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CHAPTER ONE

As I walked to Lynda’s house, I reflected on all that happened in the last few months. A light rain had begun to fall and it added to the sense of apprehension mixed with melancholy that I was feeling. A few months ago, I had been David Farnsworth, an ordinary teenage boy who was dreading the grim prospect of moving to the countryside. The new school that I was going felt strange and intimidating. I had just wanted to fit in and had acquiesced to helping the school netball team practise for the county championships.

I suppose, I did too good a job, though. The team needed a substitute for one of the positions and wanted me to temporarily fill the role. I was reluctant at first because filling in meant being decked out in the full netball outfit of the team – skirts included. But then, she came into my life – Lynda. Lynda was the most remarkable girl I had ever met. She was beautiful, out-going, effervescent but most importantly, she too was on the Netball team. She convinced me to help the team out some more.

As a team, we improved dramatically in the weeks that followed. As a couple, Lynda and I grew closer and closer at the same time. She was the first girl that I had ever become intimate with. However, there was something else that was happening at the same time. Lynda had helped me explore my feminine side. She had introduced me to wearing dresses, skirts, bras, jewelry and makeup. I was hesitant at first but had slowly given in. In fact, if I was being honest, I had started to enjoy it.

My mother had also been supportive of my choice to join the girls’ netball team at school but I guess, it would be more accurate to say that she was supportive of her son’s choice to wear skirts and dresses. A few days ago, we had even gone to Legoland as mother and daughter. She was surprised at how femininely I had acted and I was surprised how much I had enjoyed my short time as her daughter.

I rounded the bend to see Lynda’s house. Seeing her house and thinking how soon we would be together again, filled me with joy but the feeling of melancholy still remained behind me. Truthfully, I wanted to be with Lynda and I wanted to be a boy but I still enjoyed dressing as a girl. I didn’t know exactly what to make of it. Boys aren’t supposed to dress as girls and are certainly not supposed to enjoy dressing as the opposite gender but that didn’t help make sense of my feelings at all.

Nevertheless, my confused feelings could wait for the moment. It was time. I found myself standing outside Lynda’s front door. I knocked and waited for a second. The door swung open to reveal Lynda dressed in a blue dress with a lace border and her hair done up. She looked a lot more formal than I had usually seen her.

‘David, I thought you had gotten lost!’

‘Huh?’

‘Your mum had called about twenty minutes ago. What took you so long?’

‘Oh. I am sorry. I guess, it took me a long time to lug this thing all the way over here’, I said, gesturing to the large backpack that I had been carrying.

My mum had left for her conference in Paris about a half hour earlier. Her alarm clock had not gone off at the time that she had set it and she had spent most of the morning in a mad rush trying to finish up both her packing and my own for the few days that I would be staying with Lynda. She just had a few minutes for her train to London from where she would be going to Paris and had asked me to go to Lynda’s myself instead of dropping me off on her way, as we had planned to do on the prior evening.

‘Is that David?’, called out a woman’s voice from behind Lynda.

‘Yes, mum.’

‘Well, ask him to come in from the rain, already! He must be soaking wet by now.’

Lynda’s mum – Mrs. Robinson – was somewhat correct. It was a light rain but I had been walking in it for a while and the rush this morning meant that I didn’t have an umbrella with me.

Lynda stepped aside and gestured me to come inside.

‘How are you, David…’ Mrs. Robinson cut her sentence off mid-way after getting an eyeful of my condition.

‘Oh my God! You are soaked! Get upstairs and take a bath and dry off before you catch a cold. Lynda can show you the way to the bathroom. After that come downstairs. I will make you a cup of hot tea – that will warm you right up.’

I nodded and made my way up the stairs with Lynda leading the way.

‘I know where the bathroom is.’ I called out to Lynda.

‘I know, my precious.’

I flushed red at her calling me by that name. She had never used that moniker when we had been in the house with others.

‘Don’t worry, my dear, we are out of ear shot.’

I blushed even more. It was clear that Lynda had made some special plans for our time together just like when he had been alone together during the county netball championships.
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CHAPTER TWO

‘I guess Mum wanted me to show you a place to keep your belongings while you are here and not the bathroom itself.’ began Lynda.

‘Oh okay. Will I be staying in your room?’

‘Not this time, my precious. Unlike when we were staying with the Whitley’s my Mum and Dad know that you are not a girl.’

‘But, don’t they know we stayed together over there?’

‘They do but that was different. We needed to maintain the ruse of you being a regular school girl. So, they were willing to go along with it.’

‘Okay’, I sighed.

Lynda noted the disappointed expression on my face and walked towards me. She gave me a peck on the cheek and said, ‘Don’t worry, my dear, I have a lot of things planned for us over the next four days.’

Lynda’s words perked me right up and I smiled.

‘So, before you go in. Let me show you to our guest room. You will be sleeping over there.’

The Robinsons’ guest room was two rooms down the hall from Lynda’s. Lynda swung the large oak door open to reveal a cosy room that had a large bed – I think they are called, King-size beds. There was a writing desk beside the window and a set of mahogany dresser drawers. The bed had only recently been made and the whole room was spotless.

‘The guest room is usually for Mum and Dads friends, who are usually married.’, said Lynda, explaining why there was such a large bed for only me.

‘Your Mum and Dad didn’t have to go to so much of a fuss for me.’

Lynda was confused for a second but then it dawned on her that I was talking about the pristine condition of the room.

‘Oh…this room hadn’t been used in the last few months. I think the last time it was used was back in September of last year, when we had the Bensons’ over from Nottingham.’

‘Still…this seems like too much…Thank You’, I replied.

Lynda smiled and pointed to the dresser drawer, ‘You can keep your things in there.’

For the time being, I put my backpack on the floor and rummaged around inside it until I found a bath towel, hand towel and a fresh set of shorts and a T-shirt. I put the hand towel down on the floor beside the backpack and used it to wipe down the wet floor left by my soaked back before placing the backpack on the towel and proceeding to the bathroom.

‘Not so fast, my precious.’, Lynda cooed after me.

‘I told you, I had some things planned for us while you are here.’

‘Huh?’

Lynda pulled out a white object from her dress pocket. It took me a moment to realize what it was but once I did, my eyes went wide with shock. Lynda had in her hand a white, satin under dress.

‘What’s that?’ I asked, mostly trying to confirm what my eyes were seeing.

‘It’s an underdress’, replied Lynda.

‘I know it is an underdress. I meant what…uh…who is it for?’

‘It’s for you, of course.’

‘What do you mean?’ I asked.

‘It is for you to wear under your T-shirt once you come out of the bath.’

‘I…uh...I…I can’t wear that in front of your Mum and Dad’, I stammered.

‘Of course not. You will be wearing your T-shirt in front of them. This is for you to wear under your T-shirt. Think of it as your underwear’ smiled Lynda, nonchalantly.

‘Uh…Lynda…I don’t know if I should…’ my voice trailed off. I had never worn girls’ clothes in front of people I had known before. Sure, I had been out in public several times dressed as a girl by now but it was either in front of others who didn’t know me or in front of friends and acquaintances who thought I was doing it to help the school Netball team.

‘Don’t worry, my dear. This is a special kind of underdress. It doesn’t leave an outline on your clothes when you wear it. No-one will know that you have it on. Besides, it would be such fun for us to have this little secret. Won’t you do it for me?’

Lynda, really had thought of everything. I was still apprehensive about wearing girls’ clothes in front of the Robinsons but one look in the eyes of my beloved and all my trepidations melted away.

‘Of course, I will.’ I smiled and took the garment from Lynda and headed to the bathroom.

As I was closing the bathroom door, I noticed Lynda making her way downstairs. I smiled at her and shut the door behind me. I took a look at the underdress and took a couple of deep breaths.

‘Am I really going to go through with this?’, I thought.
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CHAPTER THREE

I decided to focus on the task at hand for the moment. I got out of my wet clothes, folded them as best as I could and kept them on the bathroom counter. Mrs. Robinson hadn’t told me what to do with them and I made note to ask her about it when I went downstairs.

I stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower and stepped aside for the water to warm up. It had been getting cooler recently and the cold British weather coupled with the freezing water usually acted as a shock to my system.

As I stepped into the stream of the shower, the full gravity of what I was about to do hit me. I was about to step out in front of acquaintances of my mother wearing an underdress. There was an unmistakable sense of thrill running through me at this moment but it was tempered with a sense of hesitation. What if they found out? How would I explain it? More importantly, what if they ask where did I get the underdress from? Were my secret intimate encounters with Lynda about to become public knowledge?

These thoughts flitted about my head as I washed the grime of the road off me – the soothing water acted as a balm to my thoughts. I must have been standing in the shower for fifteen minutes when I suddenly snapped out of my daze. I wiped myself down with the towel that I had brought in with me. I looked over to the hook at that back of the door from which my clothes were hanging. I took a deep breath. I was going to do it.

I put the underdress over my head and straightened it in place. The satin felt so smooth and soft on my skin. Women are so lucky that they get to experience these things. I took a few moments to admire myself in the bathroom mirror. I looked so feminine. I twirled around to give myself an impression of the effect an underdress creates on the eye. It was resplendent.

I caught myself thinking why I so enjoyed wearing feminine attire. It wasn’t something that boys my age wanted to do but here I was. Eventually, though, I realized that I had been in the bathroom for what must have been a half hour by now. I quickly put on my T-shirt and shorts and took a look at myself in the mirror. Thankfully, Lynda was right! The underdress couldn’t be made out from beneath the dress. Perhaps, even better than that, the dress was just slightly shorter than my T-shirt which meant that it wouldn’t be sticking out from the bottom. Lynda had really planned for everything!

Just to be safe, though, I rolled up the bottom of the dress a little bit for an added layer of safety – I was still quite nervous about parading around in front of the Robinsons wearing an underdress given to me by their daughter.

I took one final look in the mirror to confirm that nothing was out of place and tousled my hair slightly. I was ready.
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CHAPTER FOUR

I opened the bathroom door and gingerly made my way downstairs. I didn’t want to be caught by surprise by any of the Robinsons. In short, I was acting like a burglar in the house where I was supposed to be a guest.

I slowly got to the kitchen and saw Mrs. Robinson preparing lunch.

‘Mrs. Robinson.’, I began. She looked back at me and smiled.

‘I was wondering what I should do with my dirty clothes? I can do the laundry. It is the least I can do to thank you for your hospitality.’ I offered.

‘Oh nonsense! David you are our guest here. Make yourself at home. You can put your clothes in the basket beside the bathroom. I will take care of them.’

Now, that I thought about it, I had noticed a small laundry basket beside the bathroom door.

‘Alright. I left my clothes in the bathroom. I will put them in the basket right away.’

‘Oh…that can wait. You must have been freezing after getting soaked in the rain. I will get you some tea – that will warm you right up’ said Mrs. Robinson, while pouring me a cup of tea and getting some biscuits from a tin over the refrigerator.

‘Thank You.’, I said accepting the tea cup and biscuits.

‘But I would still like to do something to help out around the house. Maybe I can help you hoover…’

‘Don’t worry about that. We are just happy you are here. Lynda is usually just so lonely during the holidays. If you want to help us, just go and spend some time with her.’

‘I will…’ I replied, taking a bite of one of the biscuits.

‘Speaking of Lynda, where is she?’

‘It’s 9am on a Sunday. What else do you suppose she could be doing?’ frowned Mrs. Robinson.

I furrowed my brow. I wasn’t quite sure what Mrs. Robinson was getting at. It took me a few sips of my tea to clear up my head when it came to me.

‘She is watching Mad Lizzie on After Nine.’ I blurted out.

‘What else?’ sighed Mrs. Robinson.

Mad Lizzie was a popular fitness instructor on morning television at the time and teenage girls usually worked out with her on a show called After Nine. It wasn’t surprising that someone as athletic as Lynda would be exercising in the morning.

I finished up my tea and biscuits – Mrs. Robinson was right, I did feel a lot better afterwards – and headed upstairs to put away the clothes that I had been wearing earlier in the laundry basket. On the way, I noted that I didn’t think about the underdress that I was while I spoke with Mrs. Robinson. She too hadn’t noticed anything strange about my outfit or about my demeanour. At least, she hadn’t said anything. It had all been very…natural.

Natural – the word sent a shiver down my bank. There wasn’t anything strange about what had happened. I hadn’t felt strange about sitting across and conversing with someone who I had known personally while wearing an underdress.

I was a boy, wasn’t I? Why did all this feel natural? Lynda said it would be a thrill but I didn’t feel any excitement. Instead it was almost mundane – a regular conversation between a teenager and a friend’s mother.

I was still going through this inner strife as I packed away my clothes into the laundry basket. I thought about what to do next. Mrs. Robinson had asked me to spend time with Lynda. I thought that was a good idea. As my closest confidant, as well as the girl I felt affection for, perhaps she would be able to clear up the feelings that I was having.
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CHAPTER FIVE

The Robinsons’ house was quite large but one wouldn’t know it if they just went by its exterior. From the outside, it just looks like one of the several houses dotting the countryside but once one enters, it is indeed massive. Four bedrooms, two baths, a kitchen, a massive garden, a private library but perhaps most impressive of all (at least for a teenager as I was) was their entertainment room.

The television around which the rest of the room was designed, had the largest screen that I had seen until then. On top of that, they had the latest surround sound system which made the whole room reverberate whenever an action film or concert was playing. The large Venetian style sofa along with the set of chairs made it clear that it was designed and decorated with a large family in mind. In fact, the whole house felt too large for just three people.

At this instance, though, the large room allowed Lynda plenty of room to work out to the morning programs that were ubiquitous on television at the time. I entered the room to find her in a pink leotard and tights while performing the aerobics that Mad Lizzie was doing on telly.

‘Hi!’ Lynda smiled on seeing me.

‘You changed out of your dress’

‘Of course, church was over for the week.’

‘It ends this early?’

‘I suppose you wouldn’t really know. I don’t suppose your family is very religious after all.’

‘Not really.’ I replied. This was true. After the death of my Dad, my Mum had retained an ambivalent view of religion. When she had needed God the most, somehow, she had felt forsaken. Consequently, we had stopped going to church but even when we used to go, I couldn’t remember church services ending any sooner than ten.

The program ended soon after and Lynda wiped the sweat of her brow with a towel and took a drink of water.

‘So, are you wearing it?’ she smirked.

‘Yes.’ I blushed. I had again forgotten that I had the underdress on under my clothes.

‘How do you like it?’

‘It feels so nice. Is it yours?’

‘Yes. At least it used to be. It is a little old. You are a little shorter than I am. So, I thought it would be perfect for you.’

‘I guess, your theoretical measurements were right.’

‘So, will you let me see?’ asked Lynda.

‘Huh? I can’t parade around in an underdress in your entertainment room. What if your Mum or Dad walk in?’ I replied, horrified.

‘Relax. I am not asking you to take your clothes off…just yet…just give me a little peak’ winked Lynda and then proceeded to roll down the left side of her leotard to reveal her glistening shoulder and indicating what she wanted to see.

I understood what she wanted and rolled down the side of my T-shirt to reveal the thin strap of my underdress. Just for added effect, I pursed my lips to pout and batted my eyelids.

Lynda laughed, ‘I see, you are really enjoying the dress.’

‘I suppose you can say so…maybe I am enjoying it a little too much.’

‘What do you mean?’ asked Lynda.

‘Uh…Lynda…I…when you told me to wear this, I was very nervous.’

‘Yes, I remember. It was less than an hour ago.’ frowned Lynda.

‘Well, since then I talked to your mother in the kitchen while having a cup of tea and she didn’t notice anything different about me.’

‘Of course, I chose this underdress specifically because it doesn’t leave an outline on your clothes. So, no-one would notice anything strange if they looked at you.’

‘No…that’s not quite what I meant. How do I put this? Do you remember when I first started wearing a skirt to Netball?’

‘Yes, of course. You were nervous back then too but you got used to it and you even started to enjoy wearing skirts.’

‘Yes, but this is different. I thought the reason I became comfortable with wearing a skirt during Netball was because of you, the girls and the support provided by the school. But right now, when, I was talking to your Mum, I didn’t think that I was wearing an underdress for even a second. It didn’t cross my mind at all. There wasn’t any encouragement given by anyone. It just felt…well…it felt natural.’

‘So, that’s good isn’t it?’

‘What?’, I replied shocked.

‘Yes, it is good. Right?’

‘Why would it be good?’

‘I thought you enjoyed wearing girls’ clothes. In that case, isn’t it good that you feel natural while wearing girls’ clothes?’

‘But…I am a…boy…’ I whispered.

Lynda walked over to me and kissed me on the cheek.

‘My dear, you are a boy and a wonderful boy at that. A boy that has won my heart over. I don’t care that you like to wear girls’ clothes. In fact, I quite enjoy that you do and you shouldn’t care either. Now can I ask you a question?’

‘Uh…sure…’, I replied.

‘Do you love me?’

‘Huh?’ I was taken aback by the question. I have called Lynda ‘my beloved’ several times privately and made overt gestures hinting towards my feelings but I hadn’t expressed them in words – specifically in the form of a four-letter word.

‘Of course, I love you. I love you more than anyone or anything else I have ever come across in my life.’

‘I love you, too, my precious. Now, I have another question for you. Do you like wearing dresses, skirts and other girls’ clothing?’

I thought about it a moment but answered, ‘Yes’.

‘Well, then what is the problem? You like wearing girls’ clothes. The girl you love, likes to see you wearing girls’ clothes. That’s all that matters.’

Lynda was right. Perhaps, I was overthinking this. I knew, I could count on her to help me make sense of it all.

‘So, are you okay, then?’ asked Lynda.

‘Yes’, I replied and kissed her.

‘What was that for?’ asked Lynda. She did not expect the kiss.

‘For always being there for me when I need someone. Not just this one time but during Netball practise and during the championships too.’

Lynda took me by the hand and we both sat down on the large Venetian sofa.

‘Well, my precious, this is the just the beginning. The next four days will be the best four days of your life’ grinned Lynda.
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CHAPTER SIX

Lynda and I spent the rest of the morning watching television – she didn’t think it would be prudent for us to be alone in her room while her parents were in the house. Soon, it was time for lunch. Lynda took a shower and changed into a dress before we went for lunch. We entered the kitchen to find Mr. and Mrs. Robinson setting the table.

‘Hello, you must David’, said Mr. Robinson – well, I suppose, it more accurate to say, the man who I assumed to be Mr. Robinson – we hadn’t met before this. He had greying hair near his temples and sideburns but had still retained a youthful look about him. He was dressed in a blue cardigan, white shirt and grey trousers.

‘Yes, I am and you must be Lynda’s dad.’

‘That’s quite observant of you’ laughed the man who I had just confirmed was indeed Lynda’s father.

‘So, Lynda and Emma have told me a lot about you and what you did for the Netball team’ continued Mr. Robinson.

‘Emma?’ I asked puzzled.

‘That’s my Mum’s first name’ clarified Lynda.

‘It was nothing’ I smiled, ‘Any student would have done the same.’

‘Oh, come now…wearing a skirt for the good of the school. Most boys would have run the other way. I must say, that was quite brave of you.’

I flushed red – less at the compliment and more at the “wearing a skirt” portion.

‘Have a seat, you two. Emma has outdone herself today – pasty, liver and onion, hog’s pudding, game pie. We never eat this well. I think it’s mostly because of our guest than on my account’ gushed Mr. Robinson.

‘Of course, it is. David walked all the way here in the rain meanwhile you spent the entire morning cooped up in that office you call a library’ chided, Mrs. Robinson.

‘So, David, would you like to say grace?’ asked Mr. Robinson.

I was petrified. I hadn’t said grace since I was five years old. Mum had done away with it in our house after Dad had passed away but I didn’t want to be rude to my hosts.

‘Uh…I…don’t…I mean…’ I stammered out.

‘Dad, David’s Catholic. He doesn’t know the Anglican prayer and I am sure he doesn’t want to offend us by reciting a different one. I’ll say grace.’ Interjected Lynda. She had anticipated my difficulty. I was amazed at how far ahead Lynda could think – at least when it came to me.

The Robinsons went along with Lynda’s ruse. They closed their eyes and folded their hands and I did the same.

Lynda began the prayer, ‘Bless, Oh Father, Thy gifts for our use and us to Thy service; for the sake of Christ. Amen.’

I recited the words following Lynda closely. Once the prayer was done, we turned to the food. Mr. Robinson was correct – there was indeed a lot of food. I began with the scrumptious liver and onion and worked my way to the Hog’s Pudding. The Robinsons meanwhile went around the table asking each other about what they had planned for Sunday afternoon.

‘I was thinking of showing David, the farm at the back of the house’ said Lynda.

‘Oh…be careful, you two. That thing is a decrepit ruin. It’s no place for a couple of teenagers to hang out’ warned Mrs. Robinson.

‘Mum…I am sure we can find something fun to do over there. It is better than being stuck in this house during the whole afternoon.’

I remember the farmhouse and the barn very well and I certainly could think of a few fun things to do with Lynda over there, just like last time.

‘Right then David, the ladies here are speaking of the old Wellington farmhouse. You haven’t been here long. So, you probably haven’t heard of it before. The Wellingtons were a wealthy family who lived here centuries ago – in fact this house belonged to them.’

‘So, what happened to them?’ I asked.

‘We are not really sure, to be honest. As you might be able to tell, we aren’t the first to take over this house since they left. They had a peerage. So, most people think that they left for India or Hong Kong but some also think that they died out in the revolution of 1688.’

‘1688? Is this house really that old?’

‘We aren’t certain about that either. The oldest documents we could find, date this place back to the early 1800’s but it maybe even older.’

‘So, how did you come to live here…if you don’t mind me asking?’ I was curious – I wanted to learn more about Lynda and her family but I felt I would be intruding on their privacy with this question.

‘Nothing to mind, whatsoever. The Missus and I were living in London where I worked in banking but the hours were rather…well in a word…insane. So, after we had our little Lynda here we decided to move to the country and open a flower shop. We had saved up some money. So, we decided to buy a large house and that’s how we got here. So, what about you, David?’

‘We were living in London when my Mum got a promotion at her job and her new office is located in Northwich. So, we decided to move out here.’

We continued talking about our old and new lives for the rest of lunch. Before we knew it, though, lunch was finished and we decided to help clean up and do the dishes. Once we were done, Lynda and I went outside to the barn again. Was it going to be like our last encounter in there?
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CHAPTER SEVEN

The rain that had been falling in fits and starts from the morning had ceased by the time Lynda and I started on our way to the farmhouse. We opened the back door to reveal a beautiful back garden that was glistening from the sunlight being reflected of the puddles and the raindrops hanging off flower petals. The rickety back gate opened up to the grass track and the group of buildings that I had seen earlier. We arrived at the barn to see it in the same state as before and after Mr. Robinson’s story at lunch, I thought it may have been in this state for decades if not for centuries.

Lynda opened the large doors of the barn to reveal the stacks of straw on which we had become intimate last time.

‘Show me’ ordered Lynda.

‘What?’ I asked perplexed.

‘The underdress.’

‘Oh.’ I had again forgotten that I was wearing it. Why did this keep happening to me?

I took off my T-shirt and placed it on one of the straw bales. I stood there – a boy in shorts and a underdress. I fiddled with the straps of the dress again and made the pout that I had done earlier.

‘Hahaha…okay but take off your shorts’, said Lynda.

‘Are you sure? This dress is a little short. It doesn’t cover up certain things.’

‘I am sure. Girls don’t wear shorts when they wear an underdress and besides, I have seen those certain things of yours’ grinned Lynda.

I took off my shorts and placed it beside my T-shirt and twirled like I had done in the bathroom mirror.

‘So, what do you think?’ I asked Lynda.

‘I think you look beautiful. Where did you learn that twirl?’

‘Oh…I guess it just came to me naturally.’ There was that word – natural – again. Why was all of this feeling so normal? Shouldn’t this be strange for a teenage boy?

‘Dale, kiss me.’

That snapped me out of my daze. I began kissing Lynda as deeply and as passionately as I could. We fell on one of the straw bales and continued experiencing each others’ bodies. My dress, as short as it was, left nothing to the imagination and Lynda could see plainly that I was becoming erect. I nuzzled her necked and she began purring again just like the time before. My member was now fully erect – I could barely contain myself any longer.

‘Do we go further?’ I blurted out.

‘Of course’ said Lynda. She wanted this as much as I did.

I pulled up Lynda’s dress. She had no underwear on – she must have brought us here with only this in mind. I thrust my member into Lynda and she began to moan.

‘Go deeper. Harder’ she almost screamed and I complied.

The next few moments passed by with the two of us in the throes of passion. I didn’t care why wearing a dress felt natural anymore. At this moment I was a man who was in love with a woman and physically showing her all that he felt for her.

I pulled out of her and we cuddled on the straw. I continued kissing her lightly and she purred gently. We remained on the straw bales for several minutes.

‘Lynda, may I ask you a question?’

‘Sure. What’s on your mind?’ she replied.

‘Well, we have become intimate several times now. Right?’

‘Yes. Was that your question?’

‘No. No. You enjoy our time together, right? I don’t mean when we are at school or watching television. I mean when we…’

‘Make love.’ Lynda finished my sentence.

‘Yes.’ I confirmed.

‘Yes, of course, my precious. I really enjoy it when we make love.’

‘So, I just wanted to ask – why was it that every time we have made love, you have asked me to wear a dress or some other kind of feminine clothing item?’

‘Huh? Why do you ask?’ asked Lynda.

‘No reason. I was just wondering.’

‘Well, I suppose I like that you are comfortable with your feminine side.’

‘Is that all?’, I enquired further.

‘Hmm…Maybe, I just like seeing you in clothes like that.’

This was puzzling to me. I didn’t understand what was it about seeing me in girls’ clothes that excited Lynda. I wanted to know more but I decided to let it go for the time being.

‘Okay then. That’s all I wanted to ask.’

Lynda and I kept cuddling for a little while longer until we noticed the light that was coming in from the crack in between the barn doors starting to fade. It was getting close to dinner time. So, we decided to end our time together for now and go back to the Robinsons’ house.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

The setting sun gleamed over the rooftop of the Robinsons’ house by the time we returned from the barn. The puddles and raindrops from earlier in the day looked as if they had been set ablaze by the final rays of sunlight that were reflecting off them. At the end of the back garden, the large house standing alone in the midst of the rest of countryside now looked somewhat imposing. From one of the windows we could see Mr. and Mrs. Robinson preparing dinner. To my relief, we weren’t as late as I feared. At first glance, there seemed to be some time left before we would get to eat.

‘Upstairs now!’ came Mrs. Robinson’s booming and commanding voice as we entered the house.

I felt momentarily stunned. Had news of our escapades in the barn somehow made its way back to the house? I searched my mind trying to come up with an explanation for our dalliances but nothing seemed apparent. I was standing in the home of the family of the girl I had just made love to. What could possibly explain such an act?

‘She means we should go upstairs and clean the grime off our feet before we drag mud all over the house’ Lynda informed me already halfway up the stairs. She had obviously seen my worried expression. I felt as though, Mrs. Robinson spoke some sort of strange shorthand language that only her family was familiar with.

It took me longer than usual to get up to the bathroom – I was very careful not to drag mud onto the floor. This is more or less completely out of fear of having Mrs. Robinson throw me another one of her shorthand phrases which I was likely to misinterpret without the aid of Lynda. I arrived at the bathroom door and knocked but it turns out I didn’t have to.

‘No-one’s in there’ said Lynda matter-of-factly while walking out of the other bathroom.

The cottage my Mum and I lived in was quite small and only had one bathroom. This meant that my mother had enforced a rule to knock every time one of us wanted to use the bathroom to make sure we wouldn’t be rudely intruding on anyone who might be inside.

I entered the bathroom, glanced in the mirror and was about to get into the shower when I noticed something that made me take a second look. I peered into the mirror to confirm what I had been seeing. To my horror, it was true. My T-shirts collar was stretched out a little. Normally, no boy would care about such a thing. But in my case, peeking out from the left side of the stretched-out collar was part of the strap of the underdress I was wearing. I shuddered to think what would have happened had either Mr. or Mrs. Robinson had seen it but there was something else as well. Mixed in with my horror was a sense of thrill too. What if I had been caught? I wondered.

I couldn’t take as long as I had done in the morning to think over my thoughts, though. I took a quick shower and then went back to the guest room to get a change of clothes. This time around though, I took off the underdress and hid it deep inside my backpack – I didn’t want to take any the risk of any “accident” that may occur.

I made my way downstairs to join the Robinsons for dinner and found Lynda setting the table. Mr. Robinson meanwhile, was helping Mrs. Robinson in preparing one of the side-dishes.

On seeing me, Lynda beamed and said ‘Mum and Dad said that it would be another fifteen or twenty minutes before we can eat. Would you like to go and watch some telly?’

‘Yes’, I replied and Lynda and I proceeded back to the Robinsons’ large entertainment room.

Lynda turned on the TV and switched it onto the North West Derby match. I have never much of a fan of football but in those days if you lived in or around Lancashire, it was impossible to completely avoid talk about Manchester United and Liverpool. This game in particular had almost the whole North-West of the country involved – United versus Liverpool in the semi-finals of the FA cup. There was still about thirty minutes left before the start of the match and it occurred to me that Mr. Robinson might have timed our dinner to end just before the match got underway.

The football banter and analysis started up on the telly. I didn’t much care for any of it but Lynda seemed to enthusiastically following everything that the presenters were saying.

‘So, do you support United?’ I asked trying to make conversation.

‘Those Glams? Never!’ Lynda declared. ‘You never walk alone with Liverpool’ she added.

‘What about you?’ asked Lynda.

The only club I barely even followed on the news was Arsenal and that too from back when we had been living in London. I recalled their nickname as well. So, to pretend to like the same things as her, I said, ‘The Gunners, of course.’

‘You should leave London behind’ retorted Lynda.

‘So, what do you think? Does Liverpool have a chance?’

‘Does Liverpool have a chance?’ she repeated sarcastically. ‘We are the reigning European Champions. We will send those Glams packing back to Old Trafford.’

I took Lynda at her word and not wanting to give out anymore of hints about my disinterest in football, did not pursue the topic any further.

‘Dinner’s ready’ came Mrs. Robinson’s voice soon after.

Lynda and I marched to the kitchen and found another large spread of meals that could rival the ensemble from the afternoon.

‘Evening, you two’ greeted Mr. Robinson.

‘Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Robinson’ I replied and took a seat at the table.

Lynda said grace just like at lunch and we proceeded to dig in.

‘So, what have you two been up to?’ asked Mrs. Robinson.

‘What do you mean?’ I said, half expecting her to reveal Lynda and my activities from the barn.

‘How did you spend the afternoon?’ she clarified.

‘Oh, we went to the Wellington farmhouse and I showed David around the place’, replied Lynda.

‘Yes, it is so massive. I could believe it if someone said it was from the 1600’s’ I added.

‘Well, I just hope that you were careful. That old rickety place can be quite dangerous if you don’t watch yourselves’ interjected Mr. Robinson.

‘We were’ I said, while also remembering how we tumbled all over the barn while making love.

‘So, who do you support, David?’ asked Mr. Robinson. I was almost certain that he had timed the dinner to end just before the match began.

‘Arsenal’ I replied.

‘Ah, they barely win anything other than the FA cup and they are out of that this year too.’

‘So, who do you think will win today?’ I asked Mr. Robinson.

‘Liverpool, of course. Those Glams up at Old Trafford have nothing on us.’

It seemed that Lynda had inherited her father’s passion for Liverpool.

‘Well, I just hope they have a clear winner today. I don’t like so many replays like they had last year’ I replied, calling on the brief knowledge of football that I had gleaned from reading newspapers and watching the news on telly.

‘Yeah! Me too’ smiled Mr. Robinson. It seemed that my volley had hit its mark.

The rest of dinner passed quickly by and Lynda and Mr. Robinson left to watch the game soon after as I volunteered to help Mrs. Robinson clean up.

‘Thank You for your help, David. You are a really nice boy. I can see why Lynda like you’ said Mrs. Robinson.

‘Oh, it’s nothing really. Any guest would help out in cleaning up after dinner.’

‘It’s not just that. You also volunteered to help the girls with their Netball practise and even agreed to wear a skirt to help them win the championships. You are really kind.’

I started to blush but could manage a smile to Mrs. Robinson’s compliment but something she had said had piqued my interested. So, after a few quiet moments, I tried to broach the topic as casually as I could manage.

‘So, Lynda likes me?’ I asked trying to maintain a nonchalant tone to my voice.

‘Oh yes, of course, she likes you. Can’t you tell? You two are together all the time like two peas in a pod.’

‘Yes, I suppose we are.’

‘And she talks about you so often whenever she is at home.’

‘Really? What does she say?’ This was exactly what I wanted to hear. Perhaps, it would give me a clue as to why Lynda only got intimate with me whenever I was dressed in girls’ clothing.

‘So many things. Where do I begin? Let’s see, she thinks you are great at Netball. She also told me that you were really kind and would always do anything that anyone asks of you.’

It was certainly true that I had done almost everything that Lynda had asked of me but that wasn’t what I was after.

‘Not everything, I can assure you. I am not that great a person’ I replied.

‘Oh, I don’t know about that. She told me that you even wore a dress to the dance at the Netball championships.’

That particular bit of information was news to me but it probably shouldn’t have been. All the girls and even the teachers at the Netball championships had known about it and Lynda and her mother had also lent me her old skirt to wear. It was not surprising that Lynda had told her about the dance. Although, it made me wonder what else she knew about Lynda and my time together at the Whitley’s.

‘David, thank you for all your help but I can finish up here. Why don’t you go and watch the match with Lynda and Brian?’

I assumed Brian was Mr. Robinson’s first name.

‘It’s no problem. I can help you finish up’ I replied.

Mrs. Robinson just smiled back in return. We spent the next five minutes or so cleaning the dishes and wiping the table.

After that, I decided to go upstairs, instead of watching the football match. I had a lot on my mind.
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CHAPTER NINE

‘Dale, wake up! Wake up! It is already a quarter to eight!’ screamed a feminine voice.

I opened my eyes but took a minute to adjust to the light.

‘Good you are awake. We have to hurry. You are terribly late for school!’

‘Huh? Mum? You’re back?’

It was my mother but she had seldom ever looked to so harried as she was right now.

‘Back from where, pet?’

‘Didn’t you go to Paris…’

‘I don’t know what you are on about. We have to get you ready for school. We only have a few minutes until the bus.’

I didn’t know what was happening. Last, I could recall, I was in the Robinsons’ home and Mum had gone to Paris for a conference. Nevertheless, I got out of bed and went to the bathroom.

I pulled up my dress and sat down on the toilet to pee.

Wait! What was happening? Why was I wearing a dress?!?! And more importantly, why was I sitting down to pee.

I looked down and was shocked to find that my member was gone. I went and found the bathroom mirror. I looked like a girl. No, it would be more accurate to say that I was a girl. My long auburn hair fell down to my shoulder blades and I had petite sized breasts that poked out of my night dress. Speaking of which, this night dress looked awfully familiar – it was the underdress that Lynda had lent me. I had porcelain white skin and deep blue eyes. In some ways, I looked like the girl I would have been had I been born female.

‘Dale! Hurry up! You will be late for school’ came Mum’s voice from outside the bathroom door.

I did as she said and came out quickly. I had to wait before I could figure out what was happening.

‘Here, I got your school dress ready for you.’ Mum said. She looked frazzled - as if she had been running around for several hours now.

‘School dress?’ I asked.

She didn’t reply and handed me a cotton gingham dress. It was the same the new school uniform for girls. I didn’t have much time to argue and protest. So, I took the dress from and her and went into my bedroom.

I opened my wardrobe except it wasn’t my wardrobe anymore. Instead of my usual collections of jeans, shirts and T-shirts, I found a cavalcade of dresses, tops and skirts in various colors. I took off my night dress and took a quick glance over everything in the wardrobe. I needed a bra but there weren’t any in sight. I opened one of the drawers in the wardrobe and there they were – in red, blue, black and white. I chose one and it looked almost exactly like the bra that Lynda had lent me at the Whitley’s home.

What was happening here? Why was I suddenly a girl? Why was I wearing so many familiar looking garments? I took a moment to take it all in.

‘Hurry up, Dale!’ came Mum’s voice again.

I didn’t have time to spare. I changed into the bra and a pair of panties and the wore the gingham dress and burgundy cardigan that was the standard uniform at school. I brushed my now much longer hair. Most girls at school wore theirs in a ponytail but I didn’t know how to do make one. So, I just put on a hair band to straighten it out. Then, I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked just like a regular school girl.

My breasts were hidden beneath the cardigan and the dress but they gave me a distinctly feminine shape. My stocking covered legs curved up to my bottom as that of a woman’s and my wide hips and narrow waist completed the effect. On top of that my…admittedly…cute face and long hair would give a viewer no choice to doubt that the person he was seeing was indeed a girl.

I felt a strange sensation of arousal on seeing my reflection in the mirror. It was much the same as when Lynda had said ‘your dress’ and ‘clever girl’ to me at the Whitley’s. Yet, I knew that I was a boy. Was this it? Was this the revelation that I sought? Was I indeed a boy who got aroused by being dressed as a girl? Or was I really a girl masquerading as a boy?

I didn’t have much time to think over any of these questions as Mum came barging in through the door.

‘We have three minutes till the bus arrives!’ she said while thrusting a piece of buttered toast in my mouth and handing me a boiled egg.

‘Mum, you can’t come in here while I am getting dressed’ I said while instinctively crossing my hand across my chest.

‘Dale, I have seen you since you were a little girl. There isn’t anything that you have that I haven’t seen before’ she frowned.

Mum saying that she had seen me since I was a ‘little girl’ sent another chill up my back but she was insistent that I get out to the bus stop as early as possible. So, I rushed out the door. The short walk to the bus stop was peppered with me thinking over what was transpiring with me. I had a girl’s body now and I felt aroused by it but I knew that I was a boy too. I was lost in my thoughts when I came across the bend and saw Lynda waiting at the bus stop as usual.

Lynda waved at me and I waved back. Maybe, my beloved Lynda can help me understand what was going on?

‘Hi Dale!’ she greeted me warmly.

‘Hi Lynda. Uh…I have something to talk to you about.’

‘Hi Dale!’ said Lucy.

‘Um…hi Lucy’ I said. I normally liked Lucy as a friend and as a companion on the bus ride to school but at the moment, her presence was only going to be an inconvenience.

‘Lucy, I hope you don’t mind but I just wanted to have a….’ my sentence was interrupted by the sound of the school bus pulling up next to the bus stand. Mum was right. I was very late.

The three of us got on the bus and found the two younger girls chatting away as usual. They barely noticed the three of us getting in. The last time that they had seen me in a skirt they had giggled away. The only conclusion that I could draw from this was that they were used to seeing me in a dress.

Lucy sat at the front and opened a book and began reading. Lynda and I meanwhile went to the back of the bus. The lack of surprise of the other occupants made me realize that this too was not out of the ordinary.

Lynda sat down beside me and immediately kissed me. Normally, this would excite me to no end but today I had a few other things on my mind.

‘Lynda, I need to ask you something.’

‘What is it, Dale?’

‘I know this would sound strange but I am a boy.’

‘Yes, I know.’

‘What?!? You know that I am a boy?’

‘Yes, you are a boy named David.’

She even knew my male name. What was happening?

‘But I have a girl’s body now. I have breasts and long hair and everything else too.’

‘Of course, you do, my precious.’

‘But, if I am a boy, then why do I have a girl’s body?’

‘Because, my dear, this is a dream.’

‘What?’ I said, shocked.

‘Well, isn’t it obvious? You were sleeping in the guest room of my house earlier and then you had a girl’s body suddenly. What else can it be?’

She was right. There was no other explanation other than that this was a dream but I didn’t want to believe it.

‘Prove it, then’ I demanded.

‘Prove what?’ asked Lynda.

‘Prove that this is a dream.’

‘Alright, if you insist’ said Lynda and snapped her fingers.

Immediately, the bus fell away and Lynda and I were in a dimly lit room. Lynda and my uniforms had also disappeared and had been replaced with frilly, satin negligees. Lynda’s black negligee was trimmed with a pink lace border and my pink negligee was trimmed by a black lace border. We were both lying on a bed, similar in size to the one that the Robinson’s had in their guest bedroom. There were a couple of windows in the room but the blinds had been drawn on both of them and they let in only the faintest sliver of light.

However, our surroundings and our clothes were not the only things that had changed. I couldn’t help but notice that both my and Lynda’s breasts were considerably bigger and our bottoms too had become noticeably more shapely. As a rule, we were not allowed to wear make up to school but Lynda’s cheeks definitely had a hint of rouge and the smoky effect created on her eyes could only be achieved with eyeshadow. She was also wearing a dark red lipstick which made her lips look irresistible. I did not know if I had been given the same treatment myself but for the first time in my life, I needed to brush my long hair off my face.

‘So, my precious, are you convinced now?’ said Lynda.

‘Yes, this is a dream.’

‘Good. So, what do you want to do while you are here?’ asked Lynda.

‘What can we do in a dream?’ I asked in return.

‘It is your dream, my dear. You are just asking questions to yourself. We can do whatever you want. I’d like to say that I would make your dreams come true but I already have done that, haven’t I?’ Lynda said with a smirk.

She was right. Everything that I had experienced with Lynda thus far were things that I had wanted to do. I had never shown any reluctance. Certainly, I was hesitant at first but as time went on, I realized that all that Lynda had asked off me, were things that I myself wanted in the first place. It wasn’t restricted only to the sexual intimacy that we had shared but also wearing a skirt and the dress that I had worn to the dance. I liked dressing as a girl and Lynda both liked that I dressed as one from time to time.

‘Did you find your answer?’ asked Lynda.

‘I certainly did.’ I smiled back.

‘Good because we are out of…’

Lynda’s words were cut off by a very loud and unpleasant sound.

I woke up in the Robinsons’ guest room. The loud sound that had awoken me was the alarm clock that I had brought with me. It was 6:30am. I thought about the dream that I had just had. It was true. I liked dressing as a girl although, I was a boy. I didn’t want to be a girl but from time to time I just wanted to experience the feeling of being one. That’s why I had gone along with what Lynda had said and that’s also why I had just had a dream where I had a girls’ body. Things were finally beginning to make sense to me.

I thought over the last few months of my life. Coming here to Winslow, had given me a chance to reinvent myself. I was tired of being the unhappy boy that I had been in London. Although, it was somewhat by accident, I had enjoyed helping the girls practise and I had enjoyed wearing a skirt and a dress too. Perhaps, it was destiny but I had found a side of me that I hadn’t known had existed before.
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CHAPTER TEN

I usually did not wake up so early but I didn’t want to use the bathroom while the others were rushing in the morning. So, I had set the alarm to wake me up a little earlier than usual. But before I went to the toilet I thought over everything that I had just seen in my dream. My recollections were fleeting but they had answered one of the two questions that were bothering me – why did I want to dress as a girl? Was I just acting on what others told me to do? Or was I a willing participant?

It turned out that I liked dressing as a girl and although I had hesitated before and thought that people would perceive me as some sort of freak, it didn’t really matter in the end because the people I was closest to – my Mum and Lynda actually liked that I dressed as a girl. This realization made me feel a lot better than I had felt in a long time.

My backpack had dried from being drenched in the rain earlier. Thankfully, the inside of the backpack was waterproof, so none of my clothes had gotten went. I pulled out a new T-shirt and shorts but while digging into the backpack, I also extricated the underdress than Lynda had given me the day before. I looked at the garment for a second and then thought about the dream that I had. I liked wearing girls’ clothes. So, why not wear one all the time?

I got out a towel and with motley pile of clothes walked to the toilet. I knocked on the door and waited for a minute. There wasn’t any answer – it was empty. I opened the door and hung my new clothes from the hook that was at the back of the door. Then, I did my morning routine on the toilet and in the shower.

I returned back to the clothes that were hanging from the hook and first got the underdress. I twirled for myself in the mirror, like I had done last time. Except this time around, there was no fog of confusion hanging over my head. There wasn’t Lynda or my Mum coaxing or encouraging me to wear a dress – I was doing it all by myself and only for myself.

I put on the rest of my ensemble and made sure that the underdress couldn’t be seen from beneath the T-shirt. I was still shy about other people finding out about my desire to wear girls’ clothes but I was happy to have made some progress.

I got out of the bathroom and found Mr. Robinson in pyjamas walking towards it.

‘Oh, hello, David. You’re up early.’

‘Hi, Mr. Robinson. How was the match last night?’ I asked.

‘Terrible. It was just as you feared.’

‘Oh, you mean…’

‘Yes, it will be a replay. If it just wasn’t for Whelan getting in that goal before the ninety minutes were up. We would be home and dry easily.’

‘So, when is the replay?’

‘This Thursday. Hopefully, we can shut up those Glams for good this time.’

‘Well, good luck!’

‘Thank You. So, where are you off to today?’

To be honest, I didn’t know what I would be doing. I hadn’t brought any books or games or anything with me. So, I really had nothing to do until Lynda woke up and that could be several hours from now.

‘Uh…I am not sure. I was just going to go back to guest room.’

‘Well, if you have nothing planned, would you like to give me a hand in tending our garden?’ asked Mr. Robinson.

‘Yes, I can help you’ I replied cheerily.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

I got on my pair of shoes and waited outside in the back garden for Mr. Robinson. I hadn’t noticed it before but there were a lot of plants in the garden. In fact, it was the first time I had seen some of them. There was one especially strange looking red flower that stood out amongst the rest. It seemed as if it was a pair of lips. I went near it to get a better look. The closer I got the more they resembled Lynda’s lips from my dream.

‘Hot Lips’, came a voice from my back.

I was startled and gave a little jump.

‘I am sorry’, I said.

‘Hot Lips. The name of the flower you are looking at’ said Mr. Robinson. He had changed out of his pyjamas and now was wearing a gardener’s overalls and gloves and carrying a small box that contained various gardening tools.

‘I suppose, that is an apt name.’

‘Ah, you are going to need a change of clothes.’

‘Change of clothes for gardening?’ I asked. Although, this question was prompted mostly from my fear of having my undergarment discovered.

‘Pardon me…I meant you are going to need some more clothes. I seem to have picked up my wife’s habit of speaking in shorthand. Come with me’ said Mr. Robinson and walked away, gesturing me follow behind.

We arrived at the side of the house in front of a small red shed.

Mr. Robinson brought out a key from the pockets of his overalls and opened the door to the shed with it. Inside were more garden tools and a riding lawnmower – I hadn’t seen one up close before this.

‘Wow, you take your gardening quite seriously I see.’ I said, noticing all the equipment.

‘Of course, I do. I am a florist after all’ replied Mr. Robinson.

I seemed to have forgotten but Mr. Robinson had mentioned at lunch the day before that he ran a flower shop.

‘So, do you grow all the flowers that you sell, yourself?’ I asked.

‘Yes, everything in my show is grown right here…well, almost everything. Sometimes, we do special orders from overseas’ replied Mr. Robinson while handing me a pair of overalls, gloves, boots and a sun hat that he had found at the back of the shed.

‘There that’s more like it.’

I changed into the overalls that Mr. Robinson had handed me and put on the gloves and sun hat. I hadn’t ever done much gardening before but I was certainly dressed for it today.

Mr. Robinson then led me to a large flower bed in the back garden. Although, my impression of the Robinson’s home had been that of a large property, I didn’t quite realize how it was until now. A row of rose bushes in the back garden separated most of the garden from the walking path that Lynda and I had taken previously on the way to the Wellington farmhouse. It was past these rose bushes that the real garden began.

Mr. Robinson had several flower beds in which grew a variety of flowers. Additionally, there were not one but two greenhouses too.

‘What’s in there?’ I asked on the seeing the glass exterior of the greenhouses.

‘The one on the left has some of the rare flowers that I sell in the flower shop. Those need special care. The one on the right has vegetables that we use in our home.’

‘You grow your own vegetables too?’

‘Yes, in fact, the onions you had in the liver and onions yesterday at lunch were grown right here.’

‘Oh…they were delicious. I even had a second helping.’ I said. Mr. Robinson was really a gardening savant by the looks of it.

‘I am glad you enjoyed them’ smiled Mr. Robinson.

‘So, what are we going to do today’, I asked.

‘Not much. The hyacinth bulbs are in bloom so we need to pluck them and put them in the left greenhouse from where I would be taking them to the shop. Other than that, we also need to put some fertilizer on the lilies and petunias too.’

‘Don’t we need to water them, too?’

Mr. Robinson only grinned and took a look at his wristwatch. ‘You are in luck. It’s just 7:27 right now. You are about to see my masterpiece.’

I wondered what he was talking about but for now, I got a basket from the flower greenhouse. I was about to start plucking the hyacinth bulbs when Mr. Robinson interrupted.

‘David, wait a minute. Don’t start just yet.’

‘Huh? Why?’

‘You will see. Come here.’

I was still a little bewildered by what was happening but I went and stood beside Mr. Robinson for now. Mr. Robinson continued staring at his watch.

‘Four…three…two…one…now…’ counted down Mr. Robinson.

I didn’t understand what was supposed to happen but then I saw it. Out of each of the flower beds and small metallic object popped up. Slowly it started to whirl around and water started to come out of it. This was the first time that I was seeing a sprinkler system. They weren’t quite as ubiquitous as they are nowadays and having previously only lived in London, I hadn’t seen too many gardens before let alone one that belonged to a professional florist.

The numerous, slow, encircling water spouts were mesmerizing. I looked over at the rose bushes and found three water spouts over there too. But what was most astounding was that I could see water spouts on the other side of the garden too. This meant that this was only one half of the property. Just how large was this place!

‘So, what do you think?’ Mr. Robinson asked me.

‘It’s beautiful.’ I said.

‘I think so too. You should see this from the top of the house. If you’d like, I can remind you tomorrow before it starts and you can go up to the balcony and see for yourself. It is quite the remarkable display, if I do say so myself.’

‘Thank You. I would really like that.’

Mr. Robinson was proud of his creation and having seen it first hand, he certainly had a lot of reasons to be proud – not only were his flowers and vegetables nurtured very well but he had made his garden into a work of performance art.

One the sprinklers had stopped, I helped pluck out all the hyacinths that had bloomed and put them in large tub that was located inside the greenhouse.

‘So, how do you like gardening till now?’

‘It’s pretty hard work but I can see why you enjoy it so much’, I said.

‘Thank you. My father was actually a farmer near Downham – that’s a little way up the road from here.’

‘Oh? I thought you were from London originally?’

‘No…no…I grew up around here and then studied Finance in London.’

‘Ah, I see, that’s where your support for Liverpool comes from then?’ I asked.

‘Yes, we have been Liverpool supporters since my father played for them in the early 1900’s’

‘Wow! I didn’t know that.’

We continued chatting for an hour or so while we put fertilizer on the lilies and petunias but soon it was time for Mr. Robinson to go to work. I helped him load up the flowers in the back of this truck and then the two of us went inside for breakfast.

‘I see you two have been very busy this morning’ said Mrs. Robinson.

‘Morning, Emma. The boy here, seems to have quite the green thumb’ replied Mr. Robinson.

He was exaggerating, of course. I really hadn’t done much.

‘Where’s Lynda?’ I asked.

‘Exercising as always’ said Mrs. Robinson with a frown. ‘I swear that girl is practising for an Olympic sport. There’s no other explanation for it.’

I smiled and went and to the entertainment room – I had seen her exercising there the day before and it seemed like a good bet for where to find her right now.

As, it turned out I was right. Lynda was doing calisthenics to a Michael Jackson song that I didn’t quite recognize at first.

‘Morning, David. How are you today, my dear?’

‘Very well. I didn’t know you exercised this early in the morning.’ I replied.

‘Have to look my best for my boyfriend, right?’ said Lynda, jokingly.

‘Well, your mother almost has breakfast ready. Do you think you will be done soon?’

‘I am already finished. This was just some extra exercise’

Lynda stopped her routine and walked towards me and whispered in my ear, ‘So, are you still wearing it?’

‘Yes, and I want to thank you.’ I replied.

‘Thank me for what, my precious?’ she asked.

‘For helping me realize that I like dressing as a girl.’

‘So, you are finally becoming comfortable with wearing girls’ clothes?’ Lynda grinned.

‘Yes, and I realize that I wanted to do everything that I have done with the Netball team and with you. You may have requested it but I always wanted to do it.’

Lynda was delighted on hearing this.

‘I am glad you are feeling comfortable with your feminine side now. I recall how nervous and hesitant you were at first but I knew deep down you wanted this as much as I did.’

‘As much as you did?’

Lynda’s eyes went wide.

‘I meant I am glad to have helped you discover something about yourself. Let’s go have breakfast.’

I was happy that I had finally accepted that I liked to dress as a girl but that still left another mystery that I had yet to solve – why was it that Lynda liked to dress me up as a girl.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

Lynda and I entered the kitchen to find platefuls of a full breakfast waiting for. On seeing the size of the bangers, eggs and the copious amounts of bubble and squeak on offer, I wondered maybe this was the real reason why Lynda was exercising so often – she had to keep the weight off after eating this much food. It was a far heavier breakfast that the toast, boiled eggs and milk I usually had at home.

As I contemplated how to take in all this food without having my stomach burst open, Mrs. Robinson chimed in, ‘So, how’d you like gardening this morning, David?’

‘It was quite an experience. In fact, I am famished. I could use a big meal after all that hard work.’ – yes but not quite as big a meal as this.

‘Mr. Robinson also told me that he grew up around here. Must have been fun to be around here in the sixties – Beatles and all.’ I added.

‘Oh yes, it was a very interesting time’ said Mrs. Robinson.

‘Did you grow up around here too?’ I asked.

‘Mum grew up in Liverpool. Her Dad used to work in the shipyard’ interjected Lynda.

‘So, how did the two of you meet then, Mr. and Mrs. Robinson?’

‘I was in high school when a few mates and I went to Liverpool to watch a match at Anfield. Liverpool won and we spent the night celebrating. Some of us had just turned eighteen. So, we spent the night painting the town red – no pun intended. One of the places we went to was a bar and the bar maid who also happened to be the owner’s daughter was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I had had a couple of drinks but she still gave me her number. God only knows why and a week later I had my first date with Emma’ recounted Mr. Robinson.

‘I gave you my number because I thought you were sort of cute’ grinned Mrs. Robinson.

‘That’s such a sweet story’, I said.

‘It is really isn’t. Just a tipsy guy getting a girl’s phone number’, said Mr. Robinson trying to downplay his story.

Truth be told, though, I was starting to understand Lynda and her family a lot more in the two days that I had spent here. I understood why sports and Netball was important to her and why she wanted to win something to bring some glory to Winslow. I also understood why Mrs. Robinson was willing to support her daughter through anything. Now, all I needed was that question that had been on my mind for so long to be answered.

Mr. Robinson was the first to finish breakfast – he was in a hurry to get the hyacinth bulbs to his flower shop.

‘Alright, you lot. I will be seeing you in the evening then. David, thank you for all your help this morning. Lynda, take good care of your mate here. He is a good egg’ said Mr. Robinson as he made his way out to his truck.

‘I will, Dad’ confirmed Lynda.

‘So, what do the two of you have planned for today?’ asked Mrs. Robinson while clearing the table of her and her husband’s plates.

‘I was going to show David, the attic’ said Lynda.

‘The attic?’ I asked. ‘What’s up there?’

‘The attic has a lot of the things that belonged to previous owners of the house. When we moved in we thought that is was mostly junk but Brian managed to find an old and dusty painting up there. We thought it was nice enough but when Brian showed it to his appraiser friend in London, it turned out to be painted by some fellow named Pissarro. It was worth £20,000. Ever since then we have been slowly going through every thing that’s up there. Nothing of value as yet but Lynda likes all the junk there, all the same.’

‘£20,000?!?!’ I said dumbfounded.

‘Surprised?’ grinned Lynda. She had been holding onto this story for quite some time, I gleaned.

‘Very much. Do you think there might still be anything of value up there?’

‘Who knows? There might be. But be careful. If some thing happens up there we can barely hear anything from down here.’

Ah...so that was the actual reason why Lynda had chosen the attic – it blocked out all sound and we could get up to anything in total privacy.

We finished up our breakfast soon after. We helped Mrs. Robinson clean the dishes and the dining table before going to the attic. I wondered what did Lynda have in mind for the two of us today?
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

‘Mum, can David come to my room? I know you said no boys but I need to pick up some things before we go to the attic’ asked Lynda before we were about to set off to the attic.

‘Yes okay. I suppose you two did spend all that time alone together during the championships. I don’t see anything wrong with spending a few minutes in your room’ replied Mrs. Robinson.

‘Great!’ said Lynda and beckoned me to follow her.

Although, it felt like I had known Lynda forever, I had never actually been to her room before this. It may sound silly and childish, especially considering all that her and I had been through together, but I felt a tinge of excitement as I stepped into her room – this was the private world of my beloved and today was the first time that I was going to see it for myself.

‘So, what do you think?’ asked Lynda as we entered her room.

Lynda’s room was similar to the guest bedroom in its dimensions but other than that it couldn’t have been more different. Unlike the blank slate that was the guest room, this room had a personality and a lived-in feel to it. On the wall were posters of Liverpool, the English football team and of Netball players that I didn’t recognize. The bed spread was a hodge-podge of colours and splashes. There were a pile of books of the study table which covered a variety of subjects from mathematics to literature but most prominent of all in her room was her wardrobe which at this moment was open. Several outfits had been strewn about on the bed.

‘Some things I expected. Some things I didn’t’ I replied.

‘Well, I am glad that I can still surprise you’ said Lynda.

‘So, what are we getting from in here?’ I asked.

‘Whatever you want, my dear.’

‘Huh?’ I replied.

‘You can choose any of the outfits in my wardrobe as well as any of my makeup. In the attic, I want Dale in her full resplendent glory.’

I was a little stunned. Lynda always went to such extreme lengths to help me bring out Dale.

‘So, which ones would you like, my dear?’ asked Lynda.

I looked over all the outfits on the bed. There was a whole menagerie of skirts, blouses, tops, shorts, dresses and so on. The first outfit that caught my eye was a pink negligee – it was the only really sensual piece of clothing that was on display. It was similar to the one that I had worn in my dream but this one didn’t have a black border but was instead all pink – I wanted to look as enticing as possible for Lynda. The next one was a green bodycon dress that left little to the imagination. It had a deep neckline which I was sure Lynda could help me enhance further. Finally, I chose some denim shorts and a black T-shirt. Thereafter, I turned to the accessories. For the shoes, I chose a pair of heels only. I chose a long gold necklace and pearls – I wanted to combine these with different outfits – the pearls for the dress and the negligee and the long necklace for the black T-shirt. I also needed some underwear and so I chose a black lace bra and a set of panties with frills and hearts on it. Once, I was done picking out the outfits, I turned to Lynda.

‘You are also going to need some makeup’, she said.

‘Uhmm…I don’t know much about makeup still, I’m afraid’ I admitted, sheepishly.

‘That’s alright. I can help you there’ said Lynda and proceeded to pick up tubes of lipstick, bottles of nail polish and nail polish remover, liquid foundation, blush and eye shadow.

‘Now, for the pièce de résistance!’ said Lynda

‘What are you talking about?’ I asked.

‘You will see’ Lynda grinned and went to the back of her wardrobe and pulled out a small plastic bag.

‘Have a look’, she said and handed me the bag.

I took the bag from Lynda and peered inside. There was a blonde wig and a hair net within it.

‘Where did you get this?’ I asked.

‘I know you have been growing out your hair but I thought you would like some variety today.’

‘Alright, but where did you find this?’

‘At a store in Northwich. Mum had some errands to run and she had taken me with her. I came across a costumer shop while I was over there. When Mum wasn’t looking, I sneaked off and bought this and mixed it in with our other shopping bags. Then, when we got home, I brought this into my room.’

‘Well, that sounds like a James Bond film.’ I said dumbfounded.

‘Anything for you, my precious’

We collected all the outfits, accessories, makeup and the wig and put them in a small pile on the table. Thereafter we needed to find a way to sneak all of this to the attic and then back without Mrs. Robinson noticing. Lynda suggested that we put all of this in a backpack that she had and we can carry the backpack to the attic. I was a little skeptical if everything would fit in a backpack but decided to try it anyway.

‘There, I told you, it would all fit!’ said Lynda, triumphantly while struggling to close the backpack’s zipper.

‘Yes, barely’

‘Let’s go then!’

I carried the now heavy backpack and followed Lynda to the attic. The Robinson’s house consisted of three floors with attic occupying the third floor. The only way to access the attic was a small staircase which one could climb up that was located at the end of the large hallway on the second floor.

We made our way up the staircase and then laid out in front of my eyes was a vast collection of sheets covering furniture, books, paintings, vases and similar items. What did Lynda have in mind for us in such a bizarre setting.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

‘So, did you really find an expensive painting in here?’ I asked.

‘Yes, we did. Don’t you believe me?’ replied Lynda, indignantly.

‘I do but it is quite an incredible story, you have to admit.’

‘I suppose it is.’

I rifled through some of the sheets. There were a lot of books in there – from Moby Dick to Oliver Twist.

‘Are you sure, none of these books are first editions? I heard those go for a lot of money’ I ventured.

‘Yes, Dad’s friend from London – the one who appraised the painting – looked over those as well. Mum had thought the same as you but turns out these go back to the early to mid-1900’s only. Some are from the late 1800’s though. They are old but not quite old enough to be considered valuable. Mum was crestfallen when he told her that.’

I was slightly disappointed. I hoped that I could find some treasure, too – although, my reason for making the discovery was to have a nice story to tell like the Robinsons had and not for the money.

‘So, what do you want to do first?’ asked Lynda.

‘The T-shirt and the shorts. I will be saving the negligee for later.’ I grinned.

‘You have become quite the tease, Dale’ chided Lynda.

‘I am only learning from the best.’ I retorted.

‘Let me set the stage, first’ said Lynda and pulled the sheet off one of the many similar looking piles to reveal a chair beneath it. Next, she moved to the back of the attic and pulled off another sheet to reveal a full-length mirror. Finally, she scrounged around in one of the piles until she found a battery-operated lantern which when then turned on.

‘Now, we are ready.’

I marveled at all this – I saw now that the accidental sound-proofing that the attic provided was only one of the reasons why Lynda had selected it. The other reason was that it contained everything that we needed – lights, a mirror and the thing that was now becoming apparent to me now that I looked around the attic – plenty of places to hide to conceal what we were doing from anyone who walked in on us.

‘I guess, we are.’ I replied and proceeded to pull out some of the things we had brought from the backpack.

I got out the black T-shirt and denim shorts and a small pouch that contained all the makeup. Next, I brought out the heels that I had selected. Lastly, I brought out the underwear and accessories that I had chosen.

‘Alright, take off your clothes’ Lynda commanded. We had fallen into the same dynamic that we had shared at the Whitley’s. Lynda was the teacher here and I was the student.

I took off my shorts and T-shirt and revealed that I was still wearing the underdress.

‘I see you really liked that underdress’ grinned Lynda.

‘Yes.’ I blushed.

‘Do you want to keep wearing it?’ she asked.

‘Huh? Do girls wear an under dress while wearing T-shirts?’

‘We sort of do, I guess. It is pretty similar to halter tops.’

‘But would you wear one when wearing a T-shirt like this?’ I asked while holding up the black T-shirt. It had a low neckline and a wide collar.

‘Hmm…I don’t think so but you can if you want to.’

‘No, in that case, I don’t think I will…it wouldn’t be authentic.’

I took off the top and stood there as Lynda handed me the panties and the bra. Then, she gave me a pair of socks from her pocket.

‘I really need to find something better to substitute for your breasts.’ Lynda lamented.

‘That’s okay. You are already doing so much.’

I filled the cups of the bra with the socks and then took a look in the mirror. I was already acquiring the feminine shape that I had become so accustomed to during the championships.

Lynda then started on my makeup. First, she applied a coat of liquid foundation on my face. Then she started on the smoky eye look that had driven me wild during my dream. Slowly, I could see the results coming as my eyes transformed from the regular eyes of a boy to the mysterious, alluring and seductive eyes of a girl. Next, she applied blush on my face and finally a coat of nail polish on the nails of my hands and my feet. Once, she was done, I saw myself in the mirror and could scarcely believe that it was me.

‘Impressed?’ Lynda asked.

‘Absolutely’, I replied.

‘This is nothing just yet. We have a lot more to go. Wait till you see yourself with blonde hair. I think you will be a knockout, my dear.’

I put on the black T-shirt and the denim shorts. The hair on my legs was fairly scant for a teenage boy. Along with what I was wearing, I could pass for a girl my age. I put on the long gold necklace and finally completed the ensemble with a pair of pink heels.

‘Almost done’ said Lynda while placing the blonde wig over my head.

‘Now you can take a look.’ she said.

I walked over to the full-length mirror and was stunned to see the beauty staring back at me. I knew that it was me – David, a teenage boy who lived in the country – but right now I was Dale – the knockout beauty would could strut into any club in London. This realization sent a chill up my back. I felt aroused by what I was seeing but the feeling was not a strange out of place one that it had been before. Now, there was a sense of contentment mixed with it. I had accepted that there was nothing unusual about dressing as a girl. It made me happy and both Lynda and my Mum were fine with it. That’s all that mattered.

‘Lynda, you are amazing. I can’t believe what you have done.’ I said.

Lynda walked over to me and kissed me deeply. We both fell onto one of the chairs that we hidden beneath the sheets. She kissed me over and over again as I returned them with as much passion as hers. I started to undress her as she pulled off my T-shirt. Soon, the only things that covered our bodies were our bras – Our bras. Those two words aroused me more. The tight denim shorts I was wearing could no longer contain my throbbing member who now poked out from the top.

‘Dale, wait!’

‘What? Why?’

‘I thought we were going to try on all the outfits that you had brought. But now, my dear, I see that we can barely control ourselves. Why don’t you change into something more appropriate for this?’

‘More appropriate? Like what?’

‘Like the negligee you had chosen. Don’t you think that your friend who is peeking at us would also like that?’ asked Lynda while pointing to the tip of my member that was now clearly visible from the top of my shorts.

She was right. It was becoming really uncomfortable down there for me. So, I decided to do as she asked and took off the T-shirt and shorts as well as the underwear and put on the pink negligee instead. I also, replace the long gold necklace that I was wearing with the pearls that I had brought with me. Dale, the club girl was gone. Dale, the seductress was here.

‘Can I ask you a question?’ I asked before we began again.

‘Alright, what do you want to know?’

‘Why did you buy this?’

‘This?’ asked Lynda, confused.

‘Yes, this negligee. These are all your old clothes. Right? It just seems strange that your parents would buy you something so…uh…revealing.’ I said while surveying myself in the mirror – revealing was definitely an understatement. This garment was designed to drive men wild, which made it all the strange that a teenage girl in the countryside would have it.

‘Sadly, my dear’ sighed Lynda. ‘That is a sad and depressing tale of unfulfilled plans.’

‘About a year and a half ago, I was with a boy – in the same way that I have been with you over the last few months. We had become intimate as well, though it didn’t go as far as it has between us.’

Lynda had told me that she had had boyfriends before me. It wasn’t totally out of the realm of possibility that she would have bought something like this for him.

‘So, what happened then?’ I asked.

‘Nothing really and sadly. We had made plans to go the distance and I had even bought an outfit that I thought that he would like – which is how I ended up with this negligee.’

That would also explain why when I was going over her outfits in her room earlier, this was the only such garment on display.

‘You didn’t go through with it, then?’

‘Are you jealous, my precious? Don’t worry. I only have eyes for you now’ she said while batting her eyelids seductively.

‘No. I am just curious about you.’

‘Okay, I will tell you what happened then. It was Wednesday evening and we were supposed to get together for our plan on Sunday when I got a phone call from Beth.’

‘Beth…from the Netball team?’ I interjected.

‘The one and the same’ confirmed Lynda. ‘She said that she had seen this guy…who we will call arse…well she had seen arse at a coffee shop with a girl. She and most of the girls on the Netball team knew that we were together. So, I called up one of his friends who I was also friends with and it turned out that arse had been two-timing me. We had this huge blow up argument after that and we broke up. The negligee remained in my wardrobe ever since. My Mum and Dad give me some privacy. So, they have never seen it. Well, I suppose, no-one had seen it since then until you did today. It’s funny. I knew when I was taking that out today that you would probably choose it’ explained, Lynda.

‘Wow. I don’t know what to say. I am sorry you had to experience all of that.’, I sympathized.

‘Thanks. I guess ever since then I have wanted to be with boys who were comfortable with their feminine side. Arse was one of those macho hooligan-type boys’ continued Lynda.

That was probably the answer that I was looking for. This is why she liked to see me wearing feminine clothes. She didn’t want to be hurt anymore.

‘I will never hurt you, Lynda.’ I said.

‘I know you won’t’ smiled Lynda and kissed me flush on my lips.

I returned Lynda’s kiss and we fell back in the amorous position that we had been in earlier. I struggled to take off Lynda’s bra as she played with the straps of my negligee with her lips. I eventually undid the clasps and the perfect, teardrop breasts were revealed to me. Lynda planted a few kisses on my neck as I fondled her glorious bosom.

‘Dale, do it now.’

I knew what she wanted and inserted my member into her as she screamed with delight. I continued to pump harder and harder as Lynda moaned.

‘Dale, harder, harder. Don’t stop.’

Our bodies moved in unison like a single entity until I stopped.

‘Done already?’ asked Lynda.

‘No, I have another idea.’ I said and maneuvered Lynda over in such a way that her buttocks were pointed at me.

‘Oh, I see. Great idea’ giggled Lynda.

I inserted my member into the hole opposite the one that it had been in previously as Lynda continued to scream my name. I was thankful for the accidental sound-proofing of the attic – otherwise Mrs. Robinson probably would have called the fuzz on us by now.

‘Dale, it’s my turn now.’

‘What do you have in mind?’ I asked Lynda while pulling out.

‘How about what you take back what you just gave me?’

‘Sure’, I giggled girlishly and started to pleasure her with my tongue. My fresh semen was still hanging off her and I licked it clean. It tasted unlike anything I had experienced before but I was enjoying every moment of this.

We continued pleasuring each other in turns for a while until we finally fell to the floor. We were both completely exhausted. I lay in the arms of my beloved Lynda as she cradled my head. She started to play with the long blonde hair of my wig while I thought that this was the most content that I had felt in my life.

Soon, though, it was time for lunch. Lynda had brought a wrist watch with her and we decided to wrap things up thirty minutes before lunch time – just in case, Mrs. Robinson came looking for us and found us in a compromising position.

I changed out of the negligee. I hadn’t tried on the green dress but I guess, that was it for our time today.

‘So, did you find your treasure?’ laughed Lynda.

‘Yes, I think I did.’
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

I helped Lynda pack up the backpack and then I put my regular clothes back on with the addition of the underdress that Lynda had given me. No, I think it would be more accurate to say call it my underdress. I was starting to adjust to dressing as a girl but I had a long way to go. Once we had cleaned up we made our way back to Lynda’s room where we put back her clothes.

‘Would you like to keep the negligee?’ Lynda asked.

‘Don’t you need it back?’

‘I think you like it a lot more than I did. Besides, for me it is a painful memory. For you, it is a pleasant one. I think it would be a lot better off with you than it would be with me.’

‘Thanks. I will keep it then.’ I said. I had started to acquire quite the feminine wardrobe by now.

I went back to my room and stashed the negligee in my backpack before taking a quick shower and then joining Lynda on her way to the kitchen for lunch.

‘Ah, there are my Indiana Joneses’ chimed in Mrs. Robinson on seeing us. We giggled back in return.

‘So, did you find any treasure?’ she asked.

‘Nothing of any monetary value.’ I replied. I had found certain things that had been very valuable to me but I couldn’t sell them for any money, though.

‘Will Mr. Robinson be joining us?’ I asked.

‘No. Dad usually takes his lunch in town. He doesn’t like to put additional chores on Mum’s list.’

‘That’s what you think, dear. Your dad usually goes to a pub and has a beer or two at lunch. That’s why he doesn’t want me cooking’ frowned Mrs. Robinson.

‘Oh, is that so?’ laughed Lynda.

‘Sadly, yes’ sighed Mrs. Robinson.

‘So, what’s for lunch? I am famished’ I asked. Lynda and my activities in the morning along with the gardening session before that had left me quite drained and at the moment, I could have eaten a horse.

‘Liver and onions. I noticed that you had really enjoyed that yesterday. Steak and kidney pie, pasties, kippers and some left-over bubble and squeak from this morning.’

I had the distinct feeling that Mrs. Robinson was now just trying to fatten me up but right now I just wanted to eat to my heart’s content.

Lynda finished saying grace as always and then we started on the copious amounts of food in front of us.

‘Lynda, can I ask you a question?’ I asked while taking another helping of the liver and onions.

‘Sure, what’s on your mind?’

‘Do you always eat as much as this?’

‘Uh…no.’ laughed Lynda. ‘All that you have seen over the last few days is my Mum over-compensating for having a guest in the house after such a long time.’

‘I hope you have liked the food till now?’ asked Mrs. Robinson.

‘Yes, it has been really delicious. It is just that you don’t have to go to such trouble to prepare so much food just because I am here.’ I said. I was trying to be polite. Truthfully, my stomach would probably not have been able to handle four straight days of heavy meals such as these.

‘Oh…that’s so sweet of you but it is no problem. Like Lynda said, we don’t get many visitors. So, I want you to enjoy your time here’ smiled Mrs. Robinson while unintentionally foiling my well-thought gambit to reduce the food I was being given.

‘So, what do you have planned for the afternoon?’ asked Mrs. Robinson.

‘I was thinking of taking a nap. I am really tired after gardening and poking about in the attic.’

Honestly, I could have probably spent some more time with Lynda even after attic and the garden but the heavy lunch was definitely going to put me over the top. I was barely able to keep my eyes open at this time anyway.

‘Are you really that tired? I wanted to show you the view from the balustrade.’

I didn’t know what Lynda had in mind for us but I could barely muster up the energy to form coherent words at this time. So, I had to decline.

‘I don’t think I would be able to. I am sorry. Maybe we can do something this evening?’

‘That’s okay. I have some homework to do this evening. I am guessing, you do too. We can work on it together then.’

‘Sounds like a plan to me. Let’s meet up in the library at 5pm, then? I assume that’s where you study?’

‘Yes, it is. Alright it’s a date, then.’

Mrs. Robinson’s ears perked up at the mention of the word date. She looked at Lynda and then at me but instead of saying anything she just flashed us both a wide grin. Mrs. Robinson really did have a lot of trust in her daughter and didn’t feel the need to intrude on her private life.

We made some small talk while finishing the rest of our lunch. After that, we helped Mrs. Robinson clean up before Lynda and I retired to each of our rooms for the afternoon.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN

I woke up to find the evening sunlight on my face. I should have drawn the blinds but I was too tired to move in the afternoon. I was feeling a lot better after my nap, though. On checking the clock, I found that I still had twenty minutes before the time Lynda and I had designated to meet in the library. I didn’t have anything else to do until then, though. So, I decided to freshen up a little in the bathroom before going to Lynda’s room to see if she wanted to get started a little early.

I splashed some water on my face and saw my reflection in the mirror. On a whim I decided to take off my shirt. I was still wearing my underdress. I thought about that phrase again - my underdress. It didn’t sound so unnatural anymore. I was starting to accept this part of myself. I put my T-shirt back on and exited the bathroom. I went and knocked on Lynda’s door. There was no answer, though.

After waiting around for a minute or so, I thought that she might have been waiting in the library, already. So, I went back to my room and picked up a couple of books from my backpack and proceeded to the library.

The Robinsons’ library was cavernous. It had been designed centuries ago – at least according to Mr. Robinson – but the sheer size of the room gave one an idea about the sort of people who might have designed the house. It was the largest room in the house and I would guess that both the greenhouses in the back garden could easily fit within it. The room was lined with rows of mahogany bookshelves while two massive windows on either side of the room filled it with light. There was also a second level which one could access via a spiral staircase but probably the most impressive feature of the room – which was also what would give a viewer a hint to its size – was the large skylight at the center of its ceiling. That feature meant that the library occupied its own section of the house. Perhaps, just as impressive were the library’s contents – it was stacked from top to bottom with books. As I entered, I could make out classics such as David Copperfield and Heidi but there were also tomes dedicated to law, finance, medicine and a variety of other subjects.

In the middle of the were two oak desks. It was on one of these desks that Lynda was seated.

‘Hi, Dale’ said Lynda.

‘Dale? But I am not dressed right now.’ I clarified.

‘Aren’t you?’ said Lynda with a frown.

It took a moment for me to realize that she was referring to my underdress. I had just become so accustomed to wearing it by now.

‘Oh right…’ I said sheepishly.

‘So, what do want to go over today?’ I asked.

‘I have a lot of Mathematics homework that is due and I also have Geography and Chemistry to do before school starts back up again. What about you?’

‘Uh…I actually haven’t started on any of my homework.’, I replied.

‘What?!?! Dale, school starts in two weeks. Why haven’t you done any homework?’

‘I guess, I have had a lot on my mind of late.’

‘Oh…’ said Lynda upon realising what I was referring to.

‘So, I can start with Geography today’, I suggested.

‘Alright. Let’s see. We have ten questions to do here. I suppose, the one that would take the most time is this one where we have to reproduce a map of an assigned country. So, which country did you get?’ asked Lynda.

‘Germany. You?’

‘Portugal.’

‘Well, we can use the Atlas to make it.’

‘Did you bring yours from home?’ Lynda asked.

‘No, I didn’t’, I said, a little hesitantly. I was starting to feel as if I was really behind in my school work especially compared to Lynda.

‘Well, that’s okay. You can take one from the library, here.’

‘Oh right. There should be one in here.’ I said. Now, I understood why Lynda liked studying in here – everything she needed was right at her fingertips.

‘So, uh…where are the atlases located?’ I said, looking around the vast room.

‘Right, I’ll help you’ said Lynda, noticing my confusion.

Lynda walked over to the left side of the library that contained a large collection of what I now realized were travelogues. She climbed a step-ladder and reached a row of books that were two rows from the top. She picked out a couple and looked over them before selecting one and placing the rest back to where she had found them.

‘Here, this one would do’ said Lynda, handing me the book.

I looked over the tome. It said, ‘A-Z World Atlas’ on it and inside there was a map of every major country in the world including Portugal.

‘Thank you.’ I said. We both moved back to the study table.

The next few hours passed in a similar manner with us mostly talking about school work and Lynda helping me find various books in the library that could help me or us in completing our homework. This was practically the first time that Lynda and I were spending time together that didn’t involve anything sexual or Netball. Lynda’s Dad also used the library – the other desk was meant for him, I gathered – and the idea that he might walk in if we had started to become amorous kept our libidos in check.

‘Can, I ask you a question?’ I began.

‘What is it?’ replied Lynda.

‘Well, its this massive library. Are all these books yours?’

‘No!’ laughed Lynda.

‘Well, I suppose, it would be more accurate to say yes and no’

‘What do you mean?’ I probed further.

‘Well, we didn’t buy all the books in here, if that’s what you are asking but these books do belong to us now’ she explained.

‘So, who bought them, then?’

‘The previous owners. It seems that this is some sort of tradition in this house – the first owner, the Wellingtons had built this huge library and when they moved away they didn’t want it to remain empty. So, they had left all their books for the next owner and those people added their own books to it and when they left they left the books in here for the following owners and so on and so on until we came to live here.’

‘So, will you be leaving all your books in here when you move?’ I asked.

‘Yes, I asked Dad about it when I was a little girl and he said we would be continuing to follow the tradition. I was a little disappointed, if anything. I don’t want to leave this place but if I ever do leave, I want to take these books with me.’

Lynda did really love being in this town and in this house. I remembered how lonely and sad I had felt when I had initially moved here but now thanks to people like Lynda, it had even started growing on me.

The rest of the evening proceeded without much incident and soon it was time for dinner. I just hoped that Mrs. Robinson hadn’t prepared the large quantities of food that she had been for the past few days.


..


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Lynda and I finished up all our Geography homework and about half of our chemistry homework before we packed up our books and headed back to our rooms to put them away before we went for dinner.

While in my room, I decided to take off my underdress. I liked that I had become more comfortable with my desires to dress as a girl but I had been wearing it for over two days now and it had started to smell a little funky. I also took a quick shower before dinner. So, when I arrived in the kitchen I was a few minutes late and had found the Robinsons already seated around the table.

‘Hello, David’ said Mr. Robinson on seeing me walk in.

‘Hi, Mr. Robinson, did you sell any of the hyacinths that we plucked today?’

‘Yes, all of them in fact. The church had some special service of sorts and they needed a emergency order. It was all quite hectic.’

‘Wow…but I am glad you sold all the hyacinths. There were a lot.’

‘Me too’ grinned Mr. Robinson.

Lynda then said grace and we began on our meals.

‘So, what had you all been doing while I was away?’ continued Mr. Robinson.

‘Lynda showed me the attic. There are so many old books and paintings in there and Mrs. Robinson also told me about that painting that you had found that was worth £20,000 and then we studied in the library.’

‘Wow…it seems like you had quite the busy day yourself.’

‘I guess, you could say so.’ I said while taking up a helping of bubble and squeak.

‘So, what do you have planned for tomorrow, then?’ asked Mrs. Robinson.

‘Well, I had planned on taking him to Chester tomorrow but this evening I found out that he is really behind in his school work. So, I guess, we should work on that instead’ said Lynda, a little bashfully.

‘Oh, yes, school is never really far away from holidays at that age, huh? I hope you can get a good grip on all your work tomorrow.’ chimed in Mr. Robinson.

‘We will try.’ I smiled back but honestly, there was so much that was left. I wondered if we could finish it all.

‘By the way, Mr. Robinson, I wanted to ask you. Can you wake me up to see the sprinklers tomorrow?’

‘Oh of course, David’ replied Mr. Robinson.

‘He saw the sprinkler pattern today. You all remember, right?’ said Mr. Robinson on noting the perplexed looks on the faces of Lynda and Mrs. Robinson.

‘Oh…yes. I guess it has been such a long time since we saw it first that we had forgotten how mesmerizing it could be’ said Lynda.

The spent the remainder of dinner talking about how we had spent our days. Mrs. Robinson’s time seemed to be mostly consumed by cleaning this vast estate and watching the new TV show, EastEnders. Mr. Robinson meanwhile spent most of his time tending to the shop. It was a quaint family life and I could see why they had wanted to move here after their daughter had been born.

Once dinner was over, we helped Mrs. Robinson clean up – with all four of us helping out, everything was cleared and cleaned very quickly. After that, I went to my room. It had been a tiring day but I had gotten several answers that I had wanted. I had started to become comfortable with my own needs and with those of Lynda as well.


..


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

I woke up to hear a knock at my door. I guessed that it was probably Mr. Robinson – I had not set an alarm today because I had asked him to wake me. I had a rough idea of when the sprinklers would turn on but I didn’t want an inaccurate guess to mean that I would be walking around in circles waiting for them to start. Besides, I didn’t know how to get up to the balustrade.

I opened the door to find Mr. Robinson dressed in his gardening clothes.

‘Ready to go, David?’

‘Yes, just let me grab a coat.’ I said. I was still dressed in my pyjamas but such an informal event didn’t require dressing up.

Once I had my coat, Mr. Robinson led me up to the stairs to the second floor and up a much shorter second flight that brought us out to the balustrade.

‘How long until they start?’ I asked.

Mr. Robinson took a look at his watch. ‘Five minutes or so…’he answered.

Once we had reached the balustrade, I finally had a look at the huge size of the Robinsons’ house. Actually, let me correct myself. It would be more accurate to say that I had my first look at the entirety of the Robinson’s estate. It was no less than any of the pictures of palaces that I had seen. Mr. Robinsons’ garden (or rather, gardens) stretched out forever. He had said before that his father was a farmer and he definitely was inclined towards growing plants. The garden that I had seen yesterday while helping him was one of four identically sized gardens – two at the back and two at the front. Each one of them had two greenhouses each. It was while seeing all this that the realisation of what I was about to witness became apparent to me.

I didn’t have much time to imagine it, though, because before I knew it, it was unfurled right in front of me. Like a ballet performance, the sprinklers in all four gardens turned on in unison. As if they were members in a well-trained troupe, they went through their entire routine. First, they sprinkled water around in a 360° pattern. Then the switched to a stronger jet that only ran in fits and starts and twirled around in a circle. Lastly, some of the lets shot up and while the others waited for their turn. The waiting jets then turned on while the ones that were on waited to go again.

‘It looks like a wave, doesn’t it?’ asked Mr. Robinson.

‘Yes, it does.’ I replied.

‘I saw this sort of thing at a stadium when I was in America a few years ago. So, I had the engineer who set this up replicate it.’

If this pattern had transpired in front of us a year or two later, we would have recognized it as a Mexican wave but this was before the edition of the Football world cup that gave it that moniker.

Mr. Robinson and I stood there for fifteen minutes watching the rhythmic dance (it was no less than a dance) of the sprinklers. Once they had stopped, I thanked Mr. Robinson for showing me this performance and then we moved inside.

..


CHAPTER NINETEEN

The only slightly downside of the morning’s sprinkler ballet performance was the bitter cold weather. Once, I got back into the warm confines of the house, I immediately went to the toilet to take a warm shower. Mr. Robinson meanwhile, had gone to tend to his garden sans my help this time. After my shower, I changed into a new outfit and went back to my room. In front of my door I found a small pile of clothes. Mrs. Robinson had finished the laundry and my now clean clothes were waiting for me.

I had about an hour left before breakfast and I decided to get started on my Chemistry and History homework. Maybe if I caught up enough, Lynda and I could do more than just study. I spent the next several minutes reading and transcribing several chemistry laws from my school textbook. It wasn’t very exciting but just before breakfast I had finished all of my Chemistry homework. Although, I hadn’t gotten a start at my History homework till now.

I went downstairs and found that for a change, I was the first one to arrive. The first one – other than Mrs. Robinson, that is. She was busy flitting about the kitchen slicing, chopping and shredding. She was so engrossed that she didn’t even register my presence in the room until I spoke up.

‘Mrs. Robinson, do you need some help?’ I offered seeing her condition.

‘Huh? Oh, hello, David, when did you get here?’ she asked.

‘Just now.’ I lied. I had been waiting for three minutes now for her to notice me but after a while I realized that I needed to broach the subject myself.

‘Well, could you help me set the table, then? I have everything else under control.’

I couldn’t quite describe what I was witnessing as things being ‘under control’ but I set the table all the same. Once I was done, I saw Mr. Robinson walk in from the garden.

‘Morning David, Emma’ said Mr. Robinson.

Mrs. Robinson and I greeted him together as he made his way to the toilet to freshen up before joining us for breakfast. I was alone again with Mrs. Robinson again.

‘So, David, how have you been liking it here?’ said Mrs. Robinson while fiddling with something on a skillet that I couldn’t quite make out.

‘Pretty good. I have learned a lot about the town, this house and your family. It’s been really interesting.’ I replied.

‘So, I have heard from both Brian and Lynda but I wasn’t asking about that…’, said Mrs. Robinson cryptically.

‘Hmmm…’ was the best I could muster out.

‘Well, you and Lynda are together aren’t you?’

I was a little taken aback by such a direct question. I had a vague inkling that Mrs. Robinson probably knew about Lynda and me after yesterday’s lunch but I was hoping she would be a bit more discreet about asking me how I liked dating her daughter.

‘Yes…’ I admitted.

‘So, how do you like her?’

‘She is really great. It had been so much fun getting to know her and be with her during Netball and now after staying here I can see that she really cares about her family and this town and me as well.’

I know that sounded terrible and vacuous but I was a teenage boy and that was the best I could do while being caught like a deer in the headlights by my girlfriend’s Mum.

‘Well, I am glad to hear it’ said Mrs. Robinson while bringing the file bowl of food to the table and sitting down beside me.

I was afraid that we were about to have one of the most awkward silences in human history but thankfully Mr. Robinson and Lynda walked in just at the right time to avoid such an eventuality.


…


CHAPTER NINETEEN

Breakfast passed without much incident and soon Mr. Robinson was on his way to his flower shop. Lynda and I meanwhile decided to continue our school work from last evening. My efforts this morning meant that I wasn’t as far behind Lynda as I was yesterday. I still had four different subjects to cover while Lynda only had Mathematics left. Thankfully, though, that was one of the subjects that I too had left. So, we convened on the library again. This time around instead of finding maps of countries, we were engrossed in learning Trigonometry and Algebra – so it was far worse than the day before.

Whereas the prior evening our small talk had revolved around imagining each other wearing dresses on the Eiffel Tower and in Venice. Today’s small talk revolved around in what sort of context would we ever need to what is the sine or cosine of an angle. We trudged through all of it and with about a half hour remaining before lunch, we had it finished.

‘So, what do you want to do now?’ I asked.

‘I want to snog’ replied Lynda.

‘Huh?’ I said in return. That answer wasn’t quite what I was expecting.

‘I want to snog you, Dale.’ Lynda said matter-of-factly.

‘It’s David.’

‘Aren’t you wearing the underdress?’

‘Of course not. It has been three days. That thing needs a wash and I can’t very well put that in the laundry basket.’

‘Why not?’

It took me a minute to understand what Lynda was referring to but eventually it became clear – I could just put the underdress in the laundry basket. Mrs. Robinson would just think that it was Lynda’s. She would wash it and return it to Lynda who would then give it to me. It was all so simple that I balked at why I hadn’t thought of it before.

‘So, just put in the laundry basket today and I will return it to you by tomorrow evening.’

‘Alright’ I said.

‘So, now that that has been cleared up. What about snogging?’

‘Are you sure no-one will walk in on us?’ I asked.

‘Yes, I am sure. Dad rarely, if ever comes home in the middle of the day and Mum would be too busy preparing lunch right now especially considering the extra lengths she has been going to for you.’

‘Uh…you know…I have been meaning to ask about that. Is there any way that I can get her to stop making that much food?’

‘Yes. Ask her to stop cooking so much food. Now, stop changing the topic. How about snogging?’

Lynda was right. I was changing the topic to avoid kissing her. I wasn’t dressed as Dale at the moment. Usually, I was dressed whenever Lynda and I had gotten intimate. I feared what if the feeling would change in this case. Instead of trying to play games and deceive the girl I loved, I decided then to do something matured and broach the topic with her.

‘Lynda. I want to snog. There is just something that has been on my mind of late. I thought that I had made peace with it yesterday when we were up in the attic but I guess, I am still having a difficult time with it. I think it is best if I ask you this directly instead of trying to hide it, though.’

Lynda’s expression changed. She sat up straight in her chair and smiled.

‘David, you can discuss anything you want with me. You are my boyfriend and you should be comfortable with discussing whatever is on your mind with me.’

‘Okay. This isn’t easy for me to say.’ I began

‘Whatever it is. Just say it.’

‘Alright, it is just that I have noticed whenever we have made love or gotten physically intimate, I have been Dale. I like dressing up in girls’ clothes and I have grown accustomed to the idea that there is nothing wrong with it.’

‘There isn’t.’ Lynda reassured me.

‘But, I just wanted you to know that I am a boy. I am a boy who sometimes likes to wear girls’ clothes. Well, it would be more accurate to say, I am a boy who would like to wear girls’ clothes all the time but I am a boy nonetheless. If the reason you are with me happens to be that you think someday I might want to take this further and become a girl, then I can tell you that is not going to happen. I am happy being a boy and I don’t want to change.’

Lynda kissed me.

‘Sorry, we are going to snog later but I thought you deserved a kiss right now. The reason I am with you, David is that I think you are a kind and gentle soul. You did so much for the team…for the town…after only being here for a short time. I know that you like to wear girls’ clothes but when we started on this road you were really nervous and you stuck to it for all of our sake. That is what drew me to you. As for why, we only become intimate when you are Dale, it’s because I find that side of you irresistible. The side that is vulnerable enough to embrace his femininity. It is unlike any other boy that I have ever been with. I know you probably might be thinking that I may be attracted to girls and I am using you as a go-between and the honest answer I can give you here is that I don’t know. I some times do find girls attractive but I have never been with a girl and I don’t know whether I would like it or not but I can tell you that I am not going to be unfaithful. I am not going to cheat on you with a girl. I am yours forever.’

I am not sure quite what I wanted to hear when I decided to have this conversation but this was pretty close to whatever it might have been. Lynda loved me for me and not for my need to wear girls’ clothes from time to time. I was happy with that.

We spent the next several minutes snogging more passionately than we ever had before until I noticed that we only had a few minutes until lunch. Not wanting to get caught by Mrs. Robinson, we put away our books for the time being and went to the kitchen for lunch.
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CHAPTER TWENTY

The rest of my time at the Robinsons’ home was spent mostly studying and partially shagging with Lynda. But before I knew it, it was Thursday afternoon and it was time for me to go back home. Mum’s train got in around 2pm and she would pick me up soon after and almost like clockwork, I heard a knock on the door at 2:15. Mrs. Robinson opened the door and greeted my Mum.

‘Hello, Anne. How was your conference?’

‘It was boring but I did finally get to see the Eiffel tower’ replied my Mum.

‘That sounds lovely. David is upstairs in the guest room.’

‘I hope he wasn’t too much trouble.’

‘Oh the dear, he is such a nice boy. He helped out Brian with the garden and Lynda with her homework. He was the perfect house guest. We would love to have him over again.’

‘I am glad to hear that. Hopefully, Lynda and he got along.’

‘Get along? Don’t you know?’ replied Mrs. Robinson.

‘Know what?’ asked my Mum, intrigued.

‘Well, he and Lynda are…’

‘Really good friends’ I interjected. I was just in time. I know mothers share some sort of bond but I wanted to be the one to tell my Mum about my relationship with Lynda.

‘Oh, there you are, David. I see you are all packed too’ said Mrs. Robinson on seeing my backpack.

‘Yes, shall we go, Mum?’ I asked. I was sad to be leaving the Robinsons’ home but I wanted to tell my Mum about all that I had learned about myself and about Lynda.

‘Well, David, come again, whenever you need a place to stay’ smiled Mrs. Robinson.

‘And whenever you need any help with your homework’ added Lynda who had just walked into the room.

‘I will. Please wish Mr. Robinson good luck for Liverpool’s match against United. Bye. I will see you all again, soon.’ I said.

Lynda and Mrs. Robinson said goodbye to both Mum and I as we closed the Robinsons’ front door behind us and started walking to our cottage.

‘So, how did you like it at the Robinsons, pet. I see that you were in a hurry to leave. Was it that bad?’

‘Uh…no. It was really fun. Mr. Robinson showed me this amazing sprinkler that he has and Mrs. Robinson made a LOT of delicious food and I do mean a LOT.’

‘That’s sounds great. I am glad that you had fun.’

‘Uh…Mum. I just wanted to tell you that I am dating Lynda.’ I came right out and said it instead of beating around the bush.

‘I am happy that you finally told me’ Mum grinned.

‘You knew?’ I asked.

‘Of course, I knew. Girls don’t spend so much time with boys that they don’t fancy.’

‘Alright but there’s more.’ I added.

‘I want to dress in girls’ clothes more often. Not all time but whenever I like…at home. Not outside. Lynda knows about this too.’ I blurted it all out. I didn’t feel like holding anything back.

‘Hmm…’ said Mum and continued walking. A few minutes went by in silence.

‘So, are you okay with it?’ I asked.

‘I am always okay with whatever makes you happy, pet. There’s just something I want to ask you.’

‘Okay.’ I answered.

‘Do you feel like a girl?’

‘No, I don’t.’ I replied.

‘Alright I was just curious. It wouldn’t matter either way. Just know that whatever you want to do in life, I will support you’ said Mum and smiled.

I smiled back in return and we walked the rest of the way to our cottage. It felt wonderful to know that I was loved by both my Mum and my Lynda.


..


EPILOGUE

‘Mum’s calling you.’, said Lynda.

‘Where?’ I asked perplexed.

‘On the Echo’ replied Lynda.

‘I am never going to get the hang of this. Why did Ben get us this contraption, anyway?’

‘It’s supposed to help us around the house, which it would if you learned how to use it.’

‘I will.’ I replied indignantly.

I got Alexa to answer the call and there was Mum in our old cottage.

‘Dale, happy fiftieth birthday!’

‘Thank you, Mum.’

‘So, are you going out somewhere special today?’ she asked.

‘We have nothing planned. The PM extended the lockdown again. Remember?’

‘Oh right. But it is a special day, don’t you want to do anything?’

‘Ben and Harry and their girlfriends are coming over. Lynda is cooking a special dinner.’

‘Well, that sounds nice. I am sorry that I can’t be there. When will this pandemic end?’

‘We don’t know, Mum.’

‘Oh well, I love you, pet’ replied Mum.

‘I love you too and thank you for the wishes.’

After the call was over. I went into the kitchen and found Lynda cooking dinner. I ambled in beside her and kissed her on the neck. She kissed me back but said, ‘I don’t have much time, my dear. The kids will be here soon.’

‘There’s still two hours left until then.’ I protested.

‘I can’t help it. I have a lot of dishes planned.’

I looked around the kitchen and Lynda did have a lot of work going on. She had inherited her mother’s zeal for cooking.

‘I can help you a little’ I offered.

‘No, I can manage. It’s your special day. You just settle down and watch some telly.’

‘But there’s nothing good on.’

‘Of course, there is. Why don’t you try that stick thing that Alex got us? It has every show in the world on it. Try that Bly Manor show on Netflix.’

‘Okay’ I said and resigned myself to watching television.

I had just finished watching an episode when Lynda’s voice came from the kitchen, ‘Dale, we have just an hour left. You should get dressed.’

I went upstairs to our room and went through the wardrobe. I took off the jeans and blouse that I was wearing along with the earrings and necklace. Before I chose my dress for the evening, I looked at myself in the mirror. It wasn’t quite the body that had made love to Lynda for the first time back in 1985.

Lynda and I had gotten married while were both at uni in Manchester. We had had Ben soon after. We didn’t have a lot of money and we didn’t want to borrow from our parents but we made it work. I got a job right out of uni in construction company in Ipswich and we moved the new family all the way to the other side of the country. The pressure of having a young child and having to support the three of us, started to take a toll on my body and my weight had ballooned to 20 stone by now but there was something more. We had Alex in ’98 and that was when I decided I couldn’t take it anymore.

I had dressed as a woman about half the time in private during the 80’s and 90’s but this had ceased when we had Ben. We wanted to give him a regular family life and I decided to end my time as Dale but the urge kept building like a torrent being held back by a dam and it started to manifest itself in a new way altogether. I had started to picture myself as a woman. It had even gone so far that I had started to become jealous of Lynda.

In May 1999, I told Lynda and Mum that I wanted to on hormones. I came out to Lynda’s parents too, who were a little shocked at first but largely supportive of my decision. I had my first dose of estrogen in August of that year and started to dress as Dale full time. I came out to my colleagues at work a few months later and had my name legally changed the following year.

For a while, things had gone well. My body had started to change. I had started to develop breasts but I hadn’t accounted for the psychological effects of hormones. I had suffered from depression. Although, my work-mates and family had been largely supportive, it was a different matter when it came to the parents’ at Ben and Alex’s school. They were lacking a father figure. They couldn’t do the things with their dad that other children did. I felt guilty and mentally it was a dark period for me. Perhaps, worst of all, I couldn’t make love to Lynda the same way that a man could make love to his wife any more. Lynda didn’t care. She loved me all the same and we continued to become physical but it just wasn’t the same anymore.

In 2002, I went off hormones. By this time, I had a bust that was developed enough, that I would need to wear a bra for the rest of my life. It took several years, and thousands of pounds of medical interventions for me to experience sexual arousal again as a male would but eventually it happened at the turn of the new decade. I have dressed as a woman ever since I went on hormones but I realized what I knew about myself back in 1985 was correct – I was a boy who liked to dress in women’s clothes - nothing more than that. My family accepted me and that was what mattered the most.

‘Hurry up! Alex just called. He will be here in twenty minutes’ called out Lynda from downstairs. I snapped out of my thoughts.

I chose a blue midi-dress with green stripes going down the sides. I paired this with a pair of pearl earrings and a pearl necklace. Then, I did my makeup. Thanks to Lynda’s training over the years, I had become an expert. Then I brushed my long hair and I was complete. There wasn’t any great ceremony. I didn’t experience the thrill that I had experienced at the Whitley’s all those years ago. It was all very regular.

I went downstairs and found Ben, Alex and Jenny, Ben’s girlfriend waiting in the parlour.

‘Evening, Dad’ said Ben.

Alex and Jenny looked at my way and greeted me.

‘Is she here?’ asked Lynda from the kitchen.

‘Yes, Mum, she is here’ said Alex.

Lynda walked in holding my birthday cake. As I got ready to blow out the candles the words that Ben and Alex had just said came back into my mind – dad and she. The shiver that had run through me all those years ago when Lynda had said ‘your dress’ to me had returned except this time it was mixed with a different emotion – contentment.


..


THE END
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