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“HER LESBIAN HUSBAND” 

By Blind Ruth

Charlotte Denise Watts was a young, beautiful, and ambitious woman; even now at the age of twenty-seven she had her own successful business. She was five-foot four and 120

pounds, with long auburn hair that swished around her shoulders. Charlotte’s face was an oval shape, with high arched eyebrows. Her eyes were like a pool of blue, with a smallish nose in between. Her face had been nicely made-up and her lips finished off with one of Virgin V’s lipsticks, called Pink Radiance. She wore a black business suit over a white silk blouse; her slim were legs in honey-colored stockings. On her feet were black leather court shoes with three-inch heels. 

Charlotte always kept herself smartly turned out. Today, however, her appearance was the least of her worries as she had just ended a two-year relationship with her business partner and lover. Despite the end of the affair, though, even the thought of what they had done together in bed and elsewhere was enough to dampen the gusset of her panties. 

***

It all started two years after she left art school. Charlotte was a brilliant student about whom everyone said would make something of herself and they were correct. She first landed a position in a commercial art company, a company that specialized in making television advertisements. Her job was to listen to an “idea man” and make quick sketches of what he said afterwards Charlotte would illustrate the idea; sometimes he would take her to their client to help present the concept. 

After a while, Charlotte had her own ideas and knew what was needed, but said nothing, for her job was limited to sketching the idea man’s inspirations. The thought came to Page - 3
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her that she could do a better job if she set up her own company; the snag was that she had no money. Her only hope was to go to the bank and ask for a loan. 

So there she was one morning, sitting before her bank manger, having asked some days earlier for a loan of a considerable amount of money. He had not been what she had expected: a young and eager manager, about her age who listened carefully to her. 

“Yes, Miss Watts,” he said, “I can see from your recommendations from art school and your work experience that you are well qualified. After some consideration, I have decided to take a chance and give you the loan.” 

“Thank you so much,” she said. “I will work my butt off to prove you made the right decision.” Charlotte hadn't thought it would be as easy as this, but then again this was a younger man; an older married man with a wife and family might not have been so easy-going with her. 

***

And so it was that Watts Advertising Agency was launched. Business was slow at first. 

Even though Charlotte knew a lot about the business, getting work was no easy matter. 

There were the bigger, well-known agencies that potential customers were already engaged with. 

After nine months, things were not going well. Oh, she had landed some small contracts, enough to keep the wolf from the door, but not as many as she expected or needed. 

She burned the midnight oil, thinking up ideas. It was a one-woman firm however, and when she did land a contract, a large part of the income was spent hiring film companies to shoot the spots, and actors to play the parts she had carefully scripted. 

Charlotte was at her wits’ end. She started considering packing it in and going back to work for someone else. However, if she did that, it seemed like she would spend the rest of her life paying off the bank loan. 

There were always other companies competing for the same work as her. If only she could get a lucky break. She never lost faith in her abilities; it was her business approach that was lacking along with the presentation of her work. 

Crossfords was a large company that canned vegetables of all kinds. They had a massive factory and were about to change their advertisements for canned beans. The contract for a new bean advertisement was out for proposals. 

As always, Charlotte visited the company; there, she asked questions of both upper and lower level management and interviewed some factory floor workers. But the main part of her survey was its customers. After all, they were the people who bought their products. She did some spot checks at various supermarkets and shopping malls, asking people what they thought of Crossfords’ beans and how they compared to other brands. 

Charlotte soon developed a number of creative ideas and worked day and night on the script and drawings to go with them. She hired a film company and actors; she would make a video and do her own presentation to the company at their boardroom meeting when other competitors would also be present. 
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Charlotte watched her competitors make their presentations. When it was her turn, she gave all members of the board a copy of her ninety-second spot. The commercial had taken a lot longer than she had anticipated. Charlotte had given it her best shot; she needed this work. 

She launched herself into the presentation, looking around the boardroom as she did so at the usual hard-nosed businessmen whose only concern was how much money this ad might generate. If it was no good, she was a goner, but then she spotted one woman who might, she thought, give her a fair listen. 

When she and her competitors had finished their presentations, the board said that all would be informed of the board’s decision by letter. When Charlotte went to the woman's restroom and sat before the mirror repairing her make-up, a woman, the one she had seen at the board meeting, entered. 

“I was quite impressed with your presentation, Miss Watts,” she said. “You seem to have taken much care, time, and attention to our products. I would like further talks with you, if you have the time.” 

Charlotte looked at the woman through the mirror. “Sorry, I didn’t catch your name.” 

“Martha Reynolds, but you can call me Martha, Charlotte.” 

“Okay, Martha. When can we make a date? I’m free whenever you are.” 

“Shall we say Thursday afternoon at my place? Here, I’ll pop my card with my address and phone number into your handbag.” 

***

Martha Reynolds liked Charlotte, who was young enough to be her daughter; she seemed like a go-getter who lacked business know-how. In that, Charlotte reminded Martha of herself. As Martha now had enough money and time to help the younger woman, she looked forward to showing Charlotte the ropes. 

Martha also just knew that Charlotte was a lesbian; no one had told her but she had learned to trust her intuition on such matters. Although it had been some time since Martha had had a sexual relationship, her partners had always been younger women. She liked them so much; the fun was training them to her ways. 

Martha Reynolds was a forty-five year old blond, five-foot six, 160 pounds. She was a bit overweight, but that did not worry her; she could afford the liposuction to lose ten or twenty pounds if needed. With her round face and her hair done up in bangs, her beautician had her nicely made-up. She visited her beautician about every other day if only because she loved being around beauty. 

Martha didn’t look forty-five, more like twenty-five, which was why Charlotte thought she was talking to someone of her own age. Martha was married but that didn’t stop her from dating women–it was a marriage of convenience for both of them. Nathan Reynolds owned Crossfords and met Martha through a friend; it had not taken Martha long to find out Nathan was gay but did not want anyone to know. Being gay herself, maybe it would be to both their benefit to marry. 
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Once they were married, they went their separate ways and only appeared together at company board meetings, or at special events when the company would be represented. It was then that Martha started taking a special interest in Crossfords and thought it could do better. When Nathan learned of her plans, he gave her the go-ahead, and Crossfords prospered. As Martha and Nathan had no family, the only sex they had was on their honeymoon, Martha looked upon the company as her baby. 

So Martha and Nathan lived apart and never interfered in each other’s sexual affairs. 

However that was all kept quiet and private; everyone thought they were a happily married couple. 

***

Charlotte was a lesbian; she admitted that to herself and had no problem with it. She was a lesbian, but had not been active for more than two years now. All her energy had been directed to her own firm; she had no time for lovers. But it was not as if she did not like  men. She had many male friends; they were nice enough companions for a meal and a friendly chat. She paid way on these occasions, which she thought was only fair. Her male friends held no interest sexually for her at all. Being with a woman sexually just seemed to be in her genes. 

Inexplicably, Charlotte felt she had to dress up for her meeting with Martha. Since she first set up her business, she had always worn a business suit, heels and stockings. Yet on this day, she was compelled to put her best little black dress on, with a deep décolletage showing her ample cleavage. It was accompanied by sheer black stockings help up by a black lacey garter belt, black silk panties, and no bra (Charlotte felt her breasts were firm and needed no support). She finished the ensemble with a pair of black pumps with three-inch heels. 

At around three that Thursday afternoon, Charlotte drove up the magnificent driveway that led to Martha Reynolds’ mansion and parked her car on the chipped granite pathway in front. She left her car and walked up to the front door, all the time taking in the splendid sight of the house and gardens spread out around it. 

After knocking at the door, the sound of approaching steps was soon heard. Opening the door, Martha Reynolds welcomed Charlotte with a kiss on the cheek. 

“Come on in Charlotte, you look  so  nice today.” 

This was not the same Martha that Charlotte had seen at the board meeting. Then, she had been in a conservative pinstripe dress, black stockings and black pumps. Today she looked beautiful to Charlotte eyes, not that she wasn’t pretty at the meeting. Now she was more  womanly,  in a bubble silhouette dress, black bodice and a puffed-out skirt patterned in large red roses which stopped just below her knee, honey-colored stockings, and a pair of white sling-back sandals, low heels. 

Charlotte assumed Martha was older than her, by a few years she thought, because this outfit made her look so young. 
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Martha led Charlotte into her living room, which like everything Charlotte had seen so far was ostentatious. 

“Sit down and relax, Charlotte,” she said, “what do you want to drink?” Martha walked over to a cocktail bar set in the far corner of the room. 

“Oh, a Barcardi and Coke, please.” 

“No problem, dear,” Martha said as she poured herself a Gordon's gin and a small bottle of tonic. 

Handing Charlotte the drink, Martha held her own up, and said, “Here's to you, Charlotte and the future.” They clinked both glasses together. She sat down opposite Charlotte and made herself comfortable, all the while keeping her eyes focused on the younger woman. 

“You look so worried, dear. I can put your mind at rest. You have the contract, if that is worrying you.” 

“But I understood that it would be next week when the board of Crossfords met and made the announcement.” 

“Listen honey, the board of Crossfords is  me. What I say, the others follow. I made that company what it is today. So if they know where their bread is buttered, they go with me.” 

“Sure Martha, it’s none of my business. But what about your husband?” 

“Husband?” Martha laughed. “Nat is a yes man. He knows Crossfords would be nothing without me. He was lucky to be born to hardworking parents who started the company. Then they died and he was left with it. He knew nothing about business and almost ruined the company, till he married me. You know, he is gay, and we have never been to bed together since the honeymoon. Not that that worries me. You see, I’m gay too. Does that shock you, Charlotte?” 

Charlotte had not expected quite the revelation Martha had given her. She was at a loss for words. After all, it was none of her business, so she said nothing. 

“You know Charlotte, you remind me of a lot of myself when I was younger. I know we’re not in the same line of business, but you seem determined to succeed. It’s a man’s world out there. As a woman you have to be 100% better than any man, and as far as I can see, you are. 

“I looked at your video a number of times and I liked it, a great ad it is. A criminal being grilled by a tough policeman with the policeman saying, ‘Come on now, spill the beans,’ and the hoodlum replying, ‘Not if they’re Crossfords, they’re too good to spill! I’ll never spill Crossfords beans. I  always  eat Crossfords beans.’ And then the cartoons you drew for paper and magazine ads based on that were really well thought out and funny. 

I’m confident these will attract people’s attention to our products.” 

“I’m glad you like it, Martha.” 

“You know, Charlotte, in the next few years, there are contracts coming to an end on most of our products. I would suggest Watts Advertising Agency tender for them. Tell me all about you and your company, I’m quite interested.” 
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“What's to tell, Martha? We’re new to this game, although I have had experience in other businesses. I’m a one-woman business and that's about it.” 

“Tell me about the budget for our spot, Charlotte. I mean how much did it take to pay for the film crews, actors et cetera?” 

Charlotte told her and Martha replied, “I see. I know that you could have saved yourself some money. Unfortunately, it’s clear to me you have little business sense.” 

Charlotte blushed at the older woman’s putting her down a peg, but she was right about her knowledge of the business world. 

“What do you mean, Martha?” 

“That ad cost you too much to make, your profit margin is way too low, and money at this stage means a lot to you.” 

“Well you’re right, Martha. Money means a lot just now, but how could I have made it any cheaper?” 

“Just this: you have a struggling business, right?” Charlotte nodded her head. “Well, so are many film companies making ads. If you looked around, you could have come up with a lower cost with just as good a result, if not better. You went for a well-known company, and well-paid actors. I suggest in the future, you look for less expensive companies who will work their butt off, just as you had to do these last years.” 

Charlotte looked with admiration at Martha; she was right. Charlotte never minded criticism as long as it was constructive. 

“Yes you’re right, Martha. To be honest, your ad means I won’t starve for now, but I can’t rest on my laurels, I have to press on.” 

“I like that attitude and I will try and help you. I have many contacts that could do you good. And I may put some money in your company.” 

Charlotte could not believe her luck, but why was this woman putting money in her company? After all she only just met her. 

“Martha, why are you doing all this for me? Don’t think I’m ungrateful or anything like that; I’m just curious. After all, we’ve just met.” 

“Let’s just say I like to help my own sex beat hard-nosed men into the ground and I like you Charlotte, you’re pretty. I like  pretty women  who are also good business women.” 

“Oh,” Charlotte said, not quite knowing what to make of that statement. 

“Look Charlotte, we’ve been talking business for over two hours now. I’ll take you out for dinner tomorrow night for a more social night. Just us two girls together, no business talk, my treat. Is that okay with you, Charlotte dear?” 

This took Charlotte by complete surprise; it was like being asked for a date, not by a man but a woman. 

“Well yes, Martha, okay, I suppose. Where are we going?” 

“Leave that to me. I’ll pick you up, say, about seven. What’s your address?” 

Charlotte gave her address. This woman had a captivating spell over her. 
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The women kissed each other on the cheek as they parted. Charlotte felt there was more passion in the kiss for some reason. 

“Yes,” Martha thought, as Charlotte departed. “Charlotte Watt is a beautiful woman, but she’s intelligent as well.” Martha had had many young women in bed with her before. 

Some were just dumb bimbos good enough for a roll in the sack. Charlotte had brains; she was going places, but she needed that special guidance that only Martha could, and would, give her. Martha had fallen in love with a young woman again! 

Charlotte departed with admiration for the older woman. There was no doubt about Martha’s business acumen and perception of her situation. She was glad Martha had made the offer to put some money in her business, which she knew she would accept. There was no doubt the money would provide a breathing space for her to organize the company better, and she could learn much from this older woman about business. 

Also at the back of her mind was Martha’s admission that she was a lesbian, with no shame about it. Charlotte now wondered if she was falling for the older woman. Her lesbian instincts were rising again, but maybe Martha’s were not; she could not tell. Charlotte had never made love to an older woman, just girls around her own age. Charlotte was in a happier mood for the rest of that day. 

The following morning, Charlotte stayed in bed until 10 in the morning. Getting up, she put on a blue velvet tie-wrap dressing gown over her blue nylon baby doll nightdress and slipped her dainty feet into a pair of blue fluffy mules. She made straight to the kitchen, cracked two eggs on the side of the cooking pan and poured out their shells into the pan, listening then to the sizzle as she added two slices of bacon. 

She poured herself an orange juice; after putting muesli in a bowl, she poured milk from a jug. She sat down and waited for the eggs and bacon, then she laughed; why not have some beans to go with the eggs and beacon? Beans she had, hundreds of tins of them. 

Crossfords had given her plenty while she was in their factory. Opening a cupboard, she took out a tin and opened it, poured the beans with tomato sauce into a small pan, and put it on the gas ring beside her eggs and bacon. 

Charlotte enjoyed her breakfast that morning; the beans were good, maybe better than she had given them credit for. An advertisement was business and the product had to be made to good for the company, and more importantly, the customer. But Crossfords beans were  good. 

Charlotte was in a good mood, the best she had been since branching out on her own. 

Her heart skipped a beat as she thought about tonight, and Martha. “God,” she said to herself, “I’m like a little lovesick schoolgirl.” She went about picking out clothes for the evening, spent hours deciding on, then rejecting all the dresses in her wardrobe. Finally, she had the outfit she would wear when she was with Martha. 

Now she gave a quick phone call to Sadie, her hairdresser, to ask if she could fit her in for a hair-do later that afternoon. 

“Sure, Charlotte sweetie. For anybody else, it would be no!” Sadie laughed; she too was a lesbian, and knew of Charlotte’s sexual inclination. 
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Charlotte laid out her plan for the day: a light lunch, then a relaxing soak in the warm, scented bubble bath. She put on the clothes that she had set out for her visit to Sadie the hairdresser. 

Charlotte finished her bath and smelled delicious, as she spread purple scented talcum powder over her ripe young body. 

She went into her bedroom to select her underwear. She chose the peach-pink under-wired Lycra bra, slid it up her shoulders, eased her breasts into the cups, clipped the hook and eye at the back, and adjusted the shoulder straps. Then she secured the garter belt around her waist, rolled the honey-colored stockings up her smooth legs, and snapped the garter tabs. She lifted her red silk-jersey cocktail dress with the strapless bodice, which had gold beaded embroidery following the lines of its plunging neckline. The dress settled over her head and stopped above her knees. Finally, she stepped into gold kid ankle strap sandals, and Charlotte was ready to go to Sadie for her hairdo. 

At Sadie’s, she had her hair fluffed up. Sadie made conversation as she sorted out Charlotte’s hair

“Got a heavy date, dear?” Sadie asked. 

“No, not really Sadie,” Charlotte said, blushing. 

Sadie made no further comment. 

Meanwhile, Martha Reynolds was also getting herself ready for the night. She wriggled into a yellow polyester-chiffon cocktail dress, spotted in red, with a strapless bodice, red velvet ribbon belt, bow-tied on the side. Its gathered three-tier skirt ended above her knees; it was worn over stiffened petticoats, which caused the skirt to balloon out around her thighs. Red satin shoes with pointed toes and stiletto heels finished the outfit. 

Of course, both women did not realize that they had picked similar outfits: both were red, strapless cocktail dresses. 

Charlotte stood at her window looking out at the street below her fourth floor flat, waiting for Martha. She had put on her long black coat, and a black quilted leather shoulder bag was slung over her shoulder. Sadie had attached a red velvet rose to her hair and whispered, “For that special lady, dear.” Charlotte blushed a deep red but said nothing. 

On opening the door for Martha, Charlotte was greeted with a kiss on each cheek, which she returned. 

“You look heavenly, dear,” Martha said. 

“And so do you, Martha.” Charlotte admired her look: fox fur coat, fox fur hat with fur trim, and her wine red shoulder bag with its scalloped flap embroidered in gold thread. 

“Well, if you’re ready, let’s go, honey.” 

They arrived at a haute cuisine restaurant. While taking off their coats, they realized they were both wearing red cocktail dresses and laughed. 

“Great minds think alike, Charlotte!” 

“Well, I hope you’re right, Martha… I would like a mind as observant as yours–in a business sense, that is.” 
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As they walked into the restaurant, the headwaiter came forward. “Mrs. Reynolds, good evening. I have your reservation over here.” He led them to a corner table and held the seats out for the ladies. He handed them each a menu; they ordered a three-course meal, the main course being grilled sirloin steak with port and truffle sauce. 

“Thank you, Frederick, please send the wine waiter over.” 

“Yes, right away, Mrs. Reynolds.” 

As they waited for their starter course of prawn salad with Marie Rose sauce, Martha struck up a conversation with Charlotte, who began telling her life story. 

“Your mother is a very religious person, then, from what you’re saying,” Charlotte said. 

“Oh yes. My father died before I was five. He was a member of a very right-wing evan-gelical church, which Mother also attended. Mother took me there faithfully every Sunday. 

She was a strict disciplinarian, and was not afraid to use the strap on me.” 

“Poor dear, you had a hard life,” Martha said, taking Charlotte’s hand and squeezing it. 

“But there was sunshine as well… My Aunt Lucy, how I loved her.” 

“Yes, Charlotte? Why was that?” 

“I owe a lot to her,” Charlotte said. “You see it was her who encouraged me to take up painting at the age of five. Aunt Lucy was an art teacher at the local high school, and stayed with us after my father died. She was my mother’s younger sister. She said I had talent and from an early age, she went out of her way to teach me all she could. I appreciate the sacrifice she made for me, more than I appreciate my own mother.” 

“Where is she now?” 

“I can’t answer that. She just disappeared when I was about twelve. That was, let me see, fifteen years ago. She must be in her forties by now.” 

By this time, the wine waiter had arrived. Martha studied the list, and said, “The house white wine here is delicious, Charlotte. I would recommend it to you.” 

“I’ll take your word, Martha.” 

The waiter took the order, left, then returned to pour a small amount in each woman's goblet. 

Martha took a sip. “Yes, good.” The waiter left the bottle in an ice bucket beside the table. 

In good time the meal arrived and, as they ate, Charlotte asked Martha about herself. 

“I did not quite appreciate your age,” Charlotte said. “I thought you were much younger, Martha. Please understand, I’m not trying to be rude.” 

“Oh, don’t worry yourself. I’m flattered you think me so young. I’ve had cosmetic surgery of course, but I can afford it. I need some liposuction soon.” 

While eating her meal, Charlotte scribbled something on the back of her menu. 

“What's that, dear?” Martha said. 
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“Oh, just a quick drawing of you.” 

“Let me see.” Charlotte handed the drawing over to Martha, who studied it. 

“That’s good, you know. I’ve never had a drawing of myself before. Do you paint in oils?” 

“Yes, of course. I learned that way back with my Aunt Lucy and art school, but I have no time for it at present. When I started in commercial art, it was all quick draw and I had no time for oils. That’s especially true now, as I try to make a living.” 

“I see, dear. Whenever you do get some time, could you paint me, not just my face but full-length, from face to toes? I expect to pay for it, of course.” 

“Well yes, Martha, but as I said before, all my efforts at present are directed towards my company. Here, take this as partial payment for the meal,” Charlotte said, handing Martha the drawing. 

“Thank you, Charlotte. I shall treasure it always. I admire you even more because you’re not a freeloader, you want to pay your way.” 

The two women eventually finished their dinner and leaned back in their seats, sipping coffee with their petit fours. 

“I’m full, Martha. I couldn’t eat another thing,” Charlotte said. 

“Yes, I’m full too, but you looked as if you needed a good meal when I saw you last night.” 

“Yes, you’re right Martha, I was worried about my business going to the wall. Even now, your contract only eases it a little bit.” 

“I see, Charlotte. Forget it for tonight. I know a little club where we can relax, have a drink or two, a dance and maybe even loose a few pounds.” 

Martha asked the headwaiter to phone for a cab; she would leave her car there and pick it up in the morning. 

The cab ride ended up at a club in a quieter part of town. The bar was brightly lit and everyone seemed to know Martha. She took Charlotte’s hand and led her over to a far corner. 

A waitress came over. “What will it be, Martha?” 

“A Gordon's gin and tonic for me. The same as last night for you, Charlotte? A Barcardi and Coke?” Charlotte nodded as Martha looked at her. 

Charlotte saw a small dance floor and a woman sitting at a disco console, feeding in discs. Then she noticed it was all women dancing with each other, which did not worry Charlotte as she had been in lesbian clubs before. The waitress arrived with the drinks and sat them down on the table. Martha gave her a generous tip, which she put in the top pocket of her waitress uniform. 

“Like a little dance, Charlotte?” 

“Yep, okay, Martha.” 
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They held hands as Martha led them out to the dance floor. There were a couple of other women dancing with each other. Martha held Charlotte tight around the waist as they danced. 

Charlotte felt weak in Martha’s arms, then felt a wet kiss on her cheek. She was in heaven and automatically returned the soft kiss, which led to a full kiss on the mouth from Martha. The floor was crowded now as the lights dimmed down. Martha and Charlotte danced close to each other; their perfume blended together in a sweet heady aroma. After awhile, Martha led Charlotte off the floor for a rest. 

As they were sipping their drinks, a voice from behind Charlotte said, “Well, hello there, Martha Reynolds. Long time no see.” 

Martha looked up, and said, “Judy darling, where have you been? Sit down beside us, and have a chat.” Martha got up and kissed this Judy on the cheek. Judy appeared to be the same age as Martha. 

As she sat down and made herself comfortable, she said, “You must introduce me to your enchanting little friend.” 

“Sure Judy, this is Charlotte Watt; she is working on an advertising contract for Crossfords. She’s an up and coming business woman in her own right.” She turned to Charlotte. 

“And this is Judy Henderson, the head of Henderson's Houses. You know, the ‘We build better houses’ ad.” 

“Yes of course, I’ve seen that ad many times on television,” Charlotte said as the two women shook hands. 

Martha and Judy talked away about old times that Charlotte knew nothing of. 

“Sorry, Charlotte dear, just memories of old times,” said Judy. 

Martha said, “If you’re looking for new talent and a clear, refreshing look at your hous-ing market, Charlotte’s your girl.” 

“From you, Martha, that's some recommendation. From anybody else I would have ignored it. Charlotte, here is my card; give my secretary a call and we can arrange to meet. It just so happens that our ad for country cottages needs renewing. I’ll catch you up on what is necessary but don’t let that stifle you from other ideas. But we’re getting too serious here. Let me buy you ladies a drink.” 

The night ended with Martha ordering a cab, dropping Charlotte off at her flat with a full kiss on the lips. 

That night, Charlotte lay in bed, starry-eyed, remembering all that happened that night. She was falling in love with Martha, who had thrown up a good contact, Judy Henderson. Maybe Watt Advertising Agency was on an upward turn. 

Next morning after breakfast, Charlotte phoned Henderson's Houses and was put through to Judy Henderson's secretary, after saying she had to ask for a date to meet her. 

“Yes, Miss Watts, let me see. Miss Henderson is not free this week. In fact, she is away in France to open up our business in Paris. Ah, there it is, a date in two weeks time, Thursday afternoon. Say, two o’clock. Would that be alright, Miss Watts?” 
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“Oh, yes sure,” Charlotte said with a little bit of disappointment in her voice, but at the same time taking note of the appointment. She heaved a sigh and thought that Rome was not built in a day, and then laughed to herself. Henderson's Houses, “Rome built in a day.” Hey, there might be an ad in there somewhere. She was now more cheerful and went about her work for the day in a better mood. 

Charlotte’s flat had a bedroom, kitchen/dining room, and she had converted her living room into an art studio where she could work on drawings and sketch to her heart’s content. When she was content, she would paint scenes for her ad, not in oils, which would take too much time, but in watercolors. At the same time she worked on dialogue between characters she created. Charlotte had a very active brain. Today there were some finishing touches to put on a few ads she would be pitching in the next few weeks. She went about her painting with more excitement than she had for a long time. 

Just then, the phone rang. On answering it, Charlotte heard Martha, “How did you enjoy last night, darling?” 

“It was wonderful, Martha. I had a great time. Did you have a good time too?” 

“Of course, dear. What do you say to doing it again tonight?” 

“Sure. By the way, thank you for introducing me to Judy Henderson. That was nice of you.” 

“Think nothing of it. That's what I mean about business sense; I have a lot of contacts. 

But your work is good. It’s just that you don’t know how to go to the right places. Pick you up around seven again? I’ve just had a thought, Charlotte. It might do you a lot of good. 

Forget about tonight. Are you free this afternoon?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“Just a little surprise. I’ll pick you up at three; trust me, it’s all for the best. Bye, darling.” 

Putting the phone down, Charlotte was very curious but her trust was in Martha. 

Martha turned up at three sharp; soon, Charlotte was in her car, traveling to a part of town she was not familiar with. 

“Where are we heading, Martha?” 

“You’ll soon see, dear. You’re about to experience something I believe will be mind blowing. Trust me.” 

“I would trust you in anything,” Charlotte said. 

The older woman had a hold on her. The only relationships Charlotte had had were with women closer to her own age. It seemed to her that Martha was a strange woman with a mystical aura around her. 

They had now entered the Chinatown section of the city, and parked in a small lane. 

Now on foot, Martha led the way; apparently she knew where she was going. They walked through a large open oriental street market, with stalls selling many things: clothes and shantung silk cloth, vegetables, fruit–many of which Charlotte had never seen before, and could only guess at their name–rings, earrings, bangles, necklaces. 
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Men and women shouted about their various wares, trying to entice Charlotte to buy. 

Martha paid them no attention and pulled Charlotte by the arm. Charlotte made a mental note of all this; some day she must come back and sketch this scene, and when she had time, oil paint it. 

“Come on, Charlotte, no time to look around.” 

“Where are we going, Martha?” 

“You’ll see soon,” Martha said. 

They now found themselves in a maze of busy streets, with cars going past them at high speed. The streets were full of Chinese businesses and restaurants with signs in Chinese lettering. Traveling many streets, now walking down one, they crossed the road and stood in front of a small shop with red and gold Chinese lettering on the window, and two large green dragons breathing fire. 

They entered the compact herbal and Chinese medicine shop; the air was heavy with the smell of incense from the burning joss sticks in copper bowls around the shop. To the right was a counter and behind it were two women in gaudy dresses of dark green, crim-son, and purple with Chinese symbols on them. Their skirts were split up the right side, the older woman’s split ending much higher than the other’s. 

“Good afternoon, Madam Martha,” the other woman said. “Ah, you bring the beautiful young lady. I have prepared everything.” Madam Ling spoke in a soft lilting voice, put her hands together and bowed slightly. 

“Good afternoon to you, Madam Ling.” Martha returned the curtsey. 

By this time, Charlotte was looking at the various jars, bottles, and pill boxes of herbal medicine, containing herbs, leaves, and flowers. She lifted a jar to look at the contents and was interrupted by Madam Ling, who said, “Ah, that is not for you. It is for men who cannot have erection.” The younger woman giggled. The older woman glared at her and she stopped. 

“Ah, I have something for you. This is for beautiful ladies like you. Try it.” 

Madam Ling handed Charlotte a very small tortoise-shell comb. Charlotte had never seen such a small comb before and questioned Madam Ling, “Is this for my hair?” 

The young woman beside Madam Ling quickly and enthusiastically cut in. “Yes, for the hair on your pussy.” Xiu Mei giggled, as Charlotte blushed deep purple. 

Madam Ling giving Xiu Mei an angry stare. “Xiu Mei, will you mind your own business?” 

“Yes mother,” Xiu Mei said. 

Madam Ling carried on talking as if her daughter were not there. “You must forgive Xiu Mei, my third daughter. She is very intelligent, but sometimes acts like a silly schoolgirl. She is at on mid-term leave from university and is helping me out in our shop.” 

Although Madam Ling may have scolded her daughter, there was no doubt she looked upon her with affection. Xiu Mei was a small woman, with a mischievous childish face and two little pigtails hanging to her shoulders. Her mother was taller, with one long braided pigtail going down her back. 
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“Beautiful lady, now try acupuncture for happiness.” 

Charlotte looked at Martha who said, “It’s okay, I have arranged it all. This will do you good and unwind the tensions in your body, give you the zip you need for the work you have to do. Madam Ling has used acupuncture many times on me.” 

This cheered Charlotte up. Madam Ling added to Charlotte’s confidence by saying, 

“This is very  special  acupuncture for only ladies. Do you good, you see.” 

Madam Ling now turned to Xiu Mei. “Lock up shop while I take beautiful ladies to our flat and prepare acupuncture.” 

Martha and Charlotte followed Madam Ling upstairs and were led into a well-furnished luxurious Chinese style flat. In the center, all laid out for the purpose of acupuncture, was a large chair, the likes of which Charlotte had never seen before. The chair was made of pine and was so large that three people could sit on it with comfort. Beside the chair was a small table; on it was a tray that held many thin needles of sizes from an inch to a foot, and a little bottle of clear liquid. 

Unseen by Charlotte, Madam Ling nodded to Martha, who nodded back. Madam Ling looked at Charlotte. “If beautiful lady will remove her blouse and bra, then kneel on chair, we begin.” 

Charlotte glimpsed at Martha, who said, “It’s alright. Here, I will hold your hand if you’re afraid.” 

Charlotte stripped to the waist and knelt on the chair. Martha took both her hands in front of her. 

“Close your eyes, pretty one,” Madam Ling said. She poured the small bottle of liquid over the needles in the tray and then dipped some cotton wool balls into it. With these she now gently wiped them down Charlotte’s spine, which immediately became numb. 

Madam Ling took a long needle soaked in the liquid and pushed it into the flesh of the spine at the top, then another, and so it went until Charlotte had a long line of quivering needles swaying from side to side down her back, from the top of her spine to the bottom. 

The needles had been immersed in an ancient Chinese drug, which acted immediately. 

Charlotte did not feel Martha let go of her hand, or even Madam Ling inserting two needles in each of her nipples, or tell her to open her eyes, which she did anyway. 

Charlotte started seeing things, in colors she never knew existed, in hideous grotesque shapes, along with ear-splitting sounds. 

By this time, Martha had divested herself of her skirt and panties. She stood naked except for beige stockings on her legs, before Charlotte. She put her hands behind Charlotte’s head and pulled it into the thick bush of her pubic hair. 

Charlotte saw a massive jungle of trees, and when Martha pushed further, Charlotte seemed to be going through the ground into a world of vivid purple and pink, with pools of white-colored water that she wanted to drink. The white liquid tasted so sweet that she wanted more. She had never experienced anything like this before; it was wonderful, she was in heaven. She hoped it would never end and although she did not know it, she had her arms around Martha’s derrière, pushing her face further into Martha’s pussy. 
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Madam Ling watched and smiled as Martha received intense physical pleasure and gratification from Charlotte’s ministrations. She had seen many customers fulfilled with such enjoyment, and she hoped Madam Martha had found her true love. 

Charlotte seemed to be having hallucinations, and began an out-of-body experience. 

She seemed to be floating in mid-air, gazing down on two odd-looking women. One was elderly and all in purple, the second, a younger, green-colored woman, had her head between the legs of the other who was sucking on something. Charlotte longed to be beside the green woman. The purple woman seemed familiar; in a faraway memory, she had loved her. If only she could kiss that woman in that sanctified place. She wanted to pull the green woman away; she was sucking what was rightly hers. Paradise, Eden, and nir-vana were all within that aperture flowing with white liquid. IT WAS HER’S and no one else’s. 

Martha was in a rapture of ecstasy, groaning with immense pleasure, running her hands through Charlotte’s hair. She pulled Charlotte tighter between her legs as the ultimate pleasure was about to come. She felt it she could not stop it, as wave after wave of sticky wetness poured out of her into Charlotte’s mouth. 

From above, Charlotte watched the scene; she wanted that warm invigorating liquid for herself, yet this other girl had it all. Why, why was this woman she knew she loved giving the beautiful love juice to someone else? It was only for her and no one else. Try as she might, she could not get to the other young woman to fight her off. 

Madam Ling looked on with serene contentment at the beautiful scene, which she herself had participated in many times. She knew the joy and happiness Charlotte was receiving and knew that she would be a better happier woman for it. Madam Martha, of course, would also be a very happy woman. 

***

Charlotte awoke in strange surroundings; while allowing her bleary eyes to adjust, she noticed a Chinese woman standing at her bedside. 

“Who are you?” Charlotte said. “Where am I? Martha is not here?” 

“I am Madam Ling, do you not remember? You are in my house, and Madam Martha left you in my care two days ago.” 

“But my business, my work…what happened, where is Martha?” 

“Madam Martha will take care of your business. What happened? You fell in love with Madam Martha and made love here in my house, Madam Charlotte. Have no fear; Madam Martha will soon be here to pick you up.” 

“Love? With Martha? I do not remember, how? Why?” Charlotte said. In her heart she rejoiced, although she blushed that another woman had seen such intimate lovemaking between her and Martha, even though she could not remember any of it. 

Martha had no hesitation in asking Charlotte to move in with her and share her bed, and within days Charlotte had moved all her things. Her flat had now been completely converted into an art studio, which she went to every day. 
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***

Charlotte’s sat before Judy Henderson’s desk for their appointment. 

“Sorry, Charlotte, for not being here when you phoned that day. I didn’t mean to put you off. Now that you’re here, let’s talk business.” 

“You’re a busy woman, Judy. I have done a layout for an idea I had about a possible ad for Henderson Houses.” 

Charlotte lifted the portfolio she had brought with her, selected some drawings, and gave them to Judy. 

“Say, these are good and your ideas are first class. Just the thing to sell our houses.” 

Judy was looking at a drawing of a Roman Centurion standing beside a house with a sign reading Henderson's Houses. The Centurion was saying, “Rome wasn’t built in a day and neither are Henderson Houses. That is why they are so good, durable, and worth every penny you spend.” 

“You know, Charlotte, as I said the other week, the ad contract for our country cottages ends in two months. I’m going to sign you up right now. I’ll get the contract department to work it out, and work on the money aspect.” 

Charlotte was pleased and it showed on her face. 

“Good,” Judy said. “That's settled. Is the contract to your approval?” Charlotte nodded. “Well now, let’s have a little celebration.” Judy lifted her phone and buzzed her secretary to come into her office. 

“Sue, crack open a bottle of bubbly and make it the best.” 

Sue opened the cocktail cabinet in Judy’s office; taking two goblets out, she opened a magnum and poured the champagne into the glasses. She brought the goblets over and handed one to each woman. 

“Pour one for yourself, Sue.” Judy raised her goblet and proposed a toast to Watt Advertising. 

“I’ll drink to that,” Charlotte replied. 

Sue excused herself, which gave Judy a chance for some small talk with Charlotte. 

“Tell me, Charlotte, how do you find life with Martha, I mean sleeping with her?” 

Charlotte was shocked and it showed in her scarlet face. 

“No need for modesty here,” Judy said. “You see, I know Martha very well. Ever since we both were students at business college together, we had an affair. We lost touch with each other after leaving college. Later, I heard about her through the business column of the newspapers, as I expect she also read about me. The other week was the first time we met since college. Martha can be a good lover, and she has taken a fancy to you. More important to you and your company, she will steer you on the right road. Listen well to her and you will learn a lot. Martha knows what she’s talking about. Do you know she was top of the class in business studies? I can tell you that was no mean feat, because out of Page - 18
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that class of fifteen, eight went on to form their own companies. You could not be in better hands business-wise. But beware; she could break your heart.” 

Charlotte listened attentively though she could never believe Martha could or would break her heart. 

***

It had been two months since Charlotte was at Madam Ling’s and her advertisements for Crossfords Beans were now appearing on television and in newspapers; she was just about to launch new ads for Henderson Houses. Other businesses now began to look with favor on Watts Agency as sales in Crossfords Beans shot up and Henderson Houses were selling more than ever. Charlotte was run ragged answering the phone calls and making rough drawings. Business increased and the only relaxation she received was at night in bed, lying in the arms of Martha. 

Martha had gone for her liposuction. She sported a trimmer figure and felt better for it; Charlotte made her feel youthful again. Taking Charlotte to Madam Ling’s had been the right decision; she had relieved the stress in Charlotte. Martha had her own desires fulfilled as well and knew Charlotte had fallen for her. This was one of the things she had asked Madam Ling to do: drug Charlotte, but make sure there were no long-term harmful effects. 

The effect was to make Charlotte desire and love Martha all the more. 

Martha knew that Charlotte was lovesick for her and would do anything to her in a sexual way. To Charlotte, Martha was a goddess; the place of worship was between Martha’s breasts and legs. As an act of devotion, she went to Martha’s two “shrines” every day, to receive the life giving fluid her goddess would honor her with because of her faithfulness. 

A year with Martha soon passed, an eventful year for Charlotte and her business. 

Watts Advertising had progressed so much she was now thinking of hiring someone to help ease her workload. She put an ad in the newspaper looking for a person with experience in commercial art and in office organization. 

Several men and women applied for the job. She eventually selected a man; he had been to art school, and also had experience in office management. Charlotte liked Bill Blake; although he was four years older than her and five inches taller, they turned out to be a good team. Charlotte could discuss artwork and designs with him, and they bounce back ideas off each other. This was motivating for Charlotte, and she could also give contracts to Bill to work on. 

To Charlotte, Bill was unlike any man she had known, slim hipped, a child-like face. 

He was more girlish than masculine, she thought, maybe that was why she seemed to get on so well with him. He was a gentle person, with clear and soft skin, long soft blond hair; he was a thoughtful man. With the right women’s clothes and skillfully applied make-up, his hair styled more en femme, he could be made to look like a woman, but that was none of her business. 
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When Bill–William as his mother Margaret always called him–was a boy, Margaret saw him as a gentle, kind boy. She noted he always found a way out of playing rough games, like football or rugby. And, she watched him as he played with girls his own age. As William became older, he seemed to prefer girl’s company, not like other boys who may have had designs on the girls, but just to be in their company and talk. He always seemed happier around girls, which was maybe why he was an imaginative and artistic boy. Margaret thought it would be a good move to send William to art school; however there was some opposition from William’s father. No son of his would mix with that arty bunch of gays, or

“faggots” as he ignorantly thought anyone going to art school must be. No,  his  son had to get a manual job, a “real” job where he would sweat and develop his muscles. 

In some matters, Margaret

would let her husband have

his way, but not with the fu-

ture of their son. Margaret

would have put William in

girl’s clothes (and was certain

William would have no objec-

tion) had she not been scared

of what her husband would

say. What his mother did not

know was that William had al-

ready tried on some of her lin-

gerie when she was not home. 

He was petrified anyone

would find out, and he care-

fully planned each “adven-

ture” for when he knew his

mother and father would not

be home. 

Bill rather liked Charlotte, 

but knew nothing of Charlot-

te’s inclinations or about her

relationship with Martha. He

knew Charlotte stayed with

her, but he was under the im-

pression that Martha was her

aunt, and Charlotte never cor-

rected his belief. 

Sometimes when a new

contract was obtained, Char-

lotte invited Bill out that night

and they would have a party. 

On these occasions, she felt as

if she was with a woman, even

though Bill was dressed as a
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man. She felt relaxed in his company, which she did not always feel in the company of a man. 

As well as becoming good work partners, they became good friends. Charlotte didn’t think of Bill in sexual terms; that part of her was taken over with Martha. However, it was nice to have male company in a platonic relationship. 

To Bill it was a different matter entirely. He wanted to know Charlotte better and he wanted a relationship with her, as she was a very beautiful woman. Some days he would bring her flowers, for which she gave him a little kiss on the cheek. She felt it was pleasant of him. Given his kind and caring nature, it was no surprise and she thought no more of it. 

As Bill was a reserved man, he never made his feelings known to Charlotte, but was waiting for some sign from her, which never came. As far as sex was concerned, Charlotte got her fill from Martha; it seemed that Martha always had some sort of sexual surprise up her sleeve, which ignited Charlotte’s passion for her all the more. Charlotte wondered what it was that the older woman brought to the table, so to speak, that she had never found before. Wisdom, knowledge, whatever it was, all she knew was that she wanted to be between Martha’s legs every night. 

Charlotte had fallen into a schedule with Martha that reminded her of when she was living with her parents. When Charlotte came home from her studio, Martha had dinner ready. After dinner, Martha would take Charlotte to the room she had set up as an office, where she would review Charlotte’s work, scrutinizing every detail, everything except art or drawings, which she did not profess to be an expert in. Martha was a hard taskmaster and the two women worked into the early hours of every morning. 

When Martha was at home, she usually dressed in pantsuits with flared bell-bottom trousers, which emphasized her position as the dominant female. On one occasion, Charlotte came home to find that Martha had a tight, thin, silk chocolate brown pantsuit on, through which Charlotte could see that Martha was not wearing panties. Martha was in a sexy mood that night and after dinner, as Charlotte sat at the desk going over all that happened that day, Martha kissed her on the back of her neck, sending little thrills up and down Charlotte’s spine. 

Charlotte looked up into Martha’s eyes. Martha’s lips descended down to kiss her and she whispered, “Leave the work for tonight, darling. Let’s go to bed.” In no time, Martha stripped Charlotte’s dress and panties off and Charlotte lay naked in Martha’s arms, ready for another night of glorious lesbian love. 

***

Now that Charlotte had employed Bill, she could visit customers some distance from the studio, sometimes involving overnight stays; she could leave Bill, confident he could deal with anything that might arise while she was away. 

Charlotte had planned a week away as she had three customers in the North interested in her proposals. She had high hopes of landing at least one contract. So that Monday morning, having packed her case, she gave Martha a kiss, saying that she should be back Page - 21
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by Saturday. Next, she dropped into the studio, went over some matters with Bill and told him to get in touch with her on her mobile if anything important came up. 

By six o’ clock that night, she was in the room she had booked, where she would be for the rest of the week. She went for a meal in the hotel restaurant. It was an early night for Charlotte, as she had a customer to see. 

Charlotte was up early the next morning and put on her business outfit: black skirt, jacket and white silk blouse, black tights, and black pumps. After breakfast, she drove to an eleven o’ clock meeting with the customer. She was no longer afraid to put her ideas forward in an aggressive fashion. She easily convinced the customer’s board of directors that Watts Advertising was the one to go with; soon after, Charlotte was signing contracts with Heralds Biscuit. “Announcing the biscuit of Royalty” as Charlotte had put in her ad. 

Charlotte came back to the hotel in an excellent mood that night. When she phoned Martha, she bubbled over with enthusiasm. It was a long conversation with each woman telling each other how much they loved the other. 

The next day would be a free day as her last two client calls were on Thursday and Friday. The Friday visit she expected to be difficult and she had therefore booked the hotel for Friday night, planning to drive home to Martha on Saturday. 

The Thursday visit proved disappointing; she had expected to land that one, and was left feeling a bit low. This made the Friday appointment all the more important. Charlotte expected to spend a long time talking with the directors of the whiskey company, and she had spent plenty of time working over that ad. 

After dinner on Thursday night, Charlotte phoned Martha, but was surprised that Martha didn’t answer. Martha was always at home; however, Charlotte thought no more of it. 

Instead she spent more time preparing her dossier and notes for the next day. 

After breakfast Friday morning, she phoned Martha and this time received an answer. 

“I phoned last night, darling, but you weren’t there,” Charlotte said. 

“Oh, I was out, dear. I met an old friend and had a meal.” 

“Anyone I know, darling?” 

There was a bit of hesitation in Martha’s voice, and then she answered, “No, Charlotte. 

No one you would know.” Then, as if to change the subject, she said, “When are you coming back, dear?” 

“I think it will be tomorrow. I expect a lot of hassle with this one. I’m missing you Martha. I must hurry off.” 

Then as an after-thought, Martha asked in an uneasy tone, “Phone me, darling, before you come home, won’t you?” 

“Sure, darling.” Charlotte put the phone down; as she was in a hurry, she thought no more of it. 

Charlotte arrived in plenty of time at The Real Scotch Whiskey Company. She knew the contract with her competitor had over a year to run, and the company had not even started looking for another agency. She sat for over an hour in the waiting room until eventually Sir John’s secretary came and said, “Sir John will see you now, Miss Watts.” 
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Charlotte was led into a magnificent office with a very distinguished-looking man with a white beard wearing a Stewart tartan kilt. 

“Miss Watts to see you, Sir John.” 

“Och aye, lassie, take a seat, yea cheeky wee thing, had no fear of the great Sir John, had yea?” He burst out laughing. “Yer a woman after my own heart. I never liked yes men or women and yea don’t look like one to me.” He laughed again. 

“I’ve read your report for an ad, now convince me, you cheeky wee thing.” 

Charlotte looked at Sir John and figured he was all bark and no bite; he was a good-humored man and a hard worker, all his life he had spent building this company. She opened her portfolio and showed him the ads and dialogue she had scripted. 

Sir John read them thoroughly, looking at her every so often. “You’re good, lassie, aye canny give a denial, but you know our contract runs for a year more.” 

“Yes,” Charlotte said. “I know that, Sir John, but would you sign up with Watts Advertising when that contract is finished?” 

“Aye, that I surely would, lassie. In fact, I’ll give you my hand on it.” He held out his hand and shook Charlotte’s. “That’s settled, my Bonnie lassie, you can take the word of Sir John Stewart. I never a welsher in my life, my dear. Now you will have lunch in the boardroom with me, my Bonnie wee lassie. And a drop of the hard stuff.” 

Sir John led Charlotte out of his office to the boardroom with his arm around her waist. 

***

Charlotte was again in a happy mood now that she knew the Real Scotch Whisky Company contract was in the bag, even if it was a year away. “Wasn’t that Sir John Stewart a bit of an eccentric?” she thought. “Still, he took a fancy to me.” 

Charlotte thought of phoning Martha that she was on her way home because everything had ended so quickly. Then she thought, “No, I’ll give Martha a surprise. I’ll pack up my things, check out the hotel, and I should be home by six or seven.” 

Charlotte arrived at Martha’s beautiful mansion and parked in their garage. The garage was attached to the kitchen and she went in quietly. Not seeing Martha there or in the living room made Charlotte wonder where she was. Yet she  must  be in the house, as all the lights were on. 

Suddenly she heard laughter and giggles coming from the bedroom, giggles that were not Martha’s, giggles she did not recognize. It seemed like Martha had a visitor. Charlotte was going to rush in and surprise her, but something told her not to. 

So making towards their bedroom, she found the door was wide open. With horror, she saw two naked women on the bed covers wriggled in sexual Seventh Heaven. Martha was with a redhead even younger than Charlotte. They never noticed Charlotte above the noise they were making. 
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Charlotte’s mind catalogued the scene then flashed back to the nightmare at Madam Ling’s of the green woman lying between the purple woman’s legs, sipping the sweet white juice that rightly belonged to  HER, CHARLOTTE. 

Charlotte could not stand this any longer. She had to get out of this house as quick as possible, as these two lesbians laughed again. Was it her they were laughing at? 

Charlotte went back through the kitchen, into the garage. In her car, with screeching tires, she roared out the driveway and onto the street. Where she was heading, at that moment, she had no idea. She was driving wherever the road led, wondering how could Martha betray her. “Surely she knows I love her. Who the hell is that redheaded bimbo?” 

After driving for some two hours and getting nowhere fast, Charlotte headed for her studio. No one was there as Bill had left around five. She let herself in, made some coffee, and sat sipping it on the settee. She would stay here at least for tonight. 

When morning came, Charlotte was not going to phone Martha. She had made her plans. There was only one thing for it: go home to mother. Since leaving home, she had not seen her mother for eight years. She didn’t have much to pack, just what she in the case she had taken with her up North, and that was in the car trunk. As she eased herself into the car, the words of Judy Henderson came to mind. “But beware, Martha could break your heart.” How right those words seemed just now. 

***

Martha had a high libido; after Charlotte was gone a few nights, she needed female company, young female company. She went to a lesbian club and picked up a flirty young redhead, who Martha knew she would dump before Charlotte came home. It was just a bit of pussy to keep her happy; it was Charlotte she loved, she would understand, wouldn’t she? 

The young woman–Cassie–was a nice plaything with a nice pussy. She was all right for a roll in bed but not in the same class as Charlotte. 

***

Charlotte had hardly been home a day before she knew that she had made a mistake going back to her mother. First it was, “Come back to see your old mother at last.” Then, 

“What sort of trouble are you in now?” and all sorts of other things. “You’ll be going to church on Sunday to wash out the sins you’ve committed away from home. When was the last time you prayed for your wicked soul? You will  not  be going in these short skirts you’re wearing! Cover yourself Charlotte, you’re showing too much leg.” 

And so the aggression went on non-stop. Charlotte reckoned if she was not a woman by now, her mother might even have beaten her. Her mother gave her a long black dress which came down to her ankles and a high stiff collar–more Victorian than modern day–for her to wear at church, flat shoes instead of the high heels which her mother disapproved of. No makeup, clear and clean faced; her mother said she looked like a harlot and Page - 24
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a strumpet with all that muck on her face, and no daughter of hers was going to look like that. 

So there she was that Sunday, sitting all prim and proper in her mother’s pew in the Evangelical church, listening to the pastor’s sermon about our evil society, and how we had to be on the straight and narrow. Charlotte’s mother smiled with approval at her; it was all getting too much for Charlotte. First Martha had hoodwinked her; now her mother was harping on her endlessly. It all came to a head the following week when her mother took her shopping for “more respectable clothes.” They were not the kind of clothes that Charlotte wanted to wear and she told her mother so. It was perhaps the first time in her life that she had stood up to her mother. 

Her mother was shocked and turned on her, “I’ve been hearing things about you since you went away. Evil things about how you slept with women at art school, and how you now live with an older woman. Disgraceful! I won't have it, you hear, girl? It’s about time you married, found a husband and had children. You know you remind me of Lucy, you’re as bad as her, that shameful hussy.” 

The last remark about her Aunt Lucy, her mother’s younger sister, really hurt. Aunt Lucy, her teacher, her mentor, who gave so much of her time teaching Charlotte how to paint, gave her the love of drawing. How could her mother run down the relative she loved more than anyone else in her family? And yet it had been more than seventeen years since she last saw her Aunt Lucy, who had disappeared into thin air. 

Charlotte clearly remembered the last time her Aunt was at their house; she was twelve at the time. One night, after she had gone to bed, it must have been two in the morning, she was awakened by the sound of raised voices coming from her Aunt’s room; the voices of her mother and Aunt having a fierce argument. Tempers were clearly being lost as it went on for twenty minutes. Charlotte could not hear what was being said. It ended with the sound of banging doors, and then all was still. 

At breakfast there was no sign of her aunt; on asking her mother where her aunt was, Charlotte received a glare and was told to shut up and eat her breakfast. That was the last of Aunt Lucy Charlotte ever saw or heard of her. What her mother had just said made Charlotte more curious than ever to find out what had happened to her. 

But at the present time, she had more on her mind, especially as Bill had phoned her mobile since there was no appearance of her at the studio. Charlotte said she was feeling tired and needed a rest, but would be back in a day or two. She said she had confidence in him to hold the fort till she came back. Bill also said her Aunt Martha had phoned about her, asking where she was. Charlotte told him to say nothing till she came back. 

Charlotte had had enough of her mother. She had come home for a rest; it had been the opposite, so she might as well get back to work. After the end of the week, she told her mother she must get back to work. Her mother kept telling her she had to get married soon before she became an old maid. It was enough to drive Charlotte up the wall, but she said nothing. She was not the least interested in men. Not that she had anything against them; it was just the way she was. 
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***

Back at the studio, Bill had taken good care of the contracts they were working on. 

Charlotte commended him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. He blushed and secretly wished it would lead to something further. To Charlotte, it was just a friendly kiss between herself and a colleague. 

Charlotte flung herself into her work to free herself of the bad images she saw every night when she went to bed, of the young green woman between the legs of the older purple woman. It also kept nagging her for some reason that she must find her Aunt Lucy. 

With some money in the bank for a change, Charlotte found herself a place in the country. Bill asked about her Aunt Martha but received no reply, which he thought strange, as Charlotte had stayed in the studio for some two weeks now. Charlotte had changed all of the phone numbers, as she did not want Martha to keep calling her. Until then, whenever Martha called and she answered, she hung up, not speaking to her. 

About a year passed since the nightmare of finding Martha and her lover. Charlotte still could not drive the vision out her mind, along with the words of her mother about Aunt Lucy. She told Bill it was about time for him to take a vacation, as he had worked vir-tually non-stop since joining her firm. Bill said he liked work, but Charlotte insisted, because when he came back, she would be taking a few weeks off. 

Bill asked her where she would go and what she would do on the vacation. Charlotte explained she wanted to seek her lost Aunt Lucy. Bill asked if there was any way he could help out. Charlotte said that was sweet of him but she did not think he could, but if she needed help she would let him know. She gave him a kiss on the cheek; Bill was so thoughtful, unusual for a man, she thought. 

How would she start to find her aunt, where should she begin? Charlotte gave a lot of thought to the matter. Then she thought, why not go to her aunt’s old school and make en-quiry there? 

At the school, Charlotte introduced herself to the headmaster and explained that she was trying to find her aunt. “I see Miss Watts,” he said. “That was over 15 years ago and I was not headmaster then. I will call Mr. Read who has been here a long time.” 

When asked if he knew the whereabouts of Miss Lucy Watts, Mr. Read said, “Yes, I remember Lucy well. She was one of the best art teachers we had here; it was always a mystery why she left. She came in one morning, put her resignation in and said she would work out her notice and leave. Of course the headmaster tried to talk her out of it, and asked if there was anything the school could do for her. It was all in vain and Lucy left.” 

“Have you any idea where she went?” Charlotte asked. 

“Not really, but I do know that when she put her notice in, she stayed with her boyfriend, which was odd, as you know, Miss Watts. At that time your aunt was staying with your mother.” 

“Yes of course… have you any idea where her boyfriend stays?” 
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“No, I’m afraid I do not know at all, but he was an art teacher like your aunt, I think his name was Jackie Ashworth, but what school he taught, I have no idea. But it won’t be hard to find out if you go to the education department. That's about all I can tell you, Miss Watts.” 

“Thank you Mr. Read, you have been most helpful and have given me plenty to work on. And you, Headmaster, I can’t thank you enough.” 

“Pleased to be of help, Miss Watts and I hope you find your aunt. From all reports, she was a damned good teacher.” 

“She certainly was that,” replied Charlotte. 

***

Charlotte would go to the education board to find out about this Jackie Ashworth and maybe if he had left his job. “Who knows,” she wondered, “he may not even be with my aunt any more.” Charlotte was surprised that her aunt had had a boyfriend, but of course Charlotte was only a girl then and her aunt would not have told her of her private affairs. 

She realized it had never occurred to her till now that Aunt Lucy was a fine looking woman; no wonder she had boyfriends. Was she still with this Jackie Ashworth? Was she now married to him? If Charlotte found her, all these questions would be answered. 

At the education board, the secretary for the director helped her look up the fifteen year-old records. It seemed Jackie Ashworth had left the school 12 years ago and was now head art teacher St. Clair's High School in Trent, a distant town. On asking if he was married, the secretary could throw no light on the matter, but she thought he was single when he left to go to St. Clair. 

Arriving at the St. Clair’s High School, Charlotte asked to see Mr. Jackie Ashworth; the little secretary gave her a peculiar look. “Oh yes,  Mr.  Jackie Ashworth. I’m sorry  Jackie  is presently at an art seminar on behalf of the school.” 

 “ Oh, I see. Would you know if he is married?” 

“Yes, and to a very nice and understanding woman. He and Lucy Ashworth have been married for, let me see, it must be twelve years now. Why do you ask?” 

“That could be my aunt, Lucy Watts. I’m trying to trace her. She also was an art teacher at one time. Do you have Mr. Ashworth’s address?” 

“Yes… here it is, out in the country. Nice peaceful place out there. I hope it is your aunt. If it is, she certainly is an  understanding  woman.” 

Charlotte hoped the trail would end the mystery of why her Aunt Lucy had left so suddenly. And if it wasn’t her Aunt Lucy, well, she’d just have to start over again. 

For some reason, Charlotte had been expecting to see a cottage, but instead found a beautiful white villa. Knocking at the door, she received no answer. Maybe this Lucy, if it was her Aunt, had gone to the seminar with her husband. 

She looked around and saw another villa some 100 yards away. She knocked on the door. An elderly woman appeared and Charlotte asked about no one being in next door. 
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“Yes dear, I expect Lucy is shopping at the supermarket; she usually does on a Wednesday. Why are you asking?” 

Charlotte went on to describe how she had been searching for her Aunt Lucy for over a week. 

“Do come in, dear. I’ll make a cup of tea to pass the time till she comes back.” 

Charlotte told the woman all about her Aunt Lucy, how if it were not for her, she wouldn’t be the success she was today. 

“I do think your Aunt Lucy and Lucy Ashworth are one and the same person. Lucy Ashworth is a painter and a good one at that. It’s portraits she paints. I expect she must have handed a chromosome down to you; it must be in your family...” 

Charlotte blushed. “I’m not in the same class as my Aunt Lucy; I’m just lucky to be where I am today.” 

Just then the woman looked out the front window. “Oh look, that’s Lucy’s car coming down the lane. You will soon know.” 

Charlotte nervously watched the car as it came nearer and pulled up in front of the villa. All Charlotte could see was the back of a woman in a leopard skin jacket unloading the car trunk. 

Charlotte said, “Can I help you, ma’am?” 

The woman turned around, looked at her for a second, and said, “Charlotte, my little Charlotte!” whereupon she dropped the parcel she was holding and embraced Charlotte, hugging and kissing her on the cheeks. “It’s been so long, what, it must be fifteen years or more. You  must  come in and tell me all about yourself, little Charlotte. But, you’re not a little girl now. My, haven't you grown into a beautiful woman?” 

Charlotte was embarrassed and blushed, but her aunt had lost none of her good looks; she still looked beautiful. She helped her aunt empty the trunk and put the food in the freezer. Her aunt then took her into the living room. 

“You’ll stay here for a week or two, Charlotte. I insist, and when  Jackie  comes back from the seminar tomorrow, you must meet  Jackie.” 

 “ Is that your husband, Aunt Lucy?” Charlotte asked. 

She didn’t reply and changed the subject. “How is your mother, Charlotte?” 

“Oh, very well, Aunt Lucy,” Charlotte said, but didn’t mention what her mother had said about Lucy, or even how that was one of the reasons she had searched for her Aunt. 

“I'll make a special tea and we can talk over your life since I last saw you, and of course I’ll make up our spare bedroom for you.” 

Charlotte had a lovely tea and afterwards, told her aunt all that had happened to her since they had last seen each other. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you pursued your talent in painting. I always said you were a talented girl. Isn’t great to have a job that like?  Everything  goes so well then.” 

“True, aunt.” 
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Charlotte was so glad she had found her aunt again; it was her lively active attitude she liked most about her. When she went to bed that night, she wore the beautiful blue clear-cut nightie her aunt had given her. Looking in the dressing table mirror, she noticed how like her aunt she now was. Being a painter, she purposefully studied the lines of her aunt’s face and body during dinner; it was second nature to Charlotte now. 

Charlotte took her nightie off and looked at her naked body; the only people who had seen her naked apart from her mother were Martha and those girls she messed about with at art school. She only hoped she would remain as pretty as this when she reached her aunt’s age. She was looking forward to meet Jackie, but wasn’t it funny how everyone clammed up when you mentioned that name? That now took a priority in her mind. But time for sleep; all would be revealed in the morning. 

***

Charlotte woke up late; it was the sound of her aunt knocking at the door that stirred her. Aunt Lucy came in with a tray with her breakfast and set it down on the bed. 

“Sorry, Aunt Lucy, I slept in. What time is it?” 

“Don’t fret over it. The country air gets you that way till you’re used to it. It’s midday but sleep as long as you like, I don’t really care.” 

“Is Jackie here yet?” 

“No dear, it will be another two or more hours, I expect.” 

“Right, as soon as I finish breakfast, I’ll get dressed and give you a hand. I’m looking forward to meeting Jackie.” 

Charlotte dressed after she ate; it wasn’t hard to choose as she only had the set of clothes she came in: her business suit which consisted of a black skirt, jacket and white blouse, black stockings and black pumps with low heels. 

When she came into the living room, she found her aunt was dusting and cleaning the place. 

“Can I help you,” Charlotte asked. “Is there anything I can do?” 

“No, no, Charlotte, sit down and enjoy yourself. If I wasn’t waiting for Jackie, I would take you for a walk. There are some nice landscapes here. I’ve painted some; I’ll show you them to you before you leave. You will stay for a week or so, won't you, Charlotte?” It was a plea from her aunt, how could she turn her down? 

Charlotte took her mobile out of her handbag, phoned Bill, and said she had found her lost aunt and asked if he would hold the fort a little longer. 

“Sure,” Bill said. “I hope you have a good time at your aunt’s.” 

“Yes, I will. By the way, I had an important appointment with old man Hunter. You know, Albert Hunter the shipping magnate. Could you take that on? By the way, don’t be afraid of him, his bark is worse than his bite.” 

Bill answered, “Yes.” 
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“You are such a sweetie, Bill.” Charlotte gave him a kiss through the phone. Although she did not know it, Bill was in heaven. 

“That your boyfriend, Charlotte?” Her aunt asked. 

“Oh no, Aunt Lucy, just my work colleague. I hired him, must have been eighteen months ago. He’s a painter like ourselves; brilliant,” said Charlotte. Trying to think of Bill as a boyfriend just wouldn’t work. But if she were to get romantically involved with any man, Bill would be at the top of the list. He was the nearest man she had seen to a  woman. 

But Charlotte thought in lesbian terms, and quickly expunged the thought. 

Charlotte's aunt was so busy around the house she didn’t have much time to talk. For lunch, Aunt Lucy fixed a quick salad meal of lettuce, tomatoes, and raw carrot. All grown in her garden, she was proud of it; she had done all the work herself. 

In the living room, Charlotte had a magnificent view of the rolling fields and hills; it brought out the artist in her and she wished she had her paint, brushes, easel and papyrus to paint the beautiful scene. 

Charlotte heard a happy exclamation from her aunt, “Look, it’s Jackie coming down the lane.” 

Charlotte snapped out of her daydream and saw a car heading towards the villa, then pulling up in front of it. She turned to say something to her aunt and found that she had left the room and was out at the car, waiting for the person within to come out. 

The car door opened and a most beautiful woman stepped out. Her aunt wrapped her arms around the woman, kissed her on the lips and heaved a sigh while saying, “My darling  Jackie!” 

The woman said, “Lucy, my love.” 

The two women came into the villa arm in arm, looking into each other’s eyes with tender love. Lucy detached herself and turned to Charlotte, “Jackie this is my niece, Charlotte." 

Jackie came over and shook hands with Charlotte “Yes, I remember you always talked so emphatically about her, how talented she was. I remember it well and how you only hoped that she would continue with her painting.” 

Charlotte kept her eyes on Jackie; the words emerging from her well made-up lips were feminine sounding, not male. Was Aunt Lucy a lesbian? Did all the judgment her mother uttered to her about Lucy, mean her aunt was a lesbian? But then that was none of her business, she supposed. 

Charlotte stayed mostly silent and reserved for the rest of the day, although she made well-mannered conversation when asked. She kept staring as discreetly as possible at Jackie, taking in her beauty, her well-styled hair, with the two pale blue ribbons streaming down to her neck. She had well-made-up lips, clearly brushed-on apricot lipstick, dew-drop eye shadow, onyx eyeliner, a continuous curl mascara that lifted and lengthened the lashes; her face had been lightly powered to blend the make up with her own beauty. 

Jackie was an artist, she had applied the same care she would have put into any painting to her own face. Even her accessories were picked with precision: the twin pearl neck-Page - 30
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lace, pierced ears with pearl stud earrings. She had small, soft, delicate hands, with apricot nail polish to match her lips, and a ruby friendship ring on the middle finger of her right hand. On the left wrist was a lady’s gold plated watch. 

Jackie wore a green silk buttoned-up blouse, patterned with satin leaves, an above-the-knee dark green wool skirt, with pockets set at hip level. At the waist was a very wide black belt, which nicely set off the whole ensemble. Light brown stockings encased her slim legs, right down to where her feet entered her green almond-shaped shoes. 

To Charlotte, it was clear to see that her aunt had much adoration and love for this Jackie; it showed in her eyes. Charlotte was happy for her aunt, thinking of her own situation with Martha. 

***

The following morning, Charlotte rose early, got dressed, and made for the kitchen and found her aunt and Jackie already sitting there, eating. 

“Ah, Charlotte, have you gotten used to fresh country air?” her aunt asked, laughing. 

“Yes, Aunt Lucy, no sleeping in this morning!” Charlotte said, also laughing. 

Jackie was already dressed in a plain black skirt, a jacket, and white blouse; ready to go to school. Looking at Charlotte, she said, “It's a beautiful summer day, Lucy. Take Charlotte down to the old mill by the river. You would like to do some painting, wouldn't you? 

It’s one of the best views around here. We’ve painted it many times, haven’t we, Lucy?” 

“Yes, of course, darling,” Lucy said. “I’ll bring oil paint, brushes, easels and canvas, and it’s on the old bikes again with our picnic basket. Take your mind off all your business worries, Charlotte, great idea, darling.” 

Jackie rose from the table, kissed Lucy and walked with her arm around her to Jackie’s car where they kissed again and drove off, Lucy waving her goodbyes. 

Lucy came back to the kitchen. “Charlotte, I have some cold chicken in the fridge; we will make some sandwiches, a flask of coffee, and put them in two small panniers to fix on the bikes. I mean you  do  want to go to the mill, don’t you, Charlotte?” 

“Oh yes, it’s a long time since I painted in oils. You know, it’s all quick sketching in my game.” 

Charlotte’s Aunt Lucy gave her an old skirt and blouse to wear and a hardwearing pair of boots. The country is a nice place but can be wet and muddy even if the sun is out. Her aunt told her to find two bikes in the garden shed while she made sandwiches. Then, Lucy went into her studio and sorted out oil paint, brushes, easels and canvas. Her studio was something that Charlotte knew nothing about. 

Charlotte brought the bikes to the front of the villa, where her aunt stood with two white scarves, one on her head; she held out the other for Charlotte. They attached the panniers to both bikes. 
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Off the two women went down the lane, Charlotte following her aunt. After about three miles, they stopped as there was a gate leading to a rough path. Lucy opened it and they followed the path another two miles, to where a river came into view. 

Coming to the riverbank, Lucy said, “We’ll have to walk for a mile or so, Charlotte. The view here is magnificent.” 

Eventually an old mill came in sight. “This is the spot, Charlotte; take out the small folding chairs and set up the easels. We’ll start to paint.” 

This they did; both women were silent for hours as they sketched and outlined the ruin of the mill, trees, foliage, plants, and wild flowers. 

Lucy stood and startled Charlotte, who was so engulfed in her painting that she jumped when her aunt said, “Charlotte, you are a master painter! Look at your brush strokes, so vibrant, the colors just jump out of the canvas. I could go on and on; I’m so overcome, just thrilled, this is marvelous, just marvelous. You’ve learned a lot since I last taught you. You are a natural if ever I saw one. Pity you’re in commercial work, but you have to make a living, I understand.” Her aunt swept Charlotte in her arms and kissed her. 

Recovering from her shock and surprise, Charlotte looked up at her aunt. “Anything I have learned about painting and art is thanks to you and the time you spent with me. I owe it all to you, Aunt Lucy,” Charlotte said, red faced and blushing. 

Lucy said, “I think we should have a bite to eat. Lay out the blanket and I’ll get the hamper out of the pannier.” 

As they munched their sandwiches, Lucy suddenly spoke to Charlotte. “I’m sorry Charlotte, about all those years I lost touch with you.” 

“No need to be sorry, Aunt; the main thing is we’ve found each other again.” 

“No, no, you could do with a justification of why I disappeared all those years ago. 

You were just a child then; now you are an adult, and can understand. I don’t know what thoughts are going through your mind after seeing Jackie. Maybe you think that I am gay and I don’t blame you, but I’m not sure you understand. See,  Jackie is my husband.” 

Charlotte tried not to show the shock on her face, but she couldn’t help it. 

Lucy continued, “It all started when I was a student at art school. You know, you have a good time; I hung around with the gang. I had a few dates with the guys, nothing important, a bit of caressing and fondling. I never let them go any further. 

“Then one day, a boy four years older than me, Jack Ashworth, asked me for a date. At the time he was just a face, I really didn’t know him then. Jack didn’t even hang around with the crowd I mixed with. When we dated, I found Jack to be an interesting man in all respects. It became serious. Jack was a kind and gentle man. 

“After a year, Jack had his B. A., and had received a teaching position at a well-known school. We became engaged. All this time, though, he looked worried when we were together for some reason. So I asked him why he frowned so much; did something concern him? What was it? 

“I then received the most amazing confession that I had ever heard in my life, something I never expected. 
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“Jack started with a pained face, ‘I don’t know how to put this, Lucy. I don’t even know where to start.’

“I could see he was clearly confused. ‘Look darling, it cannot be all that bad. You’re not in trouble with the law, are you?’

“I was a little annoyed, which on reflection I should not have been as Jack was struggling over whatever he had to say. 

“ ‘Okay, okay, Lucy, I hear what you say, it’s not pretty.’ Then he came out with it just like that. ‘I’m a cross dresser.’ There was silence in the room for over a minute. 

“Then Jack said, ‘You’re not saying anything, Lucy.’

“No Jack, I’m still thinking. You see, cross-dressing is something I know nothing about and I cannot make a judgment until I learn more. But why keep me in ignorance all these years? You have concealed this from me. I am disappointed you didn’t tell me sooner, but I won’t condemn you; I want to know more. I must think about this. 

“ Jack said, ‘The answer you have just given me is better than I expected, and gives me hope. I know this is something most women will not come across very often. Ask me anything you want to know and I will do my best to explain it to you to the best of my ability.’

“I really liked Jack. No, not liked, loved him. “Look Jack, how long have you been doing this?” 

“ ‘Since I was a boy.’

“Is there a way I can see you in women’s clothes, are there any books I can read about this, Jack? 

“ ‘What if I invite you to my apartment this weekend where you can see and meet the woman in me? I can also give you a few pamphlets on cross-dressing, transvestites and so forth.’

“Well yes, that sounds like a good idea.” 

“ ‘I’ll cook the meal, you come on Sunday afternoon. That's settled.’

***

Charlotte’s Aunt Lucy took a long breath and continued her narration, “On that Sunday, I was a bundle of nerves; I didn’t know what to expect. At Jack’s, I sat in my car for twenty minutes trying to calm myself down, then at last I got up the courage to go to his apartment. I took the lift up. Then at the door, I hesitated again, wondering what was I going to see, but I pressed the bell. It seemed like a lifetime before anyone answered. Then there she was, an astonishing sight, a woman in all respects, and very pretty at that.” 

“Jack?” I stuttered. 

“ ‘But of course, who else were you expecting?’ I couldn’t answer I was so overcome by the splendid feminine form before me, I was struck dumb. 
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“ ‘Come on, Lucy, you can do better than that,’ Jack said, and took my hand and pulled me into the hallway where he swept me into his arms and kissed me. My mind was reel-ing. I had my hand on the hem at the back of his skirt; don’t ask me why I pulled it up. 

From the hall mirror behind us, I saw he was wearing  black panties!  The next thing I did, I put my hand between the V of his legs to feel his member, but nothing was there, all nice and smooth, no sign of an erection! 

“You’re wearing  black panties!” I said, a stupid remark since I could obviously see them. 

And you have no err, err penis. Your body is all smooth like a woman’s. You’re a man, ar-en’t you, Jack?” 

“He looked at me and burst out laughing. ‘What else would you expect I wear? In women’s clothes I certainly would not have Y fronts on, would I?’

“I embarrassedly dropped the skirt. 

“Jack said, ‘I certainly am all man, I’ll tell you about it.’ And he led me into the living room and sat me down. 

“ ‘Let's talk Lucy,’ he said. As I entered the room, I could see that a table had been set for two. Jack pulled out a chair for me and I sat down. Over the meal, I told Jack–no, Jackie as I called him–that I thought he was more fitting in female clothes. Jackie began to explain many things cross-dressers had to learn. He was wearing a wig, his penis was in a gaff, he used hair-removing cream all over his body, and that was why he was so smooth. 

“I asked Jackie if there was more, did he want to change his sex? He answered no; that he was happy the way he was. However he did want to become as much like a woman as possible without actually having any sort of operations. To him it was more important how I felt; he loved me and all that mattered to him was me. 

“The whole day I floated on cloud nine. God, I said to myself, isn’t this wonderful? A man, no, a woman, all to myself. But you’re not a lesbian, are you? You see a woman; you know it’s a man, why can’t you have the best of both worlds? It’s a man merged into a woman and you can show your love for both of them. What a crazy mixed-up conception! 

You know it’s right for  you,  maybe no one else, but for  you, yes. 

“Come on now, Jackie,” I said. “I want to see it all, your clothes, dresses, skirts undies, shoes, everything. After all, if I’m to be your wife, there should be no secrets between the two of us ever again. 

“ ‘You mean that you will actually marry me?’

“But of course stupid, I love you.” 

“Jackie took me into her bedroom and opened wardrobes, dressers, drawers. A huge amount of women’s apparel was there in all its glory and beautiful colors, silk, satins, lace. 

They all had that lovely feel that only women’s clothes can give. 

“It’s lovely Jackie, how did you get it all? 

“ ‘Oh, it took a long time. I used mail order catalogs, I went into stores and pretended they were for my girlfriend, wife; anyway I could. I would do anything, just to have these wonderful clothes. I tell you Lucy, once you’re in the grip of cross-dressing, it takes hold of Page - 34

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

you and you can’t let go. I’ve tried to give it up, I’ve even thrown my clothes out, but after a few weeks I’ve had to buy more.’

“If you marry me Jackie, there will be no need to. This is a complete new world to me and I am enthusiastic about all this. I want you to be my girlfriend and lover at the same time.” 

Lucy spoke now directly to Charlotte. “I have to point out here that Jackie and I had never had sex together; until this time it was all kiss and cuddle. The ‘girlfriend’ side of our relationship came more to the front than the lover part. 

“I asked Jackie if she had ever been out in public as a woman. She shook her head. I said we can’t have such a pretty woman waste away in your flat! Joe Public has to meet and see you, darling.” 

“Jackie said, ‘But I’m a little afraid, Lucy.’

“Baloney, Jackie, I will be there beside you. Next Saturday. Put that date in your diary. 

“ ‘What are we going to do, Jackie?’

“Do?” I replied. “Why, go to the shopping mall, that’s what we are going to do!” I felt aggressive; maybe I was to lead Jackie further on the road to womanhood. 

“Before that,” I told her, “I will be here early to watch and learn how you apply the makeup so well; I could gain a lot of knowledge. Believe me, you are good, Jackie, better than me and plenty of other women.” 

***

Lucy continued, “The next Saturday, it was Jack who greeted me at the door. He led me to the living room once more and we sat down for a cup of tea. 

“He said, ‘You want to see me dress as a woman, if so, we start from the beginning. 

That means from nude. I already used the hair-removing cream last night.’ He took my hand and led me to his bedroom, where set out on the bed were the clothes he would wear that day. On the dressing table were powders, creams, eye shadows, eyeliners, mascara, lip liners, lipstick, blushers, and a host of things a woman would want to make her good looking. A jewel box was beside them, in which I saw necklaces, bangles, clip on earrings, rings and many more. 

“ ‘Okay, Lucy, turn away if you don’t want to see me naked!’ I didn’t turn; I had to see what happened next. 

“Jack stripped off his male clothes until he stood before me stark naked. This didn’t arouse me. It was too intense watching the procedure he was about to undertake. He told me at breakfast that morning he had put bromide in his tea. As someone said, it’s an old army trick to stop recruits from having erections; it dulls their libido. He had a very limp penis hung between his legs. 

“Its not going to do you any harm, darling, is it?” I asked. 

“ ‘Well, it didn’t seem to harm all the many men in the armed forces who did it.’
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“Jack wrapped a black satin garter belt wrap around his body, which covered him from his belly button to above the penis. He removed a pristine pair of nude stockings from their sealed package. Sitting on the bed, he extended his right leg. He placed his toes in the stocking and slowly and lovingly stretched the stocking up his leg and attached the two garter tabs to it. He applied the same technique to the left foot. Jack stood up; as before, his member dropped flaccidly down between his legs. I felt a strong desire to run my hands up and down his legs, which I did. 

“Well, it worked, Jack.” 

“ ‘What?’ he replied. 

“You have no erection!” We both giggled like two silly young girls. 

“ ‘Now we come to the part I call Now-you-see-it-now-you-don’t. Watch this.’

“He spread his legs wide apart and eased his limp penis and testicles up into a hollow space between his legs; it all disappeared like magic. He pulled a pair of white cotton panties into place and his male sexual parts were no longer there. He took another pair of panties, a gaudy purple color, lifted some foam padding and stuffed the foam in both sides and two areas at the back. He wriggled the panties up his legs and over the white panties; feminine shape hips and derriere began to emerge. 

“I wondered what would be next as Jack walked to a drawer in his wardrobe, he already looked half man, half woman. The top half was man, at least for the moment, the bottom half woman, with purple panties and nude-colored stockings. He opened a drawer to obtain two boxes and upon opening one, took out a strip of something roughly in the outline of a breast, although it was flat. He carefully peeled off a paper backing and applied the strip over his right breast area; the strip itself was hollow in the inside so his nipple was exposed. 

He opened the other box, which contained another strip, which he applied to his left breast. He took a breast form out and pressed it over the right breast area, and presto, one complete breast hanging on its own without support. He repeated the process on the left. 

A woman was now beginning to win through. Again at this point, I had to put my hands on them. So smooth, soft, and supple they felt, yet they bounced as he walked. As I touched them, little thrills ran up and down my spine and goose bumps came out all over my body. 

“ ‘If you’re finished touching my breasts, maybe I can put my bra on?’ Jack laughed while picking a purple full cup bra. 

“He put his arms through the straps and pulled it up over his shoulders, eased his false breasts into the cups, and deftly clipped the hook and eye at the back, like any real woman would do. Jack then lifted a small a bottle of lemon and lime body spray, which he squirted all over his body. If Jack was not yet looking quite like a woman, he was beginning to smell like one! 

“He then sat at the dressing table, smoothing cleansing creams and lotions over and into his face, which he then wiped off with cotton balls; his face was now ready to receive makeup to fully feminize his appearance. 
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“He first worked on his eyes, using an eyebrow pencil to finely paint in a brown arch above his eyebrow. Then with a brush, he added light blue eye shadow, which he smoothed over with a finger. He used black eye liner inside his eyelids, which made his eyes appear larger. He brushed in a gentle shade of peach blusher to the cheeks, and light red lip liner around the edge of his lips, and then filled them in with a lipstick called Always Rose. 

“He stood and picked up a delicate purple slip, trimmed at the hem with lace of the same heavenly lavender. He slipped it over his head, which immediately gave him a womanly shape. He added a black knitted-wool sweater dress, which had an oversize polo neck collar, full-length sleeves, ribbed cuffs, and a straight knee-length skirt. 

“He padded over the red carpet on stocking soles, opened the wardrobe, and selected a pair of black leather almond-shaped high heels, which he slid onto his feet. 

“He returned to the dressing table and removed various items of jewelry from the box. 

He clipped a diamond necklace around his neck, slipped clip-on earrings onto his lobes, and buckled a watch around his wrist, all of which matched his necklace’s design. He then added an emerald ring, but what really surprised me was a silver ankle chain. 

“Everything looked so expensive, I asked him how he could afford it all. 

“ ‘No, Lucy; it’s all costume jewelry. Amazing, isn’t it?’

“I said to myself that I must keep that in mind; fancy a man teaching me how to dress as a woman! 

“ ‘I’m nearly there Lucy. Just the wig and you will see the difference.’

“Jack had a vast number of wigs he’d collected over the years. Some were on wig stands on top of the wardrobe, others were kept in drawers. He opened another drawer and pulled out a brunette wig with ringlets, which he brushed out with a small comb. He carefully placed the wig on his hair, while watching himself in the mirror. 

“Jack was no longer a male; in front of my eyes he had become a female, Jackie,  my girlfriend!” 

“God, you’re lucky, Jackie,” I said. 

“ ‘How is that Lucy?’

“Well, with all your wigs, you can be brunette today, blonde tomorrow, and redhead the day after that. Not only the selection of hairstyle, there are your boobs! 

“ ‘What about my boobs?’

“I had noticed other boxes when he opened that drawer. Small, medium, and large; it would cost me a fortune to be smaller or larger. Jackie, the brunette with the medium-size boobs today, tomorrow a dumb blonde with large boobs.” 

“Jackie giggled and gave me a hug. ‘Yes I am lucky, lucky to have a girlfriend like you. 

Now Lucy, I'm ready to go on a shopping extravaganza as soon as you are.’

“Okay sweetheart,” I said. “Where is your coat, and handbag?” 

“ ‘Coat? I don’t have a coat or handbag.’
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“I turned around to him and said, ‘Do you mean to tell me that you have all these women's clothes and no coat or handbag?’

“ ‘No, I never thought I would be out on show for the general public.’

“Well, you will be from now on. Never mind, the weather’s fine, and you’ll be in a car most of the time, then at the mall. We’ll be buying a coat for you, and a purse. 

***

“I drove to the shopping mall because I thought women’s shoes might make it hard for Jackie. We parked in the lot and walked to the enclosed mall, where a maze of shops awaited us. We started at a coat shop. 

“I turned to Jackie, ‘I spy with my little eye something beginning with C!’

“She laughed, ‘Coats!’

“There it was, a shop with all types: leather, suede, and corduroy. I took a few off the rails and we headed for a changing room. After trying them all on, Jackie decided on a chocolate suede coat, which was not cheap. The next item to look for was a purse. This we found in a shop at a special low price. It was a suede bag with a gilt clasp, matching trim, and rouleau handle. ‘This goes with the suede coat!’ we both excitedly said at once, and then laughed, also at the same time. 

“ ‘More to look for,’ I exclaimed. We went into a lingerie shop; they had a marvelous display of woman’s underwear but that was not what I was looking for. Then I spotted them: nightdresses, hundreds of them. I inspected rail upon rail of nighties with Jackie who took some off the rail and headed to changing room. 

“Jackie asked, ‘Why nighties?’

“ ‘Because,’ I answered, ‘you have all these beautiful clothes, and what do you do go to bed in, men's pajamas! No, no that can’t do. It's women’s nighties from now on.’

“We hit on another bargain: two-for-the-price-of-one, a pink and a red polyester nightdress that fell to just above the ankle. 

“ ‘Now, I expect to see you in them every night from now on. But we are not finished yet.’

“Jackie’s face had a puzzled expression.” 

“ ‘Mules for the bedroom silly. At night you can go around the flat in your mules.’ So we bought two pair: one black, and one candy-pink, with a 3-inch heel and open toe. 

“ ‘You think of everything Lucy, thank you.’

“ ‘But of course. Nothing is too good for my girlfriend,’ I said. 

“We must have spent hours in the mall, like lots of girlfriends who go on a shopping binge. Eventually we left and went home. 

‘At Jackie’s flat, we threw our shoes off as she moaned about her aching feet. I took a look at them and saw they were puffed-up round the ankles. 
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“ ‘Soak them in warm water, darling, you’re not used to walking in women's shoes,’ I said. ‘Oh, you may have been around your apartment but it’s not the same as in the street. 

The rough pavements play havoc; you’ll get used to them in time. You have a lot to learn about being a woman. It’s not easy, is it?’” 

***

“Jack was a teacher at a high-class school, and I still needed to complete another year at art school. During that time, I only saw Jackie on weekends, because of study, and his work. It was Jackie every weekend now; as soon as I came to his flat, it was Jackie I met in women’s clothing. Of course he still went to school as Jack, but I never saw that. It only was my girlfriend on weekends. Jackie loved it. 

“We had fun as she would put makeup on me, or I would pluck her eye brows to thin them down, brush out a wig or two, help her put it on, all sorts of things. I can honestly say that Jackie and I never had any sort of sexual relations during that period. Yes, we did kiss and cuddle, but if an outsider had looked in on the scene, it would have looked like two women kissing each other. 

“Things were about to change. No, not the love between Jackie and myself, that was there for all time. After a year, I received my B.A. and began seeking a job. I found one at a school near you and your mother; you were only five at the time. Your mother and I always got on well. As for your father who had died a year before, I hardly knew him, but I know he was a member of a very right-wing church. I never paid much attention to that when your mother invited me to come and stay with her. It saved me from looking for a flat, and I appreciated that. And, I acquired a better knowledge of you, Charlotte, and the talent you had for painting.” 

After taking a rest for a minute, Lucy continued, “Your mother was very involved with the church. She asked me to come along and I did at first, but all that Hellfire is not my kind of Christianity. So I stopped going; this exasperated your mother and I made probably the biggest mistake of my life. I told your mother all about Jackie and me; she was hor-rified. As far as she was concerned, I had to leave Jackie at once. I shut up and never mentioned it again. Let sleeping dogs lie, I said to myself. Your mother disapproved. She said nothing to me, but I could see it in her face. 

“I stayed away from home a couple of nights on the weekends, usually at Jackie’s. 

That’s why you never saw me much then. This went on for years. Remember, I was still engaged to Jackie. We were both saving to marry and buy a house. 

“It was easy to see that Anita was not the same sister I knew when we were kids. That right-wing church had brainwashed her; she constantly bugged me to go to her church and pray for my wicked soul. I know she took you there every Sunday, Charlotte. 

“One Sunday night at about two in the morning, I had just come back from Jackie’s. 

Your mother came to my room in her dressing gown. She started on me right away. ‘You shameless little slut; you’ve been at that man’s flat who revels in masquerading as a woman. I have no doubt you encourage him. Stop it, I tell you! Get down on your knees this very minute and pray for God’s mercy, Lucy.’
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“Your mother made a pounce at me, trying to force me onto my knees. At that point I stepped aside; as I did so I grabbed her arms. She had the look of a madwoman in her eyes, with a passion to hurt me. ‘Why, you harlot!’ she said. ‘You don’t even know what the word  Christian  means.’

“ ‘I’ll never leave Jackie! I love her and we will marry soon,’ I said. ‘I am not going to stay in your house any longer. Get out of my room while I pack my case.’

“I think your mother was taken aback at the ferocity of what I said to her. Something in me snapped, seeing that my sister would want to hurt me. She quickly left and that was the last time I saw your mother. I hold nothing against her. I want to meet her again some-day; after all, we are sisters. 

“After your mother left, I was in a state, as you can well imagine. I threw a suitcase on the bed, pulled out my clothes from the drawers and stuffed them into the case. I had no idea what I was doing or where I was going, my mind was in such turmoil. Banging the door of the room as I left the house, I put the case into the trunk, then sat in the car for, oh, I don’t know, ten or fifteen

minutes. 

“After some delibera-

tion, I started the car in the

direction of Jackie’s flat. By

this time it was six o’clock

in the morning. I pressed

the bell and heard the ding-

dong. There was no answer

so I pressed again and

again. Eventually, a sleepy-

eyed Jackie opened the

door in her blue nylon

dressing gown over a blue

nightie. 

“She yawned with a

startled look. ‘What are

you doing here, Lucy?’ she

asked, and then led me into

the living room and sat me

down. I was weeping. 

‘You’re in such a state, 

Lucy. Let’s make a cup of

tea and you can tell me all

about it, darling.’

“Between sobs, I told

her the whole story of what

had happened that night. 
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“Jackie said, ‘You will, of course, stay here. Things will be sorted out, never mind what your sister says. You know I love you and that is all that matters.’

“She started to make a bed up on the divan. 

“ ‘What are you doing, darling?’ I asked. 

“ ‘Making a bed up for myself; you will sleep on mine for now. In the morning when we’ve had some rest, our minds will be better to think, sweetheart.’

“I gave Jackie a big hug and a squeeze; she was so thoughtful.” 

***

“I awoke next morning to the smell of fried eggs and bacon coming from the kitchen. 

Rising up from Jackie’s bed in a pair of white panties and bra, I went to the kitchen. Jackie was cooking breakfast in a white apron over a nice plain white dress. 

“ ‘Smells good, darling,’ I said. 

“ ‘Of course it is, dear, I’m cooking it,’ she replied, and we laughed. 

“Then it came to mind that this was Monday. ‘Jackie shouldn’t you be going to school classes and all that?’

“ ‘No Lucy, not today. We have so many problems. I’ll phone in and make some sort of excuse. And I think you should do the same. We have to talk; you look as if you have been crying your eyes out all night.’

“ ‘Yes, you’re right, darling, something to eat and I’ll feel better to talk.’

“After breakfast, Jackie and I sat on the couch. The first thing she said to me was, 

‘Lucy, I have applied for a job as head art teacher in a private school. I did this some weeks ago. This morning, I received a reply in the mail and have an interview in a few days.’

“ ‘That’s wonderful news!’

“ ‘Yes it is, but there may be problems.’

“ ‘Oh, why?’ I asked. 

“ ‘Well, I feel I am at the stage in my cross-dressing where I no longer wish to wear male clothing any more. It’s not that I want to change sex, but I want to distinguish myself as female. I will still have all equipment of a male, but I would look like female. Can you understand that?’

“ ‘Well yes, I have, ever since that day you dressed as a woman for me all these years ago, so what's the problem?’

“ ‘I feel I have to dress as a woman full time. I want to go to the interview as Jackie and be Jackie always.’

“ ‘Yes, that would be the right thing to do; at least you would be straightforward with them. You’d start on the right foot: they will either accept you or reject you. Your degree and experience are more than testimony to your qualifications. The education board of Page - 41
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that area is almost certainly one of the most forward thinking; they have no problem with gay and lesbian people. Yes, you go as Jackie, darling.’

“ ‘You really are fantastic, Lucy; I sometimes don’t know what I’d do without your support.’

“She then gave me a sweet kiss. 

“ ‘However,’ I said, ‘there are some things you will have to do if you wish to live full time as a woman.’

“ ‘Such as?’

“ ‘First of all, you need to grow your hair long so that it can be styled in a more womanly way; no more wigs. Then your ears have to be pierced. And you will have to have speech therapy lessons; that male sounding voice has to go. I want to help you as much as possible, and have the female you with me for all time.’ I took a breather, for a moment. 

“ ‘Jackie, I want to stop working as a teacher. I’m sure I’ll think of something, but I want to get as far away from my sister as I can. I’m going to submit my resignation; of course I’ll work until they’re able to locate a replacement.’

“ ‘That will work with my plans, Lucy.’

“ ‘What do you mean?’

“ ‘Very simple: marry me. We have messed around for all these years; it’s about time we settled down, and then you can stay at home. It’s the perfect answer. Will you say yes?’

“Of course I did not expect this after the previous night; it was all so sudden. My answer without any hesitation was yes. I then put my arms around her and we had a long deep kiss.’

***

“I submitted my notice and Jack went to her interview as Jackie. The committee was pleased with her; Jackie told the truth about what she was; the committee said that that was none of their business and that only her academic qualifications mattered. As far as they were concerned, she was highly qualified and the job was hers. 

“Although Jackie looks like a woman, a very good-looking woman at that, I can tell you Charlotte, woman to woman, at night in bed, a real man’s equipment is there!” 

Lucy giggled. “Oh, look at the time, Charlotte. I’ve been chatting all this time; we will need to pack up and get back to make to tea. We can come back here some other day.” 

Lucy pulled a digital camera out of one of the panniers and started to take pictures all around the area of the old mill. 

“What are you doing?” Charlotte asked. 

“This is something I do if I think I may not get back to a subject. I put it in my com-puter. From there, I can use it in my studio. Oh, that reminds me, I must show you my studio.” 
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Both women now returned everything into the panniers and headed home. To Charlotte, her aunt had still left many unanswered questions. 

***

The following morning, the plan was to go to the old mill once more. However, that was not the plan of the weather gods; it was pouring rain. 

“Charlotte, I think that old mill is out of the question today. I’ll put the photos of it on a floppy and then you can have them and paint whenever you like. I’ll show you my studio instead.” 

Lucy led Charlotte into a magnificently laid-out studio, well outfitted with brushes, oil paints, and a little raised platform with a chaise-lounge in front of the easel. At both sides of the room were lots of drawers; Lucy opened one and pulled out a folder. 

“See, I have kept all the drawings I drew when you were a little girl. Remember these?” 

“Yes, I do,” Charlotte replied. 

“That was in water colors, and you were a child then. I’d like to complete the set, so to speak, and paint you as a woman, in your bloom.” 

“I would like that very much,” Charlotte replied with some humility, and then she looked around the room. “This really is a nice studio.” 

“Yes it is, thank you. If you remember, yesterday I said I had wanted to stop work as a teacher, which I did. But I had to do something, so I painted various items for sale. You know, the usual: still lifes, apples, oranges, the standard vase and all that. They sold okay,” Jackie said. 

“I started to get a lot of work and the money was good. Then one day this woman came along, a very beautiful woman, and I painted her portrait. As you know, it takes a number of sittings for a painting. I got to know her very well. Money seemed to be no object. She wore the prettiest of clothes, expensive there was no doubt. A week after her portrait was finished, she came back to me and asked me straight up if I could paint her in the nude. This took me back a bit. I asked her to let me think about it; I’d give her a phone call in the morning and let her know. 

“That night I told Jackie and she said why not, if they pay, then paint them in the nude. 

So I did. It was only after the portrait was painted that the woman told me she was a high-class call girl. The portrait hung above her bed and her clientele could see her naked when they looked up, then they looked down there and she was, naked again. Good for business, she said. 

“Well, word got around somehow and the best part of my business is painting not only women, but also men naked. The women are usually just wives who maybe want to give hubby a naked portrait of themselves to fire the marriage back up again.” 

Lucy opened some of the drawers and showed Charlotte many of the paintings she had done. There were still lifes, portraits, both clothed and nude. Charlotte admired her skill, how she blocked in tone and how she drew the outline of her subjects. 
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Lucy went over to an easel which had set out beside it a small table which held a pal-ette, and many brushes of all types: sable, bristle, synthetic, as well as many of the other items an artist uses. 

Lucy said, “I’d like to paint you in oils, to update my collection of you, so to speak.” 

“I am more than privileged to oblige you,” Charlotte said. “No one has ever painted me before.” 

“Good. Let’s start right now. So, take your clothes off.” 

Charlotte was flabbergasted and embarrassed thinking about being naked before her aunt. “But…naked?” 

“Oh, for heavens sake, you’re a big girl now, Charlotte, a pretty one at that. Remember I bathed you as a little girl. You have nothing I haven’t got. Come on, off with your clothes! Go over there behind the screen if you’re shy.” 

Charlotte had never seen her aunt like this before. She went behind the screen and stripped herself naked. Her aunt make a gesture for her to lie on the chaise-lounge, then came over and gave directions as to how she wanted Charlotte to lie on the white sheet set on top of the chaise. 

At times, her aunt would pull Charlotte’s legs up, then push her over on her side with her arms up. While doing this, she talked constantly to Charlotte, saying that until she had the right situation, she would not start her painting. 

The gentle touch of her aunt’s hands and fingers sent little thrills up and down Charlotte’s body. It sent a message to her brain; it was like Martha all over again. What was it about older women and her? she wondered.  But this is your aunt, what are you thinking? 

 Conduct yourself properly, Charlotte. 

After a while, Lucy stopped. “That's better now; we can start.” She grabbed her digital camera and started to take photos of Charlotte. 

“What are you doing?” Charlotte said. 

“Like at the mill yesterday, I’m going to take a number of pictures of you so I can work on your portrait when you’re not here, alright?” 

For the next two hours, Lucy painted in silence while Charlotte lay there fully exposed to her aunt: face, breasts, arms, legs, and the parts between her legs. After a while, the embarrassment wore off.  After all, she thought,  did you not expose yourself to Martha many times? And did not Martha take advantage of your body many, many times? 

“Charlotte, I think it’s time for a rest and some lunch. Here, put this on.” Lucy threw her niece a large towel to cover herself with. 

As they sat at a table in the studio, Charlotte thought she had to tell all her aunt about her lesbianism. 

“Charlotte, your sexual orientation is of no concern to me. Are you happy? That is all that matters.” 

Charlotte told the whole story of herself and Martha, their break-up, and what her mother said about it all. 
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“If I had taken the advice of your mother,” Lucy said, “I would never have married Jackie. And look how well  that  turned out! Follow your heart, I say.” She took Charlotte in her arms and gave her a hug. 

After lunch, the painting continued as Charlotte lay there displaying all of her physical charms to her aunt. 

***

The visit to Aunt Lucy came to an end with kisses for her aunt and Jackie; with their agreement not to lose touch with each other, Charlotte left. 

Many thoughts went through Charlotte’s mind after meeting her aunt. How happy she was with Jackie the man, who now dressed as a woman full-time. Her aunt had said she had not seen Jackie in male clothes for 15 years, yet she loved him as she whispered to her, as a man in a sexual way. 

Why couldn’t  she  live with a man dressed as a woman? Charlotte asked herself; maybe this would an appeasement to her lesbian side. Then she would be doing what her mother said: marrying a man. Her thoughts went even further; why not change him into a complete woman, but how? And who would the man be, considering that she was not cur-rently going out with anyone. 

It didn’t take Charlotte long to find the man she was looking for right in front of her nose: Bill! He was the perfect victim, yet, Charlotte thought to herself, not so much a victim. He gave the impression that very little work would have to be done to make him into a woman. He could easily be mistaken for a woman now; fix his hair here and there, add some makeup and Bill would become Billie. How would she start it? What she had ignored before, she must now encourage; she needed to pay more attention to the little presents he gave her. 

So it was that when Charlotte came back to work, she praised Bill in everything they worked on. 

“Bill, you certainly did a great job while I visited my aunt,” she said, and gave him a big sexy kiss on the lips. Bill blushed, said nothing, but thought plenty. 

Charlotte was hoping for a date, yet nothing came of it; she knew he wanted to date her. So she made herself more available to Bill by rubbing her body against him at unan-ticipated moments, lingering for a second or two. 

“Oh sorry, Bill,” she would say. Bill would say, “Oh, that's all right.” 

How often did she do that with no response?  God, she said to herself,  do I have to take all my clothes off for Bill to get the hint?  Charlotte decided to go after him head-on. 

One day she said, “Do you like me, Bill?” 

“Yes, of course, Charlotte.” 

“Enough to ask me out on a date?” 

This took Bill completely by surprise as it was something he always wanted, but never had the courage to say so. 
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“Yes, Charlotte. Yes, I would.” 

“Then why have you never asked me before? Don’t you like me? Is there something wrong with me? I’m a woman and like any woman, I have feelings. I like  you.” 

“Charlotte, I’ve always admired you and never had the courage to ask you, but thank-fully, you did it for me.” 

“Great! I’ve made reservations for two at the Princess Restaurant for Saturday. Pick me up at seven?” 

“Yes, Charlotte,” Bill answered like an obedient dog. 

Charlotte could see that making Bill into a woman would be like taking candy from a kid. The date part had gone easily. The hard part was going to be changing him into a woman. She decided to sleep on that. 

***

Bill turned up that Saturday in a white tux and drove Charlotte to the Princess Restaurant. The first thing Charlotte noticed was the hair that hung down Bill’s back; she kicked herself. It could be the start she needed to lead him into femininity. She would work on that later tonight, she decided. 

The meal was first-rate and the white wine was excellent. Bill paid for it; Charlotte thanked him and gave him a kiss. As she wanted to make up for a slow start of their affair, she engaged him in small talk, some of it about business. 

She asked him about his life outside business. He said he lived alone, as did Charlotte, but she knew this of course. Bill asked about her stay with her aunt. She informed him that her aunt and her husband were also painters. And so the small talk went on. A band played romantic music in the forecourt, prompting Charlotte to ask him for a dance. On the dance floor, she held him tightly, her scent filling Bill’s mind. 

The dance finished; with the ice now broken, they were both in a good mood. 

The night ended, and Bill escorted Charlotte back home. 

“Come in, Bill. I’ll make a cup of coffee for you.” Charlotte soon came back with two cups on a tray, milk jug, and sugar bowl. She put the tray on a small table, then sat down beside Bill. They sat, talking and sipping coffee. Bill was overcome by Charlotte and could not believe his luck that the woman he had wanted to date was now sitting beside him. 

From out of the blue, Charlotte said, “Kiss me, Bill.” 

He did not need her to repeat herself; in no time, they had their hands around each other.  Now is the time to start, Charlotte thought, putting her hands on the back of Bill’s hair. She ran her hands through his long blond hair while Bill kissed her deeply, which she encouraged by flicking her tongue flicking in his mouth. She saw what she was looking for in the mirror: the image of female hair on his head. That was a start. Breaking their kiss, she said, “Do you know, darling, that you look like a woman?” 

“What do you mean, Charlotte?” 
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“Look in the mirror, darling.” 

He turned to the mirror. Staring hard, he saw the faint manifestation of a girl. 

“What have you done, Charlotte?” 

“Oh, I just messed about with your hair, sweetheart. It’s nice, I approve of it. I rather like it that way, dear.” 

Before he could say anything, she threw herself into his arms, pressing her breasts on his chest. A normal male, he held her closely, his libido coming alive. He put his hands up Charlotte’s jumper; pushing his hand under her bra, he played with an erect nipple. Then he began playing with both of her both breasts. Charlotte let him have his fun. She had other designs on him: ensnare him, make him want more, then spring the trap. 

When Bill tried to go further, she stopped him, “That's enough for tonight, dear. Everything comes to those who wait.” 

On some dates, she would play with Bill’s hair; then she was passionate and ardent towards him. When she did not do that, she was icy cold to him, teaching him to be receptive to the hair curling. As the saying goes, the penny dropped; sometimes he would ask Charlotte to finger curl his hair. She would reward him for that with more passionate kissing and let him stroke and massage her breasts. The next stage was now ready. 

One night in Charlotte’s house, after a nice meal of steak and all the trimmings, they settled down on the sofa to have a kissing session. Charlotte pushed Bill’s hands away from her blouse. “Hold on darling, I have something here to try on you tonight. Stay there.” 

She went to her bedroom and came back, concealing two items in her hands. 

“Here it is, this what you need,” she said, showing what was in her hands. One held a comb, the other a hair brush. “Now we can really get at it, can’t we?” She gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

“But, but...Charlotte,” exclaimed Bill. But he was too late to stop her. Charlotte was using the brush vigorously, pulling on the brush so that she worked a sheen into his fair hair. 

“But Charlotte…” Bill said again. 

Charlotte was absorbed in her work, and annoyed, quickly snapped back, “Oh, shut up, Bill. Can’t you see I’m busy with your hair? Sit up and shut up!” 

Bill didn’t say another word as Charlotte worked away. 

“Look darling, that’s nice! Look at it and I‘ll put on the finishing touches.” 

She went to her room again; when she returned this time, she was holding a makeup set. With brushes and powder puffs, she set about making Bill’s face up. He was scared to say a word, as Charlotte was such a forceful woman. Yet, he said to himself, he had put women’s make-up on as a boy when he put on his mother’s underwear. So he let Charlotte carry on. 

“Now, there we are, sweetheart, look at yourself. I also happen to have some ladies clothes that should fit you!” 

“But, but, Charlotte…” 
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“No buts, darling, you’re really going to look nice. You’ll make a good-looking woman, I know. And honestly, I go all sorts of goo goo when I see a man dressed as a woman. 

It’s…I don’t know, my tummy flutters.” 

Returning from her room once more, she carried a mountain of clothes over her arm. 

“Alright Bill, off with your clothes; the shirt first and I’ll fit this bra on, a nice royal blue lacy one.” 

She fitted the bra around his chest and put falsies in its cups. 

“Okay,” she said, “off with your trousers and pants. Hurry up now, sweetheart.” 

She kept the momentum going, never giving Bill time to object or say a word. Charlotte wrapped a black lacy garter belt around his waist. She pushed him on the sofa, and two tan-colored stockings were quickly applied to his legs. She didn’t look at what was between his legs; she wasn’t really interested. 

“Come on Bill, quickly, into these panties.” 

She held a delicate pair of delightfully black lacy panties before him. Again, with her authoritative voice, he dared not defy her; he just  had to pull the panties up.  Charlotte  made sure  they were tight between his legs. An erection now began to appear, again to which she was not the least bit interested. 

She pulled a plain black dress over his head, smoothed it down, and set a pair of low-heeled black shoes before his feet. Charlotte pointed, which by now Bill had learned he must obey, and in no time both feet were encased in the shoes. Charlotte had achieved Goal One, although Bill knew nothing about it. She said to herself,  I suppose he must get a reward, and she began a kissing session once more. Charlotte continued asserting her control; despite his advances, she did not allow it to go further. 

***

Charlotte was really worried that the kiss and cuddle would lead to full blown sex. She only wanted sex with a woman, so the faster she could convert Bill from male to female, the better. 

She wondered what might happen if she became pregnant. With this in mind, she put herself on the pill. At the time, Charlotte did not realize this was a masterstroke; on study-ing the label on the box, she found that the pills contained estrogen. It did not take long for Charlotte to think, what if she were to crush some of the pills into a powder form and put it in say tea, coffee, or any other drink she gave to Bill? 

So there she was, encouraging Bill to wear female clothes as his body slowly changed to female. Then that name of his: Bill. No, no...it had to be Lucinda! After her Aunt Lucy. 

Yes, Bill was about to become Lucinda! 

That erection he had when near her would also have to be taken care of. She had heard of something called a “gaff,” which she understood that transvestites used to conceal their tackle. But where to buy such a thing? She thought about dropping into a lesbian club one night. 
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So she went to the lesbian club Martha had taken her to. Charlotte found that she was still on nodding terms with some of the women there. She talked to a woman called Satin, bought her a drink. A return drink was given and the two women became chatty. 

“Tell me Satin, do you know anything about transvestites?” 

“Well, what do you want to know? I mean I’ve never gone out with any, although some of the girls here like their company. That’s the kind of men they know will not give them a problem; in fact they like them for girlfriends. Why do you ask?” 

“Well Satin, I’ve always wondered, how do they conceal, shall we say their, um, tackle, you know.” 

At that, Satin burst out giggling, “Easy if they’re not getting their balls chopped off to be a woman! They wear a gaff, Charlotte. Are you going out with one, now that you and Martha broke up?” 

“Maybe. What I want to know is, where could I purchase one of these gaffs?” 

“There is a well known store here in town called ‘Making Men into Women.’” Then Satin gave her the address. “Now Charlotte, what happened between you and Martha? 

You were such a lovely couple. Martha never comes here now. Well, not since the night years ago when she was seen exiting the club with a flirty redhead named Cassie on her arm. That Cassie has a bad repetition, a bit of a money grabber, so I am told.” 

Charlotte remained silent; the thought of Martha was too much for her to take. Finding a gaff was uppermost in her mind. Eventually she left with pleasantries to Satin and a kiss on the cheek. 

‘Making Men into Women’ was not too hard to find. Charlotte was standing before the counter inquiring about gaffs; the transsexual serving behind the counter was most helpful, showing various types. 

“I take it this is for your partner. A guess, he may be shy? Am I right?” Charlotte nodded her head in agreement. The transsexual continued on. “In that case, may I also suggest that you purchase hip and butt pads? Here, I’ll show you, breast forms as well.” 

She opened drawers under the counter and pulled out panties designed with little openings where shaped foam could be fitted in. “And there you have nice woman's hips and a very prominent derriere.” She then took out various types of breast forms. “This is the best, very expensive, but very real looking. Not only that, they can be stuck on to the body with this Velcro tape. Another advantage, with an off-the-shoulder dress, she would not need to wear a bra.” 

It did not take Charlotte long to decide to buy the whole lot. 

As Charlotte left the shop, the transsexual said, “Have a nice day, Miss and come back again. We have some nice wigs here.” Charlotte smiled and didn’t reply; Lucinda did not need wigs, her hair was long enough for the purpose. 
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***

The next day found Charlotte happily pouring a complete box of her birth pills into a stone mixing bowl. Then using the mixer, she ground them into powder and poured the powder into a small bottle, which she filled it to the brim. She put the bottle into her purse where it would be on hand for her to slip in any drink she made for Lucinda. Of course, Charlotte now volunteered to make tea all the time. 

Bill became conscious of the fact that when he was dressed in women’s clothes, Charlotte was a little more amorous. And in fact, he rather liked the clothes Charlotte chose for him. 

Soon, Charlotte suggested that he wear the gaff so that  his naughty bits  were hidden. 

“That's better and you may as well wear these panties with the padding to give you the womanly hips and derriere, darling.” Then she kissed him and got all sexy on him. 

By now, Bill was getting used to wearing woman’s clothes. “Why don’t you put these false breasts on, darling, you look so good as a woman. Go on, do it just for me.” Then, a few months later, “You look so like a woman, I think you  must have a woman’s name, darling.  I know!  Lucinda,  that’s a very nice name, isn’t it, darling?” 

Charlotte still kissed and cuddled, but Charlotte was not going to have sex with him if she could help it; he gaff helped as it controlled Lucinda from trying to have sex with her. 

Until Lucinda’s male sex drive evaporated, there was no chance of him putting his hands on her pussy. Now Charlotte suggested that he should come to work dressed as Lucinda. 

At first, Bill was apprehensive until Charlotte used her forceful voice to bully him into coming to work dressed as Lucinda. He began to feel that Charlotte was controlling his life. 

Bill was becoming accustomed to being addressed as Lucinda all the time by Charlotte. 

He dressed full-time as a woman, and was becoming used to it; in fact he liked it. He said to himself,  Maybe I am lucky to find a woman such as Charlotte. But Lucinda did not know the plan Charlotte had in mind for her. 

In their lovemaking, Charlotte would play with Lucinda’s breasts, which she found very responsive, and the nipples became hard to her touch. At this, Charlotte smiled to herself, even as Lucinda shut her eyes at the touch in ecstasy. The breasts were not visible as a woman’s, but they were sensitive, unlike a man’s. They were more like a young girl’s. 

The birth control pills were working. This pleased Charlotte; maybe soon the false breasts would not be needed. Charlotte gave Lucinda a sweet little kiss at the thought of it. 

Charlotte received notice from the post office that there was a large parcel to pick up. 

She wondered what it could be, as it was rather thin. She took it to her office and opened it in front of Lucinda, blushing as she stripped the paper off. For there, in all its glory, was the naked painting that Aunt Lucy had painted when she was at her villa, along with a letter from her aunt. 

 Dear Charlotte, 

 I hope you enjoyed your stay with Jackie and myself. Our love and kisses go to you. I finished the painting of you, and I see the fire of a young woman in full bloom within you. I have tried to ex-Page - 50
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 press this in the painting, the sex in your body. You said you were a lesbian; this I tried to show in your eyes, which was a challenge to me. I studied the paintings of those who had drawn lesbians before. The works of Marietta Lydis, Leonor Fini, Gerda Wegener to name but a few. The painting of you rather fills me with fascination. I would not like to interfere with your privacy, however I would like to paint you and a female partner in the throes of sexual lesbian love. I know this may seem outrageous, but after our frank talk some months ago, I feel we know each other better. You said that you broke up with that lady friend Martha. Please do not think badly of me. This is an aspect of life I have never given much thought to before, and now I feel I have to paint it. It is a new challenge for me, to express the love of one woman to another, to be an outsider, a voyeur if you will. 

 Your ever-loving Aunt Lucy

xxx

Charlotte read the letter in silence and privacy, not showing the letter to Lucinda. 

Lucinda looked at the picture. “That’s a beautiful painting. You were right; your aunt paints like an Old Master. We’ll get a frame and hang it up here in the office. Then I can observe your beauty every day.” 

For once, Charlotte did not interrupt Lucinda, although she was somewhat embarrassed by her nakedness in the painting. 

She thought a lot about what her aunt had said, and again her thoughts returned to Martha; she tried to put that to the back of her mind. Yet it kept coming up, people reminding her in all sorts of ways. 

Now, Lucinda was always Lucinda when she went to Charlotte’s house. Charlotte would get the curling tongs out and fashion Lucinda’s hair into some new style. Of course, Lucinda was getting used to this and made no sound. In fact it seemed rather nice to her as Charlotte caressed her head lightly with the hairbrush and comb. Every so often, Charlotte would give her a kiss on the neck or cheek. Charlotte was treating Lucinda like a girlfriend, not a boyfriend, her fear of what was between her legs now receding. 

Charlotte took the lead in having Bill – now Lucinda – take her out. Now she might have to spur him on again to ask to marry her. 

“Darling,” Charlotte said one night, “do you think we should live together?” 

It took Lucinda a little while to comprehend just what Charlotte had said. “You mean, get married?” 

“But of course, dearest, what else? I never thought until now that you may not want to marry me. It would be so sad to me if you didn’t. Will you marry me, Lucinda?” 

Here  she  was asking the  man  to marry her. Charlotte thought,  God, have I to go down on one knee and ask him? 

“Charlotte, darling, my dreams have come true, I want you for my wife as soon as we can arrange it.” 
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 Well, that’s one thing off my mind, thought Charlotte. But she kept the marriage on hold, as she considered him too weak to perform his manly duties. 

She could now go to Phase Two of her plan. 

Charlotte’s proposed that they live together until they married, and it did not take Lucinda long to agree. Charlotte said that Lucinda’s face was so pretty, she already looked like a woman. The next step in Lucinda’s transformation would be to help nature along by having electrolysis. 

“Does it hurt, Charlotte?” 

“Well, not really, but we women have to suffer for our beauty,” she laughed. Charlotte had deliberately dropped the word “women” into the conversation to see Lucinda’s reaction. She had none, which bode well for further advancement into womanhood; Lucinda never put up a fight. In fact, she never had and was under Charlotte’s spell, so the matter of waxing her body presented no problem. 

Charlotte had Lucinda waxed, had electrolysis performed on her facial hair, scheduled visits to the hairdressers, the beautician; it all was now falling in place. The crushed-up birth control pills slowly made visible changes in Lucinda. Charlotte thought long and hard about that. It was too slow for her liking; maybe after they were married, she would put more pressure on Lucinda to have a sex change operation. Charlotte really did not want to have a  man  sleeping there beside her, even if he looked nothing like a man; oh-so-pretty in bed with a red satin nightdress on. 

Charlotte made sure they slept in separate beds, as she wanted to eliminate the chance of Lucinda’s entering her body with male equipment. It was a woman she wanted in bed with her. She did not know what would happen on the honeymoon; she might have to give her body to a man.  That  she was  not  looking forward to. It was not as if he would break her hymen; that had been broken a long time ago when she fooled about with some of her classmates in art school. It was just the thought of a man touching her, something about that she could not explain. It was not a case of not liking men; she did, but not in a sexual way. She simple felt better in the arms of a woman. The sooner Lucinda could be turned into one, the better. 

***

Charlotte now thought they were nearing the right time for marriage. Of course Lucinda would have to dress as a man. And for Lucinda, well, by now she loved the exciting feel of ladies’ clothes; at first it had caused her penis to become erect, but not now. She could not understand this, maybe his body was getting used to it, but even so, it still felt nice. He loved all the lovely dresses and underwear that Charlotte bought him/her. Oh, he was getting so much mixed up now; every time he/she looked in a mirror, a lady looked back. Even the name Bill was slipping to the back of his mind; “Lucinda” seemed so nice, especially as she gave the impression of being a lady. 

The thought raced over and over in his mind,  I wish I could be a lady, a pretty lady, just like Charlotte, and that male thing between my legs would vanish. It’s so ugly, it’s not even pleas-urable to be seen with such in these exquisite clothes. Whatever will Charlotte think of me with this Page - 52
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 flaccid thing between my legs on our wedding night, shame on you, Lucinda? Lucinda began weeping. She wanted a pussy to be like a woman. 

Charlotte did not realize just how easy her task of converting Lucinda into a woman would be. 

Now that Lucinda stayed with Charlotte, the studio being in the cottage, it was all so cozy. Lucinda dressed as a female full-time, and visited with the customers as Lucinda. Of course they did not know she was male; even Lucinda’s voice had improved from the speech therapy Charlotte had suggested. Lucinda had taken to speech therapy like a duck to water, and within weeks developed a high-pitched female voice. It was even good for business, a pleasant female voice answering the phone. Some men even tried to date her over the phone, to which she replied that she was spoken for. 

On hearing her reply to these calls, Charlotte was elated: Lucinda was coming to the fore, except for one very important thing that remained between her legs. The sooner that was disposed of, the better; that would have to be done as soon as they were married. 

***

On their wedding day, Charlotte dressed all in white, and Lucinda – well, Bill – spent the day in a white tux, in which he looked pathetic. Charlotte’s Aunt Lucy and Jackie had been invited along with two other friends, but not her mother. She had asked her aunt to be her bridesmaid, which she did. Lucy had never met Bill before and looked at his ill-fitting tux. 

Jackie had met many transgendered people before, and was sure by looking at the shape of Bill’s body that there was something going on; she had seen this before in pre-op transsexuals. Was he on female hormones? Did Charlotte know about this? Maybe she did and, if so, it was none of Jackie’s business. They looked like a happy couple; that was all that mattered. 

Lucy considered the situation as well. If her niece asked her for any advice in transgender matters, she would give it freely, but otherwise it was not her place to obstruct the marriage like she knew her sister would try to do.  Maybe, she thought to herself,  that’s why Anita is not here. 

Charlotte had no intention of inviting her mother. It was now a complete break from her. She had done what her mother wanted, she had married a man, well, sort of a man, and not for very much longer if she had her way. She was marrying a man, was turning him into a woman, then she could love him as a lesbian! 

They held the wedding reception in the same hotel where their wedding night would be spent. Charlotte was apprehensive about the coming wedding night, worried about losing her virginity. She tried to delay the unpleasant prospect as long as possible. 

Then, with Lucinda’s arm around her shoulders, she led her upstairs to their bridal suite. Charlotte was as nervous as any bride that night, although probably for different reasons.  Oh, she said to herself,  just shut your eyes and get the dirty deed done. 
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Lucinda, who also was a virgin, had Charlotte sit on the edge of the four-poster bed, legs wide apart to receive her erect penis. It seemed to take Lucinda very long to ready herself, and then it happened; Charlotte felt sticky liquid spray onto her pussy. Opening her eyes, she saw Lucinda with a limp penis between her legs. She had had a premature ejaculation; the excitement of the forthcoming sex had excited him too much. A big smile came across Charlotte’s face;  Maybe the crushed pills are working better than I imagined, she thought. 

To test this, she said, “Don’t worry, darling, it sometimes happens to men.” She moved closer to Lucinda and kissed her, then as her legs were open she motioned for Lucinda to go between them and suck. Lucinda lost no time kneeling on the soft carpet before plunging her tongue into the soft yielding flesh of Charlotte’s slit. 

Charlotte moaned and thought,  This is better than being fucked, and ground herself into Lucinda’s face. Lucinda’s tongue was much superior to any penis. Charlotte was lost in a wonderful world of sensation.  God, she said to herself,  how long is that tongue? I feel it prob-ing, searching, and penetrating in that small hole like nothing before. Wasn’t that better that any useless prick? 

Charlotte enfolded her legs over Lucinda’s shoulders and closed them. Her tongue worked eagerly in Charlotte’s love hole, licking the sweet wine pouring copiously from within over her tongue and down her throat. Charlotte could now feel herself about to ex-plode, then she let go. Lucinda did not know what hit her. Like a tidal wave, it came. 

Lucinda was choking, spluttering, and coughing as the white sticky liquid flowed over her lips. Charlotte lay back on the bed covers, exhausted, then she spotted Lucinda’s penis: it was still lifeless. Just what she wanted, now she had something else to work on. Another broad smile appeared on her face, which Lucinda saw. 

“What are you smiling at, sweetness?” Lucinda asked. 

“Oh nothing, nothing, darling.” 

***

Charlotte was now ready for the third part of her plan. Lucinda said that now that they were married, she must go see her mother. She felt guilty about not asking her to their wedding. Charlotte tried to say that it had happened so quickly they had no time to ask her, but never mentioned the fact she that she had asked her own aunt. What Charlotte was afraid of was that Lucinda’s mother might ask questions about her son that she did not want to answer, particularly when she saw his appearance. Clearly, Lucinda would have to revert to Bill for a bit. Charlotte was certainly not looking forward to meeting Bill’s mother. 

When Lucinda wrote to her mother about him/her being married, she invited the young couple to stay with her for a few weeks; she wanted to get to know this wife of his. 

The day came when Charlotte had to visit her mother-in-law. The two women greeted each other with a kiss on the cheek. Margaret closely inspected her daughter-in-law. There was no doubt in her mind that Charlotte was a beautiful woman, intelligent too. She had Page - 54
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to be to have the courage to start her own company. And her son seemed head over heels in love with her. 

The two women chatted away, being evasive with each other, testing the ground. Margaret looked at the woman who had stolen the love of her son from her. A mother likes to shield her son from other women. Charlotte had brought some paintbrushes, paint, and drawing paper to make a quick sketch of her mother-in-law, to take Margaret’s attention off watching her. It did not work, although Margaret never said a word to her. 

Margaret scrutinized her son closely. Her eyes found a different bodily shape and hair that was very long. His hands were hairless; his fingernails – although she saw no signs of nail polish – were filed and shaped, with clear nail polish put on. She was sure he never needed to shave now. Margaret’s keen eyesight also observed the two small pierced holes in the center lobe of each ear.  Mmmm, she said to herself,  meant for earrings. 

Her nose detected the smell of perfume; it was the same smell as the one she used from time to time. Her ears recognized that new voice of his; although he tried to speak as a male, sometimes it had a female timbre. Charlotte quickly gave him a disapproving look, and he would correct himself. There was definitely something going on between her son and Charlotte, apart from their being married. 

Margaret worried about her son. Her husband had died some years ago, since then she had moved into Bill’s old room. The room she had shared with her husband was empty. 

This she had tidied up for the couple, as they would share the double bed. 

One day they announced they were going out shopping; this gave Margaret an opportunity to look through their room. 

Charlotte had tidied the bed up that morning and fluffed the pillows. Margaret lifted a pillow; underneath it was a blue long sleeveless lacy nightgown. Nothing unusual there, she would have expected that, after all, Charlotte was a woman. Margaret lifted the other pillow and found another woman’s nightdress, this one a sexy black short one. Margaret sat on the bed thinking, and then she decided to open the suitcases they had arrived with. 

Inside was nothing but women’s clothes. She knew that for this long a stay, her son would surely have brought a lot of men’s underwear. She had to acknowledge the lingerie was beautiful, soft and dainty, lovely frilled lace round the panties, expensive. It was obvious that Charlotte was somehow forcing her Bill to dress in women’s clothes! 

There was no sign of a razor or shaving gel; maybe that would be in the bathroom. Going there, she didn’t find any. She did see the lilac perfume that she had smelled on him. 

Margaret opened the tin and inhaled the smell for future reference. She would watch them very carefully. She also found some lavender perfume. Even if she had proof of her son’s feminization, what could she do? After all, it was his life; he no longer was her little boy. 

Bill was a man. But was her daughter-in-law making him into a female? 

Later that day, the young couple returned; they had been shopping, but being such a nice day, they had also taken a drive into the country. Margaret made the tea; Charlotte and Bill ate with gusto, the fresh country air having given them an appetite. 

After tea, Charlotte said she would paint a portrait of Margaret out on the lawn. She said that Margaret had an interesting face. Margaret was not put off; her daughter-in-law was trying to get on her right side. She let Charlotte paint away and didn’t say a word, sit-Page - 55
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ting silently inhaling Charlotte’s smell as she came over to observe her facial characteris-tics. Yes, it was the lavender perfume. That eliminated that perfume so the lilac one must belong to her son;  a woman's perfume! 

Back inside, she carefully watched her son; she was sure by looking at his trousers that he was wearing panties beneath them. Even his buttocks were a little more prominent. 

Margaret listened keenly to the conversation between her son and his wife. He was trying to sound like a man, but every so often, he lapsed into a feminine style of speech. 

So there it was; her eyes, nose, and ears were telling her that something was not right with her son. She said nothing, thinking that it was not her place to butt in. She was sure if anything was wrong, Bill would mention it. But then again this daughter-in-law was a forceful woman. 

At night, she was sure she

heard giggling coming from the

room, like two girls. 

The time for her son and his

wife to leave fast approached. 

Charlotte said that she had en-

joyed her stay but business

called. After all, that was how

they stayed alive: by painting

their ads. 

During the time at his

mother’s, Bill and Charlotte

took her out several times to

the theater and afterwards to

dinner, which she thanked

them for. 

Charlotte tried to be as nice

to her as possible, but Margaret

remained suspicious of her

daughter-in-law. The day bef-

ore last of their stay, Bill said he

would be taking Charlotte to a

gallery where there were a

number of paintings by some of

the Old Masters. He thought

this would be interesting to his

wife and he invited his mother

to go along with them. 

Margaret thanked them but

said she had too much to do

around the house. When the

young couple left, she again
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went into their room. There was still no sign of male clothes, and the packages they had bought the other week lay piled up on some chairs. Margaret carefully opened them; more women's clothes. She looked at the tags inside skirts, dresses, underwear; there were two different sizes. She put two and two together. Clearly the smaller size was Charlotte’s, the slightly bigger size would fit her son! 

Margaret carefully wrapped the parcels up, placed them on the chairs and went back to the living room. Sitting down, she wondered what this woman was trying to do to her son. 

Was she perverted, wanting to dress him in female clothes? What did they do when at home? Did Charlotte have him dressed all the time as a woman? It was so infuriating. 

Then her mind went back to William as a boy. He had always liked girls, not in a sexual way; he liked their company. She thought of the artist in him and how she had encouraged him; she had even had the thought of putting him in girl’s clothes. Maybe his wife encouraged him more than she did. Margaret wished she had been brave and done the same. But that husband of hers had been a bully, and God knows what he would have done to her and William. What did her daughter-in-law intend to do, only dress him in woman’s clothes? Or... she hated to think of this, persuade him to lose his testicles and  become  a woman? 

Maybe it was best to let them carry on, maybe in his mind, William  was  a woman. 

 Well, look on the bright side, she thought.  You may lose a son, but you will gain a daughter! 

***

Now that they were back home, Charlotte was a bit annoyed that there had been a delay in her plans to feminine Bill. Bill… she had to get that name out of her mind. It wasn’t Bill any more, it was Lucinda, Lucinda. To accelerate her plans, one night after a session of love, she said to Lucinda, “Darling, I feel like you’re not having the best of our lovemaking. I’m ashamed that I’m not playing my part.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, since our honeymoon you have not had an erection. If you remember, you never penetrated me. Please don’t think this is a condemnation of you, darling, but I would like to do that to you, sweetheart.” 

“What do you mean, Charlotte? How could you do that to me? I have a penis, which is useless… ” 

“Well, suppose if  were  able to penetrate you, dear, wouldn’t that be better for you and me? You know I want to return your love.” 

“I can see what you mean, but... but...  I  would have to be a woman for such a thing, wouldn’t I?” 

“Well yes, I suppose you would, but think of it, you really are not having much fun in our love making. It would be nicer if we both enjoyed our love, instead of just me, dearest.” 
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Lucinda remained thoughtful. Charlotte was right, Lucinda she was missing out – perhaps there was something to what Charlotte said. But that meant losing her penis. Lately, though, it had been of no use to her. What a price to pay! If it meant happiness and contentment, that might be the right road to go down. 

Lucinda said, “Charlotte, how would it be possible for me to achieve that state of womanhood. I mean I would not know where to start.” 

Charlotte thought to herself,  Bingo! 

“Well darling,” she said, “I am not a expert in such matters. The best thing would be to go to a gender clinic, get some advice and take it from there.” 

Lucinda was not averse to that, so Charlotte looked through open the phone directory, found the local clinic and made an appointment. 

***

On the appointed day, Charlotte and Lucinda went to the clinic. Lucinda wore a nice floral rose frock and a big blue floppy hat with two blue ribbons streaming down the back. 

Charlotte thought that Lucinda looked like a dream. She wanted the doctors to have a good impression of her and to have no doubt that this man should be a woman. 

The receptionist directed them to Dr. Elizabeth O’ Hara’s section. There they were given a seat to wait for their appointment. A number of other women were also sitting there. At least that was what Lucinda thought, but on speaking to them, she found that they had once been men. 

“See darling, they had you fooled. Soon, that's how you will be: a beautiful woman, just like them,” Charlotte said, coaxing Lucinda on. 

Before Lucinda could reply, they were called into Dr. O’Hara’s consulting room. Dr. 

Elizabeth O’Hara was a woman in her late forties who looked Lucinda and Charlotte up and down. Normally she would only the prospective transsexual alone, however this one had insisted that her wife come with her. Dr. O’Hara shook hands with both of them and complemented Lucinda on her appearance. She always did that to put the transsexual at ease. 

“I will have to examine you, but before that, I have a number of questions that I must ask you and your wife.” 

“Of course,” Charlotte said. Lucinda nodded her head in accordance with her wife. 

“Okay. First, Lucinda, why did you bring your wife along today?” 

Lucinda glanced at her wife. “Well, we discussed this between us and I agreed that I want a sex change; we have no secrets between us,” she said, squeezing Charlotte’s hand. 

“Okay then. Charlotte, how do you feel about this? Remember it can be tough for a woman. It may be a great idea now, but a woman has her needs, and if there is no manly thing, shall we say, between her legs, you may feel you have to look to other men. Have you thought of that?” 
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“I have, Doctor O’Hara and I feel I can stand by my husband. I really do not think of her as my husband any more. At this point, she’s a girlfriend.” 

Elizabeth O’Hara had come across some women, wives, and partners, who seemed relieved when the man had decided to change sex. They gave the impression of being afraid of sex; with another woman in their life, there was no sex, thus no threat. 

Dr. O’Hara was wrong in this analysis of course; she did not know Charlotte’s real motives. 

“I see, Charlotte, as I said before, there are many sacrifices not just for Lucinda but for yourself. Do you understand that? I mean, for example, heavy work around the house. 

Once the hormones kick in, Lucinda will be much weaker; she will only have the strength of a gentle woman.” 

“Yes, yes doctor, I am prepared for such a state of affairs; its only Lucinda’s happiness that matters.” 

Dr. O’Hara paused for a moment, watching Lucinda’s reaction. “I will have to now take some tests so if you will go behind the screen, Lucinda, and strip, I shall begin.” 

Lucinda did that and Dr. O’Hara gave her blood tests, blood pressure, took a urine sample and an ECG. 

“Okay, that's all for now,” Dr. O’Hara said. 

“Will you put Lucinda on hormones today, Doctor?” Charlotte asked in an authoritative voice. 

Dr. O’Hara was not going to have this; her medical knowledge was being challenged and although the tests went very well, the blood samples had been sent to the lab. She could  put him on hormones today. 

“No, Mrs. Blake, I will not. Come back in a month and we will take it from there.” She had deliberately called Charlotte by her married name, to cancel out any familiarity that may have arisen between the two women.  She  was the medical expert, not this other woman. 

Charlotte stayed silent, as it was clear she had upset this doctor and she wanted nothing to get in the way of Lucinda’s transformation. A month or more was not really much of a set back; next time she would show more respect to Dr. O’Hara. 

At the next meeting with Dr. O’Hara, there were no problems and the doctor arranged for Lucinda to start the course of female hormones. Lucinda would have to have a check-up every two months or so. 

Charlotte heaved a sigh of relief; Lucinda was on her way to being what she wanted. 

Now that Lucinda was on the hormones, Charlotte stopped slipping the crushed birth control pills into her drinks. 

Charlotte also suggested that now might be the time to stop wearing the padded panties and false breast forms. She wanted to be able to monitor the progress being made on Lucinda hips, derriere, and breasts. 

As the months passed, Charlotte felt there was excellent progress in all departments. 
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was enough to stop him from having an erection; that was all she wanted. Why she wanted to remain a virgin in a relationship with a male-to-female, she could not answer. 

Why she wanted to lose her virginity to another female was a mystery. 

Now in their love play she made a point of caressing Lucinda breasts and watching the reaction. Lucinda’s breast area was becoming more responsive as each day passed, her nipples becoming enlarged and erect. Her bottom became more rounded and prominent and she now had more shapely hips; all this filled Charlotte with joy. 

After about six months, Dr. O’Hara said that there had been excellent progress. At this rate, they needed to wait another six months and the operation could go ahead. 

This was wonderful news for Charlotte. Lucinda was eager for the operation as well. 

Business at Watt Advertising was good and was now even better as both Charlotte and Lucinda in pretty dresses wowed the customers with their sales chat. It was so much better than some dull, boring, and tedious sales rep trying to spin a line. These beauties were easy on the eyes, better than any man in a black business suit. At least one could flirt with them, even if you were going to get nowhere. Lucinda liked this part although she never mentioned it to Charlotte. 

One day, Charlotte said to Lucinda, “Honey, when you have the operation, I think it would be nice to go on a second honeymoon; this time it will be different.”  Yes, she thought to herself,  it certainly will. I’ll have a woman in bed this time with no sign of a penis. 

***

It was now three months after the operation and Charlotte and Lucinda were checking into a five-star hotel on the Costa del Sol for their second honeymoon. They stood at the reception desk checking in, as Charlotte Watts and Lucinda Blake, saying to the receptionist that they were girlfriends, holding hands. 

The blond receptionist looked at them closely; it was not her job to make comments on customers. However, she had seen this before, a couple of lesbians, booking in for two weeks of fun. 

“Yes, Ms. Watt and Ms. Blake, everything is alright. I’ll just bell for the porter to take your cases to your room on the fourth floor; lovely view over the bay.” She thought,  I’ll bet they won't see much of the view. The view they will see will be each other’s body. 

“This is a beautiful room, darling, but lets not waste time. Let’s go and soak up some sun.” Charlotte fastened Lucinda’s bikini straps. 

Soon the two beautiful women were lying out on the sandy beach, stretched out on their beach towels. Charlotte now untied Lucinda’s bra straps as she lay on her tummy. 

“There darling, you’ll have an all-around tan.” 

She slapped some suntan lotion on Lucinda’s back, and at the same time she pulled the bra free from her. Lucinda was embarrassed; she could not stand up, as everyone would see her breasts. So she had to remain that way, breasts pressed to the towel. To make Page - 60
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things worse, two hunks came over to talk to the girls. They watched as Charlotte rubbed the lotion sensually onto Lucinda’s back. 

As the conversation went on, Lucinda raised her head; now the men could see more of her. The view of her cleavage and the red, enlarged, engorged tips of her nipples were delightful. Charlotte was having fun with the men, at the same time making sure that matters did not get out of hand. Lucinda, the little blameless innocent, just did not know how much she was exciting the men. Although they tried to make a date with the two women, Charlotte said they were too shattered after their long air journey. 

The men left the two girls and went for a dip after Lucinda was talked into showing off her breasts. Charlotte took a beach towel and rubbed Lucinda lovingly, lingering at her breasts. She felt them become rigid. The nipples hardened; Charlotte kept rubbing, looking forward to bedtime, as she would be gratifying herself again in lesbian love. 

That night, Charlotte educated Lucinda in the ways of girl-girl love, as the Mistress Su-preme Martha had taught her .  Despite Charlotte’s feelings about Martha, there could be no denial that she had learned a lot from her. Martha never used sex toys; in her opinion, the women who used them were not proper. To her it was all about hands, tongues, lips, legs, and pussy; no artificial aids. 

In a sense, Lucinda was a virgin; her penis had never been used and now she had lost it. She and Charlotte lay on the bed in a 69 position, she on top, Charlotte’s fingers held her vagina open with her fingers. Charlotte inserted her tongue into the pink slit, licking and sucking; Lucinda had never felt such intense delight before. 

“AHHH, Ahhh,” Lucinda whined and whimpered, opening her legs wider to give her wife easier access to her pussy, which Charlotte made good use of; as her tongue went further, Lucinda’s own tongue lapped Charlotte’s cunt. What pleasure this lesbian husband was having as their legs squeezed each other’s heads. 

Lucinda felt herself about to release a heavy shower of love juice at the same time that Charlotte did. Both women came simultaneously and their mouths were filled with each other’s creamy discharge. Charlotte smiled.  This was her lesbian husband.  She hugged her and kissed her open mouth, letting the creamy love juice pour from her mouth into her lesbian husband’s mouth. 

This was going to be a great honeymoon for them both. 

***

The honeymoon was over and it was back to work. Lucinda kept telling Charlotte that she had to tell her mother about her operation. Charlotte tried her best to talk Lucinda out of it but it was no use. Lucinda wanted Charlotte to phone her mother, which she reluctantly did, saying that Bill wanted to see her again. On being asked where he was, Charlotte said he was out on business. 

To Charlotte, there was no use in hiding the truth, even if it meant a bust-up between her and her mother-in-law. Charlotte was determined that it would be Lucinda this time she would see, as her husband. 
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Margaret did not know what to make of it as two women approached the front door of her house. On opening the door, she could see that one was clearly Charlotte. 

“We’re here, Margaret, your son and I,” Charlotte said. 

Margaret looked at the pretty woman her daughter-in-law had just called her son. She paused a moment before inviting them in. Only then did she turn to both women and said, 

“Who are you calling my son?” 

“Me, mother, only I call myself Lucinda now,” Lucinda said. 

“Oh, do you indeed? Well, I blame this wife of yours for the state you’re now in; she is a  strange woman.” 

“No mother, she had nothing to do with it. It was me who decided to take this path. 

This really is me. I’ve always wanted to be a woman.” 

Lucinda’s voice was so feminine, Margaret could not believe that it was her son talking. 

“Look mother, let me explain everything. I know you will not understand all of it. But you have always had my best interests at heart.” 

That was true, Margaret thought; she had harbored thoughts of putting him in girl’s clothes at one time. 

“Well yes...err,  Lucinda,”  she smiled to her new daughter . 

Charlotte also smiled. Things had gone better than she had anticipated. Margaret accepted her new daughter and even went on shopping expeditions with them, buying her daughter many skirts, dresses, and lovely underwear, even going into the fitting rooms with them. 

Lucinda made a clean breast of the fact she had dressed in her mother’s clothes as a boy. This took both women by surprise; Charlotte became conscious of the fact that it had been easier than she thought to turn Bill into a woman. Margaret kicked herself for not doing it years ago. Margaret could have had a faithful daughter a long time earlier.  Oh, she thought,  what a stupid woman I am. 

However, Margaret accepted her new daughter; in fact she rather liked Lucinda as a daughter. 

Charlotte presented her mother-in-law with the portrait she painted the last time she was there, which patched up their feelings for each other. 

At the end of their stay, all three women kissed each other on the cheek. Margaret gave a special warm hug to her new daughter. 

Charlotte thought that since Lucinda had wanted to clear matters with her mother, maybe it would be all right if they visited her Aunt Lucy. 

Aunt Lucy was not in the least bit shocked when the two beautiful women arrived. 

Bill’s appearance on their last visit had told her something like this was happening. They were made most welcome; Charlotte explained the whole story to her aunt. 

“Aunt,” she said one night. “Could you paint a portrait of Lucinda for me?” 
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Her aunt gave her a look, “Yes I could, but wouldn’t it be better if  you  painted it? After all, you are his wife; only you could bring out the love she has for you, don’t you think?” 

“Well yes, you’re right; I’ll start right away.” 

In no time, Lucinda was in the studio naked and embarrassed just as Charlotte had been before. 

“I’ll hang this portrait beside my own nude. I think it should be called, ‘ UNUSUAL

 HUSBAND.’ What do you think Aunt Lucy?” 

“Yes, Charlotte, that would be a good name for the portrait.” Then, she said, “You seem to have gone back to oil painting again, Charlotte.” 

“Yes, I’ve found a passion again for it; maybe it’s because I have more time from work as Lucinda here is such a good organizer. She gives me that time, don’t you, darling?” 

Lucinda said, giving her a squeeze on her waist. 

Although, to Lucy, the couple gave the impression of being in love, knowing her niece, she felt Charlotte was unhappy. So one day when both she and Charlotte were alone, she asked Charlotte if something was wrong. 

“Listen, Charlotte, I’ve known you since you were a little girl and you always found it hard to keep your feelings veiled. Tell me about this lady you had something going with.” 

In rage, Charlotte turned on her aunt, “I told you before that was all finished; don’t refer to her again.” 

“Okay, okay, but mark my words, you’ve not let that woman out of your hair. Whatever you do, you must not harm Lucinda, she is an innocent. I speak my mind, Charlotte and I love you, but I can also see danger. I’ll tell you something: I think you led Lucinda into being a woman. Not that that may have been much of a struggle. I want you to be happy, but I also feel for Lucinda and I want her to be happy as well.” 

Charlotte listened attentively to her aunt; she had always respected her, probably more than anyone else. 

Their stay with Aunt Lucy and Jackie soon came to an end; the four women had mostly enjoyed each other’s company. 

***

Charlotte and Lucinda’s cottage was pleasant in friendly suburbs; their nearest neigh-bors were two sisters in their thirties, Vera and Patricia Lang. It seemed they had been left money in their late father’s will; both were unmarried and Patricia seemed to be the elder. 

Charlotte didn’t ask as she thought it was none of her business, but looking at them, it was hard to tell who was older. 

In the supermarket, Lucinda always seemed to be running into Patricia, who seemed friendly. They would make small talk as they strolled around the supermarket, putting purchases in their carts. It seemed natural that they would have a coffee in the market and a talk before going home. 
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One week, Patricia said, “Why don’t you come to my home for coffee instead of staying here at the market; it’s so much more cozy.” 

So they went to Patricia’s house, had homemade scones, and the coffee was scrump-tious. 

“You must give me the recipe,” Lucinda said, “so I can practice at home. Next time you must come to my home.” 

“But of course; I’ll look forward to that.” 

The two women kissed each other on the cheek as Lucinda left. 

It became a regular habit for Lucinda and Patricia to go shopping and be in and out of each other’s house nearly every day. Charlotte was glad that Lucinda had a girlfriend, as long as it did not get in the way with Lucinda’s work. It didn’t and Charlotte got used to Patricia being round the house. 

Because of Charlotte’s lesbian lovemaking, the only type of love that Lucinda knew, Lucinda only considered making love with women. And so it was that one day while looking at the beautiful Patricia, Lucinda had a desire for her. But she felt that she was being disloyal to Charlotte, and tried her best not to ignore her thoughts. But the way Patricia swayed her hips and moved her legs made Lucinda’s heart palpitate; she had to drive down her desires. What would Patricia think of her? What would Charlotte say if she ever found out? 

It was all the harder with the way Patricia displayed her body sometimes, like leaving the top two buttons of her blouse unbuttoned, presenting a hint of breast. Patricia seemed unconscious of the effect this was having on Lucinda. It seemed to happen every day, although Lucinda was sure that Patricia did not know and was innocent of it. But one day, it was all too much for poor Lucinda. They were in Patricia’s front room, with a tray with cups and a pot of tea on the little table beside them. 

Patricia said to Lucinda, “You be mother and pour out the tea, dear.” 

With a shaking hand, Lucinda lifted the teapot to pour; Patricia looked up at her, took her shaking hand, and put the teapot down. “Whatever is the matter with you today?” she asked. 

“Oh, Patricia, I can’t help it, you’re so pretty,” Lucinda said, while unfastening the rest of the buttons on Patricia’s blouse. 

Without any resistance from Patricia, Lucinda pressed on. She flung the blouse on the sofa and proceeded to unhook Patricia’s bra; she took the ripe tits in her hands, kissing and squeezing them to moans of satisfaction from Patricia. Lucinda’s bra soon followed, with Patricia flicking the hard nipples of her breasts. The two lovely women played with each other’s breasts and got worked up in sexual desire for each other. 

Patricia stretched out on the sofa with Lucinda on top of her. Lucinda wanted to go further and slipped her hand down to Patricia’s stocking covered ankle, running a hand up the smooth nylon over her knee, again without any resistance. Her hand now brushed the edge of Patricia’s white silk panties. Going up under her panties, she came across a hard projection sticking out. Lucinda quickly pulled her panties down and there staring her in the face was a  penis! 
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 “ You’re a man, Patricia!” Lucinda said indignantly, as if she had never been one herself! 

 “ Of course I am, darling, and you love it. See, you haven’t let go of my prick yet, have you?” 

It was true; her hand was stuck there even when she tried to let it go. But the face, the voice, the body, the beauty of Patricia all shouted woman, but how? But why not? Hadn’t she herself been a man at one time? Why not Patricia? But then again this Patricia had a penis; that was a difference. Then Lucinda thought to herself , I am a woman and yet I only have made love to women, why can’t I have the love a woman was meant for, the sex a woman was meant for, from a man? Is this really a man?  she asked herself? 

Although Patricia would tell Lucinda her story at a later date, at present all she wanted was the body of this good-looking woman. In no time, she removed Lucinda’s clothes without resistance; so there the two beautiful  women  lay in each other’s arms, one with an erect penis between her legs, the other a virgin, having never been entered by a man, yet desperately wanting to be sexually satisfied by this she-male. It did not take long, as Patricia now rolled on top of Lucinda, her penis longing to enter her pussy, which it did easily, sliding in and out. 

What joy Lucinda received! This was better, she dared to say, than Charlotte. Lucinda opened her legs wider so that Patricia’s penis entered her farther. The passion the two women put into their lovemaking was exquisite, even when Patricia turned Lucinda on her abdomen and entered her from behind. It was wonderful, a new experience to her, something that Charlotte could not do for her. For the next hour or so, both women enjoyed each other in many ways. Then they lay on their backs in pure fatigue, regaining their breath. Lucinda had lots of questions to ask. 

“Patricia, you’re a man, aren’t you? I want to know your story. You know that I thought you a woman. Why this mockery of being a woman? And what does your sister think of all this?” 

“First of all, Vera is not my sister, she is my  wife.” 

This statement clearly shook Lucinda. “Wife!” 

“Yes, my wife. Vera is a  strange  woman, if I say so myself. It all started years ago, must have been six or seven months after we were wed, we always had a sexually active life. 

Playing all types of sexual roles and games. Then Vera said one day, ‘I have thought of a new game to play. This weekend, I’ll dress you in women's clothes. I have a longing to be made love to by a woman for a change, yet my mind will tell me that it is you, sweetheart.’

“It was a bizarre desire, but then our lovemaking had always been bizarre, to say the least. Vera knew what she was doing, and soon had me fitted out in the most beautiful and expensive lady’s clothes that you could think of. Vera took great care that all was perfect to the last detail, even to the sharp crease in my skirt’s pleats, polished shoes. I was a well-turned-out woman. 

That first weekend Vera didn’t put any makeup on my face, but I soon became aware that Vera wanted me to become the perfect woman and at the same time remain a man. I Page - 65
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was a riddle she has not yet solved.  What am I?  I kept saying to myself?  A man, or a woman? 

As you can see, I am neither; soon the game was no longer a game. 

“After that weekend, Vera put make-up on my face, and good it was, too. But that didn’t make her happy; perfection was what she was looking for. Then came the hip pads, the breast forms. Nothing pleased her. By this time, I was not unwilling to wear women’s clothes. Vera had me dressed full-time when I came home from work. One Saturday, Vera had my ears pierced. Of course I was dressed at the piercing. It was all in the struggle for the perfect woman…or half-man, half-woman perhaps. 

“It was all so exasperating to Vera. I was nearly there, but what if...? So, one day, Vera smuggled up to me. ‘Darling,’ she said, ‘you like wearing woman's clothes, don’t you? 

They’re so nice on your body and you do look good, don’t you?’ ‘Yes,’ I replied. 

“She put a hand around my neck and gave me a kiss. ‘And you like to please me, darling, don’t you?’

“Well yes, Vera, what a silly question, you know I love you.” 

“ ‘Good, darling, would you do something for little odd for me? Something that would give me great pleasure, sweetheart?’

“Yes, of course,” I foolishly replied. 

“ ‘Well, darling, how do you feel about getting breast implants?’

“I was flabbergasted, stunned to say the least, and I remained quiet for over a minute. 

“ ‘Well, say something, darling, even if it is no.’

“I am, I am thinking my whole life would change; I couldn’t work as a man with breasts, could I? Well, not as a man anyway. It’s such a giant step, but you know I would do it just for you.” I held up my hands. “Yes, I do love women's clothes, I love the feel of them. I suppose I could get used to actually filling my bras with real breasts, in fact I rather fancy that. But what will become of our marriage? I mean I will not be a full man. 

“ ‘Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’ll love you no matter what you look like. To me, you’ll look wonderful with real breasts, instead of these ersatz ones. Authentic ones to handle, soft fleshy tissue in my hands. Ooh, I’m wet already down there between my legs. Do it, darling, do it, please. You’ve got me worked up already!’

“I didn’t need much more persuading; Vera was all for it, now it seemed I was for it. 

She even had the clinic picked out before our conversation, certain that all would be well. 

“As Vera had inherited a very large amount of money on the death of her father, we had plenty of money and there was no problem in me not being able to work as a man. 

The story that we would tell was that we were sisters and we came to this cottage after the operation.” 

Lucinda listened with interest and amazement, and then said, “But you’ve been adul-terous to Vera, what if she finds out about our affair, what would she say?” Lucinda decided she would not reveal that she had once been a man. 

“Vera, because of the woman she is, said that she hoped I would be faithful to her. 
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might have been the price she would have to pay for that perfect man/woman. I’ll tell her about today. We have no secrets between us, Lucinda.” 

Lucinda knew there was no way she would be telling Charlotte what had transpired that day. 

“Has Vera searched out the ultimate in you, to her contentment, Patricia?” 

“I don’t know, what else she can do? She wants the perfect half man/woman, so I can’t see a full sex-change operation. What else can she do?” 

“Is she happy with your condition now?” 

“I really don’t know. Vera always strove for faultlessness in everything. I sometimes wonder...” 

***

Some weeks later, Patricia told Lucinda that Vera would like to see her. Lucinda had met Vera many times before but this time was different; she rather dreaded it this time, as she was now what could be called the  other woman. 

And so it was one afternoon that Lucinda was in Vera and Patricia’s house for tea. 

Lucinda was most uncomfortable. Vera saw the worry in Lucinda’s face, and took both her hands in her own. 

“Lucinda,” Vera said, “Patricia has told me all about your affair and I want you to know I hold nothing against you. Patricia has told you about her medical circumstances. 

Because of that, I can’t blame her of your affair, but although she had admitted it, she loves us both. So don’t think I’m an adversary to you. In fact we have so much in common; we both share the love of a  man/ woman.  I only want to make Patricia that as much as possible.” 

As she finished, she gave Lucinda a friendly kiss on the cheek. 

Lucinda thought that Vera a very strange woman indeed. They had a very amicable tea together and Vera and Lucinda now understood each other better. From then on, Vera made sure she was never about the house when Lucinda and Patricia made love. 

One day, Vera said to Lucinda, “Lucinda you’re a painter; could you paint Patricia? I’ll pay you for it.” 

After a moment Lucinda said, “Yes, of course I could, but I have to say it’s been a while since I did portraits.” 

“Good,” Vera replied. “Could you paint Patricia in the nude, could you express Patricia as half man/woman? I know this is a hard task, but could it be done?” 

Lucinda stopped for a minute; this was a big challenge to her artistic ability to show the genitals of a man and a woman on the same body. 

“Yes Vera, but I’ll do it for nothing. It may take some time. It will be an unusual painting. I have even thought of a name for the portrait: ‘THE ETERNAL CONUNDRUM: MAN OR WOMAN’  “
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Yes, yes, I think you have captured what I am trying to realize. Although it’s only in the planning stage, it sounds good, Lucinda.” 

***

Charlotte still went out to meet customers, sometimes staying away for days. On such occasions, Lucinda took the opportunity to invite Patricia to stay the night with her. She never thought twice about this and it did not worry her; maybe in an unconscious way, her mind told her that Charlotte had  made  her become a woman. She did not mind that, but then if she wanted to love a she male like her, then that was the price Charlotte would have to pay. 

Charlotte had been away on a three-day trip, to visit a new customer and quickly signed them up with Watts Advertising Agency, leaving with a day to spare. She was in high spirits as she drove back to the cottage. 

Charlotte parked on the gravel path in front, went into the studio with her overnight case, and saw no sign of Lucinda.  Oh well, she thought,  maybe she’s gone to Patricia and Vera’s house. She sat down on the sofa for a rest, then heard the sound of giggling coming from the bedroom. It sounded very much like Lucinda sharing a joke with someone. 

She tiptoed to their bedroom. The door was not totally shut; through the slight opening, she saw two naked figures stretched out on their bed. Patricia was on top of Lucinda! 

With astonishment, Charlotte watched Patricia; this was a sight she had never seen before. 

Here was a  woman  with a  penis  plunging in and out of Lucinda’s pussy while Lucinda was holding one of Patricia’s  breasts,  taking it in her mouth and sucking and flicking the hard teat with her tongue. 

This time there was no green or purple lady, and no Martha; Charlotte was not angry this time. Charlotte watched the two lovers, locked together in this strange and bizarre form of lovemaking. After a long time, she silently left the two engrossed lovers. She went back to her car and drove out, headed to a hotel for the night. She had a lot to think about. 

As she lay in bed that night, Charlotte’s thoughts kept returning to Lucinda and her strange bed partner. She could not point the finger at Lucinda; if any finger pointing was appropriate, it should have been at herself. 

She wanted revenge on Martha, a name she had tried to keep out of her mind all these years. What she had done was try to invent a replacement for Martha in Lucinda, a substi-tute lesbian, if you will. But it had not turned Lucinda into a lesbian addicted to lesbianism but to being a wholehearted female in every sense. Hadn’t Lucinda herself expressed to her and her mother that that was what she wanted to be? And what about herself? Had she really never let go of her love for Martha, even if Martha was using her? Whatever happened, she had to let Lucinda go, to let Lucinda have her own life, wherever it led her. 

She had torched Lucinda too much; maybe it was her own tortured psyche that led her this way. Although she had tried, Martha was still haunting her mind. There was nothing she could do. 

After breakfast, she went back to the cottage; Lucinda was surprised to see her back so early. She was also thanking her lucky stars as Patricia had left only an hour before. 
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Charlotte told her they had a new customer and they went about their usual business. 

During lunch, Charlotte approached the awkward subject of their marriage. 

“Lucinda, are you happy with our marriage. I mean, you have no problem with it?” 

Lucinda gave her a funny look. “Why would you ask that?” 

“Are you happy being a woman, do you really want to be a woman?” 

“You’re kind of weird today, Charlotte, what unusual questions you have. Of course I wanted to be a woman. I love it. I wouldn’t want anything else.” Lucinda couldn’t help thinking about her lovemaking with Patricia. 

“What would you say if we separated, for your own happiness, and to be in charge of your own life?” 

“Whatever can you mean?“

“Look, let’s not beat about the bush. I saw what happened here yesterday with you and Patricia. No, I’m not mad, resentful or anything like that. Maybe I pushed you too far to walk down the aisle with me. I did have a love for you, of sorts, and maybe you had the same feelings for me, but I feel I should leave you to go your own way. What do you think?” 

Lucinda remained quiet for a time, thinking about what Charlotte had said. She and Vera were understanding women, but she had to admit it was Patricia that stole her heart. 

It would mean a break-up of the marriage. 

“I’m glad you’ve taken this so well,” Lucinda said. “Yes, I admit I have something going with Patricia. Vera knows all about it and gives her approval to it. It may be better if I move in with them. This shouldn’t interfere with our working arrangement, will it?” 

“No, no of course not, we make an exceptional working team; let’s not break up something that's going good for both of us. We’ll still be girlfriends, won’t we? 

“Yes, but not only me, Patricia. Vera has to be included as well, no one gets left out, right?” 

“Well, yes.” 

Both women hugged and kissed each other on the cheek. Lucinda found herself welcomed in Patricia and Vera’s house. 

Lucinda made a commitment to Vera that she would help her to the best of her ability in the exploration of the absolute man/woman in Patricia. While womanliness was the object, some manliness had to be there as well. Back to the never-ending conundrum, Lucinda suggested a minuscule amount of female hormone, which would enlarge the hip and derriere, but not enough to cause a flaccid penis. It seemed to work, but Vera, being Vera, wanted more; she was ruthless on the quest for perfection. Patricia had to be that perfect man/woman, female/male. Lucinda pressed on with the painting that would be her masterpiece, the triumph of her life; it would be what the world acknowledges her for. The great painting, ETERNAL CONUNDRUM: MAN OR WOMAN? 

Now that Lucinda had moved away from their cottage, Charlotte was left alone with her thoughts. Of course, Lucinda was there everyday for the business of Watts Advertising. She heard how happy Lucinda was with Patricia. Lucinda, who had a room to herself, Page - 69
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shared some nights with Patricia. On the nights Patricia was not there, Lucinda knew that she would be with Vera; this didn’t worry her. The question of what Patricia was intrigued Lucinda as much as Vera. Both women studied books on transgenderism to see how they could improve on Patricia. 

Charlotte left them to it and engrossed herself in company business. 

***

The time came for renewals of contracts secured from competitors all those years ago when Martha and Charlotte were on better terms. 

A visit to Judy Henderson was due to renew the contract; a whole new advertisement had been made for it. Judy was a hard businesswoman and although Charlotte was friends with her, in business this meant nothing. 

As always, Charlotte dressed smartly in a black suit, white blouse, dark stockings, and black shoes with low heels. Judy welcomed her into her office and both women gave each other a kiss on the cheek. Charlotte presented her ad on the TV set which Judy had in her office. 

After the showing, Judy looked at her and said, “You always do a good ad for us, Charlotte, your competitors’ work I’ve already seen. You wouldn’t expect me to give you any favors. What’s good for Henderson’s House’s, that’s all I am interested in.” 

“But I wouldn’t expect anything else, Judy, we are both businesswomen. If you think I have failed you, please tell me now, face to face. I can take it better that way instead of a letter.” 

“Oh, don’t worry so much Charlotte, your ad is better than any of the rest. Give me the contract and I will sign here and now.” 

Judy buzzed her secretary to come and witness the signing. This done, they had a celebratory drink of bubbly. While sipping their drinks, Judy asked Charlotte how she was getting on. 

“Oh, okay, Judy, the business is as good as you could expect.” 

“What about your marriage? I hear all sorts of tales, you know.” 

Charlotte quickly shot back in an angry voice, “Like what, Judy?” 

“Oh, I heard that you split up with your husband, and that he was a woman, or should I say had an operation to become one. And she now lives with a half-man/half-woman and his/her wife; as bizarre a situation that ever I heard of.” 

“Well, that's not true, Judy. We parted by mutual agreement; things just did not work out, that’s all. Lucinda still works for me. In fact, much of the advertisement for your company was Lucinda’s work.” 

“I see, Charlotte. But why did you marry a man who was a woman? I can’t exactly put that into the right words. I mean, was there some sort of lesbianism in it?” 
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Charlotte broke down in tears. Judy rose and put Lucinda’s head to her bosom. “Tell me all about it.” 

“It all started with my break-up with Martha, then my mother telling me to get married. Then my aunt; she’s married to a transvestite. I thought well, get married, but I had every intention of turning my co-worker Bill into a woman before marrying him, which I did successfully. I was trying to replace Martha with Lucinda, but it didn’t work out. Oh, what am I going to do, Judy?” 

Judy patted her on the back. “Do you still love Martha? Remember, I said she would break your heart.” 

Charlotte looked intently up into Judy’s eyes. “I do, even if she has had another woman in her bed.” 

Judy looked thoughtfully at Charlotte. “Maybe I can do something about that. No promises, but, would you like that?” 

“Yes, anything, Judy. I have avoided any contact with her since that dreadful day. She still has money in my company. I had always expected her to withdraw it, but she never has.” 

“Okay, Charlotte. Leave it to me and I will see what I can do.” 

The two women left each other with a kiss on the cheek. Charlotte felt much better now that she had told someone about how she felt for Martha. 

***

Some weeks later, Charlotte received a phone call from Judy. 

“Well Judy,” Charlotte said, “how nice to hear from you. How are things with you?” 

“Look darling, could we meet tomorrow afternoon? I’ll pick you up, then I’ll take you someplace where we can talk.” 

“Sure, but what's all the mystery?” 

All she got in reply was, “You’ll see.” 

The next day, Judy arrived at Charlotte’s cottage, and again she asked Judy what all this was about. 

“Come with me, dear; all will be resolved.” 

Charlotte got into Judy’s car; after an hour or so, they were in a familiar part of the city, the Chinese market where Martha had taken her many years ago. 

Then they proceeded to Madam Ling’s herbal and Chinese medicine shop. Madam greeted them with a bow. 

“Ah, beautiful ladies, we meet again, Madam Charlotte. All is ready Madam Judy; walk this way.” 

They followed Madam Ling up the stairs that Charlotte had climbed before, to Madam Ling Chinese style luxurious living room. They found Martha bent over the large chair na-Page - 71
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ked, with swaying acupuncture needles running down her spine, her eyes glazed with a far away look. 

Madam Ling said, “I have prepared Madam Martha just as you said, Madam Judy,” 

and nodded her head. 

“Does she know why I have asked her to come here and be drugged?” 

“No. She only said that you told her to come here, and that there would be a pleasant surprise for her.” 

“You have done well, Madam and will be rewarded.” Judy turned to Charlotte. “Strip all your clothes off, Charlotte.” She gave a shy look but obeyed, and soon she stood naked before Martha, who in her drugged stupor, knew nothing of what was happing. 

Madam Ling pushed Charlotte’s derriere with her soft gentle hands so that her pussy came in contact with Martha’s lips. 

“Kiss the beautiful flesh before you, Martha,” Madam Ling said, in a quiet voice. 

“That’s it, now place your tongue in the crevice. Suck till your mouth receives the pure flowing cream, the life force of love, from the only woman who can give you that. Remember, only this woman can give you this, no one else. Drink your fill, you must never stray from Charlotte, because she loves you.” 

Charlotte shivered all over her body, knees trembling, as Martha slid her tongue inside Charlotte’s vagina. Martha had her hands on the two round globes of Charlotte’s bottom, pulling it towards her, her tongue ever going deeper into that grotto, where that stream of the life force of love flowed. That pure white liquid remedy that this woman had given her; she had searched high and low for it ever since Charlotte left. Was this her real love, the woman of her life? If so, she must never stray away again, she must hold tightly on to this woman, as she was doing now. 

Madam Ling began extracting the acupuncture needles from Martha’s spine. Charlotte lips descended on Martha’s back, as she opened her legs wider to give Martha easier access to her fanny. She did not see a nod between Judy and Madam Ling, who lifted a sy-ringe and injected a clear liquid in Charlotte’s bottom. Right away, Charlotte slumped on Martha. Judy and Madam Ling each took one of Charlotte’s arms and dragged her to the spare room, where they laid her on the bed. They left her where Martha soon followed her. 

Judy and Madam Ling smiled at each other, and left the two women there. 

***

Charlotte and Martha remained together in the bed for the next three days. Afterwards, neither woman knew they had been sleeping with each other. Both had gone through serious hallucinations of green and purple women, in all sorts of sexual positions, feeding on each other’s bodies, receiving sweet love concoctions that rejuvenated and invigorated them. All the while, Madam Ling and Judy played the part of interested voyeurs. They left them eventually as the effects of the drugs wore off. 

The morning that Martha awakened, she rubbed her eyes and found the beautiful body of the woman beside her to be Charlotte. How did she get there, was she the green female Page - 72
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who supplied the liquid she begged for? Holding her in her arms, she kissed Charlotte’s closed eyelids. In her slumber, Charlotte felt a delightful seep into her whole body. She opened her eyes and beheld the wondrous sight of Martha kissing her. She had tried so long to drive her out of her mind, and there she was now, putting her hands around her. 

Martha said, “Don’t leave me again, darling, I was a fool to think of anyone else. I blame myself for our parting, come back and we will live together again, please.” 

Charlotte gave Martha an intent look; would she be really loyal to her this time, if she did go back to her? “I will sincerely have to think about that, Martha. You see, after we broke up I could have damaged another's life. Fortunately, all turned out okay, you understand?” 

“Yes, of course, take your time.” 

Both women silently observed each other’s body, taking in the exquisiteness of one another, until a knock on the door disturbed their daydreams. Judy and Madam Ling entered with the clothes Martha and Charlotte had discarded. 

“Well, have you two patched your differences up?” 

Neither answered. 

Judy glanced over to Madam Ling who spoke to Charlotte. “If pretty Madam Charlotte will come to my room, we will have a talk.” 

Charlotte duly knocked on Madam Ling’s bedroom door and on entering sat down on the high wicker back chair, facing Madam Ling. 

“You pretty lady, you like Madam Martha, don’t you? And Madam Martha loves you too. I know she has done you wrong in the past, she like young women, her eye stray. That is all over, I fix that, when she drugged. She love you more and more, you see.” 

Charlotte glimpsed at her. “Will she really love me? You know, it broke my heart when I saw her with that other woman. I have this nightmare of seeing the green and purple woman again, Madam.” 

“Have no fear, the only green woman she will see is you. Her mind will tell her because of my spell over her that she must always seek out the green woman if she wants the life giving rejuvenating, invigorating juice that flows from between your thighs.” 

“I will take your word, Madam Ling and go back to Martha.” 

Madam Ling smiled and bowed. “May peace, love, and harmony ever be with you Madam Charlotte, and of course Martha. Believe me when I say it always will.” 

Charlotte gave the go-ahead to go back living with Martha, and this time it turned out to be a revolution. Martha couldn’t do enough for her. Her eyes were all for Charlotte, this time Charlotte was the mistress, not a role Charlotte really wanted to play. 

Then a thought entered Charlotte’s mind. She said to Martha one day, “Do you remember that you wanted me to paint you, darling?” 

“Yes, why? Are you thinking of doing it now?” 

“No, but how would you like a little vacation to see my Aunt Lucy. You have never met her, an enthralling lady with an unusual husband. I think you‘ll like them both.” 
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“Sure honey, whatever you say. When do you want to go?” 

A week later, Charlotte and Martha sat in Lucy’s living room, drinking tea. 

“Jackie will be not home for a long time,” Lucy said. “So, this is the lady friend you told me all about? You’re a very nice woman, Martha. What do you think of my niece?” 

Before Martha could answer, Lucy spoke again, “Now, Charlotte I think I can say I know you well after our last chat here. Why have you come here?” 

“Well,” Charlotte began, “I told Martha some time ago that I would paint a portrait of her. The last letter you sent me, you said you would like to paint me with another woman in the throes of lesbian love .  Well, here we are. Martha can now have the painting she always wanted.” 

“I don’t know if I could do that with someone watching,” Martha said. 

“Of course you can, Martha. Don’t you remember Judy’s and Madam Ling’s surveil-lance of our lovemaking, or were you drugged to the eyeballs?” 

Martha looked at her, “Err, yes, I suppose I was.” 

“Go on, Martha,” Lucy said, “do it. Charlotte has me fired up now to paint this beautiful love scene between you ladies.” 

Martha gave in and so it was arranged that the next day Lucy would begin the painting. That night, Charlotte came to her aunt’s room, where they had a very long talk of painting technique. 

The next morning, all three women assembled in the studio. Lucy had already set up the easel, oil paint, brushes and canvas. 

“Now ladies, if you will cast off your clothes and place yourself on the chaise lounge in a loving position, we will start.” 

Before they placed themselves, Martha took something out of her purse. 

“Do you remember this, Charlotte?” She held a small comb in front of her. 

Charlotte giggled, “Of course I do. A pussy comb, as Xiu Mei said, never got down to using it.” 

“Well, you will now, lie down and we will start.” 

Charlotte laid down on the lounge and Martha slowly combed her pussy hairs. 

“Hold it there, girls, you have given me an idea for two portraits, I'll just grab my digital camera.” 

Lucy snapped various positions of Martha combing Charlotte’s hair with Charlotte smiling to the camera. 

“Great girls, now put the comb down and smile. That’s it, hold it, and again. With that finished, we can get on with the painting.” 

Charlotte and Martha went into various lesbian love postures; this took up most of the day. At each break, Lucy put a blanket around the women to keep them warm. 

After the day’s painting finished, Martha said, “I like that. I could get used to being a model, I’ve haven’t had so much fun for a long time.” 
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***

Months later, Charlotte re-

ceived an excited phone call

from her aunt. 

Charlotte came home to

Martha that night and told her

that next Wednesday, they had

an appointment to be at her

aunt’s art gallery. All the local

dignitaries would be there to

judge paintings entered in

competition, with a consider-

able amount of money going to

the winner. Her aunt had en-

tered a number of her own

paintings. 

The night before the exhibi-

tion, Charlotte and Martha

stayed with Lucy and Jackie. 

Jackie was also going to be

there with some of her per-

sonal paintings. 

The following afternoon, all

four women were in the art

gallery, inspecting the various

exhibits of Lucy’s rivals. Mar-

tha sauntered off on her own, 

and then found the large

number of Lucy’s paintings. 

Martha absorbed them until

she came to two paintings

where she stopped, shocked in

embarrassment. There, in front

of her, was the painting of her in full splendor with Charlotte, combing her pussy. Underneath the painting was, LESBIANS AT PLAY .  The second portrait was cubist, in a Pablo Picasso style, with purple and green women in sexual embrace. This painting was entitled GREEN AND PURPLE WOMEN MAKING LOVE. 

Martha quickly found Charlotte and took her to the paintings. Charlotte stood in admiration in front of them. 

“Aren't they magnificent?” Charlotte said. “Hasn’t Aunt Lucy captured the whole situation? Look at the vibrant, vivacious colors, the animation of the figures. You feel you’re actually beside them! This really is the best my aunt has painted. I’m so overcome with this painting, it has my passion in boil.” 
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This was not the reaction that Martha expected. “Aren't you ashamed of what your aunt has painted?” Martha asked. “I thought this was for personal view only, not for all the world to see.” 

“Oh, don’t be so old-fashioned, Martha. “Can’t you see that you’re looking at works of art? People in the future will ask who these women are, that Lucy Watt painted so well, capturing their love for one another. I know I will be glad when they find out and say ‘Oh, that is her niece Charlotte and her lover Martha Reynolds.’ You should be proud of that.” 

Charlotte stood with a beaming smile, lost in the wonder of the portraits. Martha’s point of view was entirely different from hers, but well, Charlotte was looking at it from an artistic perspective. 

It was now time for the judging; among those judging were several professional art critics. They had been there all day taking notes. After intense conferral, the results were given to the chairman of the judging committee who came forward to announce the results. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, this has been an excellent exhibition of paintings. I applaud and praise all who took part. Unfortunately, there can be only one winner. Without further ado, if Mrs. Lucy Ashworth would come forward. I will present her with thus generous check and silver plate for her painting, GREEN AND PURPLE WOMEN MAKING LOVE. 

We also commend your painting, LESBIANS AT PLAY .  Thank you, Mrs. Ashworth.” 

Lucy had photos taken of herself receiving the check and holding the silver plate from the chairman. 

Later that night, after going out for a celebratory meal, they all asked Lucy to make a speech. 

Turning to Charlotte, Lucy said, “Charlotte, when all is returned from the gallery, I shall present GREEN AND PURPLE WOMAN MAKING LOVE to you, for giving me that idea.” 

“But aunt, I cannot take that painting. It is worth a fortune and it’s your masterpiece; surely you want to keep it.” 

“I will not take no for an answer. It’s yours, Charlotte; I want you to have it.” 

“Well, thank you, aunt, it will have a special place of reverence, above our bed,” Charlotte said, glancing at Martha. 

***

When visitors came, Charlotte made sure they saw the painting placed above their bed; both women had pride in showing everyone the painting. 

Lucy turned to cubism and her clientele asked if she would paint them in that style. 

They would be privileged to be painted by such a well-known and gifted artist. Lucy didn’t care about the money; she was happy receiving the acclaim, but the painting was really all she was interested in. 
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Lucinda became absorbed in the earlier painting and drawings of Patricia. Vera continued to come up with different ideas of how to reach the summit of the perfect man/woman. Patricia was getting used to being drawn by Lucinda and to all sorts of un-predicted things from Vera. She never knew what this or that concoction would do to her body. 

Every night, Charlotte and Martha, with pleasure and understanding, looked at the painting, GREEN AND PURPLE WOMEN MAKING LOVE

THE END
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