I could see down the front of her dress at the�melons� Naomi had. �I had mine done a year ago. It�ssuch a dream, isn�t it?�
�But Jan can�t get hers done,� Ruth Ann had said,taking me by the arm.
�She?� Naomi asked, puzzled. Ruth Ann whisperedsomething to her. We�d gone to see this marvelousshow, Blonde Ambition, at The Jaundiced Eye, anightclub off Raybold Avenue where every showgirl,every singer and dancer was a female impersonator. Ihadn�t seen a show like it for professionalism andfemininity.
I went back to The Eye after an interlude with Na-omi, and one with Ruth Ann. That�s where I met
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Angie, one of the showgirls, mixing with the audi-ence. She was ready to try �something different� shesaid. Oh, what a womanly body she had and her sis-ter, Susan, was much the same.
I really did feel like quite a stud as I went back toTiffany Tower, sore, sated and totally exhausted.Now, I looked at another woman, her auburn hairshorter but more attractive, her makeup exquisiteand her body matching her looks. Her hips werewider, her bare legs definitely shapelier, not a sign ofthe male leg muscles that I�d once seen on Drew. She,Jessica, was a feminine vision in her black bikini.
�Come, Jan,� she said, tossing her hair back, hugegold bangles hanging from the lobes. �Sit with me.We�ve only two days left of our vacation, you know.Let�s get re-acquainted if you still could fancy a girllike me.�

*****An offer too good to refuse*****
Watching Jessica walk in front of me was inde-scribable. She sashayed like a woman, her tush, notlittle any more, swaying as a woman�s should. At theindoor, heated pool, the male escorts noticed �her�while the women, so many like her, checked me outin my white slacks and loose shirt, a sweater tiedaround my neck.
�You can put my tanning lotion on me,� Jessicasaid as she lay out in her bikini on a chaise lounge.Her breasts were straining at her bra top. She took itoff with a girlish pout. �I�m going into the tanning bedin a moment. You could at least pass me a compli-ment, Jan, instead of looking at me as if someone hityou between your legs with a two-by-four.�
�You don�t know Susan and Angie,� I said. Shesmiled and took her hands away from her breasts.�Now I know what guys miss when they look at me,� Iadded as she put lotion onto her legs. I think onlyabout twenty guys were looking at her with theirtongues hanging out. �I guess you and I won�t playbasketball together any more.�
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�You don�t think I could make a girls� team,Janet?� Jessica asked me mockingly.
�You might break a nail,� I teased the woman infront of me who rolled over on her breasts, handingoff the lotion so I could do her back and the back ofher legs.
�What did you do to your legs?� I asked, seeing howslim her calves had become.
�You can�t see?� Jessica asked, smiling as sheturned her head towards me. �I had a lot of unsightlymuscle removed. You can�t see where the incisionswere in my calves because they�re obscured by gauzeand tape and makeup. And, no, Jan, I�m never goingto play basketball again, not even in a women-onlyleague. Yes, some day, I�ve decided, my girl, that I�mreally going to be your sister!�
�Wow,� I said unsteadily. �I suppose I should say,congratulations.�
I�ve made up my mind what I want to be,� saidJessica dreamily.
�So Coulthard�s is a thing of the past?� I asked herthen as well.
�Jan, Jan, Jan,� said my sister-to-be, �I have toearn a living, don�t I? No, I�m not leavingCoulthard�s!� I stopped stroking her soft and hairlessskin. She rolled over, her breasts showing the signsof scarring that, I expected, would soon disappear.
�You�re going back like this?� I gasped at her. �Toface Lois, George Miller, old Mr. Coulthard himself?�
There was a pause while Jessica cocked her headand adjusted her earring and her hair. It was shorterthan I remembered and seemed not to be a wig. Howdid she ever get to do that? �Did you ever figure outwhy I�ve been promoted so quickly even overGeorge?� asked Jessica.
I blinked. It wasn�t Jessica who�d risen in the firm.It had been Andrew. I stared at her impish smile. �Idon�t have the money for this,� she said to me. �Norfor the dresses and wardrobe I�ve been lavishing on
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myself. Can you guess who, in our firm, would havethe money for that, Jan, someone terrified he�s losingme to you?�
Money? The only person with money was old Mr.Coulthard but he had one foot in the grave. Then Ithought about the bench and who warmed it uncom-plainingly for games on end and who was married toCoulthard�s only daughter.
�Steve Pound?� I said.
She smiled femininely at me. �He�s been here aweek and terrified he�d run into you somewhere.You�d know instantly why he�s here,� said Jessica.�It�s a long way to come to make love to your favoritewoman, isn�t it? I suppose I should be calling myselfSteve�s mistress. He�s been doing that for an age.�
�You and Steve?� I gasped at the girl in a bikini.
�I�m not exclusively Steve�s,� Jessica said. �Any-way, I had a business proposition for him. I am goingto be Coulthard�s new State manager. We don�t havea presence here at all. I�m going to build it up. I�ve alot of favors to call in and I�m going to call in a lotmore. You could help me. I heard you�re the latest Mr,Stanton for Lucy. Well, Luke runs a shopping centerin Slayton, the Romeo and Juliet Center. Coulthard�snew outlet in the Valley is going to be the businesssupplier to them all. It would be a promotion for youbut you have to hire us some very cute Valley girls forour office staff, my office manager.�
�You�re kidding,� I gasped. �Stay on here? You asJessica ��
�Jessica Andrews,� the first Valley �girl� I�d everslept with said to me, giving me the lotion and indi-cating I had to spread it over her breasts, standing upso perkily. �And you have to be John Brennan,� saidJessica as she wiggled under the touch of my hands.�Ooo, John, that�s so good. You�ve been practicing,haven�t you? No, don�t stop. Ooo, I can�t wait to getyou back in the room. But I must have this tanningsession. I paid for it. Lisa will be annoyed if I don�t lether get her hands on me. Is she ever going to be sur-prised today with what she has to work with now!�
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Lisa wasn�t the only one surprised. I was as well athow much Jessica came on to me, particularly afterthe way she�d treated me for the first ten, eleven daysof this weird vacation. It wasn�t that I was complain-ing, of course, because for yet another night, I didn�tgo to bed alone. I went to bed with someone who hada penis and so I wasn�t a lesbian, was I?
�Please stay with me in the Valley,� Jessica whis-pered when we took a break from our torrid lovemak-ing. �I, I really need a true friend here with me, Jan.I�m, I�m leaving so much behind. Steve will only behere when the pressure gets to him and he has tohave me. I�m not to talk to him unless he calls me.�
What is it about me that I am such a softie, fallingfor every sob story? I didn�t say yes, I didn�t say no,but I guess the urgent way I kissed Jessica and drewher feminized body against mine, said it all. She hadthe shakes like she hadn�t had them in an age, sinceshe was last with me, she said.
Jessica took our �lesbian� lovemaking as an affir-mative. She gave her all to me, as willing a woman asany man could have found anywhere. Yes, I did feellike a man as I caressed her lovely breasts. I let herinside me as I stroked and held her tush tightly,imagining it was me putting my penis into her. Itworked as we both climaxed at the same time. It wasglorious, she shaking and crying, my beautifulJessica, as she had her second orgasm of the night.

*****In this Valley, there are rules*****
Jessica had a class the next day when we finallyrolled out of bed, just a day left on our vacation. Butshe wasn�t going �home� with me. Gods and god-desses, everyone�s exclamation here in the Valley,how could I go back, with the subtle changes I�d beenencouraged to make to myself. I know I stood andwalked differently.
I�d eliminated many of the female characteristicsI�d had before. I didn�t stand like a woman anymore. Iwas mannish, doing all the things I�d said I�d neverdo. No, I wasn�t a butch lesbian, I told myself. I didn�t
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want to be a femmy one, either. I had to laugh as Ithought of Jessica and my �harem.� They would, all ofthem to the last girl, have wanted to be the femmyone that I so disdained.
While Jessica was out, I went to the rental shopand returned the tux. Sally Karlsen, petite andblonde, was there, smiling and femininely cute, help-ing out other customers, men who wanted to be styl-ish women, of course.
�I�ll be with you in a minute,� Sally said, giving mea huge smile as I stood in the one suit I�d actuallybought with the shirt I was wearing, my tie stuffedinto my pocket.
�I guess you�re leaving us,� Sally said, her lovelysmile just for me, as she came to help me. �How�s theValley been? Everything you hoped and dreamed itwould be?�
�Sort of,� I said to her. �No, not really. I mean, I�vehad a great time and got to meet some really greatg�, people. I�ve been offered a chance to stay here,take up a job and live full-time in the Valley. So, youcould say it�s all been good but I don�t know. Not re-ally.�
�It can be so overwhelming, can�t it?� asked Sallysympathetically, touching my arm again as womendo when they empathize. �Some folks would thinkyou were really lucky to be offered a job here. Is itwith a company I would know?�
�Coulthard�s,� I told her. Sally�s wide-set blue eyeswent wider, indicating that she�d never heard of us.�The business people,� I went on. �The girl I camewith has been offered the job of opening a branch of-fice here. She wants me to stay with her so she canhave one person whom she knows is a friend here.But that means leaving such a lot behind. If you don�tmind me saying, Sally Karlsen,� I said, reading thename off her ID tag, �the Raybold River Valley is areal backwater pond in the great lake the world is.�
Sally smiled. �Oh, it is,� she said, checking the tuxand putting it on a hanger and rack along with sev-eral others. �We�re a backwater even in the state,
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never mind the country! Most of us, people like me, Iguess, we like it this way, of course. It�s because we�reso backward we�re able to be so tolerant of otherswho come here. You�d have a most active social life,Jan, if you stayed here. That�s why people come, afterall.� She flushed just a little. �For the social life thatwe offer.�
�You have an active,� I stressed the word andsmiled at Sally, �social life?� I queried her.
�Well, my boyfriend�s broken up with me,� saidSally, pulling a face. �So my social life�s a littlestunted these days. I�ve been so used to doing thingsas a couple, you know. It takes a little getting used to,dating again, being approached by strange boys in aclub.
�Grant, my ex-boyfriend, told me I was a nester,that I was more like a wife to him than a girlfriend.Oh well,� she had the cutest of smiles, along with akiller body. She just wasn�t very tall at all and I tow-ered over her. �You don�t want to hear all about mybreakup, do you? It really wasn�t so bad. We�re stillfriends. Maybe we�ll get together when he comeshome from college again.�
�Would you let him date other girls while he�s awayat college?� I asked Sally who looked at me in sur-prise.
�Is that so obvious about me?� she asked, trying tomake light of what she and I had just said.
�Can I buy you a drink, Sally?� I asked her. Shedefinitely hesitated, trying, I think, to put togethersome gentle way of telling me to get lost.
�I only have one more night here,� I told her, �so I�mnot looking for a date, honest. Jessica will be back af-ter her class anyway. I�d just love to talk to someoneabout this crazy Valley. How on earth did it ever getto be like this?�
�Oh, that�s such a long story!� said Sally, her thin,pretty face showing her dimples again as she smiled.
�Go ahead, Sally,� called another girl who washelping a �woman� into a dress over some corset she�d
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recommended. It had changed the woman�s propor-tions considerably, I could tell. Of course, the womanwas as much a woman as the girl assisting her. Shewas as much a woman as Sally, most likely, who wasas much a woman as Jessica, of course.
�I�ll be over in Victoria�s Place, if you need me,Brenda,� said Sally. She came around the counter inher very high heels. Even so, she was barely up to myshoulder. Sally laughed as she saw the way I lookedat her slimness and daintiness. �You�re too big,� shesaid to me with a smile. �No, I am not a Smurf or a lit-tle person and my mother�s name isn�t Tinkerbell.Good things do come in small packages, sometimes,you know!�
�I was just admiring how pretty you are,� I said toher. �I can see why you�re besieged with strangers inbars who want to dance or date you.�
�Ooo, I walked into that one, didn�t I?� sparkledSally, leading me from the Tower deep into the Resortwhere I hadn�t explored at all.
In the early afternoon, the Place was almostempty. �The girls who come here on Martina�s Adven-ture Tours,� said Sally, �are in classes in the after-noon. It�s such a hectic afternoon, practice, practice,practice, modeling, speaking, feminine habits, fe-male hobbies.� Sally shook herself as she crossed herlegs in her mini-skirt, grimacing. �I hated making myown dresses having to show them off in a fashionshow. I�d much rather buy my dresses straight fromthe store.�
�You could have made quilts,� I suggested to her asa smiling, long-haired, attractive, blonde waitress ina short, black dress showed us to a table overlookingthe chalets. There were a lot of women around,mini-skirts and pretty legs on display, some clearlyemployees of the Resort.
�Or I could have done needlepoint,� Sally said tome.
�Or painted screens?� I queried.
�Macramé,� said Sally, pulling a face.
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�Cooking?� I asked, making Sally laugh.
�That�s called Domestic Science. I had two years ofit at Tyson High School,� Sally said indignantly. �It�sa good thing Grant cooks. I was just terrible. But I didget an A in dressmaking and modeling�
�I can see why,� I said, admiring the way shelooked in her short skirt and pink blouse, the shoul-ders lightly padded. I could see a little of her bra andunderslip through the thin material of the blouse.
�I�m supposed to smile and thank you prettily forall your compliments,� said Sally after she�d askedthe waitress for a white wine, the drink of choice forall the girls in the Valley. �It�s a rule in the Valley,�she added, a dimple again on her smooth-skinnedcheek. �It�s drummed into us in the classes we take inschool and at Delmonte�s, the charm school, after-wards.�
�I�d love to go to a charm school,� I said with a grin.�What�s it like?�
�Torture,� said Sally with a smile. �They teach usto raise our natural voices and speak like the Queenof England. When we can do that, we�re allowed to re-lax and find our own natural, cultured voices. You�veprobably wondered why we all sound so English.Well, that�s one of the reasons.�
�I just thought it was a rule,� I said. Sally burst outlaughing.
�No, there�re lots of unwritten rules here but thatisn�t one of them,� she said.
�Tell me the others,� I said.
Sally thought about it. She started to speak andthen stopped. She�d a darling way of biting her lowerlip as she thought about what she was going to say.She pushed back an imaginary strand of hair behindher ears. She had long hair down her back. It wascarefully braided and pinned as she clearly wanted toproject the image of the competent salesgirl I didn�tdoubt that she was.
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�This is very difficult,� Sally said to me. �If I knewthat you were going to live here and be one of us ��
�I might,� I said to her.
�Then, we could talk about anything,� said Sallywith a smile. �But with strangers, tourists, even ifthey�ve been here for a long time, we�re all naturallycareful.�
�That�s a rule, isn�t it?� I said with a grin. �I�ll re-member that when I settle in here.�
Sally hesitated. �You know what the number onerule is in the Valley, don�t you?�
�I think so,� I said to her. �You are what you are ac-cording to the way you dress.�
Sally was surprised. �That�s sort of it,� she said.
�You never ask a girl if she�s real or not,� I said.
�Oh, you�d be from Brampton if you asked that,�said Sally with a quick flicker of a smile. �That�s thenearest town. We worked so hard to get a road to �civ-ilization� but now people are thinking of ways to closeit down. The guys who come from there can be so in-sulting at times. They keep the deputies busy, ofcourse.�
�Is it true that you have no males in law enforce-ment here in the Valley?� I asked Sally.
�In one way,� she said, flushing as she smiled atme. �In another,� Sally went on, �you could say theexact opposite.�
�I�ve seen pictures of Rachel Smith,� I said Sally.�She married your state Governor? She was a deputyhere?�
�She was,� said Sally, sipping on her wine andwaving at a group of women who�d just entered thebar.
�By what we�ve just said,� I began.
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�Don�t say any more,� said Sally hastily. �We�d bebreaking the number one rule of the Valley. We nevertalk about the gender of anyone else. Whatever theylook like is what they are. That�s why I�m sitting here,in Victoria�s Place. She�s the bandleader andpart-owner there, with the handsome guy.� Sally in-dicated a really attractive, shapely woman. �If Rachelwalked in now, I�d introduce her as my girlfriend andwife of the Governor. That�s what she is, after all.�
�You wouldn�t give someone a heads-up?� I asked.
�I�d tell another girl if she was heading into trou-ble,� said Sally, �but the first rule of the Valley, Jan,is that every girl you meet is a girl. You treat her likethat. You can actually be charged and fined for in-sulting a girl here in the Valley, you know, as the dep-uties have to teach Brampton rowdies from time totime.�
�What do they come here for?� I asked Sally.
�There are a lot of pool parties on the weekendswhen they watch football and ogle the girls in theirbikinis,� said Sally, her dimple returning. She hesi-tated again. �The funny thing is,� she went on, �andI�ll tell you this as a future resident of the Valley, Jan,is that when they ask you if you�re a real girl, whichbreaks the first rule of the Valley, all you have to do istell them you are and they leave you alone. They re-ally can�t tell by looking, of course, and what they allwant is a girl who has, well, a little extra, as we some-times say in the Valley.�
�Some of the girls you call tourists,� I said with ashake of my head. �Surely, anyone could tell whatthey were.�
�We keep them well separated from theBramptonites,� said Sally, flushing and twisting herbracelet nervously. I think she thought she�d said toomuch but I really wanted to know what I�d be gettinginto if I did stay and work for Jessica, not that thatwas really likely. �Some of the guys always get intothe Tiffany or the Bunny Club which is for the newestof new girls. Some guys just like girls that way, Iguess. They like to be with a girl who�s really tryingand not fooling them at all. Turns them on.�
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Sally was really embarrassed, I could tell. Shetwirled the wineglass in her hands and looked aboutready to grab her purse and disappear.
�You have an awful lot of hosts here,� I said,switching the topic. �I was actually offered a job asone.�
�Yes, you�d be approached,� said Sally nervously.�Any guy in the hotel would be before he left. We haveso many girls coming in and so many girls in thetownship and college as well, we always need guyswho know how to treat girls who live or visit here. Weget a lot of guys from Brampton who come up here ona lark and stay for the jobs we can use them in.�
�Being a host is being a gigolo, sort of, isn�t it?� Isaid. Sally smiled and nodded.
�That�s a much nicer word than the hosts andhostesses use about themselves,� Sally said. �But, ofcourse, they wouldn�t tolerate nasty words from aguest directed at them. Without an apology, anyguest insulting any employee here is liable to arrestand time in the Valley Correctional Institute. No onewants to go there if they can help it. Everyone therehas to live as the opposite sex. It would be so awful tobe a boy again and do manly things for three or sixmonths, wouldn�t it?�
�Or the reverse?� I said as that had occurred to mefirst.
�Or the reverse,� agreed Sally, flushing again. Imust admit I found her girlishness and embarrass-ment something of a turn-on, to use her expression.
�You didn�t tell me yet how this came to be likethis,� I said. �I have to ask you a Bramptonite ques-tion if you don�t mind, Sally. Are there any realwomen in this Valley at all? I don�t think I�ve met an-other one yet!�
�Oh, you haven�t been looking hard enough!� saidSally. �Didn�t I see you with Duane Feller the otherday?�
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�Yes,� I said. �He wanted me to escort a LucyStanton to her Sorority party. Oh, the wives of someof the women I danced with!�
�You�ll see real girls in pairs,� said Sally in a whis-per. �I suppose it�s all right to tell you but they�reusually one of each, one who has a little extra andone who doesn�t!�
�But women as leaders,� I began. �This MartinaKing who runs Trans-It Adventure Tours ��
�She�s a woman like me,� said Sally, red-faced. �Ijust broke the most sacred of rules, telling you that,Jan. If you told her I told you, she could have me ar-rested. I�d deserve my time in jail.
�There are lots of women around the Valley. Nine ofour twelve Councillors are women as they were be-fore the Morality Code changed. We stopped arrest-ing people for being dressed as the opposite sex. Thatwas the start. We had only one doctor in this town-ship and he dressed as a woman. We�d have lost himor put him in jail for months!
�So, the women of the Valley led the tolerancemovement and they still do. The newspaper editor isa woman, Jane Edwards, and so is Tania Scott, whodoes the entertainment column! It�s all about femaleimpersonators, if you must know, as are shows onVTV. The reporter, Nicole Dugan, is a woman andso�s my mother.�
�I�d hope so,� I said. �I�ve seen school buses andkids. I saw a group of mothers with babies down onthe marina in the playground there. But I�m onlymeeting girls like you in nightclubs everywhere.�
Something I�d said made Sally hesitate and biteher lower lip again. �What did I say that was out ofline?� I asked her but she didn�t want to tell me.
�If you stay here long enough,� Sally said slowly,�and I see you in town some time, we can go over thisconversation again. But please don�t tell anyone whatI said about Martina, will you? If she wants to tell youabout herself, she can but she should be the one todo it.�
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�I�ll remember the rules,� I said with a smile atSally. My phone rang as I got up with her. It wasJessica.
�Steve just called me,� Jessica said abruptly. �Hewas in New York. He�s going to stop by to see me thisevening. I know it�s asking a lot after last night andthis morning, but could you make yourself scarce,Janet? Could you go into town and stay tonight. I�msure you can find a girl. The town is full of them,looking for really tall guys. I know this girl ��
�I�ll find someone,� I told Jessica. �Have fun withSteve. I hope he isn�t flying in to say the deal�s off.�
�No, he wouldn�t do that,� said Jessica. �It might bethe opposite. He might want to set up with me perma-nently here in the Valley. Which would you prefer,Jan, to be the bridesmaid or the best man at my wed-ding?�
Sally had moved off to talk to the women on theirsecond drinks, beginning to be loud and gruff. Shecame mincing to me to let me walk her back to theTiffany Tower.
�By the look on your face, you just got stood up,�Sally said, raising a thin eyebrow daintily.
�I did,� I said grimly. �I even have to move out of thesuite as well to leave Jessica room with our boss.�
�Well, you won�t lack for girlish company,� Sallysaid as we went out of the club, past many men andwomen coming from classes. The high-pitchedvoices, straight out of voice training, were dominat-ing all other noises around the little square wecrossed to the shopping mall.
�You�ve had a different girl every night, haven�tyou, since you�ve been in the Tiffany?� Sally said as Ilooked at her in surprise. �It�s the talk of the hotelstaff, I�m sorry to tell you.�
�Well, they won�t have any gossip to give you to-morrow,� I said huffily to her. �I have to get a room, intown,� I went on. �Which is a good hotel?�
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�They�re all wild on a Saturday,� said Sally slowly.�The Tower is probably the quietest but it�s expen-sive, being so close to the Downtown Men�s Club. It�sa bit like Make-out City on a Saturday. But it shouldbe quiet. Maybe you can stay with a friend ��
�I don�t have any friends in the Valley,� I said toSally, thinking about Jessica and why she wantedme to stay.
�All the girls you�ve dated!� gasped Sally.
�They all leave,� I said to her and she was sur-prised. �I never get the chance to ask for a seconddate, as they leave on a planes or meet old friendswhen they�re out. I�m beginning to think that I mustbe lousy in bed.�
�Oh,� said Sally. �Have, have you checked yourmessages at the Tiffany?�
�Messages?� I asked stupidly. A smiling Sally tookme into the foyer of the Tiffany, up to a smiling host-ess who went immediately for my personal folder formessages. There they were, all the love notes fromthe girls I�d made love to, all with phone numbers andthe message to phone them any time, day or night.They�d come running, several said.
�Didn�t the front desk tell you?� asked Sally, smil-ing at the stunned look on my face. �It�s what we girlsdo in the Valley. It�s a little more personal to leave awritten note, isn�t it? I bet they think you don�t likethem! Since you haven�t phoned! You�re so tall, I betthey�ve seen you around, Jan. I know I�ve seen youlots but I don�t think you�ve seen me, down here,where we short girls live.�
�I�d have seen you,� I said. �I�d have found yourmessage or I�d have come over and asked you outagain. Actually, since I don�t have a date tonight,would you, Sally, like to show me the Valley?�
�As your second choice?� Sally asked me with anervous smile.
�You would have been first if I�d thought of a way ofbreaking off the other commitment,� I told her. �I�d
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love to go out with you tonight, Sally, and be yourman for the evening.�
�Well, thank you, kind sir,� said the girl who wasbringing out all kinds of manly feelings in me. �I ac-cept.�

*****All kinds of weddings*****
It was strange to have to walk up to a house in aresidential district in Raybold and knock on the door,go in and meet Sally Karlsen�s parents, Josephineand Carl, and her sister, Kathy, before I took her out.
�Your sister is as pretty as you,� I said to Sally aswe strolled down onto the Avenue where it looked likethere was a carnival in town. A typical Saturdaynight, Sally called it.
�She was wearing my dress and underclothing,�Sally said with a smile of affection. �My makeup andperfume, the little brat. She�s kind of cute, though,isn�t she?�
�She�s a girl like you, I take it,� I said to Sally. Shehesitated. I didn�t let her answer. �Sorry,� I said. �Ikeep walking right into that one, don�t I? You don�ttalk about other girls in the Valley. She�s a girl as youare and as Tania Scott is or whoever. She�s in highschool, though, isn�t she?�
�Yes, she�s in Tyson,� said Sally. �Mom is droolingover her this year as Kathy is a cheerleader as if youcouldn�t tell. I was too much of a geek to be interestedin that until I had to go to Prom. That�s when I wokeup to what it�s really like to be a girl.�
�I saw your picture in the hallway with some boy,� Isaid.
�Brad Williams, the quarterback,� said Sallydreamily. �He was my first boyfriend. Mummy waschaperone at the Prom so she could keep an eye onme. But we still managed to get out into the Garden,Brad and me.�
�The Garden?� I asked as Sally flushed a little.
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�Yes,� said Sally. �At the Prom, they set up thisFlower Garden, with a lovers� lane. Our escorts takeus girls in there to sit in the swings, just the two ofus. The air is perfumed. Oh, it�s so romantic! It�swhere many girls get their first kisses from a boy.Brad kissed me and I was hooked on kissing rightthen. I didn�t know it was so delightful!� She wasflushing a great deal, her hand shaking in mine. �Ofcourse, they have many more dances and chancesnowadays. Kathy�s had boyfriends, off and on, for twoyears. It wasn�t like that when I was in school.�
�Not when I went, either,� I confessed. I wasn�t go-ing to tell her I went �stagette� to my prom with othergirls on my basketball team. I did dance with theirboyfriends, the nice ones, but that was my introduc-tion to the hard fact that men, really, weren�t inter-ested in me. I could say the same thing about the Val-ley and me, as a woman, in a way, couldn�t I?
I hugged Sally as we turned onto the Avenue toCaruso�s, a night club she�d said she wanted to go to.A recording of the singer, Jane Julian, was playingoutside, a medley of Céline Dion songs.
�Impressive voice,� I murmured in her ear.
�Oh, they have her newest CD for sale!� said Sallyas we went in. She opened her purse but I closed itfor her.
�The guy always pays,� I said. Sally�s eyes sparkledas I bought her the CD, the cover of it being Jane ly-ing across a piano in a classic, female pose. No, I was-n�t going to ask. She was a girl as far as we, her listen-ers, were concerned. And she was as fantastic as herrecording playing outside might have suggested.
Sally was thrilled with the operatic arias Jane at-tempted as well. �Oh, I just love Mozart,� she told me.�I must take you to the night club, the Amadeus,some time. The resident quartet, the Mozart Strings,is fabulous! Have you ever heard of Felicity Parker,the violinist? She used to be in the quartet but she�ssolo now. She�s giving a Christmas concert in Victo-ria�s Place with Vicki Perrone�s Orchestra. It�ll be fab-ulous!�
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I smiled, letting Sally ramble on about Blond, an�all-girl� singing group, another of her favorites, andMelissa Nader, Miriam McCoy and the newest sensa-tion, Lady Eleanor�s Maids. They performed in thenightclub, Becks, which went late into the night.
I didn�t question her about the entertainers. It wassort of amusing, though, that there were no male en-tertainers of note in the Valley.
�I think you�re right,� said Sally, judging the dancefloor at Caruso�s too crowded to dance properly. Iwouldn�t have minded crushing her to me and danc-ing �The Clinch.� �There are men in some backupgroups but the front singers have to be girls in theValley. Oh, there�s a sort of Chippendales open atRoxy�s, on special days. It�s for girls only, of course.Oh, there�s Jose and Raquel, adagio dancers theretoo.�
Sally laughed as we stopped outside Transformers,a store that boasted it could make a woman out ofanyone. �I guess this is really the town to be a girl in,�she said. Her arm hugged my waist as my arm wasabout her soft shoulders, guiding her safely throughcrowds of beautiful girls and their dates.
�That�s Franco�s,� said Sally, as we stood on thecorner of Glass Street and Raybold Avenue. �See allthe young girls going in. It�s a fifty-fifty clientele, it re-ally is,� she added, looking up at me to see if I�d un-derstood what she was hinting at. �I used to knowthis girl,� she blushed a little, �Angela Stanton, inhigh school. We went there all the time. I think youwent with her mother to the Ellis, didn�t you?�
�How would you know that?� I had to ask.
�I, I did see the notes you had,� said Sally with agrin. �You�ve, you�ve been such a busy boy sinceyou�ve been here. And Lucy�s name was on the out-side of the pink, heart-shaped envelope she left you!�
I almost said that if Lucy was related to AngelaStanton, she couldn�t be her mother. I shivered andbit my tongue. That would definitely be what some-one from Brampton would have said. A girl like Sallydidn�t want to hear that.
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�Can we dance in Franco�s?� I asked her. Sally waswearing a girlie dress that looked as if it could havebeen a camisole or underslip. I wanted to see how it�dlook if we did a few twirls on the dance floor. I knewI�d see her panties and so would anyone else lookingat her.
�Sure,� said Sally. �They split the club into twoparts. Kathy is always here on the young side wherethey�re not supposed to drink. The boys spike theirdrinks, however, which they don�t need to. Girlscome here in pairs, as Angie and I did. We only hadboys on our minds on a Saturday night.�
�Unlike the mature girls on the alcoholic side?� Iasked.
�We�re just more subtle about it,� said Sally, takingmy hand and leading me into the entrance toFranco�s. The pictures of the girls who were contestwinners decorated all the walls.
�The best pair girl doesn�t say what she has a bestpair of,� I said in mock innocence. Sally squeezed myarm.
�Is that the kind of man you are?� she asked me,flushing. She really didn�t like to flirt much, this girl.Ooo, how darling that was! It meant, however, that Ihad to take her seriously. Going out with me wasclearly a very serious statement to her. I suddenly gotthe idea that this wasn�t going to be like the fling I�dhad with Mrs. Lucy Stanton. Everything I�d been toldabout Lucy by Duane Feller had been erroneous assoon as she got me inside her house, several blocksfrom the Karlsens�.
�I�m a breast man,� I agreed as Sally smiled, �nothaving any of my own.� That made her eyes rise insurprise. �And I�m a leg man, a tush man, a lips man,a hair man, a sucker for a pretty face and a girl�s sexyfigure man. Mmm, I�m the man!�
�Yes! You said everything about a girl turns youon,� laughed Sally, clinging to me as we entered theclub, the noise deafening, the floors, there was morethan one, filled with gyrating girls and a few guys.
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�Did I mention perfume and lovely earrings?� Iasked Sally, kissing her ear. She rocked towards mewith a smile.
Yes, we shimmed to the floor. I twirled her. Sallywas just like the other girls in their flirty, littledresses. Most were color co-ordinated and so wasSally. She wore red panties that matched her dress.She was as bouncy as the other girls in the chest areaand loved to be twirled in old-fashioned rock and rollmoves I�d practiced in dance classes with other girls.I was always the boy, being tall.
There really wasn�t a seat when we were ready for abreak, but a girl moved onto a boy�s lap. I got to sitand Sally sat on my lap.
�This is for the girls of Tyson,� said the deejay,grinning at the girls dancing together on the otherside of the bar. �This is a kissing dance. Hey, hey, theblondes in the mini-skirts, no starting early!�
�Do you want to dance?� I asked Sally.
�We don�t have to,� she said nervously but she didanyway. I loved it when the music suddenly cut out.Sally was so small, her hair brushing my chin. Butshe knew what to do when the music stopped. Sallystood on tiptoe and kissed me so sweetly on my lips. Icouldn�t help hugging her tightly and responding. Ididn�t think any more about what I was or what I wasgetting myself into. I loved kissing her. At each stopin the music, I enthusiastically did my part to makethe dance enjoyable for her.
Sally snuggled her head on my shoulder andseemed to like kissing me as well. The last kiss wenton and on before the music came back in a cre-scendo. �Okay, girls, let those guys go now!� yelledthe deejay. �But let�s keep the romantic mood goingwith some music for The Clinch!�
I held Sally tight. She had her eyes closed as sheraised her face, her body femininely soft against me,as she kissed me again and again.
�That was so wonderful,� Sally said breathily whenthe music ended. �But we have to go, John. I have to
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work tomorrow. When will you know if you�re stayingor not in the Valley?�
�Tomorrow,� I said, hugging my little girl as we col-lected her purse and coat and headed out into thecold of a November night.
�I hope you stay,� Sally whispered with a shiver asshe put on her short coat. �Oh, where are you stayingtonight? Your, your friend has your room, you said.�
�I have a room at the Tower Hotel,� I told her. �Iknow it�s downtown but I don�t know exactly where.�
�Oh, it�s just behind this block of stores and bars,�said Sally. �I�ll show you!�
I let her, stopping her to look at all the costumes inTransformers again. I called them costumes as Icouldn�t think of any girl going out in the dressesshown there, when several girls came up andstopped.
�Ooo, there�s your dress, Fiona,� said one.
�And there�s Angela�s dress, the one she wore tothe dance with Ed, on Valley High,� said another girlexcitedly. �I must get that one!�
Sally and I moved to the bridal dresses and match-ing bridesmaids� dresses. �For every wedding occa-sion� said the sign with the dresses. �Two brides � noproblem� said one sign. �You decide who�ll be thebride and we do the rest,� said another.
�I didn�t know there were so many varieties of wed-dings,� I said as I looked at photographs showingmale brides marrying female brides, male groomsmarrying male brides, and female grooms marryingmale brides. It made the two female brides look al-most normal.
�Oh, look,� said one of the girls. �There�s mybrother�s wedding. Don�t you think he and Sharonwere the best in the same dresses?�
�Shush,� said one of the girls as I glanced aroundat them. The girl who�d said that stuck out her
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tongue and smiled at me. The other girls pulled heraway, embarrassed, I thought.
�High school girls,� said Sally with a smile as I putmy arm around her shoulder. She led me down an al-ley she said was a short cut to my hotel. Well, it wasdark in the alley, giving me plenty of chances to kissher as we walked along. She didn�t object at all.
Sally was a little unsteady when we finally came tothe Tower Hotel, however. �That�s it,� she said.
�Will you come in for a little while?� I asked her. �I�lltake you home by cab, even though we�re just aroundthe corner.�
Sally hesitated and then nodded. �Yes,� she whis-pered, squeezing my hand.
I had to sign in and get a key from a girl who smiledand smiled at both of us. She took my credit card andchecked me in.
�There you are, Mr Brennan,� she said brightly,giving me two computer keys. �Have a really nicenight!�
�She�s a nice girl,� I murmured to Sally as we wentto the elevator.
�Mitzi Ross,� said Sally, flushing a little at me aswe went up, hanging onto my arm. �She was inCharm School with me. It�ll be all over Princess Riverthat I was here with a man tonight.�
She hadn�t thought about it. So, �Mr. Brennan�held her hand. We found my room on the seventhfloor. It was a really nice room, the one bed king-sizeand easily long enough to accommodate my length ofleg.
�It�s really nice,� said Sally, looking flushed stillunder the room lights. There was a knock on the doorand she almost jumped into my arms. I let her go atanother insistent knock. It was a smiling girl fromroom service with champagne and treats for us, pâtéand crackers. Sally looked terrified as the service girlturned down my bed and smilingly accepted the tip Ipassed her.
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�Someone else you know?� I asked Sally who nod-ded.
�Nicole Bridges,� she said.
�Sister of Jenny Bridges?� I asked. Sally noddedlooking perplexed.
�Co-pilot of the plane I flew in on,� I told her, leav-ing the food and drink to take her in my arms again.
I kissed Sally passionately. She was trembling asshe moved against me. The champagne and treatswould have to wait, I thought, as I maneuvered Sallyto the windows, closing the curtains and dimmingthe lights.
�I can�t stay,� Sally said to me, her arms tightlyabout my neck as she kissed me. I lifted her easilyand deposited her on the bed.
�You promised to take me home,� Sally said be-tween kisses as I lay beside her.
�I will,� I said as passion rose inside m. She undidmy jacket and helped me to slide it off.
�I�m not this kind of girl,� Sally whispered.
�Not on a first date?� I asked her. She undid thepins that had held her hair so neatly and a blondemane cascaded all around her.
Sally hesitated and stretched out while I kissedher, using my tongue which made her squirm and geteven closer to me. �Never on a first date,� she mur-mured, undoing my shirt for me with her lovely, femi-nine fingernails.
I slid her dress over her shoulders and caressedher breasts as I lowered her dress. Sally shudderedher panties and bra as I slid my shirt off and then mysuit pants.
�Never,� she murmured, �until now.�
Sally was exactly as I knew she�d be, her figureoutstandingly female, her breasts so soft and strivingto rise against me. She was so womanly save for the
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little thing that emerged from her panties betweenher legs. It fitted perfectly into me as we merged in-tensely together.
It was another of those times when I felt so muchlike a man. It was as if I was penetrating her and notshe penetrating me. I loved the touch of her skinagainst me as I stroked her breasts and her nippleswere alive against mine.
�You don�t have any breasts,� Sally murmured.
�Men don�t,� I said to her, feeling her grow insideme then. It was as if I was growing inside her. It waswhat my brain told me was happening. My hairy legs,I hadn�t shaved in two weeks, slid against hersmooth, lovely, feminine thighs, hugging me sotightly as I felt a climax trembling inside her. It cer-tainly was inside me. I bounced her on the bed. Sallyloved it as I pushed her down and showed her I wasin charge.
It was incredible how I felt when I finally came withher, the release being so incredible. Sally wiggled andsquirmed about me, both of us locked together, shehaving an orgasm as well. It�s the only way that I candescribe it. We were both orgasmic. It was incredibleas we clung together. Her breasts caressed me as I�drove� into her, her soft, shapely legs around mywaist. Our mouths were so locked together we could-n�t talk.
It didn�t matter, of course. I felt so wonderfully inlove with my little girlfriend. I knew I was going tomake love to her again and again as I had our veryfirst time. I had a long, long time, I was certain, to tellher that her man loved her.

*****There always is a morning after*****
�I wonder if Sally�s home,� I said to Mrs. Karlsen,giving her the larger bouquet of flowers that I�dbrought with me.
�Oh!� Sally�s mother said while, behind her, Kathystared at me, her heavily lipstickedmouth wide open.
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�These roses are for Sally,� I said as I waited to beinvited in.
�Such a surprise!� said Mrs. Karlsen, shooingaway her other grinning �daughter.� �Oh, come in,John, come in! She and her father went for a walk,you know, after church.� She stared at me. I knewwhat she was looking at. She was looking to see justhow masculine I was, the �man� who�d taken out herelder daughter and brought her home at three in themorning. Sally had insisted she couldn�t stay allnight with me, not on a first date. Her father would beup waiting for her. He was, as was her mother.
�We thought you weren�t coming back to the Val-ley,� said Kathy from behind her mother.
�Coulthard�s isn�t,� I said. They both looked blank.�That was the company I worked for that was going toopen an outlet here for business supplies. Since theywere still employing me, I had to go back and settleup matters with them before I could get back here.It�s taken longer than I thought it but Sally said sheunderstood, on the phone.�
One look at the other women�s faces as I stood inmy camel overcoat and dark blue suit and tie told methat Sally might have said one thing to me and an-other, the way she really felt, to her sister and herparents.
�I must put these in water,� said Mrs. Karlsen justas the door opened behind me. Mr. Karlsen held itopen so that his lovely daughter could precede himinto their house.
�Oh!� said Sally, blushing, completely surprised asI smiled at her.
�Hi!� I said, great conversationalist that I am. Istood there foolishly with roses in my hand just look-ing at her. Sally was in a tan skirt, tan high heels,and a sweater that did all kinds of things to my �male�libido as I admired the way her breasts enhanced thesweater.
Sally was looking at me, entranced, I hoped, a mir-ror of the way I was looking at her. Her father grinnedat me as he pointed into the house to his wife and
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other daughter. They vanished, without anotherword being spoken.
�It�s you,� said Sally huskily, eyes shining at me.�You came back.�
�I said I would,� I murmured as we both moved to-gether at the same time. She was in my arms; and Iwas kissing her passionately again, my breath asshort as it had been the last time we�d kissed in theairport. Sally, her eyes sparkling with tears, had seenme off on Valley Air.
�Yes, but,� Sally said, kissing me again, going onher tiptoes to put her arms about my neck, herbreasts really pressing into me. She couldn�t com-plete her sentence to say she hadn�t believed me andthought I�d been stringing her along.
I brought out the flowers, the dozen red roses.Sally looked up at me, shaking as I had my armabout her, holding her.
�For the woman I love,� I told her. Sally shook girl-ishly as she actually dumped the roses to kiss mewith the passion and fire that had ignited me on ourmemorable night in the Tower Hotel. The only pity ofthe night had been that the champagne had been flatand warm by the time I got back to my room to sam-ple it, alone.
�You�re going to be starting up your companybranch here after all,� Sally said.
�No, not Coulthard�s,� I told her, bending with herto pick up the roses she�d dropped. Sally looked at mein concern as I took her hand and kissed her lovely,feminine fingers so different from mine.
�Then, why?� Sally began.
�I quit my job with them,� I said to her. �I was start-ing to get a lot of unfriendly looks.� Actually, theywere uncertain, appalled looks. Women in the officewould sort of scatter when they saw me. They didhave me pegged as a butch lesbian, I suppose, anddidn�t want me hitting on them.
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It was easier with Steve Pound. I was bigger thanhim in the first place. �I think I have to move on,Steve,� I told him watching his face show his relief.�It�s getting to be quite a trial around here with thewomen. The guys don�t like the idea of me, either,and I don�t want to go back to dressing all frilly andtrying to fit in. It�s not that I�m interested in any of themen or women around here, anyway, not even Lois.She runs every time I come here to ask for you.�
�Yes, well,� said Steve. �She�s really protective ofme.�
�How�s basketball going?� I asked him.
�Great!� said Steve heartily. �We do miss you, ofcourse. George says we�ll win it again, winter andsummer seasons, when you can play.�
�You don�t miss Drew?� I asked him. Steve stiff-ened.
�Our new players,� he began, a bobble in his neck.
�I guess they�re just not as pretty in a dress asDrew,� I said casually. �Are you going to make themcome to Halloween next season as cheerleaders orsomething? You could find out which one could takeDrew�s place, couldn�t you?�
Steve licked his lips. There was a picture of his wifeand kids on his desk. Old Man Coulthard looked overhis shoulder from the picture on his wall. Nowherewas there a picture of Jessica, our �Eastern Repre-sentative,� nor of her lovely, new condo on theRaybold riverfront. She was becoming more girlish bythe second as she flaunted her new, feminine assets.I wondered if I should warn Steve about Jessica andher new friends, one of whom had been visiting herwhen I called on her.
Steve probably knew. He�d seen the hedonistic life-style at Princess River. Sally tried to reassure me itwasn�t as bad as it looked. There were family weeksand spousal retreats as well as raunchy weeks,which I�d been there for. But in the summer months,the Princesses on Parade were driven through thestreets of the resort. Kids came in from the entire Val-ley to see and dance with them, loving the wholesome
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family entertainment the Princesses put on. The re-sort sold memorabilia, hundreds of dolls of eachprincess every weekend. If the families knew that allthe pretty girls were really pretty boys, no one waschurlish enough to say so. It was like the �secret� ofSanta Claus, only more so.
�What do you want, Janet?� Steve askedme then.
�Severance pay,� I�d told him. �I�ve worked herelong enough.� Steve snorted. I�d barely done twoyears at Coulthard�s. �You employed me to win thebasketball championship,� I went on, pointing to thetrophy prominently displayed with our team photo-graph on the wall. �I think a bonus is fair, don�t you?�
We haggled. �I can�t get that past the directors,�Steve said furiously when I went to the highest figureI thought I�d get from him.
�Tell me,� I said. �How�d you get Jessica�s expensespast them? Oh, the new eastern office. That�s howyou pay her off?� I really stressed the �her.� Steve sortof swallowed hard as he looked at me.
�Let�s try this again,� I went on. �You buy into anew company down East, Brennan�s, based in theValley. I�ll make a profit for you. We can change thatname so there isn�t a name connection to me if youlike. Jessica will work for me. She knows a lot of peo-ple in the Valley and would be a good saleswoman.You can even come and visit my wife and me,� Stevelooked stunned when I said that, �and play with yourgirlfriend if you like. But the company will be mine,Steve. We�ll be associated with Coulthard�s, asub-contractor, so to speak. You can even sponsorour basketball team. It�s a co-ed league in the Valley,you know.�
Steve shivered a little. �Jessica�s changing,� he ad-mitted briefly.
�I could see that she would,� I agreed.
�We can work something out,� Steve said to me.And it was working out. Getting ironclad guaranteesand contracts took time but �BK Business Depot�came into being at last. I hoped I wasn�t too forward
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in adding the letter of my future wife�s name to thefirm without asking her.
It was a wedding present for her, I told Sally, as wewent in to chat with her parents and sister. I wasgood and didn�t take Sally off that night to a hotelthough I was burning to do it. She would have scan-dalized her parents and come with me, I learnedlater, but I wanted a better relationship with Sally�sfamily than I had with my own.
�I�ve thought of you every day and night,� I said toSally as I kissed her good night, hugging and kissingher on her door step, as fiercely as I was allowed. Shehad to go back and talk to her parents about me. Iwanted her to be thinking only the best. I could waitto love her again, for a little while, I told her.
�How about a long lunch hour tomorrow?� I askedher. She nodded ecstatically and kissed me deli-ciously, her fragrance driving me insane.
Sally had to let me go, as I couldn�t do it, and skipgirlishly back into her house after promising mesoftly, �Tomorrow.�
Sally really did bring out the male animal in me. Icould see her naked on the bed at the Tower Hotel,smiling and thrilling, squealing in pleasure when Ibrought her soft body against mine and almostrammed her into me. She should never have con-fessed she liked me to be rough and manly with her.She didn�t know how rough and manly I could be.She only knew that she came with me four times onour first date! She was in love with me, she whis-pered.
There was another couple in the Valley like us.Sally took me to meet Sharon Tolman and his wife,Kendra, her best friend. They had two children, aninfant, and a child of two. Sharon was pregnantagain, a statement that makes me feel really funny asshe was introduced to us by Kendra as her husband.Kendra had a nanny to help her, during the day, butshe did look a little harried as she breastfed her newdaughter, her two-year-old wanting attention as well.Sally really helped her as I got to have a �man-to-man�talk with Sharon, a Valley Councillor.
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�I don�t pretend to be anything I�m not,� saidSharon, �but then my business is all inside the Val-ley. You�re going to travel occasionally, aren�t you, MrBrennan?�
�My wife will come with me wherever I go,� I toldSharon.
Sharon smiled. She was much more angular inlooks than me. She was more manly. The clothingshe wore made her look male. �Did you hear Kendracalling me Ron?� asked Sharon. �For the kids� sake,I�m going to start using it on Council and in business.See if it works.�
We both looked at the �women� doing �womanly�things with the babies, changing the little one, eachtaking a child to pamper and play with, before feed-ing bottles to them before bed.
�I do that,� said Ron, �but your Sally loves to be amummy when she visits. I�m really glad she�s foundsomeone like you. I used to worry about her. Kendratold me her boyfriend Grant was into some prettykinky games with her. She�s never told us exactly butSally�s been unhappy for a long while. She�s reallysparkling with you, John.�
I�d adopted that name as casually as Sharonseemed to be adopting Ron. �Sally�s fascinated withhow Kendra�s breastfeeding Vanessa,� I said to him.�That really must have an effect on you.�
Ron laughed. �If you mean, do Kendra and I stillhave sex, we do,� he said. �Not in the same way as be-fore. The drugs change her as you�d expect. She�ll befine and be her old self once she doesn�t have to lac-tate. We might have a fourth but we�re going to leavethat for a while. No, now we do the kinky stuff Sally�stalked to you about, I suspect. You should talk it overwith her. I don�t have to talk about it with Kendra.She wants me to be her man. I�m obliging her with alittle artificial replica of male equipment. She�s neverobjected. Anything I say, goes. She has orgasms withme just as she did before. So I�m content. You�ll findit�s the same with Sally, I expect. You just tell herwhat you want and she�ll do it. She�s in love with you,you�ll see.�
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Sally listened raptly to the conversation I�d hadwith Ron. I told her everything I was doing, frombusiness to pleasure, in our relationship. I�d boughther a ring which she wore with delight. It hadstunned her parents who asked if we weren�t movinga little too quickly.
�We think it�s about the right speed,� I said. Sallyagreed with me right away, making me feel good athaving a girl who thought I should be the one to de-cide everything. I�d bought a condo in a newish, resi-dential district beside Princess River Resort. Sallywas almost moved in with me now, even though themain furnishing of the place was the bed and bed-room. It certainly was going to be well broken-in bythe time I�d fulfill residency requirements and wecould get married.
�My mother will be over the moon,� said Sally laterwhen I asked her to set our wedding date. It was easyto steal an hour or two before she really had to work.If her parents knew what we were doing, they neverchastised us about it. �If she ever has a grandchild,�Sally went on, letting me nibble at her shapely,aroused breasts. �I know she thinks, with me andKathy, she�ll never be a grandmother.� She giggledthen. �How do I tell my friends my husband is preg-nant?�
�We�ll be pregnant,� I told her, stressing the �we�between kisses and fondling her lovely breasts. �Hav-ing a child only takes place if you breastfeed our ba-bies, Sally. You�re the mummy. As for sex then,Kendra must have told you.�
�Oh, she did,� said my fiancée, easing her lovelylegs over my nakedness and slipping away her pant-ies to let the two of us become as close and united asaman and a woman can. �I don�t mind what you do tome in bed. I�ll be your wife. I must obey, mustn�t I,whatever my loving husband tells me to do.�
Mrs. Sally Brennan has kept her word on that eversince. I must be one of the few old-fashioned, malepatriarchs in the Valley. It�s my wife, our baby girl ather breast, who makes me that way.
***** end*****
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