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Womansville

By Blind Ruth

You�ve probably never heard of the place for it is aclosely guarded secret amongst women. For those whohave found the place it is Heaven, a somewhere thatmany women have dreamed of. And why should it benamed so, as the name suggests a place for womenonly.
It is a place where only those who wear women�sclothes may reside. Yes men are there but they are allin a frock; even boys are in skirts. That is the law for noone is permitted to wear any type of clothes butwomen�s.
There are the usual types of relationships includingmarried couples of course with both parties in skirts.If they have a family, all their offspring are paraded indainty girls clothes, whether male or female.
�Sissy� is a word one would never hear mentioned inthe polite society of Womansville. Boys are encouragedby mothers, aunts, and stepmothers in the finer artsof girlhood and taught such by their Mama. It is fair tosay that the female of the species outnumber anddominate the males in Womansville. And all are, ofcourse, dressed in women�s skirts.

Page - 1

RELUCTANT PRESS



NEW TOWN/NEW LIFE
Claire Morgan pulled her car to the side of the road.In front of her the road sign read, �Womansville CityLimits.�
�Mother, why have you stopped?� asked her prettyred-headed daughter.
Claire heard her but at this moment Claire�sthoughts were far away. She was thinking about thatarticle she read in a woman�s magazine years ago ofsuch a town where there were women and womenonly. That was only a dream for her then; she was abusiness woman, a successful one with her own com-pany. A large conglomerate made an offer for her busi-ness that she could not refuse. Claire could retire at38 and follow her dream. Maybe after a while when herbatteries were recharged she would return to businessmatters. For now she was about to relax among othersof her own gender.
Claire Morgan turned to her daughter. �I was justthinking of my dream of coming to this town. For yearsI have thought of it. We are about to start a new life in anew town away from the hassle of business. For you,my darling, there will be plenty of new girlfriends tomeet. Does that not excite you, Gayle?�
Gayle Morgan was the product of a relationshipClaire had with her then-husband Gilbert, a man shehad never gotten along with. It ended in divorce. AsClaire got involved in her company she had no time forsex which Gilbert was always looking for and rarelygot.
Gayle had been brought up by governesses most ofher life, her mother being too involved in matters con-cerning her company. Gayle thought going toWomansville would an opportunity to get to know hermother better now that she was no longer involved inbusiness matters. That was in Claire�s thoughts too forshe had no time to get to know her daughter, flying allover the world for the company.
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With these thoughts, Claire started the car engineand off they went. The outskirts of town passed, Arca-dia Avenue was the place Claire was looking for. Shehad picked it based on the estate agent�s recommen-dation. Even before that, Claire had to present herselfbefore the town council and be vetted as a suitableperson to live in the community of Womansville.
Claire had driven for some time through the town. �Ithink we are lost, Gayle. I only visited the house onceand have lost my bearings.�
�We should ask the first policewoman we see,Mother,� her red-headed daughter said.
�Good idea,� replied Claire. They drove further butthere was no sign of the law anywhere. A little frus-trated, Claire pulled up at the side of the road. �No signof the police anywhere.�
�Then let�s ask this woman walking on the street to-wards us, Mother.�
Claire wound her car window down. �Ma�am couldyou direct us to Arcadia Avenue please?�
The woman in a pretty white summer dress with redrose patterns on it sweetly smiled. �I�m afraid you havemissed the turn. It was three roundabouts back; youshould have turned right. Nice place Arcadia Avenue,nice folks live there. You must be new to the town?�
�Yes that�s right, this is out first time here. I wasrather hoping to ask a policewoman but no sign of any,ma�am.�
�The name�s Doreen Linley but call me Doreen. Weare all on a first name basis here. Policewomen arehard to find around these parts for there is hardly anytrouble. I expect Hester Browning Chief of Police andher Deputy Abigail Miller are at the local high schooltalking to the children about road safety. Hester andAbby are all the law needed around these parts. Thegirls do a good job which is why Womansville is such apeaceful town.�
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�Thank you, Doreen. I�m Claire Morgan and this ismy daughter Gayle. I�ll turn around and find ArcadiaAvenue thanks to your direction.�
�Yes, you do that, Claire. Who knows, we may meetagain. I�ve some friends down Arcadia Avenue way.�Doreen gave a friendly wave as Claire and her daugh-ter departed.
�What nice people around here!� said Claire ad-dressing her daughter.
�Yes, so friendly and helpful. I think I�m going to likeliving here.�
�Me too,� answered Claire.
Arcadia Avenue was eventually found along with thehouse with a nice spacious lawn to the front of it.
�Oh Mother, this is truly magnificent�! gushedGayle on entering the house.
�You like it, darling? I�m so glad, I was afraid youwouldn�t. Wait till you see the rooms. I know there isstill some furniture to arrive but in a few weeks all willbe here.�
Claire Morgan took her daughter by the hand andup the winding marble staircase both ascended.
On the landing Claire opened the door to her wideand spacious bedroom. The floor was covered in natu-ral Oak Rustic Parquet block floor tiles. There near thebay window overlooking the lawn below was a highlyornate four poster bed made from oak with a canopyabove. The oak panelling on the bed was carved in in-tricate detail. The canopy above was painted in de-lightful colours with scenes of angels and cherubs. Atboth sides at the top were blue-coloured curtains witha ribbon tied in a bow holding them bunched together.The bed itself was vast. The sheets and pillows were ofthe finest satin. This was a bed of pure luxury forClaire to indulge herself in and why not? She deserved
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it, she said to herself. This was what she had workedfor, a life of ease.
�Oh Mother, this is truly wonderful! Such deliciousluxury that you have surrounded yourself with.�
�Yes darling, you have only seen the half of it for myfantastic wardrobes is still to arrive in the next fewdays.�
�And what of my room, Mother?� asked daughterGayle.
�Follow me, darling.� Claire walked over to a con-necting door that, when opened, led to her daughter�sroom. It was not as large as her own but a lot biggerthan Gayle�s previous bedrooms.
�I have not done as much in your room because Iwant your input as to what you want. We will pur-chase whatever you fancy, darling.�
�OhMother, I love you. You�re not the strict mother Imay have thought you were but then we really neversaw much of each other, did we, Mother?�
�No Gayle, we did not. I�m hoping we can make upfor that now inWomansville. Your happiness is all thatmatters to me.�
�Oh Mother!� Gayle Morgan threw herself into hermother�s arm. Mother and daughter kissed andhugged each other.
�I really think we are going to love it here, Gayle.�
Gayle glanced out the window in her room. �Mother,there is a woman coming up our garden path to thefront door.�
Claire looked out and saw a woman in a black skirtwith a white apron over it and a basket in her hand.She was now at the front door and pressed the button.The Westminster chimes were heard in the house.
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Claire and her daughter opened the front door.
�Sorry to have disturbed you. My name is AliciaRoberts, your next door neighbour. I thought youfolks, having just arrived, would be tired out so I�vebrought you some soup and a bit of meat pie.�
�That�s very nice of you, Alicia. Come on in. Myname is Claire Morgan and this is my daughter Gayle.There is still a lot to do to the house yet so you mustexcuse the condition of the place.�
�Don�t worry about that, Claire. It was the samewhen I first came here.�
Claire and her daughter led Alicia Roberts into theliving room which was below Claire�s bedroom. Therein the centre was a glass-topped table with six modernseats surrounding it and a sofa in one corner of theroom. There were a number of pictures on the walls;prints of artists such as Renoir, Cezanne, and Rubens.There were numerous bookcases, a television and easychairs nearby.
�Gayle, be a dear and make a pot of coffee for our-selves and Alicia and we can chat.�
�I�m afraid I�m not in my best dress to greet you.This is the maid�s day off. She deserves it, Rose is ahard working girl. Anyway, I like messing about thehouse. I�ll be better dressed when you come to the wel-come party we have arranged for you and your daugh-ter,� said Alicia.
Claire Morgan raised her eyebrows. �You�re having awelcome party for my daughter and me?�
�But of course. We always do on Arcadia Avenue soyou can get to know your new neighbours. We�re afriendly lot around these parts. That won�t be for someweeks yet till you sort yourself out. It is in my house, Iwouldn�t like to impose on you. Just tell me whenyou�re ready and I�ll take it from there.�
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�That is most kind of you, Alicia. As I said to Gayle, Ithink I�m beginning to like it in Womansville.�
By this time Gayle had entered with a tray and cof-fee pot and cups. She placed them on the glass top ta-ble, poured out the coffee, then passed the cupsround.
�You must drop in on me whenever you find time,Claire and of course your beautiful daughter as well. Iwill reciprocate your hospitality. Jenny and Daniellealways did, they had this house before you, Claire.�
�Oh yes, so the estate agent told me. Two sisterswere they?�
�No, I don�t think you could call them that,� an-swered Alicia.
�Mother and daughter like me and Gayle?�
�No, not that either,� replied Alicia.
�Oh,� thought Claire. There was only one conclu-sion to be drawn; they must have been lesbians. Well,that was to be expected in a town called Womansville.
�Lesbians,� exclaimed Claire.
�No,� answered Alicia, �although there are manysuch relationships here, we all live in peace and har-mony with one another. One never questions an-other�s sexuality in this town.�
�If they are not sisters or mother and daughter whatsort of relationship had they?�
�The usual type of heterosexual relationship. Theywere husband and wife. Jenny was the husband.�
�I was under the impression that all withinWomansville were women or girls,� said Claire, a littlebit disillusioned.
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�Sorry to disappoint you, Claire. It is hard to tellwho are men and who are women here at times for ev-eryone here wears skirts, dresses, and frocks. You willget used to it. A word of warning, though. Never butnever call any boy you may see in a skirt a sissy. Thatwould not be fair to his mother, aunt or whatever fe-male relative that is bringing him up to be a girl.�
�I just want to lead a quiet life and let everyone dotheir own thing.�
�Good, Claire! With that attitude you�ll get on wellhere in Womansville,� said Alicia.
While her mother may have been somewhat disillu-sioned, Gayle was not. She had had a few boyfriends.some a bit dull. The thought of finding one in a skirtfired her imagination. It was going to be fun findingout which local girl had that little bit different undertheir panties! Yes, Mother was right; new town, newlife and new fun.

***
Six-year-old Louse Palmer was about to give a pianorecital before her mother and lady friends. �Aunties,�Mother had told her to call them. Everyone was anAuntie to pretty Louise in Womansville. Mother hadtold her she was so talented that Mother�s lady friendsmust hear her beautiful daughter play.
There was no doubt that Louise was talented andhad a career ahead of her as a concert pianist. Beauti-ful, she stood in her gorgeous soft voluminous chiffonfrou-frou dress with elasticised ruffle with twirly tutupettiskirt in a peaches and cream combination. Theoutfit was completed by masses of ruffles in 100% softnylon, white ankle socks, cute white ballerina shoeswith a bow on the front.
There stood this vision of loveliness, a six-year-oldgirl, admired by her aunties. Louise was nervous she
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had never given a recital before; Mother had reassuredher all would turn out for the best. It was in this statethat Louise stepped forward to seat herself on the pi-ano stool. She lifted the back of her dress, exposing alittle of her pink panties which descended on the softcushion on the stool. Her �Aunties� had briefly seenthe pink panties, causing knowing looks to passamong them.
Louse launched herself into a Chopin Polonaise fol-lowed by Beethoven�s �Moonlight Sonata,� not the eas-iest of pieces to play for one so young. Louise was in-deed a child prodigy, a genius, and her mother felt itwas only right she should exhibit these skills.
Having finished, Louise rose from the stool andcurtseyed to the delight of her aunties. For a momentthere was silence, then thunderous applause from theladies assembled. Louise�s mother Mildred steppedforward, hugged her daughter, and kissed her on theforehead.
�You were magnificent, Darling. I am so proud ofyou.� Mildred�s daughter shivered with excitement inher mother�s arms. Unfortunately the excitement ofthe occasion had gotten to little Louise; she had an�accident� and wet her panties.
�Louise, maybe this has been too much for you totake. I understand. I think it�s better that your nannytake you back to your room where you can rest after.It�s past your bedtime.�
The long oak clock standing near the piano read tenminutes to five, well past Louise�s naptime. Motherwas always strict that she have her beauty sleep.
A mature-looking woman stepped forward, �I shalltake the little lamb to her bedroom, Mildred. I expectyou and Louise�s Auntie have much to discuss. I shallleave you ladies. Come Louise, kiss your Mother andAunties before we depart.�
This Louise did, receiving many kisses and hugsfrom her so-called aunties.
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�Thank you, Nanny Beatrice. I shall visit my darlinglater tonight. Ah, here come the waitresses with ourafternoon tea and scones.�
Louise and her Nanny departed with a wave of Lou-ise�s hand to all there in her mother�s drawing room.
Tea and scones were handed out to the ladies andconversation began.
�When do you think Mildred will have her daughterdoctored?� asked one lady of another.
�That would certainly be nice, Rachel. That is Mil-dred�s decision, why don�t you ask her?�
That question was put to Louise�s mother; it was nosecret among the assembled ladies that several moth-ers, aunts and even stepmothers in the community ofWomansville had had their offspring, or those theywere responsible for, �doctored�.
It did not shock Mildred Palmer for she had put con-siderable thought to that decision.
�I will need to consult with Amanda on that, won�t I,dear?�
�Yes Mildred, why don�t you drop into my surgeryand we can discuss this,� said Dr. Amanda Houston.
It was well-known if any mother wished her pre-cious darling doctored, Dr. Amanda Houston was theone to see in Womansville.
Nods of approval from the ladies, then someonesaid, �Don�t put it off too long, Mildred.�
That led to further conversations between the ladiesabout doctoring. �Takes the aggressive instinct out ofthem,� voiced one lady to more nods of approval.
Meanwhile Mother�s Little Darling was being ledhand-in-hand by Nanny Beatrice to her bedroom. Lou-ise�s bedroom was what one would wish for any
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six-year-old girl: vivid pink wallpaper, pink bed sheetsand satin pillows on the single bed.
�I think I will bathe you after such an exhaustingtime playing for your mother�s lady friends.�
�Yes, Nanny Beatrice,� answered the sweet Louise.
Nanny Beatrice departed to the adjoining bathroomwhere she ran the bath, then sprinkled the sweetsmelling bath salts in the warm water.
When she returned to the bedroom, Louise was inthe process of taking off her clothes.
�That�s right, Darling, just leave then there. Nannywill sort that out after. Now give me your hand, Dar-ling.� So saying, Nanny Beatrice led Louise to thebathroom. It wasn�t hard to determine what sex Louisewas. However neither Louise�s mother nor NannyBeatrice had ever made Louise any the wiser that shewas not a girl. Louise had been brought up as a girlever since she was born.
Now back in her bedroom. Nanny Beatrice hadtaken a long length white sateen girls nightdress withthe name Louise embroidered at the top, with its hemfrilled with lace, from the drawer. This she placed overLouise�s head and it slithered down her body. �She issweet,� thought Nanny Beatrice, �but it will be all thebetter for her when she is doctored.�
�Louise, what is it we now do?�
�Say our prayers, Nanny.� Louise kneeled besideher bed and said her prayers, hands clasped together.�God bless Nanny and especially my Mother.�
�You are a good little girl, Louise. You will be re-warded for such I�m sure but always remember to obeyyour mother.�
Nanny Beatrice tucked Louise into her bed, thenopened the bedside table drawer and withdrew whatlooked like a pair of Angora mittens. Louise held her
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hands out for this was a nightly ritual. Her hands wereput into the mittens. Beatrice, with a silk cord, tiedthem to the front of Louise with the cord. Louise�shands were immobile but would be released in themorning.
It was Nanny Beatrice who first suggested it to Mil-dred. �Young persons like Louise, their hands canwonder at night and play with themselves if you seewhat I mean.�
�Yes of course, Beatrice. We want none of that forLouise is to be a proper little girl at all times. You havemy approval to do as you say.�
It was never explained to Louise Palmer why herhands were tied at night just that it was for her owngood, her mother said.
Louise, now tucked in her bed, received the custom-ary kiss from Nanny.
The following morning, young Louise was up brightand early. She sat before her dressing table mirror,Nanny Beatrice behind with an ivory-backed hairbrush gently brushing Louise�s long blonde hair.Nanny took meticulous care as she brushed Louisehair. Nanny Beatrice had already dressed the younggirl for Mother�s inspection, not that there was everany fallout between mother and Nanny. NannyBeatrice was always open to any suggestions as to howmuch more that Louise could be feminized as was thegirl�s mother. Eventually Louise�s mother entered theroom.
�Let me do that, Nanny,� said Mildred, relievingNanny Beatrice of the brush to continue the good workstarted by her.
�Louise, you pleased Mother so much yesterday af-ternoon that I will buy a new dress. What do you say tothat?�
�Oh Mommy, I love you so!� answered thesix-year-old Louise.
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�Then does Mother get a kiss from her pretty littlegirl?� Mildred bent her head down to the chair thatLouise was sitting on to receive the expected kiss fromher so-called daughter.
Nanny Beatrice stood at the side of the chair watch-ing the delightful scene of mother and daughter kiss-ing each other. Beatrice had ribbons and a tortoise-shell Alice band in her hand, waiting to attach them toher little charge.
While Nanny attached the coloured ribbons to Lou-ise�s long hair, Mother waited patiently till nanny wasfinished, then placed the Alice band on her daughter�sforehead to hold the hair in place.
�You know, Mildred, that was an excellent perfor-mance Louise gave yesterday. However it is my opin-ion that it will be so much better if she...� Beatrice low-ered her voice to almost a whisper. �If she is doctored,�she finished, hoping Louise would not hear.
Louise had heard a strange word. Just what did�doctored� mean? she thought. Why did Nanny whisperit to Mother?
There were more delightful thoughts in Louisemind: a new dress! Mother would take her to Madam�sLaverne boutique. Louise knew it had a children�s sec-tion.

***
�Welcome Mildred! How can we be of service to youtoday? Is it a chic outfit that you wish for yourself orsomething for the little miss?� Madam Laverne ad-dressed Mildred with a hint of a French accent.Laverne du Charleson personally knew all her custom-ers personally; it made for good business.
�Nothing for me, Laverne, although I may lookround the boutique for there are some afternoon teas I
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may be attending. My daughter Louise is looking for adress.�
�Ah yes, the beautiful Louise. I am so sorry that Icould not attend yesterday afternoon. Work, youknow. However I have heard glowing reports from oth-ers. Only this morning Crystal Burroughs raved aboutyour talented daughter and she should know. Now Ishall take you to the children�s department and leaveyou with Beth the manageress who will give you all herattention.
�Beth, will you please attend to Mildred and her de-lightful daughter Louise? Give them your personal at-tention.�
�At once, Madam. What sort of dress were youthinking of for your daughter, Mrs. Palmer?�
�Something really girlish. Frothy, lacy. Maybe youcould show me something.�
�But of course, Madam. We have a few nice dressesthat may be what you are looking for. If you�ll followme.�
So saying, the elderly Beth Forsyth led Mother andDaughter to a number of frocks made for sweet littlegirls.
�What do you think of this, Madam?� said Bethholding a sleeveless blue spot pattern prom dress withribbon detail waist and rear, and a full mesh skirt.
�What about this?� Beth was now holding a dressfeaturing a mock top shirred skirt. It had a floral printto the skirt and appliqué flowers on the black top. Beththen held another dress; a pink designer numberwhich had a pleated chiffon overlay with a brightall-over floral design. It had pretty appliqué flowers onthe top with sequin details and a tie back waist.
�It is so difficult! They�re all nice and dainty, perfectfor my Louise. Let me think.� After considerablethought, Mildred Palmer decided to take all the en-
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sembles. She just had to to lead Louise deeper intogirlhood.
�Excellent choice! Of course Madam would wish forsome delightful lingerie to go with these frocks. Justlook at the finery displayed here.�
What Mildred saw were cute little panties in allcolours covered in masses of frothy, frilly lace. Thenshe was shown slips made from the finest of silk andsatin. These she must have. Her precious Louise de-served to be smothered in girlie things.
Then Beth softly said, �We have brassieres for girlsthat may have problems, Mrs. Palmer. I think youknow what I mean.� Beth Forsyth may not have beenan �Auntie� to Louise but knew she was not born fe-male. The word �problem� was code for describing a boythat had not yet been doctored.
Mildred was more than interested. �Yes, do let mesee. It�s time Louise was prepared as to what she willbe in the future.� The special padded bra was added toMildred�s previous purchases. �Money well spent,�was her thought.
Their purchases had excited Louise and hermother. Mildred simply must see Dr. Amanda Hous-ton about doctoring Louise. It always had been in Mil-dred mind to do so but the sooner the better.
And if that had not been enough to persuade Mil-dred, who should she meet in Madam Laverne�s Bou-tique but Gloria Riverton, another child prodigy, ac-companied by her mother. Gloria and Louise weregreat friends; their mothers encouraged them to be forin the language of these parts both little girls hadproblems. However Gloria Riverton�s mother Helenhad partly bypassed that problem.
Gloria had a great singing voice which Helen real-ised, having heard her daughter sing in the localchurch choir. The potential of her daughter�s futuredid not escape Helen. As Gloria was born male, therewas only one way to preserve that voice: castration.
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Helen Riverton had Dr. Amanda Houston castrate Glo-ria so this gift from God would not be wasted. She had-n�t exactly �doctored� Gloria; that could be happen at alater date. However, to Helen, her daughter was atleast halfway there.
The young girls were happy to meet each other asone would expect; they were great girlfriends. HelenRiverton had what one might call a superior smile onher face, knowing that her Gloria was castrated andLouise was still of the male gender under her panties.
�Have you been to Dr. Amanda yet?� asked Helen,knowing full well the answer.
It hurt Mildred but she tried to put a good face on it.�I have an appointment with her next week.�
�Have you indeed? Gloria will be going to Italy soonto have her enchanting voice trained, won�t you, Dar-ling?� Helen smiled at her daughter.
�Yes Mommy. Madam Callas said she had neverheard such a delightful voice in one so young, didn�tshe, Mommy?� Gloria beamed up at her mother.
�That she did, Darling. She also said she was goingto devote all of her time to train that voice to perfec-tion. Nothing but the best for my precious little girl!� Asmiling mother and daughter looked at each other.
Mildred vowed one day she would show HelenRiverton just how good her daughter was as a pianist.She would make sure that Louise would be doctoredlong before Gloria.

***
Claire Morgan and her daughter had now been liv-ing in Womansville several weeks. As Claire loungedon the patio at lunch one afternoon, Gayle spoke.
�Mother, I�m bored�
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�Bored, Gayle? I thought you have made newfriends here.�
�I have, Mother, good ones too. However they all gotjobs. During the day I am the only one in the house.Most afternoons you are at some afternoon sophisti-cated garden party or tea party, not that I am com-plaining. To see that you have new friends and enjoylife makes me happy. But I think I need a job, Mother,something to occupy my time.�
Claire looked at her daughter. �Gayle Darling, I�vebeen enjoying my new life of pleasure and and notthinking about your enjoyment. I am pleased to seethat you do not want to be idle. We must see about yougetting a job here. After all, you have been to universityand have degrees. What sort of work were you thinkingof, Dear?�
�I don�t know, Mother, anything to be out of thehouse during the day.�
�I�ll see what I can do and take it from there. Speak-ing of parties, if you remember Alicia is going to havethat welcoming party for us Saturday night so pickyour best party dress.�
There was no doubt Claire Morgan was enjoying hernew life of party rounds. She seemed very popularamong her new women friends. She would get a newgown for this welcoming party. Everyone said MadameLaverne�s boutique was the place to go. There shewould be attended to hand and foot. Claire Morganhad had no time for the finery of womanhood duringher hard business life. She would indulge herself inthe luxurious gowns and lingerie that previously shehad no time for.

***
Claire Morgan got the attention she wished for fromnone other than Madam Laverne herself.
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�Madam wishes a gown for this party on Saturdayevening. Nothing but the best. I shall also be present; Iwould not wish to see the name of the House duCharleston disgraced by Madam wearing a bunch ofrags. I will advise you as to what to wear to bring outyour beauty and it must be black. I have just the thing.Remove your dress please.�
Observing Claire standing in her blue knickers andwhite bra , Madam exclaimed, �Oh dear, that willnever do, Madam. For such a dress as you will wear onSaturday, your lingerie is disgraceful. Do not fear for Ishow you our delightful lingerie which no womanwould be ashamed to wear. You must realise you arewoman, you are feminine you are the femme fatale,you are here to pamper yourself in femininity as all doin Womansville.�
Those were the words Claire longed to hear andMadam Laverne knew it. She could always quickly sizeup her customers. Claire was being pampered and lov-ing it. She was being attended to hand and foot like aLady.
�Black is your colour. Here, I have brought thisdress, not the one you will wear on Saturday. I will per-sonally make that for you after I take your measure-ments. This is just to give you some idea of the finishedproduct.�
So saying, Madam Laverne held up a halter-neckedfull beaded tulle bodice backless dress with a sexydress court train in black and a split in the dress onthe right side.
�Well, what do you think, Madam?�
Claire looked it up and down. With the split on theright hand side and backless, it seemed so embarrass-ing and so sexy. Was it really her?
�I don�t know, Madam Laverne. Is it really me?�
�Of course it is! You have a beautiful body. Your legsare magnificent so let the whole world see them. Why
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not? You are a woman. Always remember that firstand foremost.�
Madam Laverne was right; Claire was here to pam-per herself in womanhood and the finery of her sexand be a woman again, away from the world of hardnosed business men.
�Now that we have that settled, let me show you ourlingerie; delightful brassieres, petticoats, and pantiesto grace that pretty body of yours.�
Claire, now in the heavily-scented lingerie depart-ment of Madam Laverne�s boutique was astounded tosee the vast range displayed within.
�I did say black was your colour, Madam Claire. Ithink this delightful French lingerie bustier is a mustfor you. Feel the fine tulle of black lace; see the embroi-dered red flowers with a ladybug on each cup. Magnifi-cent luxurious detail in front, with adjustable strapsbrightened with flower embroideries. This truly is amust in your lingerie drawer. Madam has a personalmaid?�
Claire hesitated for a moment. �I do have a maid butit depends on what you mean by the word �personal,�Madam Laverne.�
�That is easily explained. Does she help you putyour clothes? Does she advise you what you shouldwear to afternoon tea parties or when entertaininglady friends at home, any of those things?�
�No, not exactly, Madam. My maid Hattie just doesmenial work around the house. However now that youmention it, I always wanted an assistant like that. Nowthat I am leading a life of luxury here in Womansville, Iwant one. �
�Madam Claire, you need one with your endlessround of afternoon tea parties, entertaining ladyfriends, and such like. She will make all the decisionsas to how you should be dressed. For this coming Sat-urday, I personally will dress you before you go to the
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welcoming party. However there are some women Iwould recommend that are worthy of becoming yourPersonal Maid. Having said that, shall we proceed withthe rest of your lingerie?�
Claire Morgan spent a vast amount of money on herlingerie collection, spoiling herself with knickers of allsorts, camisoles, and the like, things she had dreamedof but had no time for in her business life. This was lifein Womansville, smothering herself in silks, satin, laceand, of course, meeting new women friends. When shethought about it, she had a lot to thank MadamLaverne for� she really felt like a Lady.

***
The following morning Claire consulted her diary onwhat was planned for the day ahead. She needed a di-ary for her social life had taken off with a whirlwind ofafternoon teas and garden parties and she loved it.�Doreen Lindley at 3 PM,� it said. That was the nicewoman who had given her and Gayle directions to Ar-cadia Avenue. Doreen had extended an invitation toher house for afternoon tea.
Claire showered, talced herself, then sat naked be-fore her dressing table to apply her makeup. Just whatshould she wear after Madam Laverne�s lecture. Howshe wished that Personal Maid was here now to adviseher. She just needed to know which dress was appro-priate for this afternoon occasion.
Claire open her wardrobe. Maybe what she hadwithin was not appropriate for the smart set inWomansville. There was not much she could do aboutthat at present. Maybe new clothes would be pur-chased on the advice of her Personal Maid. Money wasno object as long as she fitted in with the smart sethere in Womansville.
Claire lifted what she had been told was a flatteringfloral purple dress. She was not so sure now. In fact,
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after Madam Laverne�s talk she was not sure aboutany of her dresses or lingerie. Finally, Claire made adecision. Tight or wrong she would go bare-legged withno slip, heeled sandals a pair of black panties and thatwas it. The weather was warm so Claire felt this wasthe right outfit for today but there was doubt in hermind. That doubt would be taken away once she had aPersonal Maid.

***
�It is nice that you could make my afternoon tea,Claire darling.� Kisses on the cheek were extended be-tween Claire Morgan and Doreen Lindley as was nowcustomary in Claire�s social life.
�A little bird tells me you were to Madam Laverne�sboutique yesterday. What sort of dresses did you buy?We must know,� said Doreen Lindley.
Claire blushed. �It�s a secret. They are for the Satur-day night welcoming party at Alicia Robert�s home.�
�Did you hear that, girls? A secret at Alicia Robert�s!We can�t wait, can we, girls? I think everyone here willbe there. Laverne has some magnificent outfits; onlythe other day I bought a wonderful evening dress my-self. I�ll be wearing it on Saturday.�
There were seven women present at the afternoontea, all dressed in delightful colourful tea dresses.Then the beverage was served.
�Tell me, Doreen. My Gayle is looking for a job.Would you know of any?�
�Has she any qualifications, Claire?�
�Depends what you mean by �qualifications�. Shehas been to university and has degrees, if that helps.�
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�Sarah Rogan is retiring in a few months from the li-brary. I expect they will be looking for a replacement,�said Barbara Shields, one of the ladies present.
�So she is and your daughter seems to have theright qualifications, Claire. I would advise she appliesfor the job,� added Doreen Lindley.
�Thank you, ladies, you have been most helpful.Gayle will apply tomorrow.�
�That is what we are all here for in Womansville; tohelp one another,� Barbara said.

***
Claire Morgan felt happier as she explained to Gayleabout the job in the library.
�Oh Mother, you do care about me! I will apply thisvery day. I�m so excited and I love you.� Kisses were ex-changed between mother and daughter.
�Word of warning, Gayle. You haven�t got the jobyet, maybe that would be the time for kisses.�
�I know, Mother but at least you care about me. Ithink we are beginning to know each other better.Coming to Womansville has been a wonderful changefor me.�
�I�m so glad you feel that way, Gayle. You are a nice,intelligent girl. I see no reason why you shouldn�t getthe job but I would, wouldn�t I, being your mother�Claire laughed. �To other matters, dear, have youthought about what to wear on Saturday. It is impor-tant as Sarah Rogan will be there. You won�t be replac-ing her for she is the Head Librarian and I am informedthat position is already decided. However Sarah will beinterviewing all applicants for the open job. Youshould make a good impression on her on Saturday.�
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�I understand perfectly, Mother. Maybe you couldadvise me?�
�I�m afraid, my darling daughter, from what I�velearned from Madam Laverne, my dress sense is unre-liable. However I shall ask her to advise you what towear for she is coming to help me dress on Saturday.And speaking of that, I am adding a Personal Maid tothe staff in the house. She will live here unlike theother domestics who all stay in Womansville.�
�Why not, Mother, for there are plenty of sparerooms here.�
�She will be at my beck and call all day, assist mewith my toilet in the morning, arrange my social dates,assist with the afternoon teas and cocktail partieshere in the house and so forth. By the way, Gayle, I amthinking of giving this house a name. What would yousuggest?�
�Like what, Mother?�
�Oh, I don�t know, something more grand than 43Arcadia Avenue. You and I are going to be importantpeople here in Womansville,� proudly said Claire Mor-gan.
**
Saturday morning arrived, a very busy day in thesocial life of Claire Morgan. A light breakfast was fol-lowed by a bath, after which she perfumed herself,then dressed. She was now ready for the 10 AM visit tothe hairdresser, Lynette, who would be her permanenthairdresser. At least once a week she would visit for anew hairstyle. She just had to do that to show off forher new girlfriends.
�I think an upswept hairstyle is in order for today,Claire. It�s your welcoming pasty at Alicia Robert�s to-night, isn�t it?� Everybody knew everybody else�s busi-ness in Womansville.
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A few hours spent at Lynette�s, then came thebeauty parlour owned by Pauline. Apart from the fa-cial, she was having a manicure and pedicure thingsshe done without for years. She relaxed on the softcushioned chair watching the young Pauline file andshape her nails, then apply the undercoat followed bythe red nail polish.
When she finished, Pauline asked, �Shall I make anappointment for next week, Claire?�
�Yes dear, in fact you can make a recurring weeklyappointment for me and charge it to my account. Ihave so many social dates in my diary these days. Onemust keep her appearance up, mustn�t one?�
Claire Morgan left Pauline�s beauty parlour in agood mood, feeling happy about herself. She musthurry for Madam Laverne would soon be at her homefor the fitting of the dress.

***
Hattie the maid knocked on the door of Claire�s bou-doir. Claire who had been resting on the four-posterbed after such a hectic morning, answered wearing adressing gown covering a brassiere and panties be-neath.
�Ma�am, Madame Laverne and another woman waitin the drawing room to see you.�
�Bring them at once to my boudoir, Hattie.�
�Yes ma�am,� said Hattie with a curtsy which herMistress had instructed her to do to her at all times.
Claire wondered who this other woman was;Madam Laverne had said nothing of bringing anotherwoman with her.
The mystery was soon solved on their entry toClaire�s so-called boudoir. After the customary greet-

Page - 25

RELUCTANT PRESS



ing between women in Womansville of kissing eachother on the cheeks, Madam Laverne spoke.
�Claire, I have taken the liberty of bringing thewoman who will be your Personal Maid. This is Made-moiselle Yvette Mandau. I know her family well frommy time in France. She has been such the PersonalMaid to two ladies and I thoroughly recommend her.�
�Your word is good enough for me, Madam Laverne;she is hired as of now. I wonder if she could help mydaughter Gayle with her preparations for the comingwelcoming party.�
�Surely, Madam Claire, just show me your daugh-ter�s room,� smiled Mademoiselle Mandau. Claireopened the connecting door between her boudoir andGayle�s bedroom. Gayle was also in her bra and pant-ies.
�This is my new Personal Maid, dear. She will adviseyou about what to wear tonight.�
�I am so glad about that, Mother. This is very impor-tant to me for I want to impress Miss Rogan.�
Claire left her daughter in what she was sure werethe safe hands of Mademoiselle Yvette. Returning toher own boudoir, she faced Madam Laverne. �I amcompletely in your hands, Madam. Where should westart?�
�First, before anything else, let us do the check listwe went through the other day in my boutique. Youbathed early this morning, took a light breakfast, hadthe appointment at the hairdressers, went to thebeauty parlour, then rested as I advised?�
Claire answered yes to all.
�Good, then we shall begin. I have brought yourgown. Now take out the lingerie we agreed upon for to-night, then remove the dressing gown.�
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This having been done, Claire stood before Madamin her bra and panties, somewhat embarrassed for shehad never stood before a mature woman in just herlingerie.
�Come come, Madam. The state you are now in willbe common place with your Personal Maid everymorning.�
�Remove your underwear so that I may fit thebustier.� Claire stood completely naked beforeMadam; she had no time to think about that matter asMadam Laverne had quickly fitted the bustier toClaire�s body. At the front of the bustier the criss-crosslaces were being tightly pulled, forcing her breasts up-ward and outward, held firmly before her. While thatwas happening at the front, the opposite was happen-ing at the back where Claire�s derriere became promi-nent behind her.
Claire Morgan sat on the petite French chair withthe Cabriole legs before her gold French-style dressingtable. She liked what she saw in the mirror and thetwo side mirrors. She held a leg outward as Madam fit-ted a black nylon seamed hold-up stocking with a lacytop to each of her legs. Having been told to stand up,Madam Laverne held a black silk pair of panties withlace trim on each leg against Claire. These were slowlypulled to her waist and smoothed down by MadamLaverne.
Madam Laverne held the dress which Claire hadpurchased at Madam�s Boutique. This she steppedinto; it was carefully taken up her body and the halterneck clipped behind her neck.
�Sit!� ordered Madam. Like an obedient dog, Clairesat once more before her dressing table while herblack peep-toe pumps with three and a half-inch heelswere fitted to her feet.
�You may rise and look at the vision of lovelinessthat has been sculpted from this sophisticated finerythat adorns your body. Voila! Behold the beauty who
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is indeed a Lady. I give you Lady Claire. The mirrordoes not lie. Look!�
Such words made Claire happy. She was indeed awoman of class. This welcoming party had startedwell.
�We are almost ready to depart, Madam Claire, ex-cept for a must for all fine ladies such as yourself: acape.� Madam Laverne produced a luxurious cash-mere & fox fur black cape with a crystal clasp at theneck.
�But Alicia�s house is only a half-mile down the Ave-nue, Madam Laverne.�
�I am well aware of that, Claire, but one must makean entrance especially on such an occasion.�
The one thing that Claire Morgan wanted more thananything else was to be noticed.
�I shall take you in my car and bring you back homethat you may indulge in strong drink if you wish as Idon�t drink alcohol.�

***
A large crowd had assembled at Alicia Robert�shouse by the time Claire, her daughter Gayle, andMadam Laverne arrived.
�Let me take that delightful cape, Claire, so that youand Gayle maymingle with the ladies present.� So say-ing, Alicia Robert eased the cape off Claire�s shouldersat the entranceway to her drawing room.
Once relieved of the cape, Alicia took Claire�s handto take her into the crowded drawing room. It sur-prised Claire that there were so many women within;she hadn�t expected that.
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Alicia clapped her hands. �Everyone, this is ClaireMorgan and her pretty daughter Gayle. Please makethem welcome and introduce yourselves.�
�Oh, what a GORGEOUS woman!� was heard from awoman in a large floppy white hat. Claire immediatelylooked in the direction of the voice and blushed pro-fusely.
�Claire Darling, you simply must sit beside me andtell me your story. I mean, where have you been all mylife?�
A woman in her thirties was patting the chaiselounge beside her.
A white-haired woman then spoke. �Are you theGayle Morgan who applied for the job in the library,dear?�
�Yes ma�am,� Gayle replied.
�Good, then it looks like I can combine businesswith pleasure tonight. I am Sarah Rogan, the head li-brarian here in Womansville. I do the interviews ofthose applying for the vacancy in the library. You arelucky, Gayle, you just got your application in by theclosing date. I have already interviewed the others.Alicia, have you a nice quiet room where Gayle and Ican go and have a talk?�
�Sure Sarah, follow me. I�ll keep some sandwichesand canapés aside for when you come back.�
As Sarah Rogan and Gayle, departed her mother satbeside the woman who had called her gorgeous.
�Let me introduce myself, darling. They call meCrystal Burroughs. I�m so glad I came here tonight.How is it that we�ve never met before? Alicia tells meyou�ve been to a few parties and soirees around hereyet we never crossed paths. Anyway, now we�ve metand can take it from there.�
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Just then Alicia arrived back from taking Sarah andGayle to a private room.
�Ladies, I had hoped to have little Gloria Rivertonhere to sing but Helen tells me it would be well pasther bedtime. I think you can understand that, how-ever the Hayden Trio will play some sedate music be-fore dinner is served. Thank you.�
Three ladies began to play quiet background musicwhile the ladies continued to talk.
�That is a pity. Such a beautiful voice Gloria has.Have you heard the child, Claire?�
�No Crystal, I�ve never met the child. Have you?�
�Many times. Such a sweet girl. Have you been tochurch recently?�
�No, I can�t say I have. Gayle and I only arrived a fewweeks ago.�
�Then you must come tomorrow for Gloria sings inthe church choir. It may be your last chance to hearher for a while.�
�Why would that be, Crystal?�
�I forgot you are new to these parts Claire. Gloria isone of those children who have a problem.�
�Problem? What kind of problem would that be?�
�You know she was not born of the same gender asyou or me. Helen, her mother, realised she had an ex-cellent singing voice but that voice would be lost asshe grew older. There was only one decision she couldmake.�
�What would that be, Crystal?�
�Castration of course. That was the consensus of allin the Womansville community and Dr. AmandaHouston promptly carried it out. This gift from God
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had to be preserved. Little Gloria will soon be leavingWomansville to be trained by the great Madam Callasherself.�
�Will she indeed, Crystal? I thought the age of cas-trating boys was long past. Are there many boys inskirts around Womansville?�
�Plenty, Claire. I take it you�ve never heard ofsix-year-old Louise Palmer, another child prodigy.She�s a wizard with the piano. It�s common knowledgearound town that she will soon be doctored byAmanda Houston.�
�Doctored? I�ve never heard of that.�
�You�ll soon get to know the language round theseparts, Claire. A �problem girl� is one who is not a girland �doctored� refers to a girl who will have the opera-tion to make her one.�
�Such quaint terminology. I must remember that.�
Alicia appeared again to direct all to the dining roomwhere a delicious meal was served.
Claire and Crystal sat together, exchanging their lifestories with each other. Claire promised Crystal thatthey would meet at the church on Sunday and thatClaire would introduce her and daughter to Pastor Su-san Albright.
Later that night. Gayle entered the dining room veryexcited. �Mother, I�ve got the job at the library.�
Sarah Rogan said, �A very beautiful and intelligentgirl, your daughter Claire is. There was no question asto anyone else after the interview. Gayle will work di-rectly under me for the next few months till I retire.�
Mother and daughter arrived back home that night,elated. The thought that she was gorgeous registeredin her brain. It had come from a woman; she had neverexpected to hear that from one of her own sex.
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In her boudoir, Claire removed her clothes andstood naked before the glorious gilt full-lengthoval-shaped Cheval glass mirror with an ornate crestat the top. Claire could see her body from every con-ceivable angle. Claire liked what she saw.
There was no doubt Claire Morgan loved herself andwanted others to do so as well. It was in this momentof self-passion that she found her hands uncon-sciously being placed between her legs. Hands lovinglycaressed that which was between her legs to exciteherself, something she had never done for years. Notsince Gilbert had made love to her and failed to arouseher, had Claire had to resort to masturbation, beside asleeping husband. Maybe that was why she devotedherself to her business; it was her passion. In that, shewas a successful woman.
This, however, was a completely different matter.This self-abuse was for Claire�s personal pleasure.This pleasure had been fired no doubt by the wonder-ful word that woman, Crystal, used: gorgeous.
Claire Morgan was hypnotised by her own body asshe observed its shape in the oval glass mirror, fromthe swell of her breasts which did not sag for one of herage, to the nipped-in waist, to the prominent bottom,made more so when Madam applied the bustier. Hershapely legs, how pretty they had looked when shewore the black seamed stockings.
Claire�s fingers had touched her clitoris; she wasmesmerised as she watched the uncontrollable actionof her fingers on that part of her anatomy in the mir-ror.
Some inner thought compelled her to sit on the pe-tite bedroom chair with the French Cabriole legs.There she could sit and pleasure herself until she wassatisfied. Claire wanted the pleasure she could derivefrom this devotion to herself. The facial expression shesaw in the mirror encouraged her to prolong the plea-sure coming from the fingers that agitated her clitoris.Eventually that crucial stage arrived with an uncon-trollable surge.
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Claire Morgan was an exhausted but satisfiedwoman as she slipped naked between the satin bedsheets of the four-poster bed.

***
The following morning, Sunday, Claire Morgan wasbeing attended by Mademoiselle Yvette Mandau.
�While you are at church, Madam, I shall appraiseyour clothes and lingerie and we shall decide what ap-parel is best suited for Madam.�
�Yes, please do that, Yvette. I will accept your valu-able advice. I have also decided that it would be betterif you moved into the room my daughter at present oc-cupies; I shall inform her this morning. It is best thatyou should always be near to me for dressing pur-poses. You shall also be in charge of the domestic staff;maids, cook, and the rest. What is your advice todayfor church wear, Yvette?�
�This is definitely a day for your best finery for youwill exhibit it among the fine ladies there. You want toshow yourself off to the best advantage, Madam.�
�Yes of course, Yvette. I am so glad you are here toguide me.�
�Let me see your hats, Madam.�
�I�m afraid I do not have any.�
�Oh dear, that is a must for any lady. We must takea trip to the millinery first thing on Monday. I have afew with me, Madam. I am sure we will find one that issuitable for you.�
Claire felt better that these things were now in thecapable hands of Yvette Mandau and she could con-centrate on her social life.
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�That is so nice of you, dear. There are many things Iwould wish to discuss with you such as arranging gar-den parties and soiree�s but we must hurry to meetCrystal Burroughs at church.�
Claire duly arrived at church to be met by Crystal ina wide-brimmed floppy hat with a daring red outerbrim. It was perfect to get her noticed which it did.
�Claire darling, you simply must sit in my pew be-side me,� Crystal gushed.
�But of course, darling. What a nice hat you arewearing. Wherever did you purchase it?�
The customary kisses were exchanged to a widesmile on the face of Crystal.
�I will tell you as we sit together in church.� Crystalentwined an arm in Claire�s as she led her into thechapel.
After the service, Claire stood with Crystal outsidethe church, having been introduced to Pastor SusanAlbright.
�I hope you liked our little church, Claire. Will wesee you here often? I do hope so,� said the pleas-ant-looking woman somewhere in her fifties.
�Yes, I think so, Pastor.�
�Just call me Susan. I am glad you brought Claireand her lovely daughter, Crystal. I will be more thanpleased to grace your soiree next week.�
�It was Crystal who enticed me to come here thismorning to hear the wonderful voice of Gloria, Susan.�
�Ah yes. Gloria Riverton such a talented child. Hermother must be so proud of her little one. She willshortly be leaving the choir to study under the greatMadam Callas. I think a going-away party would be inorder for Gloria and her mother.�
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While Pastor Susan Albright was talking to Claire,Mildred Palmer was in earnest conversation with anelderly grey-headed woman.
On Monday morning Faye Winters was having hercorsets tighten by her partner Harriet Greenstone.
�You seemed to have had a long conversation withMildred Palmer, dear.�
�Yes, she asked me if I would be a surrogate grand-mother to Louise. I said I would have to consult withyou, dear.�
�I wouldn�t hesitate for one minute; you must pre-pare the way for Louise to be doctored.�
�What worries me is that while she will lose her malemember, I still retain mine, although it has not beenfunctional for some time as you well know, Harriet.�
�That has never been any cause for concern to me,Faye. We have had our good times to remember. Wewill grow old gracefully in love, maybe not the sexuallove of out past but a lasting love. However, in that re-spect I have seen Dr. Amanda about the revival of thesexual side of our relationship, maybe not asvigourously as before but a longer, more lasting cou-pling, the doctor tells me.�
�I love you, Harriet. Nothing would make me hap-pier than to make love to you once more.�
Both women kissed; one was technically male, theother female.
�I feel so much better after our talk, Harriet. I will in-vite Mildred and Louise here very soon so that littleLouise may meet her Grandma. Mildred tells me bothof Louise�s grandmothers are dead but she knowsnothing of that so I will be introduced as her grand-mother. She will not be any the wiser.�
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�I expect you will handle the situation delicately andwisely, dear. Now let us finish your dressing for thereis breakfast to make and knitting to complete.�
The two grey-headed old dears were well known inWomansville and respected. It mattered little that onewas really male. In fact, it was hard to tell which waswhich.
At the milliners Claire was not only accompanied byYvette but Crystal Burroughs too. �More money spentwisely,� thought Claire Morgan as a number of hatswere purchased on the advice of Yvette and Crystaland charged to her account. Claire and Crystal be-came constant companions. Together they would gofor dress fittings to Madam Laverne�s morning soireesand such like. Both were by now familiar with the insand outs of each other�s homes. Crystal lived in a mag-nificent mansion on a hill overlooking the town ofWomansville; the view from her spacious drawingroom was simply stunning.
Claire was to find out that Crystal, like herself, hadbeen a business woman, made her money, and wasbecoming tired of the rat race. She felt he shouldspend more leisure time among her own sex. In Claire,Crystal found a woman with a similar ambition to en-joy life as a woman here in Womansville.
While her mother was bonding with her new ladyfriend, Gayle was working hard in the town library un-der Sarah Rogan.

***
The thought that there were women in skirts be-neath which was signs of a different gender had notleft Gayle Morgan mind. It was with that thought thatone lunchtime she approached a girl in the library shehad become friendly with.
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�It has fascinated me since I first heard about it thatthere are women and girls right here in Womansvillethat underneath their skirts are male. Do you know ofany?�
Carla Summerfield looked at her friend Gayle andgiggled. �There certainly are many in town, Gayle. Ev-eryone here knows that. You must have seen old FayeWinters and Harriet Greenstone at church. Nice olddears, aren�t they? Faye is actually a man but no onewould ever mention that to her face.�
�Is she really, Carla? I would never have guessed it,such a sweet old lady. Are there any about our age?�
�Oh yes. Are you interested? If so, I can certainly in-troduce you to a few.�
Gayle blushed and tried not to sound overly enthu-siastic about it. �I am, let us say, curious for I havenever knowingly met one before.�
�Okay, Saturday night I�ll take you to a club that isfull of boys our age dressed in frocks and skirts. I cantell you there will be some fabulous outfits to be seenthat will make you ashamed of what you are wearing.�
�I can�t wait, Carla.�
�You wouldn�t be the first woman that got involvedwith a man in a skirt here in Womansville.�
Gayle Morgan never responded to her friend. Hermind was already thinking of the coming Saturday.

***
Gayle Morgan didn�t exactly know what she wearshould come Saturday. If the boys wore fab dresses asCarla suggested, maybe she should dress down andnot cramp their style. Yes, that was it; she would puton a plain cotton dress, nothing fancy. She consultedwith Yvette and both came to the same conclusion.
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Outside the club, Carla congratulated her on thesensible dress she wore. �You�ll get your eyes filledwith wonderful ensembles here I can tell you. like abunch of peacocks they are, each trying to outdo theother.�
On entering the brightly-lit club, Carla was greetedby a buxom barmaid. �Long time since we were gracedwith your presence, Carla,� said the barmaid.
�I�ve brought my friend Gayle. She wants to meetsome boys in frocks, Gretchen.�
�Ya, she�ll see plenty here this night.� Gretchen gig-gled again with a trace of a German accent. �What willyou are having?� Gretchen asked.
�It�s only fair I buy, Carla for you brought me here.What�s your poison?� Bacardi and Coke for herself anda glass of white wine for Carla, ordered Gayle.
Both young women sat at a nearby table to the bar.
�It�s quiet at present but it will fill up in an hour ortwo, however you have already met your
first man in a skirt.�
�Have I?� queried Gayle.
�Well, I shouldn�t call her a man any longer forGretchen has had the op long time since. Watch herwhen the disco starts or she runs up and down the barand rings the bell there.�
The night had moved on and the place was packed.The disco was going full swing.
�Now�s your chances, Gayle. Ask some nice girl for adance.�
�But how will I know if it�s a boy or a girl? I reallywant to dance with a boy in a frock.�
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�I would think they�re all boys in a frock, Gayle butto make sure, pick the girl in the most fabulous dress.Then you�re on a winner.�
Just then, a girl in a tight puffball yellow dress thatshe was having difficulty walking in minced up to her.
�Say honey, how about a dance?�
�Me?� questioned Gayle.
�Of course you. You are a real girl, aren�t you?�
Carla laughed. �There you are! It�s fallen right intoyour lap.�
Gayle found herself on the disco floor dancing, ifthat is the right word with someone who was havingdifficulty walking, never mind dancing, in this tightpuffball outfit.
�Isn�t this fun, Gayle? My name is Cathy. I like you.How would you like to come to my place after?�
Just like that, Gayle had found herself picked up bya man in a frock. Having come this far, she couldn�t re-fuse. Besides, she really wanted to see if this personwas a man under the dress. Gayle wasn�t interested ingirls, never had been but if this was a man, a wholenew world had opened up before her.
Carla watched Gayle and Cathy on the dance floor.She had done her good turn for the day. It was time toleave for she didn�t think Gayle would notice as shewas preoccupied with Cathy.
The disco was now in full swing. Gretchen runningback and forth behind the bar and ringing the bell intime with the music. Her full skirt would swing andsway, every so often showing the white petticoats andblack nylon vintage fully-fashioned stockings be-neath. Her husband Belle, the owner of the bar in hisblack cocktail dress would give her a kiss and a cud-dle. The waitresses in their attractive red skirts wouldmingle with the customers serving the drinks. Occa-
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sionally a hand would slip between their legs to squealof delight, a �stop that, Ma�am� and a big smile on theirface. Of course one never knew if �Ma�am� was male orfemale. Come to that, the waitress herself could wellbe of the male sex which added to the fun.
Gayle had completely forgotten about Carla; shehad found what she had come for: a man in a skirt.

***
There she was in Cathy�s flat pouring out a Bacardiand Coke.
Gayle; came straight to the point. �Are you really aman, Cathy?�
�There is certainly no subtlety with you Gayle isthere? Do you really want to know? Just pull my dressup and take my panties down and you�ll soon knowthe answer.�
�No, I really couldn�t do that, Cathy. It just wouldn�tbe right at present.�
�Okay then, if you won�t do it, I will.� So saying, Ca-thy Hudson pulled her dress up and her panties downto her ankles. Gayle Morgan saw for the first time inher life a man in woman�s clothes. �Touch it, Gayle.�
While this was very erotic and she wanted to touchit but something inside her told Gayle this was not yetthe time to do so.
�No, I can�t. My mind has isn�t ready for this situa-tion. Give it time. Why do you dress in such women�sfinery, Cathy?�
�There is no easy answer to that and I sometimeswonder myself.� Cathy was adjusting her dress andsitting beside Gayle.
�Then tell me how it all started.�
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�That�s the easy part but it�s the �why� I cannot ex-plain. I must have been five or six at the time. My sisterwas eight at the time. Some perverted thing inside mewanted to see what she wore underneath her dress.The best opportunity to do that was to sneak into herroom when she wasn�t around. I delved into her knick-ers drawer and pulled out a pair of red nylon knickerswhich I lost no time in putting on. From then, at everyavailable opportunity I was in my sisters room tryingevery pair of her knickers I could find.
�All good things must come to an end. One day I wasin a bright blue pair of my sister�s knickers when inwalked Mother.
��What is the meaning of this, you little pervert? Iwon�t have it! Remove them at once and report to mybedroom after tea.��
�Tea was only an hour away; it seemed the shortesthour in my life, it flew by so quickly. I could hardly eatas Mother looked sternly at me.
��I shall retire to my bedroom. I expect to see youthere in the next ten minutes.� Mother promptly left forher bedroom. I reasoned she had not taken me withher to prolong the suspense.
�I timidly knocked on the door of the bedroom. In adulcet tone, Mother said �Enter�. I entered to beholdMother in her finest lingerie. I had no idea why shewould dress that way in front of me and it didn�t mat-ter. What it did do was impress me about how muchmore beautiful Mother�s underthings were comparedto my sister�s.
�I stood before her as she unbuckled my belt andtook my pants down. In no time I was over her knees,which her white nylon slip covered, I felt comfortablelying against the white nylon. Mother used the belt shehad taken from my trousers to beat me on my behind.It mattered not as I felt the cool nylon seductively rubagainst my skin at the beating went on.
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�The only lesson I learned that day was how muchbetter underwear mother had than my sister.. Even if Ihad to take a thrashing now and then, it would beworth it to get my hands on it.. Things just progressedfrom there and here we are.�
Gayle was impressed by the story. �Have you hadany girlfriends or boyfriends?�
�Girlfriends, a few but when they found I likeddressing up in their clothes, it soon finished. When Iheard of Womansville and that I could dress in skirtsforever. I knew what I had to do and here I am.�
�You�ve had girlfriends here then?�
�Yes, a few. Girls here usually know what to expectwhen they are looking for a girl. They are either lesbi-ans or tyranny fanciers. Which are you, Gayle?�
�At the present I am definitely not into girls but theboat is out on your type of woman, Cathy.�
�Then I must persuade you my type is your type.�
�That you must but time is becoming late and Imust fly.�
�Can we meet again, say some time this comingweek?�

***
Gayle had struck up a good repartee with Yvette;she liked the older woman. She could confine in her ina way she couldn�t with her mother.
�You like this Cathy then, Gayle?�
�Yes but I really don�t know how to approach her.�
�Aggressively, Gayle, is the best approach with aman in a skirt.�
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�What do you mean by �aggressive�? You know ofsuch things?�
�I know of many things, Gayle. I have been in thisworld longer than you and experienced a lot. Such aperson as Cathy s looking for a woman who appreci-ates her life style and who would dominate her; leadher further into womanhood, bond with her. Do youthink that is a role you could fill?�
Gayle was silent for a while thinking; she had neverthought of herself as a dominant woman by anymeans. When she thought about it, Gayle Morgan wasbeginning to like the decision her mother made incoming to Womansville. She was finding the realGayle; the fun-loving transvestite dominating woman.There was only one type of man she wanted: onedressed in women�s clothes with an active member be-low.
�Thanks Yvette, I know where I�m going and what Imust do. The road ahead is clear.�
�Think nothing of it, Mon Cheri, I am only here tohelp your love life.� Yvette smiled.
Gayle, being a librarian, had access to many bookson the subject of transvestism, which she had plentyof time to read and study. One such book written byDr. Vera Burton interested Gayle. In one chapter, Dr.Vera writes about cases of young boys wearing theirsisters� and mothers� clothes. On being discovered, of-ten as not the child would receive punishment. Itnever seemed to deter them; in fact it typically encour-aged the boy. Some looked on their mother as whothey would like to emulate in their dressing, evenseeking a woman who would force them to dress in herclothes, dominate them, force them to put her clotheson. Such a dream spurred that type to seeking thewoman of their dreams. The chapter inspired Gayle.She knew what she must do.
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***
Faye Winters sat in front of Dr. Amanda Houston.�Well Fay,e what can I do for you today� Dr. Amandaasked in a cheerful voice.
�It�s sort of embarrassing, Doctor. From what Har-riet tells me, I will have my... err, sexual powers re-stored again.�
Amanda looked at the old dear sympathetically. Sheliked both of them; they were a shining example oftransgender love if ever there was one.
�Faye, that wasn�t exactly what I said to Harriet. Shehas somewhat misinterpreted it.�
�I knew it was too good to be true,� Faye sighed.
�Listen carefully and I will repeat what I told Har-riet. I read an article recently in one of the medicalmagazines about how elderly males may recover theirsexual desires.�
�But Doctor Amanda, I have never lost my desire forsex with Harriet.�
�I am glad to hear that, Faye. It is so nice in elderlypeople such as you and Harriet. I understand fromHarriet you cannot get an erection?�
�That is indeed true, Dr. Amanda.�
�The simple solution is Viagra which would be ashort-term answer in my opinion. What I said to Har-riet was you should have a testosterone injection. It�snot not a guaranteed success by any means but per-centage-wise more successful than a pill.�
�I am more than willing to take that chance, Dr.Amanda. I owe that to Harriet for her happiness, ourhappiness.�
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�I would like to see that fulfilled; you both deservesexual happiness in your old age. I can start treatmentnext week when everything arrives. However I mustwarn you, don�t expect an erection from the first fewtreatments. This takes time, and remember you maynever have one if it fails.�
�I am well aware of that, Doctor but if you never try,you will never know.�
�Good Faye, that�s the attitude. Come here in n aweek�s time and we will start the procedure. I thinkonce a week for the injections. If all goes well, I willleave it to you and Harriet as part of your love play.�Dr. Amanda Houston was ever one to encourage theelderly in their love play. It was so rewarding.

***
�Oh very nice, Mon Cheri. Have you tried then onyet?� Said Mademoiselle Yvette looking at the Grannyboots Gayle held before her.
�Yes, Yvette and in the heel size you suggested. Imay need to walk about the house in them till I adjustto the height.�
�True, Gayle, but it is worth it for that wonderfulfeeling of power you will have over Cathy. Youmust tellme how this romance is going so far.�
�I haven�t taken any steps to dominating Cathy yet.We have kissed and cuddled these past few weeks. Ishall strike on Saturday night.�
�You have done as I recommended, Mon Cheri.�
�Yes, no perfume, very little makeup as you said.�
�It is your own body scent she has to smell and re-cognise, even in the dark. As to the other personalitems, what have you done?�
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�For the last two weeks I have worn the same knick-ers.�
�Excellent, Gayle! You will, I expect, have devised ameans that she will handle them?�
�That is all worked out, Yvette. I have even soiledthem.�
�My sweet, you are doing all the right things to en-snare this transvestite. You must tell me of your prog-ress.�
�I�m afraid that domineering one man in a frock maynot be enough for me, Yvette. I�ve got the bug to con-quer more.�
�And why not?�
�I want Cathy to have breasts.�
�You are young, Mon Cheri. Enjoy it while you can.�
�Did you have fun when you were younger, Yvette?�
�I still do. I confess to being bisexual. I make noapologies for my behaviour and why should I? It is no-body business but my own.�
�I am fascinated, you seem like such a wonderfulwoman.� There was no doubt Gayle Morgan was underthe spell of the older woman.
�Maybe some time, Mon Cheri, but at present yourthoughts should be concentrated on this Cathy andthe fun you will have with her.� Yvette gave a friendlypat on Gayle�s buttocks as she departed her room to agiggle from the younger woman.

***
Cathy Hudson was caught by complete surprise onSaturday night when her girlfriend Gayle walked into

Page - 46

WOMANSVILLE BY BLIND RUTH



her flat. For there stood Gayle in her Granny-type an-kle boots, tight black leather skirt, upswept hair, andblack stockings.
�Kiss your Mistress� boots NOW.�
To Cathy Hudson, the order was like her mothertelling her she was about to be punished.
Cathy knelt before a dominate Gayle and her lipstouched the black shining boot.
�That�s a good girl. We know where we stand. Youmay rise and kiss your Mistress� hand for allowing youthe privilege of kissing my boots. As a reward you mayremove my knickers. Keep and wear them in my pres-ence. Come here that I may remove your knickers.�
Gayle relaxed on the soft cushioned armchair asCathy stood before her and felt a hand go up her skirt.Her white cotton knickers fell and she was told to stepout of them.
That done, a hand was already caressing her limppenis which needed no encouragement to becomeerect.
�Remove my knickers and hand them to me!�
Gayle opened her legs to allow Cathy easier access.Cathy had to kneel once more before her girlfriend andpush the black leather skirt aside to put her hands ofthe offered knickers.
Cathy was sexually excited for the couple had neverbeen at this stage in their lovemaking before and Gaylewas caressing her erection again.
Cathy�s excited hands touched the white satinsoiled knickers and removed them from her body.Gayle�s knickers were handed to her; she turned theinner gusset outward. Gayle crooked her little finger toCathy, then placed the pair over Cathy�s face, coveringit.
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�Don�t remove them till I tell you. Now inhale andsmell the aroma of the one you love.�
Gayle watched the in and out movement of herknickers on Cathy�s face as she breathed, it was all soerotic. Gayle let it continue till she was sure Cathyknew her body scent.
Gayle Morgan was not a virgin by any means, how-ever she had never had sex with a man in woman�sclothes, which was what was about to take place.
�You may stop and keep my present to you. I expectto see you wear them always in my presence.�
�Yes, Gayle my love.�
Gayle crooked her finger once more while with herother hand leading Cathy by her erect penis towardsher.
Within seconds, Cathy�s erect penis was insideGayle. She loved every minute of it, her legs over theshoulders of the kneeling transvestite before her.
�You will be going to the clinic soon to have breastimplants, Cathy for my greater pleasure. I�ll make thearrangements.�
Gayle had taken Cathy�s life over. She had neverplanned on getting breast implants but was now in-formed that she would have them. She was under thespell of this woman.
Gayle was revelling in the power she had over thisman in a skirt. There was nothing like it. What fun shewould have fondling Cathy�s breasts! But why wait?There were she-males right there in Womansville. Shehad met them when she and Cathy returned a fewtimes to the club.
Fun Time was here at last. Gayle had never hadsuch fun as right there in Womansville. Gayle wasmore than glad her mother had brought her there.
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Cathy more than filled her pussy with her juicesthat night, much to Gayle�s delights.

***
Gretchen looked up from where she was pulling apint. �Hello there, Gayle, Cathy, I�m afraid, is not heretonight.�
�I know,� replied Gayle, seemly unconcerned. �I�llhave my usual if you please, Gretchen, over there,�she said while walking towards some tables where afew transgender people sat.
�Sure.� Gretchen watched Gayle as she walked to-wards the table. �That one fits in nicely with the crowd,becoming a regular. God knows what she is about,�thought Gretchen.
Gretchen continued watching as the tight-fittingleather skirt on Gayle outlined her shapely body. Theblack Granny ankle boots with the spiked heels addedto her confidant manner. Gretchen had seen it all be-fore; Gayle had all the makings of a woman who lovedbeing in the company of women who have that extrasomething under their knickers. Gayle was becominga Queen in this environment, eagerly sought after. Ifthat was the lifestyle Gale pursued, she would not beshort of lovers. Gretchen kept an eye on her for therest of the night, interested to see how she operated.
Gayle Morgan had targeted one Stephanie Bunting,a known she-male. She immediately walked over tothe table Stephanie sat at.
�And how are we tonight, Stephanie?�
�Oh hello there, Gayle. I was too occupied in mythought to notice you there�
Gretchen came to the table with Gayle�s Bacardiand Coke.
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As the night wore on, Gayle and Stephanie seemedto become friendlier and were seen on the disco flooroften.
Gretchen kept an eye on them even when she wasrunning back and forth behind the bar and ringingthat bell to the disco music. Well before closing time,the pair made an exit hand-in-hand. Gretchen turnedher thoughts to the coming rumpy-pumpy with herhusband, the skirted and pretty Bella.

***
�Tell me Mon Cheri, how is your love life progress-ing?� asked Yvette.
�Couldn�t be better, Yvette. I�ve been in bed with twoguys in frocks. One has already gotten breasts and forthe other I�m making arrangements for implants.�
�Splendid, two boys in frocks running after you.Fun, isn�t it. You�ll feel all the better for it. Tell me allabout them.�
�Have you had that, Yvette, two men running afteryou?� questioned Gayle.
�But of course, many times. I know the deliciousfeeling. One penis was never enough for me. Why haveone when you can have two or three or more?�
�Oh, you are a wicked woman, Yvette,� laughedGayle.
�That may very well be true, Mon Cheri but it is thewicked women in this world who have the fun, I say.Don�t keep me in suspense any longer, I want to hearof your erotic escapades.�
�Seeing that you insist, as I said, I had a desire thatCathy should have breasts. I told her so during ourlovemaking. She put up no resistance and I wouldn�t
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have expected it seeing that her penis was buried inmy pussy.�
�And neither would I, my sweet. You struck at hermost vulnerable time,� interrupted Yvette. �You�relearning fast!� the elder woman added.
�I suppose I am, thanks to you. To continue, I soonwill have the pleasure of handling them. I look forwardto that. Meantime I became friendly with a she-malecalled Stephanie Bunting. One thing led to anotherand we ended up in bed in her flat. I do have to say shehas wonderful breasts and I think she is eating out ofmy hand. The sex with her was even better than withCathy. What better thrill could there be than havingher member inside me while I play with her breasts? Ilost count of the times I came that night. I was in pureecstasy! I�ve never felt anything like it and I�m hungryfor more of the same.�
�I�ll bet you are and why not? You�ve got me excitedjust telling your hot adventures. I may need a freshpair of panties, Mon Cheri.�
Then in a more serious tone, Yvette asked, �You aretaking precautions against any unwanted pregnancieswith this lifestyle?�
�But of course. However, if I did become pregnant, itwouldn�t worry me. I would look forward to bringingup a child.�
�You would marry then, Gayle?�
Gayle Morgan thought for a minute. �No, no, I couldnever do that and tie myself down when there are somany men in frocks to experiment with.�
�Now who is the wicked woman, Mon Cheri? �Whatif the baby is a boy?�
�Oh, it will be brought up as a girl from day, onedressed in the finest of girls clothes. I would so lookforward to that bring up my little boy as a girl. I wouldrelish dressing him/her in frilly lingerie and fancy
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skirts. And what better environment than here inWomansville for all her/his little playmates, whethermale or female, will look so cute in their frocks. How-ever that situation has not arisen yet. We will takethings as they come.�
�Food for thought, Gayle,� added Yvette.

***
�I do want to look my best, Harriet,� said Faye Win-ters as she sat at breakfast with her elderly partnerHarriet Greenstone.
�Stop worrying about it, Faye. You�re like a hen on ahot griddle. You will make the perfect grandmother forlittle Louise, I�m sure.�
Both elderly grey-headed women sat at the break-fast table in their beautiful matching pink brushed ny-lon nightdresses.
�I�ll help you dress for the little girl.�
�Will you, Harriet darling? I�ll feel so much better forthat and your opinion too.�
�For heaven�s sake, Faye, you would thing we�venever dressed together before.�
�I know, it�s just I�ve never been a grandmother be-fore and a grandmother is supposed to be a wise per-son for her little granddaughter.�
�Dear, I have no doubt that Mildred Palmer knowswhat she is doing.�
�Whatever, I have to prepare the way for Louise�sdoctoring. Whatever I say to her has to be believable.�
�You see? Mildred was right in picking you, Faye.That is precisely the attitude she was looking for. You
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are going to be a hit with little Louise. Now get into thatbedroom and let�s start.�
While Faye Winters and Harriet Greenstone werebusying themselves in dressing, in the Palmer house-hold, Nanny Beatrice was dressing Louise for theforthcoming meeting with her �grandmother�.
Louise�s little heart was beating faster now that theday was here. She was so excited she was to meet herGran for the first time.
�She is a nice woman, Louise, and you must be onyour best behaviour for your Gran,� said NannyBeatrice with brush in hand as she combed the longgolden locks of Louise�s hair tenderly.
�Is she, Nanny?� queried Louise as she sat with herlong hair falling on the shoulders of the blue ginghamdress she wore.
�Of course she is, Louise. All Grannies are nice oldladies and they love their granddaughters so you mustdo as she says. She may come here one day to hearyou play the piano.�
�I could play the piano at her house, couldn�t I?�Louise said enthusiastically.
Nanny Beatrice laughed. �Granny Winters doesn�thave a piano, dear. I�m sure if she had, she would loveto hear her darling granddaughter play. She is such asweet old dear, you�ll just love her and she you.�Nanny Beatrice had played her part in preparing themeeting between Louise and Faye. She and Mildredknew this was a vital meeting to prepare the way forlittle Louise�s doctoring.
Harriet Greenstone was adjusting Faye�s bra straps.�There we are, dear. Don�t you look the matronly fig-ure? That corset has pulled you in the right places.hasn�t it?�
Faye admired herself in the dressing table mirror;the brassiere pulled her breasts up nicely for they were
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beginning to sag. It had been a long time since she hadthe implants put in. That was the only part of her bodyshe had sacrificed to femininity; her male member wasstill intact. That was only fair to Harriet for their love-making. But at present that part was useless. Hope-fully the testosterone injections would restore theirsex life once more. Faye knew Harriet loved her even ifwasn�t successful. But life would be so much better ifsex was resumed between them.
The black nylon slip was eased over Faye�s head byHarriet. �There we are, dear. Just the dress now.�
Both looked at the dress lying on their bed. �It does-n�t make me look like a trollop, Harriet?�
�Now when did you ever wear any kind of suggestivedress? You know I would never allow you to wear thattype of dress. Stop worrying so much, dear. You looklike any nice respectable grandmother.�
The floral print dress was soon on Faye; it camedown to her ankles. With her flat brown shoes shelooked like any nice grandmother.
�There we are, dear. Don�t you look so nice and se-rene, waiting to meet your granddaughter?�
�Thanks, Harriet.� Faye gave a tender kiss on thecheek of Harriet.
Even for all the reassurances, Faye Winters sat onthe sofa fidgeting.
Then the doorbell rang. �This is it,� thought Faye,�you�re on. Whatever you do, don�t flub your lines.�She quickly rose. The door opened and there stoodMildred Palmer with Nanny Beatrice and little Louiseat her side.
�A long time you took to visit your old mother, Mil-dred. This must be my pretty granddaughter Louise.Why have you not brought the darling child here be-fore?�

Page - 55

RELUCTANT PRESS



The welcoming had caught Mildred off guard. �Well,don�t just stand there. Come in and give your oldmother a kiss.�
�Yes, Mother,� Mildred hesitantly answered for shewasn�t sure where all this was going . Maybe she hadmade a disastrous decision in picking what shethought was a sweet old lady. Maybe everything wasgoing to get out of control. Hesitantly, Mildred gave thekiss on the cheek to her supposed mother.
Without prompting, Faye lifted Louise into herarms. �Aren�t you the pretty one! Imagine your mothernot bringing my pretty granddaughter to see me?Maybe I should spank her, Louise? She was not abovethat when she was a little girl. What do you say, Lou-ise?�
Louise giggled at the thought of her mommy being anaughty girl. �I like you, Granny Winter.�
Mildred Palmer breathed a sigh of relieve.
By this time all were in the drawing room, HarrietGreenstone had deliberately kept in the backgroundfor she did not want little Louise asking awkwardquestions as to who the other elderly woman was. Atpresent, Louise was more occupied in meeting her newgrandmother.
�I just knew you would be a pretty girl, Louise, forbeauty is in our family. Wait there, I have a present foryou.� This turn of events had taken Harriet by surprisefor Faye hadn�t said a word about it to her.
Faye returned with a small box, sat down and ad-dressed Louise. �Come here, darling.� This Louise did.Faye opened the small box; within it was aheart-shaped locket on a fine chain. She removed it,placed it and snapped the catch at the back of Louise�sneck.
�Oh Mother, you shouldn�t have!� said Mildred, ex-amining the necklace which was made of gold. On thefront Louise�s name was inscribed. Inside on one half
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was a portrait of Faye. On the other half was inscribed,�From Her Loving Grandmother To Her Pretty Grand-daughter Louise.�
�Oh Mother, you shouldn�t have. This is very expen-sive.�
�I only have one granddaughter so why not spoilher?�
�Louise,� said her mother, �kiss your Granny andthank her for this wonderful gift she has given you.You will wear this locket always, wont you, darling?�
�Yes Mommy,� said Louise as she kissed her sup-posed Granny on the cheek.
�I think it is time for dinner,� said Faye.
The meal over, all retired to the drawing room oncemore where cups of tea were served by Harriet. Fayehad Louise once more on her lap and the two seemedto be in earnest conversation. Harriet rose and made asign to the other two ladies and all three left. LittleLouise never noticed.
Now was the time for serious talking to Louise toprepare the way for her to be doctored.
�Louise, your mother tells me that you are a tal-ented little girl. And that you play the piano very well.�
�Yes Granny, and all my Aunties come to hear me.�
�Do they, Louise? Why have I not been invited? Ishall give your mother a severe talking-to about this.Anyway, you are one of the privileged few who will haveto be doctored to preserve that talent. Not many littlegirls in Womansville are doctored and you would wantthat to please your old grandmother, wouldn�t you,darling?�
Louise thought about it for a moment she had heardthat word once before but no one had ever said what
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exactly it meant. She now understood why from whatGranny Winters told her.
�Yes, Granny Winters, I would.�
�Well, that went better than I hoped,� thought FayeWinters.
�Good, dear. We must tell your mother of that deci-sion and promise me you�ll give her a row for not hav-ing me at these recitals. How would you like to stay afew days with your old Granny some time?�
�Oh yes, Granny Winters! I would just love that.�
�Yes!� thought Faye as Louise sat on her lap, �whenthat time comes, there will be only one of us without amale member under their knickers sitting on my lap.
�You were really magnificent today, Faye,� said Har-riet as she helped her partner ease her brassiere off.
�Do you think so? I hope so.�
�I know so. Mildred told me she was most im-pressed. I mean how did you ever get her to say shewanted to be doctored. Something tells me Dr.Amanda will be using the scalpel on Louise very soon.It�s for her own good, isn�t it?�
Soon, both the grey-headed old ladies in their pinkbrush nylons were in bed.
�I�ll kiss you, Faye. You deserve it for all you did forMildred.�
�I only wish I could do more than kissing, Harriet.�
�There�s time, dear. Everything comes to those whowait. When it does, it will be that much better.�
The couple kissed and Harriet turned the bedsidelight off.
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***
�Let us pray, ladies.� All present at Claire Morgan�ssoiree bowed their heads and clasped their hands asPastor Susan Albright led the assembled group inprayer.
�Thank you so much, Pastor, for gracing my littlesoiree,� said Claire Morgan afterwards.
�Think nothing of it, Claire; it is so nice to see thatyou are fitting into our community. Now that I amhere, maybe we could have a little talk.�
�Yes of course, Pastor. What do you want to dis-cuss?�
All the ladies were sitting in the drawing room asmaids served tea and crumpets. Claire had hired thesame Hayden trio she heard at Alicia Roberts� welcom-ing party for her and Gayle. They were playing softbackground music as the ladies conversed with eachother in their fabulous evening gowns.
Pastor Susan Albright wore a plain black dress,awhite blouse with a collar, and a plain crucifix roundher neck. But then Susan was not interested in fash-ion; she was interested in matters of God.
Amaid was serving the ladies with a tray of drinks.
�A wine, Pastor?� asked Claire.
�No thanks, Claire, not that I am against strongdrink in moderation.�
�Then a tonic water or lemonade perhaps.�
Claire Morgan was now sitting on the chaise loungewith the Pastor. �What was it you wanted to discusswith me, Susan?�
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�As you have told me in the past, Claire, you previ-ously were a businesswoman.�
�Yes that is true. Why?�
�I was hoping that with your business knowledge, Icould persuade you and Crystal to join our women�sguild. Your and Crystal�s acumen and businessknow-how could help raise funds for the church.�
�I am pleasantly surprised, Pastor, and honoured tobe given that opportunity but you will have to give metime to consider this.�
�Of course, take as much time as need be. I knowthat you have struck up a good relationship with Crys-tal since you arrived in Womansville.�
�Yes, we have become great friends. Unfortunatelyshe was not feeling well tonight, otherwise she wouldhave been here. I may talk about this with her.�
�Yes please do, Claire. I shall pay a visit to her andmention tonight�s conversation.�
Claire was rather happy with the way things hadgone tonight and that was thanks to Yvette. She hadplanned everything down to the last detail, even hiringthe Hayden trio. It was she who had suggested that thePastor be invited and informed Claire that a visit toMadam Laverne was in order for the stunning eveninggown she wore tonight.
The only regret she had about her soirée was thatCrystal Burroughs was not present; Claire must visither first thing in the morning. They were becoming in-separable; she and Crystal went everywhere together.One daren�t invite one to some afternoon tea or what-ever without the other being there. If that happened, itwould be the end of the social life of that person forword would quickly spread around their social set.
�How did you think those present tonight thoughtabout my first soiree, Yvette?�
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�From what I heard, Madam, it was a complete suc-cess,� said Yvette as she helped Claire undress.
�You know I value your opinion, Yvette. I just don�tknow what I would do without you. We must plan an-other one very soon. I did so want Crystal to be pres-ent. I miss her.�
�I understand, Madam, she is so refreshing for you,isn�t she? I will attend to that matter and we shall dis-cuss it. Maybe you could persuade Mildred Palmer tobring her daughter Louise to give a piano recital. LittleLouise is so talented.�
�That is a good idea. I shall have a talk with her atchurch this coming Sunday. I hear on the grapevinethat Louise will be doctored soon.�
Yvette left her mistress for the night as Claire sat be-fore her dressing table in her long pink satin peignoirthat covered a matching mid-length nightie and pant-ies.
Claire was thinking of Crystal and how she missedher tonight. The removal of her makeup was takinglonger than it normally did. Her thoughts were un-usual thoughts, something she had never experiencedbefore about one of her own sex. Should suchthoughts be considered? Should she be ashamed ofwanting to touch the flesh of one of her own sex?
Just thinking of Crystal had hardened her nipplesas she watched in the mirror of her dressing table.Maybe for present she could not touch her belovedCrystal but thoughts of her could always be fulfilled ina different way.
With those thoughts in mind, Claire had no hesita-tion in removing her pink panties for easier access tothat concealed between her legs. There was no need tohurry that act for she could picture the one she lovedwith every action of the fingers that explored withinher. She imagined each part of her body being Crys-tal�s. So in her fantasy it wasn�t her who was beingmasturbated but Crystal Burroughs.
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It all ended in a glorious shivering and shaking asjuices within Claire were released on the fingers agi-tating inside her.

***
Clare Morgan was sitting comfortably on the couchin Crystal Burroughs� home with the magnificent viewof Womansville stretching out before her eyes from thewindow on the first floor.
�I�m so glad you feel better, Crystal. I felt that I mustvisit you after your phone call the other night.�
�Thanks Claire. It was just a summer cold, that�sall. How did the soiree go. Well, I hope.�
�Yes indeed, a great success. I�m planning anthersoon. Pastor Susan has asked me if I would join theWomen�s Guild and help organise events to raisefunds for the church.�
�She couldn�t have asked a better person than you,Claire. I hope you accepted.�
�No, I haven�t yet for I want to discuss this with you,Crystal. I think raising funds for the church would bemuch easier if you came on the committee with me.Just think, the two of us together. What a team! It�s anatural. What do you say?�
�I hadn�t thought of it till you mentioned it. You�vesort of sprung it on me. I�ll need to think.�
Claire sat silently on the couch. Finally, out of no-where, she softly said, �I love you, Crystal.�
Crystal Burroughs never answered that statement;she didn�t even look embarrassed.
�I�ll get the maid to bring us some tea, dear. Youmust tell me what you think of the latest creation I
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bought at Madam Laverne�s boutique. I think I shallwear it at Sarah Rogan�s retirement party.�

***
Pastor Susan Albright sat on the same couch thatClaire Morgan had in Crystal Burroughs� home. �I ad-mit I�m somewhat jealous of you when I look at thisview of Womansville, Crystal. it must be a wonderfulsight on a summer�s night as the sun goes down.�
�It is, Pastor. Why don�t you drop in sometime to seeit? The door is always open for you.�
�Thanks Crystal, I may take up that offer. I havecome today in a sort of pastoral visit to enquire aboutyour health and to ask if you would consider joiningthe Women�s Guild.�
�Claire Morgan said you might call in and ask methat, Susan. I am more than willing to do that if Claireis also on the committee.�
�I would think if you agreed, Claire would also con-sent.�
�Now that you are here, Pastor, I have a matter onmy mind that I would seek your guidance on.�
�Surely, Crystal. That is what I am here for, to helpthose in my flock.�
�Thanks for that reassurance, Pastor. What I haveto say is not easy for me. I have met somebody here inWomansville that I like and I think also likes me. Oursis a loving relationship of mutual respect and trust.She has admitted she loves me. I feel the same way buthave never told her so. I may make her hate me shouldI pursue my desire of her flesh. I would never wantthat she should think so of me.�
Pastor Susan Albright held Crystal�s hand; sheknew Crystal was talking about Claire Morgan. She
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was not here to judge such a relationships. Her jobwas to comfort those in her flock.
�I am sure this person is intelligent enough not tohurt you should you make your feelings known. How-ever should your advances be rejected, then you mustrespect this person. I hope this is a comfort to you.�
�It has somewhat relieved my mind, Pastor.�
�That is what I am here for, Crystal. I suggest wekneel and pray before the Lord above for a happy solu-tion to what must be an agonising time you are goingthrough.�
�Yes Pastor, I may feel all the better for that. I hope itgives me courage to tell this person my feelings even ifI am rejected.�
Crystal knelt beside the older woman who led bothin solemn prayer.
�Oh Lord above who knows everything, guide yoursimple servant of your ways that she may seek happi-ness and the fulfilment you wish. May she be forevergrateful for whatever outcome she arrives at for shehas been guided by you, Lord Almighty. For this wethank you. Amen.�
�I feel all the better for that, Pastor. I feel clearerwithin myself.�

***
One afternoon not long after she had been to visitCrystal Burroughs, Pastor Susan Albright received anunexpected call from Claire Morgan.
�What can I do for you, Claire?�
�I don�t know if you can do anything for me, Pastor,but I just have to tell someone. You see, it�s like this. Ilove Crystal Burroughs.�
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�Then I am happy for you, Claire. We should all loveone another,� Pastor Albright replied.
�Pastor, it�s not like that. I do love her in the senseyoumean but I also wish to love Crystal in the physicalway that only women can. I hope I have not offendedyou Pastor by saying such. I believe you are a Godlywoman who understands things of the flesh.�
�I do indeed, Claire. Women have needs. I�m gladyou came to me for such matters are not uncommonwithin my flock. Have youmentioned this to Crystal?�
�Yes but what worries me she never replied to that. Ijust don�t know what she thinks about me.�
�I would say no news is good news.�
�You must think I am a bad woman for suchthoughts of Crystal.�
�I am not here to make judgements, Claire. It is theLord above who does that.� Pastor Susan Albrightcould not tell Claire of the confession that Crystal Bur-roughs had made to her. That would betray the trustpeople had in her. Susan knewmany things within thecommunity of Womansville that must remain lockedwithin her.
�All I can say is that God words in mysterious waysfor those who pray for guidance. Let us kneel beforethe One Who Knows All And Hears All.�
There in the drawing room of her manse, Pastor Su-san Albright and Claire Morgan knelt in prayer.
�May this poor servant of yours find the happinessshe seeks with your help, whatever way you haveplanned for her, Lord. Amen.�
Claire felt in better spirits as she left the manse.
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***
�You�ve not found another one, Mon Cheri?� was ad-dressed by Yvette to Gayle Morgan with a laugh.
�Yes I�m afraid I have, Yvette.�
�Afraid, Gayle? There is nothing to be afraid of. My,you are becoming a glutton, aren�t you? Who is it thistime?�
�Fallon Tulloch. I didn�t need to chase after her; shecame looking for me. She�s a lot older than me but agreat lover. She took charge of everything right away.We were in bed in no time and she had no hesitation intelling me to play with her breasts. She liked that andwas most amorous. I can tell you her erect penis wasforever inside me. I didn�t even need to arouse it for itwas ready.�
�I see. And what of Cathy and Stephanie?�
�They still come in useful as a temporary diversionwhen I tire of Fallon.�
�But you said that Cathy was to have implants foryour amusement. Has she?�
�Of course she has, however she was somewhat dis-appointed when I didn�t turn up the day she had herimplants put in. I was too involved with Stephaniethen. I told her straight to her face she wasn�t the onlyshe-male in town and that she must wait her turn.You know I have a wish to have two she-males at thesame time.�
�Do you indeed? You�re a greedy one, aren�t you,Gayle? You certainly have plenty of choice for doubleentry. I�ve had that before with two men but not twoshe-males.�
�What was it like being the meat in the sandwich?�
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�Wonderful! Indescribable! There�s nothing like it,my little pet. Hands everywhere and you don�t alwaysknow whose hands are doing what to you. You�ll like it.You must keep me informed of the intimate details,you naughty girl,� encouraged Yvette.

***
The private room in Dr. Amanda Houston�s cliniccontained Louise Palmer, her mother, and Nanny. Lit-tle Louise was fast asleep. Mildred Palmer looked anx-iously at her offspring.
�Will she be all right, Doctor?� asked Louise�smother.
�She certainly will, Mildred. The operation wentwithout any problems and she is a healthy child. Shemay be asleep for some time which is only to be ex-pected. She may not have any visitors for a day ortwo.�
�Thank you, Dr. Amanda, for all that you have done.I feel so much better now that you have given me thesereassurances.�
�Apart from you and her Nanny, her GrandmotherFaye Winters will be allowed for she has done so muchto prepare the way for this operation.�
�Yes she must, Doctor. Louise likes her Granny whocould do so much to speed her recovery. I shall phoneher this very day that she may visit her grandchild. Iknow she is anxious about Louise. �

***
FayeWinters was fussing again about her dressing.
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�You�re taking being a grandmother seriously,aren�t you, Faye?� asked her partner Harriet.
�Of course I am! I�ve never had the honour of beingone before and may never again. I do love Louise as agrandmother should.�
�You know, Faye, I do think it was a good move byMildred Palmer to make you Louise�s surrogate grand-mother. I�ve never seen you so interested in one soyoung.�
�It�s such a responsibility and now that she�s hadthe op, I have to teach her to be the perfect little lady,don�t I?�
�I don�t see any problem there, Faye,� said Harrietas she tightened Faye�s corset and adjusted her brastraps.
When her dressing finished, Faye asked �How do Ilook?� as she stood before the dressing table mirror inher long black dress that came to her ankles and theblack granny-type ankle boots.
�Like some sweet old Victorian grandmother, dar-ling. Now, have you got the presents to give Louise?�
�Yes, candy, sweets, a doll. Have I forgotten any-thing, Harriet?�
�How could you? You have taken the role of grand-mother so seriously. Give me a kiss before you leave tosee your little granddaughter.�
The two lovely grey-headed old ladies tenderlykissed and Faye departed.

***
Louise Palmer was excited when her grandmotherentered her room.
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�Have you got a kiss for your grandmother, Louise?�Presents were given from Grandmother Faye to muchexcitement by Louise as she opened each.
�Dr. Amanda tells me you will soon be leaving hereto go home. Then you can play that piano for your oldGran, can�t you, Louise?�
�Yes, Grandmother Winters.�
�Good, but first of all we will buy you a new frock.You are becoming a little lady, aren�t you, Louise?�
�Yes,� thought Louise. She was so lucky; there werenot many little girls in Womansville who had been doc-tored like her and she had her Granny Winters tothank for all that.
Farewell kisses were exchanged when Faye Wintersleft her surrogate grandchild Louise Palmer.
Faye Winters left in a happy mood. If the testoster-one injections would only take effect, how much morejoy there would be, not only for her but Harriet too.

***
�Another one, Mon Cheri? I don�t think you shouldbother wearing your knickers for they seem to be downat your ankles most of the time. And who is the luckyshe-male this time, Gayle?� laughed MademoiselleYvette Mandau.
�A shy one she is, Yvette. Her name is Pat Young.�
�She couldn�t have been all that shy if she found herway into bed with you, could she?�
�Well, it wasn�t easy. I had my eye on her for sometime and it took a lot of persuading to get her knickersoff. But it was all worth it in the end; once it wasstarted, there was no stopping her. In fact, she is chas-ing after me now.�
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�Is she?� said Yvette with a burst of uncontrollablelaughter. �It�s good to be young and so energetic inyour sexual exploits,� said Yvette, ever the encouragerto Gayle.

***
Pastor Susan Albright had just finished prayers atthe end of the Woman�s Guild meeting. While she heldno office in that organisation she did attend theirmeetings. Doreen Lindley had stepped down as headof the Guild as her term of office was up. PastorAlbright made a strong speech advising the Guild thatClaire Morgan and Crystal Burroughs, being success-ful business women, could work together for the bet-terment of the Guild. In the long run this would benefitthe church. She proposed that the two become jointPresidents. The motion was carried unanimously. Shehad been successful in bringing the two together al-though nothing of their confessions of lesbianismwould be revealed by her.
�Well Claire and Crystal, God does work in mysteri-ous ways and has brought you two together to work forthe good of his church. I leave these matters in yourhands. I have faith in you both.� With these words ofencouragement, Pastor Albright left Claire and Crystalfacing each other in the church hall.
�I suppose we better arrange a meeting between us,Claire,� said Crystal Burroughs awkwardly.
�I suppose we must, Crystal. How about my house,say tomorrow afternoon around two o�clock?�
�Yes, that would be fine.�
Both left not kissing each other on the cheek whichthey usually did. There was a strange atmosphere be-tween them that day.
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***
Gretchen, behind the bar, was talking with GayleMorgan. She had become very friendly with Gayle forsince she had come on the scene, business could notbe better.
�Have one on the house, Gayle. The usual Bacardiand Coke?� Gayle nodded her head.
�You take your usual seat and I�ll bring it over to ya.�
Gretchen watched Gayle walk over to her seat, im-mediately surrounded by men in skirts.
�She�s the Queen among this transgender lot,�thought Gretchen, �since she arrived here they justseem to come out the woodwork. Where do they allcome from?� thought Gretchen. Every night it was adifferent one in a frock. Gayle was certainly sharingher favours around.
Gayle Morgan had decided tonight was the night fora bit of DP from the encouragement Yvette had givenher. Which of the she-males should she pick? She wasspoiled for choice. She wiggled her finger at CathyHudson, the first she-male Gayle met here. Cathy wasunder her spell and would do whatever Gayle desired.
�Yes Gayle, what do you wish of me?�
�Make yourself available for I shall be leaving soon.Wait at this table, don�t move till I tell you.�
�Yes Gayle,� Cathy answered in a submissive voice,completely under the control of Gayle Morgan.
�Good,� thought Gayle, �that�s one part of the DPentry sorted. Now for the second part.� Fallon Tullochwas not yet in the bar but Gayle expected to see herwithin the next half hour. True to form, enter she did.

Page - 72

WOMANSVILLE BY BLIND RUTH



Gayle quickly sat at the table Fallon occupied. Aconversation took place between the two. Every so of-ten, Fallon would look at the table Cathy was at asGayle whispered into her ear.
�It�s a deal, Gayle. Let�s not waste any time. Get herand we�ll retire to my flat.�
The disco had started and Gretchen, as usual, wasrunning to and fro behind the bar and ringing the bell.She stopped as she saw Gayle and the two she-malesleave the bar. She knew what was going to take placewith Gayle and the two she-males. It made Gretchenrandy. She just couldn�t wait t get between the sheetswith Bella for a lot of rumpy-pumpy.
Cathy lay on the bed motionless with her penis upGayle anus while Fallon was on top, her penis insideGayle�s cunt, in frantic action. Gayle was in ecstasy,her nipples in contact with Fallon�s as her penis wentback and forth inside Gayle. Both her bottom recepta-cles played host to the she-males�s members.
Gayle Morgan was in such a position between thetwo she-males that she could not move as their mem-bers reamed her out, not that she was complaining. Itwas everything that Yvette had told her it would beand better. This would not be the last time she wouldbe double-entered by two she males.
Gayle closed her eyes, put her arms round Fallon�sneck, and let it all happen. She fainted from all the ex-citement but that never stopped Fallon who relent-lessly carried on. Fallon came and released her lovejuices within Gayle�s Well of Love.
Eventually the tangled heap of love-drenched bod-ies freed themselves to clothe their naked bodies.
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***
�Miss Crystal is in the living room, Mistress,� saidClaire�s maid Hattie.
�Inform her I shall be with her shortly.�
Claire looked once more at her appearance in themirror as she sat on the petite French chair with theCabriole legs. From where she sat looking into herdressing table mirror with its two side mirrors, shecould see her face from all anglers. A stray hair had de-tached itself from the styling of her hair which she haddone yesterday. Claire patted it into place with a handand felt the better for it. Now she could face Crystal.
Crystal looked beautiful as Claire came into the liv-ing room. She sat with her back to Claire in a dress ofthe latest fashion and a black pillbox hat that had awide mesh veil that stopped below her eyes.
�You look simply divine, darling,� were Claire�s firstwords as she entered the room.
�Thank you, Claire. I have to say that you looksplendid yourself. I do like that blue outfit you haveon, dear.�
Claire smiled at the praise from Crystal.
�I think a cup of tea and some cakes would be suit-able before we discuss matters concerning the church,or would you prefer something stronger?�
�No thanks, Claire, a cup of tea will do nicely.�
Claire lifted a small bell and rang it. In a short time,Hattie entered and was given orders concerning teaand cakes.
�I haven�t seen you in the last week, Crystal. Howare things with you?� Claire had made a point of miss-ing all the afternoon teas and soirees she knew Crystal
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would attend. She was afraid that they might come to-gether but Pastor Susan had thrown them togetherand they must now work in harmony for the greatergood of the church.
�Oh, I�ve been at few garden parties. You know, theusual.� Crystal stopped, hesitated for a second, andcontinued red-faced. �I had hoped to see you at some,Claire.�
That answer came as a surprise to Claire Morgan.Confidence came to her again to express what she hadsaid to Crystal the last time they met.
�I feel I owe you an apology for my outrageous out-burst in your home the other week. However I wouldbe false to myself if I did not say it was true.�
�And I feel I also owe you an apology, Claire, for notgiving you an answer. I have done some soul searchingduring our absence together to find where my heartlay.�
�And what answer did you come up with?�
�You have been honest with me, Claire and I mustadmit I�ve had the same feelings towards you from thefirst time we met at your welcoming party at AliciaRobert�s house.�
�Have you, Crystal? I feel like crying you have mademe so happy, darling.� Cry Claire Morgan did, joinedby Crystal. As both sat on the sofa, hands tenderlyfound each other�s and clasped together in a lovingway. As Pastor Susan had said to Claire, God works inmysterious ways.
�You know, Claire, I did something I never neverdone in my life before. I made a confession to PastorSusan.�
�Of what?�
�That I loved a woman. No names were mentionedbut it was you I had in my heart, Claire.�
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Claire felt most touched. She must tell Crystal ofher own confession to the Pastor.
�I too made a confession to the Pastor that I lovedyou by name. I knew Pastor Susan would keep secretsof the confession to herself. You know, I think thatPastor Susan has been an intermediary on our behalfto God. Through her prayers we have been guided tobring us together as joint Presidents of the Women�sGuild.�
�I too believe that she has resolved our problem byDivine intervention and guidance from above.�
�Crystal, I believe today is not the time to discussmatters of the Women�s Guild but a time for us to praytogether for thankfulness of our finding our love foreach other. Do you not agree?�
Claire was answered by a gentle squeezing of herhand by Crystal.
Crystal removed her pill box hat as she knelt besideClaire on the carpeted floor beside her sofa. Bothwomen held their hands together in front of them andsmiled at each other in a dreamy sort of way. It wasClaire who led the prayer off.
�Oh Lord above, we, your humble servants, thankyou for bringing together Claire Morgan and CrystalBurroughs and showing us our love for each other.�
Crystal joined in the prayer.
�Lord, bless Pastor Susan Albright, who acted onyour behalf, for being the devout woman she is inbringing our two lost souls together and letting us findour love of each other.�
Both women ended the prayer with, �May it ever be.�
�I feel better for that as if my soul and mind werecleansed of any guilt of my love for you a woman.�
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Crystal Burroughs never said a word as she rosefrom her kneeling position, Her thoughts of makinglove to Claire were no longer accompanied by a guiltyfeeling.
�I think now is a time for a small celebration, say, ofa glass of wine, don�t you?�
�Here to us and love,� said Crystal as she sat on thesofa looking out on the spacious lawn from the baywindow in the living room.
�I think tomorrow at my home is a better time to dis-cuss what we should have today, Claire,� Crystal saidas she sipped some white wine from the flute she heldin her hand.
�Today has been so emotionally charged, I�ll agree tothat. What time would you suggest?�
�Say around one. Why don�t we do a working lunchand we can talk things over while we eat. I have a fewideas.�
�Oo have I. One o�clock is excellent.�

***
�So you were the meat in the sandwich, Mon Cheri,and no better tasting meat could the two she-maleshave.�
�It was all you said, Yvette, and better. And it won�tbe the last time I will be DP by these wonderful boys inskirts.�
Yvette split her sides in gales of laughter. �I don�tthink there is much more you have to learn in that de-partment, sweetheart. Where will it ever stop? Or willit ever stop?�
�Never I hope. I haven�t had so much fun since I ar-rived here in Womansville.�
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�You certainly have, little one. Long may it continue.I just hope you don�t run out of she-males.�
�There is no danger of that, Yvette. If anything,Womansville seems to be importing many such peo-ple.�
�I�m not surprised, Mon Cheri. No doubt word hasgotten out and they�re all making a bee line forWomansville and the favours you bestow to theirkind,� laughed Yvette once more. �Keep up the goodwork!� she laughed. �Have you spoken to your motherlately, Gayle?�
�No, why should I? Mother does her own thing and Ido mine. I do know in recent times she has neverlooked so happy. Why do you ask?�
�Your mother has fallen in love.�
�Oh!� exclaimed Gayle, then thought it certainlywouldn�t be with a man unless he was in a frock forthat was the only kind permitted in Womansville.Gayle thought she knew all the she-males in thistown. She certainly hadn�t seen her mother with oneand surely she would have at some point.
�Who has Mother fallen in love with and how do youknow? Has she spoken to you about whoever thiswoman is for it must be a woman?�
�Your mother�s lips are sealed but you must remem-ber I am bisexual; having been with several women, Iam not naive in such matters as I once was. I know thesigns for no words need be spoken.�
�I am curious to know who this other woman couldbe but I�m stupid enough to interfere in Mother�s af-fairs for we are all adults. I doubt Mother knows any-thing about me and she-males. Even if she did, I hopeshe would not be upset. Mother deserves love in what-ever form it comes. My father was not the best manone could have.�
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�Your mother�s lover is Crystal Burroughs, MonCheri.�
�Crystal! I might have guessed. They seem insepara-ble, always together. I would think Crystal would begood for Mother. I�m happy for both of them. Have youseen them at it, so to speak, Yvette?�
�No but I can sense these matters. From the waythey look at each other and other little things otherswould not see, I just know they are in love with eachother.�
�Then maybe Mother and I should have a serioustalk. She should know that I know of this love of hersand that all I am interested in is her happiness. Shewill learn of my own sexual persuasions for I will leavenothing out. Whether she approves or not, it will putmy mind at rest.�
�Wise words for one so young, Mon Cheri. I am surethis will bring you and your mother closer together,�said Mademoiselle Yvette Mandau.

***
Dr. Amanda Houston had just finished giving thetestosterone injection to Faye Winters.
�Doctor, I am thinking that may be the last injec-tion. Nothing is happening below.�
�Don�t give up now, Faye, success may be justround the corner. You�ve come so far, give it a fewmoreweeks at least.�
Dr. Houston was beginning to doubt the treatmentherself but she mustn�t show any signs of that to herpatients.
The good feeling Faye had of success diminished.Faye was depressed when she arrived home to Harriet.
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�You look so down, Faye. You�re not your usual self,darling.�
�These dammed injections! They�re not working andI so wanted them for you.�
Harriet held Faye close to her. �I love you whetherwe have had sex or not. The main thing is we haveeach other and our memories of holding our nakedbodies together in love.�
�You�re a good woman, Harriet, and you deservebetter than me.� Harriet kissed Faye tenderly on thelips to which she responded.
A strange feeling began to surge through Faye�sbody; it started at her breasts which tingled excitedlyand hungered for Harriet�s touch. Faye stood there inher floral patterned dress; she quickly took Harriet�shand and placed it on a breast through the material ofthe dress. Harriet knew just what to do. She quicklyundid the front buttoning dress to expose the whitebrassiere Faye wore. She unclipped the hook and eyeat the back and there she saw the breasts, nippleserect, awaiting her touch which came swiftly. Harrietknew Faye was excited in the place she was so worriedabout. Harriet�s hand travelled down into the knickersof her she-male lover. Yes there was a stirring and asemi-erect penis in her hand. Here in their living roomwas not the right place for the fulfilment of Faye�sdreams.
Hands, clasped the elderly lovers made their way tothe bedroom. Clothes were stripped and on the bedthey went. By now Faye had an erection helped by themanipulation of Harriet Greenstone�s small attentivefingers to her male member. Harriet thought that shemust be careful for if copulation did take place, theduration should not be long to preserve the energy ofFaye. The erect penis of Faye entered the waitingpussy of Harriet who immediately placed her legs onthe shoulders of her lover.
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�Slowly, darling, now is not the time to rush mat-ters. We want this to last.� There was a slow build-upto their mutual climax.
�We should do it again, Harriet. I so want yourbody.�
�No Faye, I�m worried should you lose your power oferection. I think moderation will suit both of us.�
�Yes of course, Harriet. You are a wise woman. I willhave a talk with Dr. Amanda about my stamina.
The elderly couple had now sorted out their love life,intensifying the love they felt for each other.

***
It was now the third meeting between Claire andCrystal to discuss the raising of money for theirchurch.
�I�ve had a look at the balance the Guild has in thebank, Claire.�
�So have I, Crystal. As you suggested, there isenough to hire a shop at the mall. I think the moneyshould be transferred to another bank where the in-terest is higher, but that can be left at present.�
�Good idea. I have already made enquires about asite in the mall. We could hire it for three months atfirst. After that, all depends on how the project does. Icannot see any problems there, for we anticipate suc-cess, don�t we, Darling?�
�Go ahead and hire the site. There will have to bework put in to prepare the shop as a boutique. I shallorder the clothes and lingerie I have told the vendorsthat it is all for the church which helped knock theprice down. The boutique is only the start; when thattakes off there are the beauty salon, hairdressers andstyling.�
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�And the milliners,� added Crystal.
Claire laughed. �You and your hats, Crystal.�
�I�m rather found of hats, I admit. If the milliners isa failure, it will be dropped, I was always ruthless as abusiness woman. There�s no time for sentiment even ifI do like hats.�
�Well said, dear. I am beginning to get that feeling ofbeing a business woman coursing through my bodyagain after so long of being out of it.�
�There�s one thing that worries me. Well, two actu-ally.�
�And what would those be, Crystal?�
�Madam Laverne and her boutique. Are we nottramping on her toes?�
�Oh Crystal, we are businesswomen, are we not? It�sa dog eat dog world. I would have thought MadamLaverne would welcome a challenge. Besides,Womansville is big enough to support two boutiques.What was the other concern?�
�What name should we give the boutique and whoshould we have to open on the big day?�
�For the cutting of the ribbon on opening day, Iwould suggest Pastor Susan. She is well-known andliked in Womansville. As for the name of the boutique,I�m sure we will come up with something before open-ing day.�
�I think we�ve had a very successful meeting Claireand can congratulate ourselves. A little prayer will dono harm for success.�
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***
�Mother, can we have a talk?� said Gayle Morgan asshe sat at the breakfast table in her baby doll nightie.
�Of course, darling. You know you have my atten-tion at any time. What is it you want to say?�
�Well...� Gayle hesitated for a second. �It�s like this. Ihave been going out with a few boys, she-males actu-ally, and we have had sex. I�m not ashamed of it but Ifeel that you, as my mother, should know.�
Claire thought for a moment. �That was very good ofyou to let me know but as long as you are happy, thatis all that matters to me. Would you be planning tomarry soon?�
�No Mother, there are so many she-males that Icould not settle with just one. Does that shock you?�
�If that is your lifestyle, I will not stand in your way.If you remember, when we first came here I said �newtown, new life�. I think you have found a different wayof life.�
�And have you found a new love here inWomansville?� Gayle didn�t hesitate in putting thatquestion to her mother to see how she answered.
�If we are being honest, Gayle, I have found lovewith Crystal Burroughs.�
�Has that love been... fulfilled intimately?�
�No Gayle, but in time it will be. Right now we aredeeply involved in our project of getting this boutiqueoff the ground.�
�Mother, I wish you the best, not only with the bou-tique but that you should find happiness with Crystal.You both deserve it.�
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�Thank you, Sweetheart.� The women kissed andhugged each other.

***
�Is �Claire & Crystal� a suitable name for the bou-tique, Crystal. To me it doesn�t matter which order thenames are in.�
Claire Morgan stood outside the shop with her part-ner watching the sign painter writing �Claire & Crys-tal-An All-Woman Boutique�
The two entered the boutique with arms round eachother�s shoulders as the finishing touches were put onthe counters, dresses were placed on dummies to theirbest advantage, and lingerie was stacked neatly.
�In 24 hours, we take off, Darling. From what I hearon the grapevine, the boutique is the talk ofWomansville.�
�I hear that too which reminds me; the uniforms ar-rived just this morning for the staff. Come on, I�ll showyou ours.�
Claire opened the door of their joint office andopened a parcel which contained two smartmade-to-measure black dress uniforms which came tojust below the knee. At the top, above a mock pocket,one said Claire Manageress, while the other said Crys-tal Manageress, in stitching.
�Lovely dresses and lovely material, Claire. Excel-lent! Everything is falling in place. I can�t wait for theopening ceremony.�
At 2 PM on Saturday afternoon, Pastor SusanAlbright stood in front of the door to �Claire & Crys-tal-An All-Woman Boutique� with a pair of small goldplated scissors in her hand. She held her hand up forsilence.
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�Let us all pray for the success of this venture on be-half of the church to raise funds for the greater glory ofour leader above. Bless Claire and Crystal for theirdedication to this cause and the hard work both haveput in for it. It is with the greatest of pleasure that I de-clare this boutique open. Amen.
Pastor Albright then snipped the blue silk ribbonwhich fell to the ground and she stepped through thedoorway to a loud round of applause.
Claire and Crystal stood inside in their manageressuniforms and congratulated the Pastor. Both nowstepped forward.
�On behalf of the boutique, we present you, PastorSusan, with this dress.�
Pastor Susan Albright was in her plain black skirtand white blouse with the Roman collar at the neck,flat black shoes and plain black stockings.
�Thank you, ladies. This is not the usual type ofdress for me.�
�I�m sure you will think of some occasion to wear it,Pastor. Give yourself a treat at the Guild�s expense.�
Crystal joined her partner. �Claire and I have a lot tothank you for.� Crystal looked into Claire Morgan�seyes with love, returned by a loving smile.
�I see that you are confident and that�s a good sign. Ithink I have placed this venture safely in both yourhands.� Pastor Susan Albright took a hand of Claireand Crystal in hers and patted them gently/ �You�reboth good women and I�m sure the Lord above will re-ward you.�
Pastor Susan was given a tour of the boutique, thentaken to the office Claire and Crystal shared.
�It is only right, Pastor, that you know of our futurebusiness plans for the church.�
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�It is proposed in a few months that a beauty salonbe set up, followed by a hairdresser,� said Crystal.
�Followed by a milliner,� laughed Claire. �Just ourlittle joke, Pastor.�
�Busy girls. Don�t wear yourselves out. I appreciatewhat you are doing for our church.�
As expected, that first day was a busy one. Claireand Crystal pitched in by rolling up their sleeves upand serving the customers.
�The takings for the first month have been fantasticClaire, a lot better than I expected.�
�Crystal, I think now is the time to start the secondphase of our plans instead of waiting.
�I agree, partner.�
�I would think a month of hard work deserves a bitof relaxation, sweetheart. How about coming to myplace Saturday night for dinner and some pleasantconversation, Crystal?�
�You�ve got a deal, Darling. Saturday night it is.�

***
Faye Winters, true to her word, had bought hergranddaughter Louise a new party dress which shewas wearing as she sat before the Steinway piano.
Faye sat at the front of Mildred Palmer�s drawingroom to hear Louise play. The child was talented.
�We always knew that, Faye, and I have taken stepsto secure her future.�
�Have you indeed? May I ask what those may beseeing as I�m her grandmother.�
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�Louise is forever talking about her Granny andwhat a great time she had with you picking the dressshe is wearing now. Doreen Lindley just stepped downas President of the Women�s Guild and said she couldrecommend a reliable agent for Louise. She has beenhere and heard Louise and a deal was done. Unfortu-nately it means Louise, Nanny Beatrice, and I mayleave Womansville. However that will not be for a yearor two.�
�That�s a pity but if it is for the good and bettermentof my darling granddaughter then what must be mustbe. I shall miss her; she has brought so much happi-ness into my life.�
�There will always be an open house for you, wher-ever we may be.�
�I thank you for the offer which I am sure I will takeup.� Faye left Mildred to praise her granddaughter forthe recital.

***
�I missed the piano recital little Louise Palmer gavethe other day, Claire.�
�Why didn�t you mention it to me, Crystal. I couldhave managed for one afternoon?� The women sat inClaire�s drawing room, sipping small cups of coffee af-ter a light dinner.
�It�s too late now to worry about it; I�m sure therewill be other opportunities. I heard little Louise wore afabulous dress which her grandmother Faye pur-chased for her, which gives me a thought.�
�I�m already thinking along the same lines but letme hear it from your sweet lips.�
�A thought of starting a children�s section, Claire.�
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�Exactly what was running through my mind. Ev-erything is going so fast with the boutique and we�vejust gotten off the ground,� Claire said most enthusi-astically.
�We must look into the prospects of that Claire. I amsure there is money to be made out of it.�
�What other gossip did you hear on the grapevine,sweetheart?�
�Do you know Faye Winters was telling everybodythat she had been given a drug by Dr. Amanda thathas rejuvenated her sexual powers?�
�You don�t say! I guess there is hope for us all in ourold age. I�m sure Harriet will be pleased about that.They both deserve that kind of happiness.�
Claire Morgan stopped and thought for a while.�Crystal I would love to make love with you. I�ll let youin on a secret. Remember that night we met for thefirst time at Alicia Roberts� welcoming party for me andGayle?�
Crystal Burroughs nodded her head.
�I�ll never forgot that you called me �gorgeous� andwhat happened that night as I undressed to go to bed.Do you know what I did? I masturbated, yes mastur-bated over the words, and not just the words but thevision I had in my mind of you, Crystal. That was notthe last time for it happened again later, my Darling. Ino longer want visions of you. I want the real thinghere and now in my bed.�
Crystal Burroughs was emotionally moved byClaire�s words.
�And I also wish the same thing. Problem is, I lackare the knowledge of how to fulfil that desire in the wayyou wish. I have never been with a woman in that waybefore.�
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�And neither have I, Crystal. I am sure some innerguidance will come and lead us on the way. If you areprepared, come with me to my boudoir and let us con-summate our love for each other.�
No words were said or needed as both retired toClaire�s boudoir. Once within. Claire made a sugges-tion that prayers would be in order to bless their unionbefore any activities of a sexual nature took place.Both women knelt on the parquet floor at the foot ofClaire�s oak four-poster bed with the canopy above.
�Oh Lord above, bless this union of Crystal and my-self in the love we have for each other. Help us expressthe devotion we have for each other so that throughthis love, we can work all the harder for you and thechurch.�
Claire had started the prayer and Crystal repeatedit. They finished together with an Amen.
�Perfect. I suggest that we undress and have ashower together for then we will see each other�s bodynaked. Nothing should be rushed for I want to fill myeyes with the wonderful sight of your shapely form,�finished Claire Morgan.
Crystal Burroughs felt she too must declare herown feelings, to the woman who would become herlover. �I have already told you of my love for you. I longto see your naked body for I long to hold it close to my-self.�
�Then, my Darling, come closer, unzip my dress andfeast your eyes on my naked body and in time I will dothe same on your naked form.�
Crystal Burroughs delayed no more. She and Claireheld each other. The fingers of Crystal went to theback of Claire�s bright blue Jersey dress with the chicA line-skirt which stopped slightly above her kneeswith its ¾ length sleeves. The nimble finger of Crystalundid the single blue button at the top. She helped thedress off Claire�s body, assisted by Claire.
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There stood Claire in her blue coloured panties,blue bra, and blue hold-up stockings. Crystal put ahand on the crotch of the panties. Claire closed hereyes. It was nice but she could cum quickly which shedidn�t want.
�Slowly, Darling, we have all night.�
Claire removed the dress Crystal wore; a pink chif-fon palm tree print layered maxi sleeveless dress.Claire�s excited fingers quickly found the concealedzipper at the back of the dress. As the dress fell to thefloor, the curvaceous body was exposed to Claire. Bothwomen stood admiring each other�s bodies in theirwonderful lingerie. Underneath that maxi dress, Crys-tal was exposed in a black satin pair of French Knick-ers with Chantilly lace trim at the leg, a suspender beltthat held up a pair of black stockings with seams, andCuban heels.
Crystal unclipped the hook and eye attachment ofher brassiere. The soft pliant breasts of Crystal easilyfell into Claire�s hands to a delightful gasp from theClaire. Crystal bent her head backward to receive nu-merous kisses on her lips. Claire�s hands descendedon the black satin French knickers Crystal wore; onemade its way under the elastic holding them up. Itmade its way through the curly black pubic hair tothat place Claire had always wanted to possess: Crys-tal�s vulva. Her clitoris was now very stiff. It was atouching, flicking of the clitoris to a loving responsesfrom her lover. The French knickers of Crystal werequickly removed, followed by stockings and suspenderbelt. Claire lost no time in removing her own undiesand, taking Crystal by the hand, they made their wayto the bathroom.
The shower was turned on. With scented soap intheir hands, both went under the fine, warm spray.Like some young things, Claire and Crystal squealedand giggled as they soaped all over each other�s bod-ies; no part was spared from their probing fingers. Wa-ter streamed down their bodies in a soapy lather, leav-ing its white patterns on their breasts and contrasting
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nicely with their black pubic hair as it trickled be-tween legs.
Both women could now see what each desired in allits glory; their sexual urges became all the greater.
The shower came to its conclusion as water drippedfrom their hair. White towels were taken from theheated rail that had held them, wrapped round theirbodies and affectingly rubbed by each woman on theother�s shapely body. The two women were discoveringthe ways that loving women had found countlesstimes through history.
Claire opened her bathroom cabinet and withdrewher talc and small perfume bottle. Crystal took thepink scented talc and sprinkled some all over her andClaire�s body, while Claire squeezed the small bulbouspump at the top of the scent bottle. A fine smellingspray settled on their skin.
Crystal had no time to admire the painted cherubsand angels on the canopy above the bed. Clairestretched a hand behind her to above the white satinpillows their heads lay on. A button was pressed andslowly, noiselessly, the blue-coloured electrically-con-trolled curtains surrounding the bed slowly shut, con-cealing both ladies from outside view.
The first meeting of their tongues sent shock wavesthrough their whole bodies, pleasurable shock waves,sexual shock waves. Any inhibitions that the twowomen may have had were gone, helped by the factthat they were concealed from prying eyes. The tongueand lips of Claire now found their way to the volup-tuous swelling of Crystal breasts. The nipples of Crys-tal� breasts were slowly rising in anticipation of thekisses and licking they would receive.
The hands of Crystal had not been idle for they hadcupped the breasts of her lover. A moan was to beheard coming from within that bed, Crystal knew notwhether she or Claire had uttered it, so involved wasshe in her ministrations to the breasts of the one be-side her.
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Claire slowed her action on the breasts before her.These breasts were to be devoured at her leisure. Had-n�t she dreamed and masturbated over the thought ofpossessing them? Now that she had, she would savourtheir delight.
One breast, the right, was taken in her hand; the tipentered into Claire�s mouth and was succulentlysucked like one would do to a slice of watermelon. Thefingers of Crystal gently ran through the soft hair ofher attentive lover. Now was not the time for Crystal todo anything but lie back and enjoy all the attentionClaire paid to her breasts. This feeling was one thather body had never experienced before. Not even herhusband had ever given her pleasure of this kind. Allhe wanted was his own pleasure and never thought ofher. But that was all in the past. Crystal had found theone who could pleasure her in the way she alwayswanted and who was not selfish like him. It was withthat thought that she cuddled Claire closer to her.
Claire felt a submissive Crystal under her; maybenow was the time for further explorations of her lover�sbody. A tentative hand made its way between the legsof Crystal with no resistance met.
Claire could see the erect clitoris and vaginal open-ing of Crystal both of which were waiting for her touch.They would wait no longer as a finger probed its wayinside the vulva and stimulated it. From the reaction,Claire knew she had touched the right spots. Clairefound a hand of her lover inside her pussy, fingering it,much to her pleasure.
Claire wanted to go further; a kiss on these sexualparts was needed. That would satisfy her longings...forthe present. Claire and Crystal found themselves in a69 position more by chance than planning.
Claire made the most of the opportunity presentedand a kiss was placed on Crystal pussy. Crystal wouldreturn the same pleasure to her lover, not once butmany times.

Page - 93

RELUCTANT PRESS



What Claire had tried so long to suppress and whichshe no longer could finally happened: a thundering cli-max. It was time to relax, sleep, regain strength.
Mademoiselle Yvette Mandau had dressed herself inthe room with the connecting door to Claire Morganboudoir. She silently opened the connecting door andquickly stopped; the curtains round madam bed weredrawn. This attracted her attention for she could neverremember a time when they were closed. She couldnot see into the bed but could hear. She silently leanton the wall near the bay window to hear and watch. Itwas after eight that there was finally a stirring withinthe bed.
�Darling, I�ve never loved anyone so much as I didlast night,� came the voice of Claire.
A pause, followed by another voice. �Neither have I,we will do it again now.�
Yvette knew that could only be the voice of CrystalBurroughs. Yvette got her own sexual thrill from lis-tening to the sounds and noises made during theirlovemaking.
Yvette�s mind wandered back to the first days shespent in Baroness Elizabeth�s bed. She could imaginewhat was transpiring between Madam and CrystalBurroughs. It was stimulating her own body; sheclosed her legs for she felt she was going to cum with-out any outside stimulation. Yvette shut her eyes andlet the erotic voices of the two concealed women get toher as if she was in that bed with them. A silence lin-gered for a while in her mind�s eye Yvette could visual-ise what was happening. One�it mattered not whichto Yvette�was now between the legs of the other.One�s tongue was in the other�s pussy, lapping the liq-uid secretions that would be freely flowing from withinthat sacred opening. Yvette knew from past experiencewith the Baroness what the pleasure to derive fromthat would feel like. How she wished she could be apartaker in these pleasures with the two women.
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Yvette must remain silent so as not to disturb theirenjoyment of each other�s bodies. The silence was bro-ken by movement of bodies. It was becoming difficultfor Yvette to stop her own emotions from getting out ofhand. A hand was put over Yvette�s mouth and herlegs were held firmly together but even that could notstop a warm liquid from wetting her panties, much toher enjoyment, it must be said.
She had cum and judging from the noises comingfrom within the four-poster bed the same could be saidof those there.
Yvette silently made her way back to her room;there she changed her panties to fresh clean ones. Shedelayed her entrance back to Madam�s room to givethe women time to recover from their sexual exploits.
�Madam, are you awake?�
Claire Morgan said, �I forgot about Yvette being nextdoor.�
Crystal Burroughs wasn�t as worried as her partner.She put a hand above the pillows and pressed the but-ton. The curtains silently opened to reveal thosewithin the bed in their naked form.
�Oh Madam, had I known you had company, Iwould never have entered your boudoir,� Yvette lied.
�That�s all right, Yvette. Since you�re here, please or-der breakfast from cook to bring to this bed,� Crystalwho gave the orders.
�Certainly Miss Crystal, I shall bring it here myself�
Yvette left, having seen the naked bodies of Madamand Crystal Burroughs. Nice mature figures both had,she thought.
�I shall keep that connecting door locked in the fu-ture, Crystal. Do you think she saw anything?�
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�I doubt it. Anyway, she has already seen us naked.I�m not ashamed of what transpired last night betweenus, are you?�
�No, we have done nothing wrong. We prayed andPastor Susan gave a blessing on our relationship, did-n�t she?�

***
Claire and Crystal were to entertain each other intheir homes many times. Their sexual knowledge inthe ways of women had expanded since their first com-ing together.
�Claire,� asked Crystal, �do you remember sayingthat you masturbated when I said you were gor-geous?�
�Yes of course, why?�
�Would you do it again here in your boudoir that Imay see you do it before my very eyes?�
�That is a strange request. May I ask why?�
�I have never seen a woman masturbate, especiallythe one I love. It�s exciting to think that she is doing itfor me and thinking of the words I said of her.�
�I will do that just for you, Darling. However if wewant everything to be authentic just as it was thatnight, I will have to wear the same clothes.�
�But of course, Claire. I would not want it other-wise.�
�Then let us set it up for two days� time.�
�Perfect. I shall wait with the utmost anticipation forthe performance.�
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�The performance, if you want to call it that, will befor you my love, like the last time I did it.�
Claire Morgan looked through her wardrobe. It hadbeen a while since she wore that long black eveninggown, pretty as it was. Crystal had never seen her in itas she had been unwell the night she held her firstsoirée. Did it matter what lingerie she wore? Claire re-membered a pair of pink panties; she searched her lin-gerie drawer and found them. Why was she paying somuch attention to that detail? From what she couldrecall, they were discarded when she masturbated?
Claire considered that a new hairdo and beautytreatment was in order for her exhibition of self-abuseto her lover.
When the big day arrived, Claire intimated to Crys-tal that she would need the afternoon off for prepara-tions for the gratification that Crystal would obtainthat night.
Yvette helped Madam to dress later that day.
�You look most attractive, Madam.�
�Do you really think so, Yvette? I always value youropinion. This is all for Crystal later tonight.�
�You�re in love with each other, aren�t you, Madam?How nice you have found love, isn�t it?�
�I�ve never felt like this before. You�re a woman ofthe world, have you ever loved a woman before?�
�That depends on the interpretation of the word�love,� Madam. Sex, yes, and wonderful it was, butlove? No.�
�How sad, Yvette.�
�I have no regrets. I am bisexual and I would neverchange my life. I only wish I could be here tonight andwatch the scene between you and Miss Crystal. I canalready see it in my mind.�
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There followed a very private conversation betweenClaire and her maid during which Claire learned mat-ters concerning intimacy between women which hadnever crossed her mind before.
The night had come. Yvette was gone, not wantingto disturb whatever intimacies took place betweenClaire and Crystal. A delicious dinner had been servedand now both sat, sipping white wine.
�Come,� Claire said, holding out a hand with finger-nails painted red. Both made their way to Claire�s bou-doir. No words were needed; they knew what was totranspire. Claire had set her chaise lounge at an angleso Crystal could sit and watch every movement of hermasturbation.
There was no need to tell Crystal to sit and be silent.Claire began removing her clothes. The long black eve-ning gown was removed to reveal a pair of pink pantiestrimmed with pink lace at the leg and a bra of the samecolour. It was like a striptease for only Crystal.
Everything had to be as it was that first time; a na-ked Claire removed from the petite seat placed beforethe Cheval mirror a pair of panties identical to the pinkmid-length nightie being slipped over her body. A pinkpeignoir with tie belt at her waist was put on over all.Claire was ready to sit on the petite French bedroomchair with the Cabriole legs. Claire was in a world ofher own; Crystal being present was gone from hermind. The peignoir draped over her leg was pushedaside, the nightie was raised and a finger was placedinto her panties to play with her hungry, waiting,pussy.
Crystal sexual desires raised as a hand went underher dress into her panties. The sight of Claire playingwith herself set everything off within Crystal. Thatboudoir heard womanly sighs of gratification as climaxwas achieved by Claire and Crystal.
The silence was broken as both recovered from theirsexual exertions. Crystal held a hand out to Claire.
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�Claire, why do we not get married?� she asked.
�Why not, Darling? Good idea, Pastor Susan mustpreside over the ceremony of course. She really helpedsmooth matters out between us.�

***
�Well well, ladies, that is good news. You deserveeach other� said Pastor Susan Albright. �I am so gladyou are tying the knot. That will be two weddings Ishall perform soon.�
�Oh?� said Crystal. �And who is the other lucky cou-ple?�
�Faye Winters and Harriet Greenstone have decidedto make honest women of each other,� answered thePastor.
�Well, I never!� exclaimed Claire.
�Tell you what, Pastor. Marry all of us on the sameday and the boutique will provide wedding dresses forFaye and Harriet at no cost. Good publicity for theboutique I would think,� added Claire.
�Very well ladies, I take it you will be in weddingdresses too?� said Pastor Susan.
�No, Pastor. This is Faye and Harriet�s big day. Wemay wear white dresses.�
�Good. Little Louise Palmer will be a flower girl toher grandmothers and play some appropriate musicafter,� said Pastor Albright.
After the ceremonies, Faye and Harriet left for the�Honeymoon Hotel� in Womansville. Claire and Crys-tal Burroughs-Morgan, as they now called themselves,spent their wedding night at Claire�s house.
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�Crystal, we have always agreed on most matters,haven�t we?�
�I have yet to find anything where we don�t, my love.What do you have in mind?�
Claire whispered something in the ear of Crystal.
�Did they? That sounds most intriguing. It is defi-nitely on the agenda for tonight.�
Later that night the naked bodies of Claire andCrystal were to seen in the four-poster bed with thepainted canopy above. The scissors movement Yvettehad described in intimate detail was now being prac-tised by the mature women.
Claire�s stretched full-length on the bed. Slowly,both bodies came together. Claire lifted her left legwhile Crystal put her left leg under it. Their pussiestouched, rubbing against each other. The rubbing be-came faster and faster, eventually to explode in a fabu-lous mutual orgasm.
The two divorced women had found that which theynever had with a man: love.
The story of Womansville is never ending for thoseseeking happiness with someone in a skirt, be it manor woman.
THE END
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