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PETTICOATS & PANTIES

FOREVER! 

By Blind Ruth


PROLOGUE

In the first class section of the Boeing 747 flight from the UK to the West Coast of America, a pretty little stewardess was busy fussing over the wife of John Dixon III, millionaire and entrepreneur. John Dixon had a finger in many pies. Although his father had handed him a vast empire, John was not one to rest. 

But it is not John Dixon we are interested in here, it is his wife Catherine. Her expensive designer clothes could not conceal the fact that she was with child, heavily pregnant. 

No matter how much advice Catherine had been given to avoid this journey because of her condition, she was determined to go to the funeral of her sisters husband. She had to be there to give support to Peggy at this time of need. 

Catherine reflected on their life together and the words of their mother. Girls, she said to them, 

have your fun but remember to marry a man with plenty of money.

Margaret, or Peggy as Catherine called her, was the elder sister by a year, very much into amateur dramatics. Their mother sent Peggy to the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art. 

Catherine took up management studies. Their parents both died during the girls studies. Ida and Jack Lyon were reasonably well off and their money had been split between the girls. The house was also left to them. 

Both girls stayed there while Peggy completed Drama school and Catherine was at col-lage in her management studies. 
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After Drama school, Peggy found a job with a travelling repertoire theatre company, which meant she was away from home for weeks or months at a time. 

Catherine studies finished and she found a job with a well-known chemical company. 

Catherine was in the lower levels of management, but she aspired to reach the higher ech-elons. 

It was on one of Peggys visits home that she that she excitedly flashing a large gold diamond-studded ring

Im engaged to the most wonderful man in the world, Peggy gushed to Catherine. 

Oh, who is it? Catherine asked

Well Cathy, we were playing this town in the midlands in the Coventry area. It was the first night, right after the play, the usual party, in the hotel. This man came up to me and said, I enjoyed your performance tonight, Miss Lyon. You were magnificent. You look so young. I mean you were an elderly woman in the play

What could I say after all the praise this man heaped on me? I looked at this tall hand-some man who spoke in an American accent. As an actress, I should have known which part of the US he came from. A study of accents was part of our training but I couldnt tell except it came from the East coast of the US. 

He told me his name was Charles Bingham, but I could call him Charlie if I liked. 

I told him he could call me Peggy and explained that makeup and costumes made all the difference. 

We got on rather well after that and spent the night talking about this and that. I never thought much about it till the very next night. There was a bunch of red roses in my dressing room and an invite to supper at a very high class restaurant. He would be at the theatre that night. 

That was the start. Every performance, he was there, watching me. When the run of the play finished, I thought I would see no more of Charles Bingham but there he was at the next town, again sending flowers and invite to dinner. The men and women in the company said it was just a theatrical romance. They had seen it all before. 

Well, it didnt end. Then one of my girlfriends in the company one day told me that Charles Bingham was a millionaire. I had no idea. Charles never said a word, but then I never asked him what he did. It never occurred to me. That night I put it to him. Was he Charles Bingham the millionaire by any chance? 

He explained that indeed he was that very Charles Bingham. He was visiting Scotland closing a deal but had flown down especially to see me. Then he flabbergasted me by telling me that he was in love with me and wanted to marry me. 

As my jaw fell open, he produced a small box and opened it. Inside it was the ring I am wearing on my finger. He told me I was under no pressure; if I decided I wasnt ready for marriage, wed call things off with no hard feelings. I could give him my decision in two days before he left for America. 

Cathy looked at her sister. Have you made up your mind yet?
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Oh long ago, Cathy. I am officially engaged. It happened weeks ago. Charlie flew across the Atlantic just to see me.

Congratulations, Peggy, said Cathy. 

Peggy added, We have slept together. Cathy did not approve of that but she said nothing to her sister. 

In Cathys mind, sleeping with a man before marriage was not playing by the rules. 

She would let no man sleep with her till after the wedding and she had a ring on her finger. Cathy always regarded Peggy unorthodox, going around with that thespian lot. In Cathys mind, they were a bunch of people without morals, what with sleeping with each other and not married. There were men sleeping with men, and women with women, an unsavoury lot. Peggy should have nothing to do with that bunch. 

It was around this time Charlie Bingham met a very important customer, John Dixon of John Dixon Enterprises. If a deal could be struck with them, it meant megabucks for Charlie Binghams company. 

What better place for a social meeting could there be than the quiet atmosphere of a little restaurant he knew? Charles wanted John Dixon to meet his intended, Peggy, who was a good conversationalist on any subject he might care to name. John Dixon was single; maybe some female company would make matters easier to reach between both parties. 

Didnt Peggy gave a sister? She was always talking about her. Charles would ask if her sister would like to come along for a double date. 


***

Well sis, this could be your lucky night.

What do you mean, Peggy? Cathy said. 

First of all, thanks for getting me out a hole and double dating with me and Charlie and his business friend. Your date is none other than John Dixon of Dixon Enterprises. You know John Dixon the millionaire.

Oh, was all Cathy could say. 

That night, the foursome seemed to get on well with each other. When John Dixon heard Cathy was in business management, he took a greater interest in her, so much he asked for a date with her without Charles Bingham or her sister along for the ride. 

To Cathy Lyon, John Dixon was the type of man who played by the rules, her rules. Cathy and John went steady for a year, then John popped The Question. Cathy accepted but they would have to be engaged for a year, which they were. Unlike her sister there would be no going to bed with John till after the wedding. 

Cathy had asked her sister Peggy, who was still engaged to her Charlie, to be her bridesmaid. To Cathys mind, again Peggy was not playing by the rules; she should have been married by now. One year later, Peggy and Charlie tied the knot. Immediately after the wedding, the two left for the East Coast of the U.S. to set up home. Charles Bingham Page - 5
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was a man who did not want his wife to work, she should stay at home and be a housewife. Reluctantly, Peggy gave up her career. 

Contact between the two sisters diminished, because of the distance between the U.K. 

and U.S. 

After about four years, Cathy received a phone call from her sister saying that her beloved Charlie had died. Peggy was in tears over the phone. Cathy promised she would be at her sisters side at the funeral. 

John Dixon was in the middle of very important talks with a company he wished to take over. He wasnt happy about coming to this funeral even if Charles Bingham was his sister-in-laws husband and a business associate. When Cathy read the riot act to him, however, he had no option but to go. As soon as the funeral was over, he would be on a plane to South America for a business deal. Cathy would be staying with her sister for a while. 

The flight landed and Cathy and John went through customs to be met by a chauffeur holding a picture of Cathy and John. Mr. and Mrs. Dixon, Madam is sorry she is not here to meet you. If you will come this way, I shall drive you to her mansion. I hope you had a pleasant journey, Sir and Madam. So saying, the chauffeur took their luggage and led them to a Rolls Royce Silver Ghost. 

Upon arriving at the mansion, servants took their bags and belongings to their rooms. 

The chauffeur, whose name was James, turned to Cathy and John. Dinner will be served at seven. Please freshen yourselves up. Madam will be there to welcome you The chauffeur left Cathy and John in their room. 

Cathy had a little laugh to herself. Its Madam now, is it? Peggy likes giving herself airs and graces. Its the actress coming out in her. Still, I must comfort her during this time of sorrow.

Dinner soon came around. John Dixon wore his black tuxedo, Cathy had on a black evening Dress. It had been especially made for this trip, but it did not hide the fact that Cathy was heavily pregnant. 

Madam will be here shortly, James said, holding out a chair for Cathy to sit on. Cathy thought Peggy, always the actress,was going to make a dramatic entrance after keep-ing her audience waiting. 

Wait they did and Dramatic it was, for Peggy was in the same state as her sister. Pregnant, heavily pregnant. 

There was silence for a moment, then the two sisters met each other with outstretched arms, tears in their eyes. 

Oh, poor dear Peggy. Charles dead and you in this state!

But you in the same state, Cathy. Im happy for you. Dont cry for me Im happy to carry something to remind me of Charlie, Peggy said, patting her abdomen. 

The two sisters embraced again and kissed each other on the cheeks. They ate dinner in silence. Afterwards, Peggy spoke of the funeral arrangements. John offered apologies that Page - 6
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after the funeral, he would have to leave because of a business deal in South America. 

Peggy understood this, being used to Charlie always travelling all over the world. 


***

The funeral over and John Dixon having left for his South American trip left the two sisters alone together. Cathy had indicated she would like to stay about a week with her sister. This was no problem for Peggy. Peggy had a personal nurse to look after her during the time she was with child. This nurse fussed over Peggy and made sure all went well during the pregnancy. Peggy had told this nurse to look after her sister as well. 

One day, the nurse clapped her hands. Ladies, ladies, it is rest time for you and the little ones within you. Come, take the weight off your feet and lie down. So saying, she led the way to Peggys master bedroom. After seeing both women were comfortable lying on the king size bed, the nurse departed. 

She is kicking again, Peggy remarked to no one in particular. 

Cathy gave a look at her sister. What are you talking about, Peggy?

My little girl, Cathy, Peggy said, patting her stomach now. My little baby Charlene.

Cathy gave a look of curiosity to her sister. How do you know its going to be a girl? 

Have you had one of these tests that can tell you the sex of the child?

No, replied Peggy. But I just know! Its going to be a girl.

Cathy dropped the subject. She didnt know the sex of her own infant, yet, but whichever it was, it would receive lots of love. 

Turning to her sister, Cathy said, It goes without saying you must miss Charlie, Peggy.

Yes, it was Charlene here who started it all, bless her. You see, Charlie and I wanted to start a family, so about a year ago I stopped taking the pill. Then one weekend Charlie said he had a surprise for me, we were going to spend the weekend at a luxury hotel in the country. Charlie was always like that, full of surprises and romantic. To put it politely, I fell pregnant. 

When I told Charlie, he was absolutely over the moon, couldnt do enough for me. He fussed over me constantly. He kept saying that he was sure we were going to have a son but I was sure it was going to be a girl. We laughed about it and agreed that it really didnt matter. We would love our child unconditionally. 

We were so happy and so much in love. But me with child drove Charlie harder into his work, to provide for me and the forthcoming family. Unfortunately, it drove Charlie too hard. Poor Charlie had a heart attack and died. Peggy broke down and tears rolled down her cheeks. 

Cathy took her in her arms and held Peggy to her bosom. 
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Cathy had woke up sick one morning, not just that morning but the next and the next, necessitating a trip to the doctor who told her she was with child. But I cant be, doctor, I just cant be, 

You cant argue with the facts, Mrs. Dixon, replied the doctor Well the one thing thought Cathy it must be John Dixons. How could she forget such an event, though? Whatever the circumstances, the baby was more than welcome. She had always longed for a child. 

SEVEN YEARS LATER

Seven long years had passed since the birth of Peggys and Cathys babies. For Cathy, it had been a distressful and agonizing seven years. Since the age of four, her son Harold had been the most disturbing and undisciplined little boy you would ever meet. 

Cathy could shoulder some of the blame; she spoiled him, giving in to his every demand. John Dixon was never there to control his son. In fact, Cathy herself hardly ever saw her husband; it was Asia today, Europe tomorrow with John. 

Things became even worse with Harold Dixon when Cathy decided to hire a governess for Harold. Trouble was, with each governess she hired would give up on the boy and leave within a week. One started one morning and by the afternoon of the same day, she threatened to give her notice. 

She said, Im going to call the police, Mrs. Dixon. That boy needs to be taken in hand. 

A spell in boot camp would do him good!

Cathy Dixon wasnt too happy about the thought of losing her son to boot camp. 

Please, Mrs. Barlow, can we can come to some arrangement�financially?

Edna Barlows ears picked up. She knew Cathy Dixon was not short of money, and the only reason she had taken this job was she needed some. Since her husband passed away, she struggled on her school teacher pension to make ends meet. Going to the police would certainly cause Cathy Dixon a lot of trouble, but no gain for her. She could probably receive a lot of hush money from Cathy Dixon, perhaps enough to keep her in clover for the rest of her life. 

Just how much money are we talking about, Mrs. Dixon?

Cathy mentioned a large amount. Edna Barlow looked at Cathy and deliberately hesitated for effect. Well I dont rightly know, Mrs. Dixon.

Cathy Dixon knew if she named the right price, she could strike a deal with Edna Barlow. A deal was agreed upon. Cathy was no fool; a legal document would be made out by her solicitor and signed by both parties. 

In Cathys mind, she had broken her rules, but her son Harold was not playing by any rules except his own. As far as Edna Barlow was concerned, that child could do as much harm as he pleased to anyone. She was all right no so who cared what the little brat did? 

Cathy Dixon would need her fortune to keep the little monster out of boot camp. 
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Cathy Dixon no longer hired any governesses for her son, she would see to his education. How she wished that her son would be a nice child like her sister Peggys Charlene. 

All Peggy did was rave about her Charlene. Since Peggys husbands funeral, Cathy and Peggy had kept in close touch with each other. 

Cathy had tried many times to get Peggy and Charlene to come and stay with her for a vacation with no luck so far. But now that things were getting out of hand with her Harold maybe, just maybe, Charlenes influence could rub off on Harold. 

On phoning once more, she was finally in luck, Peggy needed a rest from work in her husbands business; and it would be nice to see her sister again. It would be good for he two cousins to meet each other for the first time. She was rather looking forward to this vacation. 


***

Cathy and her son Harold were in the airport arrival lounge waiting for Peggy and Charlene to pass through customs. Soon they both came into view. Hands were waved and the sisters kissed each other. 

Charlene, this is your Aunt Cathy. Give her a kiss.

Charlene, a seven-year-old child, very pretty in a white fake fur coat, put her arms round Cathy and kissed her. What a sweet child, thought Cathy. Turning to her son Harold, she said, Harold, give your Aunt Peggy a kiss. Rather reluctantly, he did. 

Before Harold could do anything about it, Charlene threw her arms around him and gave him a big wet kiss. Oh, isnt she sweet! Cathy exclaimed. Harold was most embarrassed. 

On the way back to Cathys villa, Peggy looked at her sister and thought back seven years. How beautiful and radiant Cathy appeared then, but now there were grey lines on her face and white hairs on her head. Her sister was growing into an old woman, but Peggy was the elder sister. 

Soon the party arrived at the Villa and all were shown to their rooms. Cathy had specially converted one of the rooms into a little girls room for Charlene. Charlene was most appreciative and thanked her Aunt Cathy. If only Harold could be so well behaved and disciplined as Charlene. 

Peggy and Charlene had brought plenty of luggage with them; every day, Charlene had a new dress or skirt on. Cathy noticed this and was most impressed. She commented on it to Peggy. 

Yes, she is beautiful, isnt she, Cathy? I could not ask for a better daughter. I love her so much.

Cathy wished she had the same sort of relationship with her son. Maybe the presence of Charlene would rub off on Harold, or was she clutching at straws? One afternoon at lunch, Charlene asked her Aunt Cathy if she could wash the dishes. 
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Well, Charlene darling, I have plenty of staff to take care of that, besides I have a dish-washer. Bit thank you for the offer.

Could I bake an apple pie then, Auntie Cathy?

Her aunt looked down at her niece. Can you bake?

Mummy is teaching me, Auntie.

No wonder mother and daughter get on so well. Looking at the bright, bubbly, and ef-fervescent face of Charlene how could Cathy refuse such a request. 

But of course, darling, I dont think you have the right dress on for that, though, Cathy said, looking at the pink flowing dress Charlene wore. Auntie Cathy will buy you a pinafore-type dress and a white apron to go on top of it. Tomorrow, your Aunt Cathy will bake and cook some apple pies. How about that?

Oh yes, Auntie Cathy. I love you so.

Charlene put her arms round her Auntie and gave a sweet little kiss. Cathy Dixon was becoming doting to this child. When was the last time she cooked anything? Charlene was making her feel young once more. Cathy mentioned to her sister that she was going to buy a pinafore dress for Charlene, and that they would be baking apple pies together. 

Go ahead, Cathy. She is an easy girl to get along with and I see she just loves her Aunt Cathy. Tell you what, Ill let you fit that pinafore on her tomorrow. 


***

Next morning, Cathy knocked on the door of Charlenes room. Peggys voice replied, 

Come in. On opening the door and entering the room, Cathy saw Charlene sitting in her lingerie in front of her vanity, and her mother putting finishing touches to Charlenes makeup. 

There we are, sweetheart. Dont you look pretty?

Yes, mother dear, Charlene said, looking up to her mother. 

Auntie Cathy will fit the pinafore she just bought you. Isnt that good of Auntie Cathy?

Oh yes, little Charlene answered, then she rose and gave Cathy a kiss on the cheek. 

Cathy observed this child, from her long flowing hair with white ribbons streaming through it, to the white ribbons that matched the white satin petticoat she wore, to the little white panties peeking just under the hem of the petticoat. Charlenes name was embroidered in black lettering on the edge of the panties. How sweet. A wonderful smell of perfume emitted from Charlenes body. The girls makeup was perfect, just right for a girl of Charlenes age. 

Then she noticed the many powders and lotions on the vanity. Peggy was obviously teaching her daughter the art of makeup, and no better teacher could she have. Peggy being an actress at one time knew all there was to know about makeup. 
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Cathy, having untied the pink ribbons round the parcel, was now holding a striped short-sleeved T-shirt, and a soft handle twill pale pink pinafore in front of her. 

Cathy now slipped the pinafore over the childs head, smoothed it down, then produced the white crisp apron, put it around Charlenes waist and tied a big bow at the back. 

Hand in hand, Charlene and her Aunt Cathy made for the kitchen. Now all was ready to go to the kitchen to make that apple pie. 

Mrs. Bridges the cook asked Cathy if all was all right in the kitchen when she saw Cathy put on an apron. 

Everything is okay, Anna, carry on as if I was not here. Little Charlene will be baking an apple pie with me.

Anna had never seen Mrs. Dixon in the kitchen before, cooking. 

Cathy Dixon was having great fun making this apple pie with this little niece of hers. 

Laughter and giggles could be heard in the kitchen that day and not all from Charlene. 

The dough now made, rolling pins flattened it out. Then it was put in a baking tray, apples were sliced on top of the rolled dough. Then the flaky pastry was put on the top and the whole concoction was put into the oven. 

Aunty and her niece had hands and faces covered in flour. Cathy was like a child once more, thoughts of her problems with her son gone for the present. If only her son could be like this little girl. 

Thats enough for now, Charlene. We will have to wash up and get this flour off, then we can have a glass of Coke and some ice cream. What do you say to that?

Oh yes, Aunty Cathy. When will the apple pies be ready?

It should be ready for our tea tonight, darling.

Will they eat it, Auntie?

Of course they will, otherwise Ill want to know the reason why. That satisfied Charlene. 

As Cathy sat on a stool in the kitchen sipping a Coke, she glanced at her niece and said, 

That was fun Charlene, we must do it again, right, sweetheart?

Her niece enthusiastically nodded her head, making the white ribbons in her hair flut-ter. What a delightful little girl she is, thought Cathy. 


***

Harold was not oblivious to all the attention being paid to his cousin Charlene. She was stealing his thunder. What could he do to get attention? The first thing that came into Harolds mind was to pull Charlene hair which he promptly did. Screaming and cries were heard coming from Charlenes room. On entering, his mother and Aunt Peggy found a distressed Charlene with tears running down her beautiful little cheeks. Harold was nowhere in sight. 

There there, darling, Peggy said, holding Charlene, to her side. 
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Cathy said in a rage, That boy! Ill kill him when I catch him.

Harold, concealed under the stairs, heard all the uproar and pandemonium above and chuckled; now the attention was on him again. What more could he do for more attention? 

THE BIGGEST MISTAKE OF HIS LIFE

Harold Dixon, not satisfied with the chaos and mayhem he had already caused, was busy thinking up more scandalous things to do. Then it came to him. Why not put on one of his cousins party frocks? That would certainly provoke his mother and aunt. 

He sneaked up to Charlene room. No one was there. Opening Charlenes wardrobe door, he found a multitude of dresses; he picked a red fluffed ballroom-style party frock. 

This was just the thing, thought Harold. Taking it off the hanger, he laid it on the bed. 

Then Harold proceeded to remove his T-shirt; he still had a vest on. Now he slipped the frock over his head and puled it down, Although Charlene and Harold were the same age, Charlene was smaller and slimmer. There was no way he was going to put Charlene panties on; no one would know the difference. Harold made his way to the lounge where he expected his mother to be. 

It did not take Cathy Dixon long to spot her son. He was wearing one of Charlenes dresses. Come here at once and get Charlenes dress off. Im going to thrash you within an inch of your life.

There was no way Harold Dixon was going anywhere near his mother. He ran with his his mother in hot pursuit but Harold was too fast. Cathy gave up as Harold ran into the vast gardens and lost her. 

Her son was getting out of hand. Cathy Dixon, although she did not realise it yet, was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 

Peggy, lying on her bed resting, was informed of the transgression Harold had caused. 

Im so sorry, Peggy.

Thats okay, Cathy, its not your fault.

Cathy Dixon broke down in tears. I cant stand this any longer. What can I do about my son? Cathy was sobbing. 

Peggy took her sister into her arms, held her to her bosom and patted Cathy on her back. Cathy blurted out the whole story of how her son had set Edna Barlows dress on fire and that she was paying hush money to her. Cathy collapsed into her sisters arms, crying and sobbing. 

Listen to me, Cathy. You have your son just where you want him. A golden opportunity is before you.

What are you talking about, Peggy? Cathys queried. 

Harold thinks he is so smart putting on a girls frock to shock you and me. Well, maybe he should find out that its not so easy to get out of that frock. Peggy could see her sister was puzzled and bewildered. 
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Perhaps we can see to it that Harold is in petticoats and panties for the rest of his life! 

Harold is about to find that he has just made the biggest mistake of his life!

With the trauma she had been going through, Cathy could not comprehend just what Peggy had said, Peggy could see. 

Cathy, what I am saying is since Harold as a boy is giving you so much distress, maybe its time he lived life as a girl. This would be better for you and Harold in the long run. I have a confession to make.

AUNT PEGGYS CONFESSION

Peggy looked at her sister. What I am about to reveal you must promise never to repeat to a soul. As you will recall, seven years ago we both were pregnant. Cathy nodded her head in agreement. 

Well, Peggy continued, when I told Charlie, we were both delighted. Charlie made a comment that it was going to be a boy. I wanted a girl. However if it was a boy, we could simply try again until we had a girl. Then Charlie died. I was afraid I would never have another chance of having a girl. My love for Charlie was so deep I felt I could never marry again or have another relationship with a man. 

Occasionally, I would put my son in the clothes I had for the girl that never was. He looked so sweet and pretty in them, eventually his time in dresses became longer and longer. It wouldnt hurt him, how would he even know? By the time Charlene went to nursery school age, she was dressed in little girls clothes all the time, and I was happy. At nursery school, Charlene played with all the little girls, sharing their dolls with them. 

Charlene never knew she was a boy and rejoiced in being the girl she thought she was. 

When Charlene reached the age of five, I did feel bit of remorse that I had done such a thing to my son. I felt the best thing was to tell him the truth. Charlene at first did not understand what I was saying, so I had to explain all about the birds and the bees. When Charlene left nursery school, I put her in the boys class and made her wear boys clothes which he/she could not really comprehend. 

One day, I found Charlene in her room crying. I took her in my arms. She told me that the other boys picked on her daily and she missed the pretty clothing she used to wear. 

She couldnt understand why she couldnt have her dresses back. Why was she being bullied? I could feel her small heart pounding. Maybe I had made a mistake cutting her nice golden locks and putting her in boy clothes. I mentioned the situation to the headmistress, but nothing was done. Charlene now seemed to be frightened every day to go to school. 

The only solution in my opinion was to put Charlene into frocks again. My actions made Charlene a happy girl again. 

I moved to a better district in another town where no one knew us. Charlene was accepted by all as a girl. I went out of my way to find a doctor specializing in children like my Charlene. I found Dr. Enid Lamont, a child psychologist and I made arrangements to see her. 
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Dr. Lamont was taken with my Charlene. I must admit she looked absolutely beautiful in her blue frock, white socks and Mary Jane shoes. I left them on their own. I could see that Dr. Enid had a way with children and Charlene was already at comfort with her. 

I left the room. Later, Charlene told me that she had a long talk with Dr. Lamont all about her life, how she felt about being a girl, how she felt about being bullied by the boys in her old school and so forth. I wish I could have been in the room while they talked; Charlene must have been adorable explaining to the doctor how she felt about her life.

Peggy paused for a moment as she thought about her lovely daughter telling the therapist about her feelings about being a female. Her sister studied her face as they sat silent for a few minutes. Then she resumed her story. 

When the doctor was done talking to Charlene, she left the room and I was asked to come in to talk to the doctor. She told me that she found Charlene an interesting study. 

Her recommendation was that I continue to raise Charlene as a girl. Charlene seemed to be completely comfortable as a girl and it was the doctors advice that I put her on female hormones. Over time, they would feminize her body and keep her from having to go through the horror of male puberty. I was surprised that the doctor was so agreeable with raising Charlene as a girl, but I was also happy that a professional thought I was doing the right thing.

Peggy had now finished her narrative. The expression on Cathys face was one of disbelieve; she had even forgotten her own problems with her son. Who would have believed Charlene was a boy? Only the other day they had been making apple pies together. And such a sweet darling girl she looked. 

Is this really true, Peggy? You wouldnt really do this to your son, would you?

I did and I have no qualms about it. Your son should be put in petticoats and panties. 

I would do him a lot of good.

Cathy spluttered, Its not right, a boy in girls frocks. You do not do that, dont you?

Sister dear, I dont see what you have to lose. You bonded well with Charlene. Wouldnt you like a nice, pretty daughter of your own who is not going to give you any hassle? 

For Gods sake, Cathy, get your rules out of your head. Drastic measures are called for now, the point of no return is past!

Cathy had to admit that there was some truth in what her sister said although it did mean breaking her own rules. What you say has some value, Peggy, but I could never put my son in a frock, even if I wanted to.

Dont worry, I have no fear of putting your son in a petticoat and a pair of panties! Ill help you with it. Come on.

Where are we going, Peggy?

To Charlenes room to get a nice pair of panties, and put them on your son!
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AUNT PEGGY TAKES CONTROL

It was a nice blue satin pair of panties, with white lace round the legs which Peggy held as she made to find Harold. There would be no paddle used on Harold; Peggy had every faith in the power of petticoats and panties, and the delicious materials they were made of: satin, silk, velvet and lace. 

Harold Dixon had grown tired of hiding from his mother and was now carefully making his way back to the Villa. There was no one else to shock except his Aunt Peggy, Harold thought. Harold, still in the red party Dress, made his way to the library room. Harold was formulating a plan to make his Aunt Peggy see him in this frock. 

Harold did not have long

to wait, because there stood

his Aunt Peggy holding a pair

of blue satin panties in front of

her. She did not seem the least

bit shocked by the sight of

Harold in a frock. This was

not what Harold expected. 

Panic was on the face of Har-

old Dixon, his eyes fixed on

the pair of panties. Just what

was his aunt going to do to

him? 

It did not take long for

Harold to find out as Peggy

advanced towards Harold. 

There was no means of escape

from the library; his aunt

blocked the only exit. Sud-

denly she was there beside

him and she put an arm

tightly round his shoulders. 

Your mother told me all

about you being dressed in a

frock and was most shocked. 

But your Aunt Peggy under-

stands these things. Some-

times a boy has the need to

wear girls clothes!

No, no, Aunt, its not that, 

I dont want to wear girls

clothes. Harold was strug-

gling to pull the frock off. 

Peggy smiled; that frock was
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tightly fitted round the waist, it would come off but only if he was very gentle and careful, which Harold was not being. 

Thats the reaction I would have expected from someone trying to hide a guilty secret. 

But do not feel guilty; Aunty understands these pangs to be a girl. Now let me see. Peggy quickly lifted the hem of the frock, revealing the short pants of a boy. 

Hmm, I expect you hadnt time to pick a pair of Charlenes panties. However Im not going to keep you from the delights of a pair of pretty girls panties!

No, no, Aunty, Harold screamed. Too late his Aunt Peggy already pulling down the boys short pants. Swiftly she pulled the blue satin panties up around his groin. The expression on Harolds face quickly turned to one of delight as the satin panties caressed his body. 

Isnt that much better? Peggy asked. 

It was taking Harold time to reply as waves and waves of sensuous feelings swept over his body. Although Harold did not know it, this was the start of a lifelong love for lingerie, petticoats and panties. 

Err, yes, Aunt!

Peggy Bingham knew she had this boy in her grasp, and she was not going to let go till Harold was molded into a beautiful girl just as had she done to her own son, Charlene. 

Now we must address your situation properly. There is no use hiding from your mother. You must tell her of your desire to dress as a girl. First thing tomorrow, we will go find the girls clothes you most desire. You do want that, dont you, Haylee? Aunt Peggy had decided that his new female name would be Haylee. 

Haylee was not sure what she wanted, but it sure felt nice wearing these panties. But having to admit to her mother she liked wearing girls clothes, that was something else al-together. 

Mother will beat me if she catches me in this frock, Auntie.

Peggy could see the battle was almost won. Not if I am with you, Haylee. I will explain all to your mother.

Cathy Dixon was in her room, where Peggy had told her to stay. A knock on the door and then there stood her son Harold hand in hand with her sister. Even more astonishing, Harold was still in girls clothes. 

Haylee has something to say to you, Cathy. Well go on, Haylee, dont just stand there.

I...like...wearing frocks, Mother! Haylee stuttered. 

Cathy Dixon looked on in disbelieve, Peggy had done so much in such a short time. 

Just what other surprises were in store? I said you would not hit him, Cathy. I gave my word, Peggy said with a wink to her sister that Haylee never noticed. 

Cathy was playing her part now. Yes, well its hard to understand these things, and I will try. But if it is your wish, Mother will help you all she can, Sweetheart!
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I told you your mother would understand, Haylee. Cathy, we will take Haylee first thing in the morning to be fitted out in her own girls clothes.

Haylee had not yet been introduced to the wonder of petticoats swirling round her body. The delightful materials silk, satin, velvet and lace were still waiting for her touch. 

Aunt Peggy and her mother would put her right on that score! 

I will have to look out a pretty nightdress for Haylee. Ill go to Charlenes room and pick one and meet you in Haylees room, Cathy. 

In her daughters room, Peggy was busy searching for the prettiest nightdress that she could find. Just then Charlene came into the room. What are you looking for, Mother?

she asked

A beautiful nightdress for your cousin Haylee. I have no time to explain. Peggy found what she was looking for and exited quickly. 

Left alone, Charlene wondered what her mother was talking about. No one had ever mentioned she had a girl cousin called Haylee before. Just who was this Haylee. She wanted to meet this girl cousin. And did she not have nightdresses of her own? 

Peggy had now reached Haylees room where her mother was now undressing her. 

The frock was gently eased off her body. The boys vest underneath was taken off her, never to touch that body again. Cathy was about to remove the blue satin panties when she glanced at Peggy who shook her head. Cathy left them on as she was handed a pretty pink silk nightdress, which Cathy now slipped over her daughters head. 

The nightdress slithered slowly down Haylees body, causing little trembles and shivers along her frame. A smile appeared on Cathys face as she looked up on her sister. Cathy knew that her son was going down the feminine path, she would see to that. Peggy and Cathy left Haylee to sweet dreams swathed in silk


***

Back in her room, Peggy outlined the course of Haylees femininity to her sister. Cathy, now that she had seen the enormous difference in her son/daughter, was now fully behind her sister. 

There so much we must do in the coming months and years. This is as much for your sake as it is for your sons. I suggest we now drop calling her your son. From now on, Haylee is your daughter. Next, Haylees room should be turned into a real girls room with a dressing table and mirrors, plenty of mirrors so she can always see herself in pretty frocks and dresses.

Cathy reflected that maybe she had been too soft with her son, spoiling him, giving him everything he wanted. On the other hand, all her husband ever did was send aggressive toys home to his son, toy soldiers, replica guns and revolvers. No wonder her son was wild and confused. 
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***

Morning saw Haylee awaken with a pleasant feeling in her groin, a feeling she had never felt before as a boy. Her Aunt Peggy had purposely left the blue satin panties on her last night as she knew they would do their work overnight, rubbing, arousing the soft flesh in that vital area down below. Haylee would become more receptive to wearing lingerie because of that feeling. It didnt take long for Haylee to discover what made her feel so good. 

Charlene, now awake, watched her mother remove various items of girls clothes from her dressing table and wardrobe. 

Mother, where are my clothes being taken?

These are for your cousin. This will be the last time we will have to do this, as we are making a purchase of her own clothes today. With that, Peggy promptly left the room before Charlene could quiz her mother any further. Charlene now in deep thought. There was that mention of a girl cousin once more. There were no other girls in this household, the only cousin here was Harold. Was Mommy about to do the same to Harold as she had done to her? 

Charlene remembered when her mother showed her the collection of brassieres one day Charlene would be wearing. 

Oh Mommy, they are so beautiful.

Maybe one day you to will be big enough to fill the cups! Wouldnt that be wonderful?

Oh yes Mommy, I cant wait for that day!

From that point on, Charlene kept looking at her breasts. After she started the hormone pills, there was some change but not enough for Charlene. She wondered, if Mummy gave her more pills, would her breasts become larger? She didnt have enough to fill a training bra. Charlene so wanted breasts to fill those nice brassieres like her mommy had! She had sneaked many a look at her mommys breasts, they were big, nice, smooth, and round, just like she wanted! 


***

Cathy Dixon had never been closer to her sister than now. Peggy was getting a hold over her and influencing her. She reprimanded herself for being so soft with her son in he past, giving in to his every whim. Having reached Haylees room, Peggy went to work, placing the clothes she had brought from Charlenes room on the bed. 

Haylee, there is so much work to do today. Your mother will give you a bath while I make arrangements to transform this room into a real girls room. Till that is completed, you will be sleeping in Charlenes room. Cathy, you know what to do. I will leave you now.
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Aunt Peggy speedily exited the room, to attend to business. Peggy phoned a company of decorators which specialised in childrens room, nurseries, and playrooms. She wanted them there this afternoon. She and her sister would give instructions as to how the room was to be designed. Then she went to the servants and instructed them to move Haylees bed into her daughters room. Everything now in place, Peggy was happy that she had another boy to be led into girlhood. 

Meanwhile, Cathy was preparing a bath for her daughter, a bubble bath that smelled nice which would soften her body. When all was ready, Cathy divested her daughter of her pretty pink silk nightdress, the panties to follow. Cathy never looked at Haylees male parts as she helped her into the bath. Someday, she hoped those nasty male parts would no longer be there! 

Haylee was being soaped all over by her mother. The soft, sweet-scented water felt nice as it lapped over her. Everything about girls was different, like this bath her mother was giving her now. She should thank her Aunt Peggy for leading to the life of a girl. Wasnt it wonderful! Her mother held a big pink fluffy towel for her as she stepped out the bath. 

Soon her mother was patting Haylee dry. Cathy lifted the tin of lavender-scented talcum powder and sprinkled over Haylees body, then patted it in with the big powder puff. This confirmed to Haylee that girls had it so much better than boys. They smelled so nice, too. 

Cathy now led her daughter back to the bedroom, to be completely immersed in pretty feminine clothes for the first time. 

Peggy now entered the bedroom and set to work, dressing her niece in Charlenes clothes. The first item was mint green nylon panties which were slipped up her legs where they embraced the male parts of her body. Peggy watched with amusement at the boy as shiver after shiver coursed through Haylee. The matching petticoat followed. The petticoat slithered slowly down the bewildered child causing more shuddering. Her Aunt Peggy smoothed the petticoat to feel the twitching convulsions of Haylee through the nylon material. 

The underwear now fitted, it was followed with a matching purple star-printed camisole cardigan and skirt, both made of nylon. Purple ankle socks and what were called

Nancy sandals with ankle strap adjustments in gold followed. Peggy stepped back to admire the sissy boy. Haylee was a little bit plump; a diet was needed. Cathy would see to that. 

Peggy looking at Haylees hair. It was long enough for Peggy to do something to bring into a girls style. Sitting Haylee in a chair, Peggy set to work with brush and comb. Brush-ing the hair straight down, she used the end of the comb to set springy bangs that moved with the movement of the head. As Haylee became older and her hair became longer, the hair would be styled into many different styles. 

Haylee was now ready to be bombarded by girl clothes and lingerie. As her Aunt Peggy slipped a pea green coat over her dress, smiles were silently exchanged between both sisters. 
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HAYLEE ENTERS THE WORLD OF FEMININE FINERY

Cathy Dixons Bentley entered the car park of Pretty Clothes for Pretty Children, the exclusive company. 

Haylee, hand in hand with her mother and Aunt Peggy, strolled round the store, looking at all the Dresses. A sales woman in her forties came up to them. Can I be of service, Madam? The woman looked at Cathy. 

Yes, I am looking for a complete outfit for my daughter here.

Madam, we can supply everything you need for the little Miss. We have the most exclusive childrens clothes, made in the finest of materials. Now what size is the pretty Miss?

Cathy knew Haylee size in male clothes. Girls sizes were different to allow for slimming waistlines and expanding derrieres, not to mention bosoms. Of course, none of these changes were there yet for Haylee, but if Cathy had her way, they were no long off. 

Peggy could see her sisters dilemma My sister is not sure of Haylee size. She is changing fast, isnt she, Cathy?

Yes, thats right. I think you better measure Haylee and allow for the changes that will occur in her hips, bottom and bosom.

As you please, Madam. This changing room is free. Let us enter and measure the pretty Miss. Before we start, could I have your name and address please.

But of course, Cathy said and complied. As she took the notes, the saleswoman looked at Cathy, not saying a word. It was her, Cathy Dixon, wife of the millionaire John Dixon. The saleswoman had seen her photo in the social columns of the newspapers. If she did her work well, there were many potential sales here, meaning commissions for her. 

The sales woman was so caught up in calculating the money she would see for these sales that only slowly did it register that Cathy Dixon was with her daughter. But accord-ing to the social columns, Cathy Dixon never had a daughter, only a son! It would not be wise to say anything about this to Cathy Dixon. It could cost her the sale. What did it matter to her anyway? Sometimes these rich mothers had the desire to put sons into dresses and bring them up as girls, to have a sex change later. If that was Cathy Dixons wish, who was she to question that wish? 

Now Madam, before any frocks or skirts, I think we should start at the bottom, so to speak. We need the right shape before the fitting of the frocks, do we not, Madam? Cathy nodded her head in agreement. Then I shall bring the said items. If you will please remove Haylees frock in preparation for the fitting, I shall return shortly.

Peggy now removed the green coat, then the matching set of camisole, cardigan, and skirt. Haylee stood there, in her mint green nylon panties, with matching petticoat. What a pretty sight before her mother and aunt, a boy dressed in lingerie! 

When Pearl the sales woman came back with a number of corsets over her arm, she saw Haylee standing there in her finery. Putting the underwear on a nearby chair, she lifted an item. Now ladies, here are the perfect Basques for little girls like Haylee. These are specially made for children by our company. Feel it, ladies.
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Its soft and light, isnt it, Peggy?

Yes it really is, Peggy replied. Yes I know.

Pearl answered, But it is doing its unseen work. You see, it has panels inside just like hands molding that tummy into shape. Why not try it on Haylee?

Yes, lets, said Cathy, filled with enthusiasm to see Haylee in this Basque. The Basque was fitted to Haylee; it felt like little hands all over her tummy, hands that were doing naughty things down there. Pearl knew she had a sale here when she saw both women exchange knowing looks. 

Yes, it is nice for your little girl, ladies, and the black heart-shaped lacy front panel sets it off perfectly. We also have them in other colors.

Now, Madam, I have here a most beautiful petticoat made of the finest silk; it is very fluffy. These go nice with Rumba panties. As Haylee walked up and down at the direction of her Aunt Peggy, the petticoat swirled and swayed from side to side, much to her mothers delight. Cathy was enthralled by the sight of Haylee swaying about. As her eyes fixed on her new daughter, she could even catch a glimpse of the Rumba panties as the petticoat would spring up now and then. 

As for Haylee, how much more could her body stand of the delights it was being subjected to? All these goodies coming so quick one after another! She had hardly recovered from the Basque before the panties came, followed by the flouncy petticoats. There were frocks to come next; when would this wondrous torture end? 

The eroding of the male side of Haylee went on and on, turning her into a mummys girl. She was becoming a very effeminate boy, just what his mother wanted. She would be right behind him, pushing her all the way into girlhood. 

Haylee heart was beating very fast, as Pearl was now holding the most exhilarating dresses before her. Could her body stand any more of this? Could her heart? She had never felt like this before. 

Mother, Haylee asked, could I have a seat? Im not feeling well. Cathy looked at Peggy. Smiles passed between them. But of course, darling.

Pearl jumped in by offering to get a glass of water. Haylee sat down on the chair, sipping the water, with his mother and aunt fussing over her. But Pearl had a most beautiful dress before her. 

We should let the little Miss rest but that should not stop me from showing you ladies these beautiful frocks and skirts. Now this is a cami top and skirt in virgin white, all made in satin. Pearl put emphasis on the word virgin. 

Cathy exclaimed, We must have that for Haylee. Go on, darling, model it for Mummy.

Rising from the chair, Haylee was assisted into the dress by Pearl. From the glazed look in Haylees eyes, and the smile on her face, she was in Wonderland once more. 

Pearl was about to show the cream de la cream of little girls dresses. This would break Haylee and send her flooding into the welcoming arms of girlhood. 
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This little dress is for formal occasions, little girls parties, and that sort of thing. It is a junior version of what you ladies would wear at social gatherings, high society balls and such. Pearl held a smoke blue and charcoal grey striped silk blouse, with an off-the-shoulder neckline and cuffed edge. With it was an above-the-knee-length cerise pink silk taffeta gathered skirt. Pearl was now holding a petticoat. 

Ladies, this delightful petticoat will be underneath the outfit. Feel it. Aunt and mother slid their fingers over the navy blue silk petticoat with scalloped hems. 

Oh Haylee, isnt it fabulous? Off with that dress and put this one on immediately, ordered her mother. Cathy hurriedly divested her daughter of the dress, then slipped the silk petticoat over Haylee, followed by the dress. All this was accompanied by oohs and ahs from both women. 

Well take it, Peggy said. 

Pearl added, This will look so much better when Haylee fills out, but I expect she will grow into it!

This gave Peggy an idea. Can I see your yellow pages?

But of course, Madam. Pearl handed the book to Peggy who flipped through the book. Then she stopped a second, not saying a word. Then she handed it back. 

I think we have seen all we want today. We must hurry on, Peggy said, giving the saleswoman a couple of hundred as a tip. 

Bring little Haylee back. Ask for me, I will give you ladies personal service. With that, Peggy and Cathy exited for the car park. As the Bentley left, Peggy gave directions as to where she wanted to go next. Cathy followed her sisters direction without hesitation. 

The Bentley rolled to a halt in a seedy section of town. Many unusual shops and clothing factories lined both sides of the lane. They stopped in front of a shop with a sign:

MALE TO FEMALE. Underneath that it said, Everything for the man who wants to be a woman. As they entered the small shop, a bell was set off by the door. As the ensemble reached the counter, a woman appeared from the room behind. 

Can I be of help?

Peggy went over to the woman and whispered something in her ear, at the same time pointing to Haylee. 

I see. Yes, we stock what you are looking for. If the little girl will come to the office, I can take measurements. All followed the woman who then brought out a tape measure from the nearby drawer. 

Now if you dont mind, Miss...

Haylee, said her mother. 

Haylee, isnt that a lovely name? I am going to measure you up so that your pretty dresses will look even better on you, which the woman did/ If you wait here, I will go and find the various items. As the woman left, Peggy explained to her sister what this was all about. A smile came on Cathys face. The woman returned with a number of boxes. 
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Now if Mummy would remove the beautiful frock, we shall begin. You must be a lucky girl to have such pretty frocks. Cathy quickly divested her daughter of the frock. 

The woman opened the box which contained a pair of panties, but with a difference; these were padded at the hips and derriere. Haylee slipped her panties off and put the new padded ones on. 

What a big difference that makes. Its so much more like a girl, gushed Cathy. 

Peggy now nodding to the woman who after taking the dress and petticoat off Haylee, opened another box containing a brassiere which she put over Haylee arms and clipped at the back. A pair of false breasts were produced and slipped into the cups of the bra. The straps of the bra were adjusted. Then the woman replaced the petticoat and dress. Cathy couldnt help herself; she hugged and kissed her daughter with tears in her eyes. Yes, yes, this was what she wanted! No more Harold forever! 

On the way home, Cathy commented to Peggy, You seem to know that woman.

Yes, I do. She was in one of the repertoire companies I worked for all these years ago. 

She was a man then, changing over to female.

Cathy was astounded. You mean to say she was...he... You must be wrong.

No, sister dear, Im not wrong. If he can do it, why not Haylee? There is plenty of time, we have no need to rush.

BOY/GIRL MEETS BOY/GIRL

It had been a long day for all as the Bentley headed home, even though it was really only the middle of the afternoon. On their arrival at the Villa, decorators were patently waiting for instructions. Peggy took charge, relegating her sister to unload the many parcels, which would be stored in her room till Haylees room had been completed. 

Haylee assisted her mother, unloading the parcels and taking them into her mothers room. Cathy said, looking at her daughter, Haylee, you will be rooming with Charlene till your room is ready. They went to Charlenes room and knocked. 

It was with surprise that Charlene found her Aunt Cathy standing there with another girl. Entering the room, Cathy said to her, This is your cousin Haylee. You girls will be rooming together till Haylees room is ready. I just know you pretty cousins will get on well with each other. So saying, Cathy left both girls together. 

Charlene looked at her cousin and concluded she must be Harold. Anyone would mistake Haylee for a girl. Charlene asked the question on her mind. Are you a boy? Haylee began to cry, Charlene came over to her put her arms round Haylee. Dont cry, you cant help it, but you are a boy, arent you?

Haylee, quite overcome by the compassion being shown by Charlene, whispered, 

Yes.

I knew it. Mother was right. Im not the only one.

Haylee looked quizzical at these words. Whatever are you talking about?

Mother said I was not the only boy who dressed in girls clothes!
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Haylee couldnt believe the words Charlene had uttered, Charlene could clearly see that. I am a boy too.

Has your mommy put you on hormones? Charlene asked. 

What are hormones? Haylee innocently asked. 

You know, theyre the stuff that makes you into a girl in all ways. Haylee thought this sounded interesting. She must ask Mummy about these hormone things. 

Take your dress off and let me see! Haylee acted in accordance with Charlene instructions. She stood there in bra and panties. Charlene went over and felt the bra. False ones but good. Ill have to ask Mummy for the same! But Charlene wanted bigger ones; these were not the same as real ones. Mummy simply must do something for her. 

We will get on so much better now, wont we, Haylee? I have so many pretty dresses you can try them on if you like.

Oh, I would just love that, and you can wear my Dresses too.

On an impulse, Charlene put her arms round Haylee and kissed her on the cheek. 

Overcome with emotion, Haylee returned the kiss and felt no shame in kissing another boy dressed as a girl! They were the same, werent they, two boys happy to frolic in girls clothes! 


***

In talks between the sisters, Peggy had mentioned she was thinking about staying in the UK after their vacation. This was for Charlenes sake, having taken Dr. Enid Lamonts advise and given her daughter acting lessons and speech training. Peggy thought the speech training would help Charlene when her voice broke; she would have a feminine voice by then. Peggy also intimated that with her acting connections, she could help her daughter. Peggy already had made arrangements; in a years time, Charlene would be going to acting school as a boarder. With her connections, Peggy hoped she could persuade some TV and film directors to give her daughter parts. 

Cathy offered her villa to be used as Peggys home till she found a place for herself and Charlene. She thought the influence of Peggy and Charlene would do a world of good to her own daughter. 

Peggy also informed Cathy that Dr. Enid Lamont was about to open a clinic in the UK. 

She expected to be here for about a year or so to set up her clinic. It was Peggys considered opinion that Cathy should make a visit to Dr. Enid along with Haylee. 


***

Haylee room was now completed, and she had moved in. It was a pretty room with fitted white Persian carpets. Lacy white curtains at the windows were tied back by a white sash to form a loop. She now had her own vanity, with makeup and soft body lotions and creams, brushes and combs. the new room gave her her own walk-in wardrobe filled with Page - 24
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skirts and dresses of all shapes and colours. It was a haven for Haylee and Charlene as well. Both girls took delight in modelling dresses and lingerie in front of each other. 

One day as Cathy sat idly thumbing through a catalogue of girls clothes, she heard her darling daughter say, I think Ill go and play with my toys.

That brought Cathy down to earth. The only toys in her possession were boys toys, aggressive ones at that, like action outfits, toy soldiers, and replica guns. That damn husband of hers had sent them to Harold. Anger welled up inside Cathy. She struggled to control it in front of her daughter. 

But sweetheart, you are dressed in girls clothes, and little girls like you play with girl toys.

But Mummy, I dont have any girls toys, her darling daughter replied. 

I know, darling. We will soon put that right now. Go and put on one of your best dresses and a beautiful coat. Mummy will take you to a toy shop now for your girl toys.

Cathy hadnt a clue where to find toys for girls so she looked in the Yellow Pages. She spotted an ad for THE WORLD OF DOLLS AND OTHER GIRL TOYS. Soon Cathy and her daughter were on their way to the toy shop. 

Cathy entered the highly perfumed atmosphere of the toy shop holding Haylees hand. 

Haylee was mesmerised by the gigantic number of dolls displayed all over the large store. 

I would like to see some dolls for my daughter here.

Well Madam, I would suggest Barbies, they are always good sellers. There are also the various outfits that go with Barbie. The little girl can dress her in whatever she wants, party frocks, every day skirts, evening and ballroom dresses, and all the accessories. We have many other types of dolls, small medium and large, ones that can talk, ones who need their diapers changed and need feeding.

Mercy me, exclaimed Cathy with a giggle. Dolls have certainly changed since I was a girl.

Yes Madam, I suppose they have.

Cathy purchased a myriad of dolls and prams, a doll house. These items would be delivered to the Villa. She did put two dolls in her daughters hand, though, which Haylee held close to herself as she saw other girls in the shop do. 

The sales girl pointed out that the store had excellent jewellery, if Cathy would care to see them. Cathy thought this a brilliant idea. Haylee was whisked off quickly by Cathy and was soon in front of the jewellery counter, Various bangles and necklaces were tried on Haylee and approved by Cathy. 

The assistant looked at Haylee and said to her mother, I see your little girl has not had her ears pierced. Pity that she cannot wear pierced earrings. She quickly added, You know, that can be easily fixed. We can do it here. Just look at the delightful range of earrings we have.

Cathy cursed herself. Pierced ears should have been high on her list of things to feminize her son. With no time lost, Haylee was in a chair, the assistant using a piercing gun on both ear lobes. When the procedure was finished, Cathy and her darling daughter Page - 25

PETTICOATS & PANTIES FOREVER

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

exited the store. Cathy was happy but there was more to do. Maybe now was the time to visit Dr. Enid Lamont. 

DR. ENID LAMONT

Cathy Dixon was relatively satisfied by the mental progress of her son into girlhood. 

She could see Haylees love of all things girlie. It was the physical appearance that worried her. Yes, she looked like a girl, but that was all padding and obviously not permanent. 

Peggy kept saying that a visit to Dr. Lamont was advisable. Finally, an appointment was made with the doctor for Haylee. 

On that day, it was her Aunt Peggy who dressed Haylee with the frilliest of petticoats and panties, all under a flounced and flowing Dress. The dress swung from side to side as Haylee walked, sometimes revealing her little panties of pink satin. Peggy knew of Haylees love of her lingerie. That should be a focal point when Dr. Enid had her little talk with Haylee, as she surely would do. A touch of makeup would do no harm, so Peggy applied face powder,and gave the girl slightly arched eyebrows highlighted in black. 

Haylee was told she was going to the doctor for a check-up. Dr. Enid Lamont, child psychologist, was a tall woman in her mid-fifties, fifteen years a widow. She was a strict woman with black hair and cold piercing eyes that looked into the very soul of a person. 

Ever since her husband died, she had thrown herself into her work. The thing she dis-liked most was boys who disobeyed their mother. Yet for her behaviour with children, they seemed to be attracted by her. 

It was mainly boys who had problems with their sexuality that she dealt with. Dr. Enid Lamont advice was always to put them on female hormones and have them get a sex change at the right time. There were too many aggressive males in this world already! 

Cathy Dixon and Haylee were in the waiting room for their appointment at the clinic. 

After a while, the receptionist said to Cathy. Dr. Lamont will see you now, Mrs. Dixon. 

Ill take your daughter to the play room.

Dr. Enid shook hands with Cathy. Mrs. Dixon, what can I do for you?

Its about my daughter, well, son, actually.

I see. Do you mean he thinks he is your daughter or does your son dress as your daughter?

He is dressed as my daughter.

Did he do this by himself or did somebody dress him as a girl, Mrs. Dixon?

It originated with my Peggy who put him in a skirt!

I see. Who is this person called Peggy?

My sister Peggy Bingham, doctor

Peggy Bingham. Wasnt she the one who brought up her son to be a girl since birth? 

Why did that happen, Mrs. Dixon? Cathy related the story of Harold, his aggressive attitude, and setting his governess dress on fire. 
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Since then, Peggy and myself have kept her in dresses.

I see. I will talk to Haylee alone, then I will decide the best way forward for her. I may be some time with her. If you will wait here, I shall return.

Dr. Lamont left Cathy and proceeded to the playroom Haylee had been taken to. On entering, she saw that Haylee was playing with a doll, although there were boys toys as well. 

Do you like that doll, Haylee? asked the doctor

Yes it is nice, but I like my own dolly better.

There are boys toys here as well. Arent you a boy, Haylee?

Haylee stopped playing with the doll. She sat silent for a minute, then slowly answered. Well...I suppose I am but...boys dont have these nice panties, do they? She lifted her skirt to expose her nice pink satin panties. 

Or petticoats either, added Dr. Enid. Do you like wearing the lovely petticoats and panties, Haylee?

Stuttering, Haylee answered, Yes, I cant help it.

Dr. Enid Lamont Drew herself to her full height and harshly asked Haylee, Would you like to be a girl and wear all these pretty panties and petticoats forever? I want your answer now and no lies, do you understand, Haylee?

Haylee felt scared, however it did make her quick to give an answer. Yes, I think so.

Thinking is of no use Haylee; you either do or do not. Dr. Enid Lamont once more used that threatening voice. 

Because of the manner in which Dr. Lamont was taking to-her, Haylee hurriedly answered Yes. Dr. Lamont said nothing, picked up a doll, gave it to Haylee, patted the girl on the head and left the playroom,not saying a word. 

Back in her consulting room, Cathy had been waiting. 

I want you to see something, Mrs. Dixon. Dr. Lamont switched a television screen on to reveal Haylee playing with a doll Dr. Lamont had left her with. 

I have a closed circuit television set-up all over the clinic so I can monitor everyone. 

Your son is clearly destined to be a girl. I shall take steps towards that end, but before I do, so some forms must be signed by you, giving permission. A form was taken from Dr. 

Lamont desk, and was signed by Cathy. 

I will now give Haylee two shots. The first will eliminate that bulge in her panties, the other is a hormone injection. These are to be repeated every three months. Any questions, Mrs. Dixon?

Yes, will she still be excited by her panties and petticoats, doctor?

Have no fear, Mrs. Dixon, Haylee is hooked on petticoats and panties forever!

Dr. Lamont pressed a button on her desk intercom; the receptionist answered. Yes, Dr. 

Lamont?

Could you bring Haylee to my consulting room, Elizabeth?
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Cathy explained to Haylee that she was about to receiver two shots from Dr. Enid for her healths sake. Dr. Enid Lamont opened a drawer in her desk to obtain a hypodermic needle and syringe, plus a small phial of clear liquid. 

If Haylee would bend down and take her mommys hand, I will inject the liquid. This may be uncomfortable.

Dr. Lamont could easily given pills as she did with Peggy Binghams Charlene, but this Haylee deserved to suffer, didnt she! 

The needle plunged into the quivering waiting flesh, to a yelp from Haylee, who gripped her hands tightly to her mother as tears rolled down her cheek. A sardonic smile spread on Dr. Lamonts face

as she knew Haylee was still

to receive one more shot. It

served the boy/girl right for

all the hurt he had given

his/her mother. 

There, that should do it. 

Elizabeth, please take Haylee

back to the playroom while I

have a talk with her mommy.

Mrs. Dixon, I run a social

play school here once a month

on a Wednesday afternoon. 

You and Haylee are most wel-

come to come to it. It is mainly

for mothers, aunts, and guard-

ians with their children, 

where all can mix.

I would be most inter-

ested in that, Dr. Lamont for

Haylee, and to meet other

women and children like my

Haylee.

Splendid, Mrs. Dixon I

will look forward to introduc-

ing you and Haylee to the

company of girls and their

mothers. However, we do

have some rules. The most im-

portant of these is that all

mothers and aunts must wear

dresses, frocks or skirts. You

see my theory is if the mother

is not wearing a dress, how
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can the son be expected to wear a frock? So pant suits, slacks, and anything of a masculine nature are banned. Definitely no trainers. Court shoes, sling backs, high heels, ladies boots are okay, basically anything as long as it is female.

That is good enough for me, doctor. I look forward to it. And please call me Cathy.

Okay, Cathy. With that, Dr. Enid Lamont and Cathy shook hands and Cathy left with her daughter/son in tow. 


***

Around this time, Charlene had expressed to her mother that her breasts were not getting as large as she had hoped. If her mother gave more pills, would that increase the size, she asked? 

I dont know darling. We would have to see Dr. Lamont again. Arrangements were made and soon Peggy sat before Dr. Lamont with her daughter by her side. Peggy explained all to the doctor. 

I will have to examine Charlene, Dr. Enid said, looking at Charlene My, my, is she not a pretty girl? I just cant believe the progress she has made in two years. The hormones have done wonders. Now if

you take your top and skirt off, Charlene, I will examine you. This done, Dr. Enid proceeded. 

Dr. Lamont, having finished her exam, instructed the receptionist to take Charlene to the playroom while she talked to her mother. 

Peggy, your daughter is coming along nicely. As for her breasts, I could put her on a higher dose to increase their size. Care would have to be taken or it could all go wrong.

What do you mean,doctor?

The dose of hormones would have to be monitored carefully, if too much was admin-istered, no harm would come to Charlene. All that would happen is that she would have bigger breasts than we anticipated and we dont want that, do we, Peggy?

Oh no. A knowing smile came across both womens faces. They understood each other. 

PRINCESS FOR A DAY

Cathy informed Peggy that she and Haylee would be at Dr. Lamonts play school. It was now left to Cathy to prepare her son for that momentous day. Cathy decided on a long white silk jersey dress with a low neckline, rouleau straps, a semi-fitted bodice and ankle-length skirt cut without waist seam. It had white, silver and crystal bead embroidery from under the neckline to knee-level, along with white ostrich feather trim from knee-level to hemline. On Haylees feet were white satin shoes with pointed toes and two-inch heels. Cathy stood back to admire her work. Wasnt her son a picture? Haylees Page - 29
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hair had been all fluffed up on top. Finally, everything was ready to go for them to head to Dr. Lamonts play school. 

On arrival at Dr. Lamonts clinic, the receptionist greeted them. Welcome Mrs. Dixon and Haylee. If you follow me, Ill take you to Dr. Lamont.

On arrival at the playroom, there stood Dr. Lamont with all the children flocking around her, hanging on her every word. She was lifting a little girl (born a boy actually although one would never have guessed). And how is my favourite girl today, Mandy?

Dr. Lamont was running her hands through the long golden locks of the girl. 

Mommy is going to take me to a dance shop.

Is she really? said Dr. Lamont. 

Beside her offspring, the mother answered, Yes, it is a shop that sells costumes for ballet, tights, ballet shoes, and, of course, tutus. She likes dancing, dont you Mandy? The little boy/girl enthusiastically nodded her head. Enid put the girl down

You know the great prima ballerina Nina Kolakowski was once a boy like Mandy, mad about dancing. I advised her mother to send her to ballet classes. She excelled. There was no question that her future would lay in ballet, after her sex change operation, which I performed. 

Was she really a boy, Dr. Lamont? Mandys mother asked, amazed. I loved her portrayal of the dying swan in Swan Lake. She was truly magnificent. They say she has many lovers.

Yes thats true. Nina told me herself; she phones me all the time. We are good friends. 

Yes, she has many lovers of both sexes.

Enid then spied Cathy and Haylee. Walking over to them, she clapped her hands. Listen everybody, I want to introduce Cathy Dixon and her daughter Haylee. They are both new to our happy group. Introduce yourselves to them. I know you will make them welcome.

She took Cathys arm and walked her around the group. You will see some older girls here. I have asked them to come and act like big sisters to the young ones. Over there is Rosie who will be training to be a hairdresser, with her adopted little sister Betty.

Betty was sitting in a chair. Rosie, with brush and comb, was attending to the little girls hair. 

And there is Amanda. She wants to be a beautician. Amanda was a medium built, sophisticated looking girl, in stockings and heels. A younger girl, Heather, was sitting in front of a mirror. Amanda was applying makeup and lipstick to the little one. 

Then Cathy spotted two women arm in arm. Then one of them gave the other a more-than-friendly kiss. Cathy whispered, Are they lesbians?

Dr. Enid Lamont roared with laughter. Good heavens no. In fact, one is a man! Can you tell which one?

No, doctor, tell me, Cathy replied. Both of them looked so feminine. The slightly taller one was in a white dress, with patterns of roses on it. The other woman was wearing a blue gingham striped dress. 
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It is the one in the rose pattered dress. Its a long story. Some day, Ill tell you all about it.

Im sure Id love to hear it, doctor, exclaimed Cathy. 

You must excuse me, Cathy. We are about to have the most important part of the gathering. It was time for Princess For A Day. 

Dr. Lamont clapped her hands for attention and walked to a podium at the back of the room. On the podium was a throne with a red velvet covered seat, and a red velvet cloak on the seat. Nearby was a small table on which was a red velvet cushion. A diamond tiara lay on top. 

Ladies and girls, you know what happens at this time of our gathering. Yes, its time for Princess For A Day. This month, it has been a difficult choice for all your mommies. 

Two candidates have emerged: Wendy and Lily. Unfortunately there can only be one winner. It was a difficult decision, but the winner by one vote is...Lily!

Wendy started to cry as her mommy hugged her. Wendy sobbed, I should have won, Mommy.

Her mother cuddled her. There there, Sweetheart. Mommy will buy her little darling a new frock, and beautiful frilly petticoats and panties. Youll like that, wont you? Wendy stopped crying at the thought of the nice frilly panties. 

Meanwhile, Lily was led by Sylvia, her mother, to the podium where Dr. Lamont placed the red velvet cloak round her shoulders. Then, assisted by the previous winner, the doctor placed her on the throne. Dr. Lamont nodded to Sylvia, who knew what she was to do next. Going to the table beside the throne, Sylvia lifted the diamond tiara. She held the tiara high above her daughters head and placed it on top. Sylvia then kissed her daughter on the cheek to a round of applause from the other mothers and girls. 

Dr. Lamont looked at the assembly of girls and clapped her hands again. Girls, you must show your appreciation to the beautiful Lily. Next time, I know you all will try harder, wont you, girls? To which all answered YES. 

As Lily sat on the throne, all the girls lined up, passed the throne and gave Lily a kiss on the cheek. This made Lilys day; she was in Seventh Heaven. This was the reward for all the work she and her mother had put in on makeup and dress sense. 

Dr. Lamont had thought up this Princess For A Day idea. The object of the exercise was to make the girls think about dress sense, hair styles, makeup and all things girlie, to forget they were ever boys! Cathy and Haylee had been watching all this with amazement. 

Haylee whispered to her mother, I want to be a Princess For A Day, Mommy.

But of course. You are mommys little princess. Mommy will do her utmost for her little princess to win next time. Hugs and kisses were exchanged between mother and daughter. 
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***

Dr. Enid Lamont was in the process of withdrawing the needle that had injected the girl-forming hormone fluid into Haylee body. Dr. Lamont noticed with pleasure the changes taking place to Haylee body, small as they would be to the untrained eye. Haylee was now wearing a bigger size in panties, due to the expansion of her little butt. There had been improvement in her breast size; soon she would have real flesh filling her brassiere instead of the falsies that were now in them. Dr. Lamont was most satisfied, as she always was at seeing boys turn into girls. 

Haylee had now been taken back to the play room. Dr. Lamont now turned to Cathy to chat about her offspring as she always did with mothers at these quarterly check-ups. 

And how is Haylee behaving herself at home, Cathy?

Oh much better, doctor, no more boyish pranks. She acts like a proper little lady. I am so more relaxed; its so good to have a daughter around!

Good. Now what about her education? You said before that she stopped going to school, when he set that governess dress on fire.

I have been thinking about that, doctor. With all the macho behavior gone from her system, I think I will hire a governess again.

I see. May I be so bold as to suggest a person who is experienced in handling girls such as Haylee?

By all means.

I came across this wonderful woman, Sybil Weston. At present, Sybil is on vacation, having completed a five-year term with Lady Barton and her daughter, the Lady Sarah, who once was her son.

Yes, she sounds like the woman Im looking for. Please send her along to the villa.

I will. As I said, she is on vacation at present. It may be a month or two before she is free. She has had no vacations for years; when she takes a job, she puts herself into it whole-heartedly.

If we have waited this long for a governess, a couple of months more will do no harm, Cathy said. 


***

When Cathy Dixon heard the name Miss Sybil Weston, she imagined an elderly spin-ster in her fifties with black hair done up in a bun at the back of her head, a long flowing dress down to her ankles, wearing black leather ankle boots. 

When Sybil Weston turned up at the villa, Cathy had a big surprise. Miss Sybil Weston was a very striking woman, just twenty-eight, with a pretty round face. She was slim-hipped with a large bottom. She had long golden-brown hair, sparkling blue eyes with a sign of mischief in them. She was wearing the most fashionable of dresses. Cathy Page - 32
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was most impressed by the Sybils appearance. After handshakes and introductions, Cathy showed Sybil to her room. 

I must see Haylee right away. Sybil had not even unpacked her case yet. 

But of course, Miss Weston. Come this way, Haylee is out in the garden.

Sybil Weston spoke to Cathy Dixon with an air of authority in her voice. Mrs. Dixon, you must call me Sybil.

I see, Sybil. Then you must call me Cathy.

Then we understand each other. I am glad. Sometimes it takes ages to get that com-munication between mother and governess. Now where is that beautiful daughter of yours?

Cathy took Sybil to her vast garden and called out for Haylee. From a distance a voice came back. Yes Mother, Im here over by the shrubberies. Cathy Sybil in the direction the voice had come from. 

Walking to where the voice came from, Sybil spotted a most pretty Haylee, bending down, looking at the flowers spread among the shrubs. She picked a purplish-blue hya-cinth and, holding it to her nose, she sniffed it in. 

Oh Mommy, these flowers smell so nice. Here, smell it. Haylee, overcome with the perfumed smell of the flowers all around her, wanted to share her delightful ecstasy with her mother. 

Sybil hugged Haylee. Yes, Haylee, it smells nice. In fact, it smells just like you. I think you are a pretty girl, Haylee. You should be. You have a pretty mother, havent you?

It was then that Haylee realized it was not her mommy who was smelling the flower. 

She immediately liked this pretty woman; when she was informed this would be her new governess, she was filled with jubilation. It was to no objection that Sybil took Haylees hand to take her back to the Villa. 

Haylee, you must show me your room.

Yes, Miss Sybil.

Call me Sybil. Im your friend Haylee. Think of me as a big girlfriend, not an adult.

Everything Sybil was saying met with approval from Cathy. She left Sybil and Haylee to their own devices. 

Haylee, filled with enthusiasm, showed Sybil her girls room. 

Oh, what pretty clothes you have, Haylee. Now you must tell me all about yourself and your mommy. Do you love your mommy? I heard about a bad boy called Harold who set his governess dress on fire. It wasnt you, was it?

No Sybil, that was a bad boy. Im a girl, and girls dont do that sort of thing. Tears slowly made their way down Haylees cheeks. 

Sybil took Haylee in her arms. Of course not, you are a girl now, Haylee and girls are sweet. You must let me see all the pretty frocks and delightful petticoats and panties, Im sure your mother has bought you.
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Haylee liked showing off her beautiful collection of lingerie. This was an opportunity she could not miss. Putting on a beautiful red dress made of taffeta, she said, What do you think of this, Sybil, could I win Princess For A Day with it?

What is the Princess For A Day? Haylee excitedly explained what it was all about. 

Then we shall win it, Haylee, for you are the prettiest girl in town. But you must study hard in your lessons; promise me that you will, Haylee. Then I will see that tiara resting on your head. Sybil held her arms out to Haylee who came running into them, as Sybil delivered a soft kiss on her cheek. 

Sybil Weston had a way with children, a way of getting them to do as she wanted, which she had just demonstrated with Haylee. 

Sybil was pleased with the progress Haylee was making in her studies as was her mother. Cathy, she said one day, what sort of career have you planned for Haylee?

I dont really know, Sybil. Ive never given it much thought. Can you suggest something?

At the moment no, but your daughter is really talented. Ill suggest something later.

The library had been laid out as a school room for Sybil, and was quite adequate for that purpose. One day as Haylee sat at her desk, Sybil said, I am most pleased with your studies, Haylee. I think we will have a little rest tomorrow. Well go on a shopping spree to buy clothes and underwear for that Princess For A Day thing. What do you say Haylee?

The smile on Haylees face said it all. 

To Haylees delight, Sybil led her to the Junior Miss department. Taking Sybils hand, she was led to the lingerie department. This was a department Haylee loved. After much modelling by Haylee, Sybil purchased a crisp white chiffon petticoat and panties with a bra, the latter of which Haylee definitely needed now. 

Sybil Weston looked down at her charge. Haylee, have you ever worn stockings before! Haylee shook her head. Then you are in for a treat with garter belt and suspenders. 

What a delight for us women. You know you are privileged to be a girl.

The sales woman laid a most pretty garter belt on the counter, a black one with three suspenders hanging from each side of it. 

That looks like a nice garter belt, we will try it. Please give Haylee here a pair of honey-colored stockings. Where can she try the belt and stockings on? asked Sybil. 

Over here, Madam, in this booth. Is this the first time she has tried stockings on?

Yes, answered Sybil

In that case, I will assist Madam if you dont mind.

Yes please do, your expertise is welcome.

Soon, all three females were in the changing cubicle. The sales woman had a number of packets of stockings and garter belts in her hands. Sybil assisted Haylee in the removal of her dress and petticoat, which was needed for the fitting of garter belt and stockings. 

Having now fitted the belt round the waist of Haylee, there were three suspenders on each side of Haylees legs. The sales woman thought Sybil was Haylee mother. 
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The sales woman opened one of the packages containing a pair of glossy honey-colored stockings and turned to Sybil. These are what I call classic look stockings; see the seams down the back of the legs and Cuban heel. Having placed Haylee on a seat, she continued with her explanations. Now observe me, Haylee. Before putting the stocking on, scrunch it up so, into a ball. When this is done, place your toe in it, then slowly and gently work the stocking up your leg, making sure no ladders appear. Remember, you want no ladders or twisting of the seams. Anybody can put a pair of stockings without seams, but the girl who really cares about her stockings has ones with straight seams. People admire a smartly dressed woman in beautiful stockings with straight seams. 

You must remember, Haylee, to take time in applying stockings to your feet. Done properly, it can be one of the most delightful experiences a girl can have on her own!

With methodical skill acquired from long practice, the assistant brought the slippery strap down, then she slid the big rubber knob into the stocking top, then into the rounded metal clip. This she repeated twice with the other two suspenders. She felt for the adjuster clip, found it and lifted it two inches. The suspender tautened, pulling the stocking top into a deep peak. This was repeated with the other two suspenders, the same process was done with the other leg. 

If your daughter would now stand up and tell me how it all feels... The assistant was talking to Sybil, who beckoned Haylee to describe how she felt. 

Haylee felt all sorts of sensations surging through her body, especially her legs. Haylee now felt the ecstasy and rapture of being a girl, what with soft silky stockings caressing her legs and satin panties doing things beyond explanation to her rump. Her satin petticoat was swishing, swirling, and tickling her legs as well. Haylee was in pure heaven, as anyone looking into her eyes could see. 

All this was apparent to Sybil. This was one thing she loved about her work, seeing all these new girls have such joy; they deserve it, poor souls. 

The fun was not over; next stop was the shoe department. It was time Haylee had heels, and heels she would have. It was time Haylee got used to walking in high heels. 

On arrival back at the villa, Cathy had a surprise when she observed her daughter. 

Haylee looked so sophisticated, with her stockings and heels and that taffeta dress which made swishing noises as she walked. It had been a good move to hire Sybil Weston, not just because of her academic skills, but for the influence she had over her daughter. Cathy was taking a liking to the young lady. 


***

Many Princess For A Day events had passed since Cathy and Haylee had come to Enid the first time. This time Sybil Weston was there with them. The big moment of the day now came; once again Dr. Enid Lamont clapped her hands. 

Ladies, you all know what happens now.

Everyone answered, Princess For A Day.

Yes, thats right. Todays Princess For A Day is...Haylee.
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A happy smiling Haylee was led by Cathy to the podium. Enid put the red velvet cloak round Haylees shoulders and clipped it at her neck. Haylee was placed on the throne by the doctor and the previous Princess. At the back of the throne, Cathy stood and held the diamond tiara above Haylees head. Slowly, gently, she placed it on her daughters head and bent down for the customary kiss, which Haylee delivered with arms around her mothers neck, and tears in her eyes. The excitement and euphoria of the day had gotten to Haylee. 

Then came the part Haylee was waiting for, as the girls lined up to praise her, and kiss her on the cheek. She heard the whisperings of all the mothers saying how beautiful she was, so sophisticated, how Haylee had grown up so quickly. 

When all had paraded past her, Haylee ran to Sybil Weston and pulled her on to the platform. She came reluctantly. Haylee put her arms around her neck and kissed Sybil. 

Someone whispered, Oh thats her governess.

Because she knew all the work Sybil had put in, Cathy gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

This worried Cathy; she had never kissed a woman before, outside of family. 

CHARLENE THE ACTRESS

Peggy Bingham had found an excellent mansion in the country for herself and Charlene. Charlene was now at the Childrens Training School for Acting. 

One night, Cathy received a phone call from her sister. Peggy said, You must come down to the acting school next weekend; Charlene has a part in the play. Im so excited. 

And bring Haylee of course.

Can I bring Haylees governess as well? Cathy wanted to know. 

Yes, bring her too, Ive never met her.

The theatre Peggy had a small seating capacity maybe a hundred, which would consist of parents and friends of the children at the school. Cathy booked rooms for herself, Haylee, and Sybil Weston at a nearby five star hotel, as it would entail an overnight stay. 

On that Saturday night, in the front row sat Charlenes mother, aunt, and cousin with her governess. Charlene was one of the leading ladies in a play called Her Love Was Lost, a Victorian melodrama of romance and intrigue. Charlene played a young woman called Miss Jenny Atherton, in costumes of the most beautiful crinoline skirts made of silk and satin, which swayed and swirled as she walked. 

One of the lines Charlene, when the villain wanted his wicked way with her, was, You shall not have my maidenhood. That is saved for the man I love and will marry. Everything ended happily ever after with the leading man sweeping Charlene into his arms and deeply kissing her. There was no doubt the acting gene had been passed from mother to daughter. 

After the play, Peggy was in her daughters changing room, praising her performance and telling her how good an actress she was. Charlene stood there in her white Victorian linen pantaloon-type drawers with ruffles down each leg to her ankles. A blue ribbon threaded in the pantaloons legs had been pulled tightly round and tied into a bow, which Page - 36
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allowed the white lace to hang over her ankle. On each leg was a thick black stocking, tied at the top and held up with a blue single garter. None of this could be seen except a small section from the bottom of the pantaloon to the ankle boot. This was a typical black lace-up type boot of the Victorian era. 

Over that was an open hoop crinoline; the hoops held out the dress, which had now been discarded. Above her waist she wore a strapless brassiere with wire mesh inside the cups. Before she retired to her bed every night, Charlene would remove her brassiere and admire her by still-growing breasts with pride. Her breasts were larger than those of most girls her age. 

When all except Haylee had left, she asked, Did you really kiss that boy?

Of course I did, silly, Haylee replied. 

What was it like? Ive never kissed a boy in my life.

Oh it was nice, but we are always doing that around here. Its all part of our training in acting. Haylee said no more, wondered about boys and kissing them. 

A childs part in an ice cream commercial was up for grabs and using her connections, Peggy had put up Charlenes name. When she heard that Charlene would be considered, Peggy asked the school if she could pick her daughter up for weekends and take her home till the part was cast. 

For the next few weekends, Charlene came back from school to her mothers mansion. 

If Charlene thought she was having a rest from school, she was very much mistaken. Every minute she was at home, Peggy rehearsed Charlene on her lines. 

Its Yummy, Yummy Ice cream. Its so good in my tummy. Isnt it, Mummy? The part was rehearsed with different expressions on Charlene face: serious, laughing, and many other emotions till Peggy found the right one. It may have been only been an ice cream ad, but Charlenes face would be seen on TV. Who knows who might see her darling daughter. Charlene was going to be a super star one day, Peggy hoped. 

Peggy Bingham was a great actress in her day, and there had been talk of her going to Hollywood to star in films. However that all ended when she married, and became a full-time housewife. Now her daughter received all the pressure to make it to Hollywood and become the star Peggy never was. 


***

Around this time, Cathy received some devastating news. Her husband John had been seen arm-in-arm with another woman, in South Africa. This news came from a reliable girlfriend of Cathy. At first she could not believe this report, even though it came from a dependable source. To ease her mind, she hired a private detective agency. The evidence they found was damming. They produced video footage of explicit adultery. 

The detective agency recommended a solicitor who handled divorce cases. Cathy thanked the agency but no action would be taken at present. She inquired who the woman was, and was informed that it was his secretary. Cathy wondered how long this affair had Page - 37
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been going on. Was this why John was rarely seen at the villa. He had never seen his daughter. Did he care about her? 

It was not long after this that Sybil came to Cathy. I think I have a career for Haylee.

Good, tell me, Cathy said. 

What do you think about a career in modelling? I have seen her when she thinks no one is around, trying on her clothes and walking about her room. I must say she has a certain amount of style.

Well, I respect your opinion. You are very close to Haylee and I know she likes you. 

But how would one get started? I mean what would one do?

Well, Haylee is not too young to be enrolled in a modelling school. The younger the better, I say. Ill bet your sister Peggy has connections in the fashion trade as well as acting.

You could be right. Cathys thoughts were elsewhere. How could John do this to her? Tears started rolling down her cheeks, which alarmed Sybil. 

Are you all right, Cathy? Sybil puts a protective arm round Cathy shoulders. Cathy had to tell someone the whole story of her husbands infidelity, much to Sybil amazement. 

Sybil could understand the feelings running through Cathy. She held her to her bosom, and kissed her softly on the brow. Taking a hanky, she dried Cathys eyes. 

I feel so much better now that I have told someone, Sybil.

I know, I know, Sybil replied, kissing Cathy sweetly on the cheek, and patting her on the back. 


***

When Haylee was informed by her mother she would be taking a course in modelling, she was more than delighted. She put her arms round her mothers neck and kissed her. 

Have you not got a kiss for your governess as well? She recommended you take up modelling. Haylee ran over to Sybil, put her arms round her neck and kissed her as well. 

You will have to work hard, Haylee, at modelling but you must not neglect on your academic studies either.

Oh yes, I will, Sybil. I love you and my mommy. More kisses and hugs. 

Haylee was duly enrolled in the junior section of a modelling school. Clothing companies always needed girls to model junior outfits and the latest teen lingerie in their collection. 

When Haylee came home at night, all she had learned that day was put into practice. 

She practiced walking up and down the cat walk, stopping here and there to show whatever garment she had on. She learned how to sway her hips to attract eyes to the dress or skirt on her body. Both her mother and governess encouraged her. 
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***

Around this time Cathy had a word with her sister Peggy, asking if she had any contacts to get Haylee a job on the catwalk. Peggy said she was tied up with her own daughter, however being family, she would see what she could do. 

Peggy was quite happy with the way things had gone for her daughter. First, Charlene had been offered a contract for the Yummy Yummy Ice Cream advert. Soon, she was known as the Yummy Yummy Kid. Peggy had decided to become Charlene manager and was working the agencies. She was on the verge of landing Charlene a part in a soap called

Hometown. Charlene would play a teen daughter to one of the leading ladies. The plots and counter plots were just what Peggy was looking for, because they would give full range to all aspects of Charlenes acting ability. 

Peggy had considered the possibility of changing Charlene name to Charlene Starbright, but dropped that idea as Charlenes real name was becoming familiar round the agencies. Peggy had Charlenes future mapped out in her mind. Charlene would get the adoration and fame she never had. 


***

Cathy Dixon was relaxing for the first time in for many years. Haylee was becoming a true and faithful daughter. Haylee had a governess who cared so much about her. In thinking back, she realized she had been a good and faithful wife to her husband John; why was he being unfaithful to her? It was true that they rarely performed the sex act, mainly because Johns visits to the villa were few and far between. Years without love had taken their toll on Cathy now that she had time to think about things. Her love had been given to her daughter. Because of her husbands infidelity, her thoughts turned to sex. A woman has her needs. 

Although Cathy knew plenty of eligible men, because of her husbands shabby treat-ment of her, her thoughts turned towards women, Sybil in particular. What could she do? 

Would she even have the courage to do anything about these feelings? Would Sybil think she was disgusting? 

Sybil, being a sensitive woman, felt that Cathy wanted a relationship with her, and not just a friendly one. No, she wanted a deeper relationship than that, maybe a sexual one. 

Sybil was not adverse to that, even though she had never been involved in such a relationship with another woman. 

HAPPINESS FOUND

That morning after Cathy had come back in her car from taking Haylee to her modelling school, Sybil made a cup of coffee. As Sybil and Cathy sat in the lounge, talking, all of a sudden an uncontrollable urge came over Cathy. She put her arms round Sybil, then one hand descended on one of Sybils breasts on the outside of her dress. Cathy rose and ran Page - 39
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crying to her room and locked herself in. Cathy flung herself on the bed and beat her hands up and down on the pillows in disgust with herself. 

After an hour or so, Sybil came to Cathys bedroom door and knocked. Cathy, weeping, asked, Who is it? On being told it was Sybil, Cathy shouted GO AWAY. Sybil slowly left. 

Cathy did leave her room for dinner, a silent dinner, as not a word was passed between Cathy and Sybil. Haylee was rather puzzled, as her mommy and governess normally got on so well with each other. 

Mummy, are you feeling well?

Of course I am, darling, Cathy said while running her hands through Haylee golden locks. Haylee usually would show her mother what she had learned at modelling school that day, but this time because of the strained atmosphere she did not. 

The following day, Cathy returned home after running her daughter to modelling school. This time as she entered the lounge, Sybil said, Come here. Cathy hesitatingly did, not sure of Sybils intentions. She did not have long to wait as Sybils lips descended on her own, barely touching them. Come with me, Sybil said, taking Cathys hand in her own. 

Where are we going? asked Cathy

To your bedroom and this time you are not getting away. Cathy, docile, followed Sybil. 

In the room, a composed Sybil addressed Cathy. You ran away yesterday because you did not know what my reaction would be. Today we have all the time in the world to find out and explore. Come here. Cathy obeyed. Now put your hand the same place as yesterday. She did. Isnt that a pleasant feeling? Now remove your hand and sit down. Cathy did this. 

You have never made love to a woman before, have you, Cathy?

No.

And neither have I, but the thought does not repulse me. To ease into this, we shall remove our dresses only, nothing else.

This Cathy did, still a bit shy about exposing herself to another woman even if she was in her petticoat. Sybil had no such reservations. 

Arent our bodies beautiful? Why wouldnt I desire such a body as yours, Cathy?

Cathy replied, And why would I not also desire a body such as yours?

Sybil stood, her slim body outlined in her petticoat of shiny blue rayon. Sparkling blue eyes, her fresh face was nicely made-up, she had on a diamond necklace and drop earrings matching the necklace. Sybils light brown-coloured stockings descended into the brown crocodile shoes. The stockings were held up by an unseen black lacy suspender belt. The belt was covered by one of the frilliest pair of panties one could ever see. Beneath it all, she had on a pair of soft black silk panties, trimmed with black lace at the leg. 
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Cathy was pleasant to look at. She had blonde hair, a smallish nose; her lips wore pale pink lipstick on them. Otherwise, Cathy did not have much makeup on. 

Cathys petticoat was of crisp white nylon with a small bow at her bosom, and white lace edging at the hem. Cathy wore honey-coloured tights over a pair of white nylon panties. Cathys feet disappeared into a pair of black court shoes. 

Her left hand had an expensive gold wedding ring on the third finger and three other rings on her other fingers, of ruby, emerald, and sapphire. She had on a double pearl necklace, with matching stud earrings. 

Sybil stepped towards her and clasped her hand. Now do what you wanted to do yesterday.

Cathy put her hand on the

red petticoat. This time she

could not run away, as her

other hand was being held

tightly. The hand firmly on

the breast groped it for a

while, much to her delight. 

She felt the nipple harden to a

firm point in her hand. Sybil

repeated all that Cathy had

done to her. 

In their rapturous groping

of each other, the pair began

to move around in an erotic

dance which was only inter-

rupted when their legs hit the

side of the bed. This resulted

in both of them falling on the

bed covers without any harm

to either woman. This did not

stop their amorous devotions

to each other. 

Sybil had by now slipped

both straps of Cathys petti-

coat off her shoulders, pulling

it down to her feet. Sybil

looked at the white brassiere

which held Cathys breasts. 

Once removed, the brassiere

gave her a better view of the

magnificent breasts with their

dark brown aureole and red

tipped nipple protruding out. 
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Cathy felt a shiver vibrate through her frame as Sybil cast her brassiere to the carpet. 

Sybils lips descended on one red tipped nipple and took it into her mouth. Her tongue flicked over the teat like a snake, stopping to take a gentle nibble. A sigh of pleasure emitted from Cathys lips, as she held Sybils head in position. Having had her fill of one breast, Sybil transferred her attention to the other breast. Cathy lay there, accepting all devotions to her body gladly. Whatever fears she may have had about giving herself to Sybil were now gone. This was an act of love and devotion between two women, a love men could not share. 

Sybil had removed Cathys tights, and was in the process of removing her own brassiere to free her breasts. They swung tantalisingly above Cathys eyes. Not able to resist the dangling fruit above her, Cathy raised a hand to pull the delicious melon into her mouth. Fruit never tasted so sweet. Cathys hands wandered into the black silky panties of Sybil. Her hands brushed by the soft black curls of pubic hair surrounding the sweet little pussy. A gasp of joy escaped from Sybils lips, as Cathy had found the entrance to Sybil pussy. Cathys fingers found what they were looking for to encouragement from Sybil

You are a quick learner, darling, Sybil said while returning the pleasure to Cathy. T

Hands and fingers wove an intricate pattern across each others body, binding their bodies in womanly love. Breasts squashed against breasts, nipples rubbed against nipple, becoming swollen. 

Sybil realized their lovemaking was coming to a crescendo and wanted to end on a high. With Cathy still on her back, Sybil pushed her legs wide apart and lowered herself down till her pussy Cathys. Then a slow rubbing movement started and became more rapid. As excitement welled up in Cathy, she raised her body up from the bed to cause closer contact with her pussy to Sybils. Cathy then rolled Sybil over; her pearl necklace swung to and fro as she moved. 

With the direct clitoral stimulation being received by each woman, climax was very near. Soon, they went over the edge together. To Cathy, it felt like receiving an electric shock to her privates while riding over the highest hill of a roller coaster. 

Moments later, two exhausted women lay on the bed exhausted by the passion brought on by the love they had for each other. It was a love they had wanted to explore together, as they would again. 

It was a happy Haylee that night who saw the rosy glow on the cheeks of her mother and governess. Her mother and governess seemed happier than they had ever been before. 

Haylee didnt see them hold each others hand after she had gone to bed. 

HAYLEE THE MODEL

Peggy Bingham had found some breathing space from managing her daughter, to think about her niece Haylee. She had cast her net widely and come up with something from an old acting colleague. Auditions were being held by a clothing company that specialised in teen clothes. They needed girls to model clothes for a catalogue coming out next year. Haylee would be able to audition. 
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A nervous Haylee stood with her mother and governess in the waiting room of Ambrose Childrens Clothesmakers. A woman in a business suit came in. Haylee Dixon?

Her mother answered, This is my daughter Haylee.

Very good. If you wait here, I shall take Haylee into our showroom. We may be some time.

Cathy rose and gave her daughter a kiss and a hug. Youll be just fine, Haylee, remember all that you learned at school.

Yes mother, Haylee said as she was led away by the woman in the business suit. 

Have you been to a modelling school, Haylee?

Yes, maam. The woman in the business suit liked well-behaved girls who were polite. There were girls who came with no experience and manners from the gutter. Why they bothered she did not know, because they had no chance of succeeding. 

Having reached the showroom, the woman in the business suit turned to Haylee. 

There are a number of items we want you to model. The wardrobe mistress will tell you which ones. You are not frightened to undress with other girls, are you, Haylee?

Haylee answered, No, maam, but she wasnt sure. It was not unusual for her to have see her cousin Charlene in her panties when they were tiring on each others clothes, but this was different. 

The woman in the business suit looked down at her. Thats good, Haylee, because if you want to get anywhere in this business, you will certainly mill about in all conditions of undress in the dressing rooms. Now off you go. Haylee was now being pointed in the direction of the dressing room. 

A timid knock on the door of the Dressing room came. The door was opened by the wardrobe mistress. Ah, you must be Haylee. We were waiting for you. I think this would be a good dress for you. The wardrobe mistress lifted the Dress off the rack. If you undress, we will fit it on you.

There were five other girls in the dressing room with Haylee. They were in various states of undress, not taking one bit of notice to Haylee. There was nothing for Haylee to do but gently ease her present dress off. As she did so, another pair of hands helped her, the hands of the wardrobe mistress who was holding a delightful blue gingham dress? 

No, no, I think she will need the full petticoats for this one, Betty. Haylee was so involved with herself that she did not realize there was another woman standing there. 

Yes, Jean, about five to hold the dress out for full effect.

Jean took a number of petticoats off the rack and slowly fitted them on Haylee body. 

Looking at Haylee, she said, Now darling, I want you to gently lift these petticoats and sit on your panties in front of the mirror. My, but you do have nice panties, doesnt she, Betty?

Betty was beside Haylee with a box, applying makeup while she talked. Yes they are very nice, Jean.
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Betty was not really looking at the panties as she concentrated on her makeup work. It was all part of a double act between Jean and Betty to take the girls mind off what they were to do, and ease the tension. 

It was not the first time Haylee had had makeup on, but she had never worn so much as she had on now. 

There we are. Jean, doesnt she look pretty?

She does indeed. Come over here, sweetheart and we will soon have the pretty dress on you.

Jean carefully placed the blue gingham dress over Haylees head, gently eased it down her body, then smoothed here and there. Now sit on the chair once more while we fit the socks and Mary Jane shoes. But do remember all I said about your petticoats.

Haylee once more gently lifted the five petticoats to sit on her panties. Wasnt it nice being fussed over by these ladies? Socks and shoes fitted, Haylee stood up. 

You may as well sit for now, Haylee. Babs and Mary are exhibiting their dresses. You are after that. Mind the petticoats as you sit down, Haylee was addressed by Jean. 

In a while, Babs came back. Betty assisted her in discarding her dress while holding another one in her hands. 

Come on now, Haylee. Jean held her hands out to clasp Haylee. Do not worry, Betty will take care of Babs, sort the dresses out and touch-up makeup as needed. Observe this as the same will happen to you for your next showing.

Jean left the dressing room hand in hand with Haylee. They went through a passage till they came to curtains, from the other side of which could be heard music and a womans voice. 

And here we have Mary in a delightful dress. Every little girl will want to go to a party in this, right Mary? The woman continued. Now give us a twirl, Mary. Thats it. 

Thank you Mary.

There was a round of applause followed by womens voices chattering. Haylee didnt realize she would be modelling before an audience. Control yourself, she said to herself, you are going to do this for your mother and governess. Dont let them down. 

The voice came again. Now ladies, Haylee will model that gingham dress we know you want for your daughters, right, ladies?

The red plush curtains slowly opened to reveal Haylee standing there. Haylee quickly adapted to the beat of the music to put rhythm into her step, as she walked down the catwalk. Remembering her teaching, she stopped mid-catwalk for a few seconds one foot in front of the other. She turned right, stopped, then turned left, letting all in the showroom have a good look at the dress. 

Haylee, its a joy to see how lovely that dress looks on you. I bet its a joy for you to wear, the woman commentator continued. Haylee nodded her head to a few giggles from the women. Dont you wish your mommy would buy it for you? Haylee enthusiastically nodded her head. This time there was a lot more laughter from the audience. 
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Haylee completed her walk, then stopped before the curtains. Haylee, your mother may yet buy that dress.

Haylee hurried back to the dressing room for her next change. There were two further changes that day; by now the atmosphere was very exciting to Haylee. When the show was over, Haylee sat in the dressing room with dresses scattered on the chairs. 

Jean clapped her hands. Come on girls, give me a hand to tidy up the room, then you can all go with your mothers, aunts, whoever, for a buffet.

Haylee now found herself with the other girls in a small room. Her mother came over and hugged her. Darling, you were so good. Sybil and I watched the whole thing.

Haylee stood with the other girls as some tables with plates of dainty cut sandwiches were brought in. As all stood there, the woman in the business suit appeared, clapping her hands once more. Ladies and girls, Ambrose and company thank you all for coming here today. All you girls were magnificent. We have to decide which girls we want to keep, which will be a difficult decision. The fortunate ones will be notified by letter in a week or so. Thank you again everyone.


***

Back at the villa, an anxious Haylee waited impatiently. The morning mail was brought into the house by Sybil, who by now was Cathys personal secretary. The days of Sybil being her governess were ending; Haylee was growing up. One morning, Sybil handed Cathy a letter addressed to Miss Haylee Dixon with the Ambrose Company logo on it. 

This is it, Cathy, one way or the other.

Im not going to open it, let Haylee do it.

At the breakfast table a few minutes later, Cathy said, Oh Haylee, here is a letter for you. She handed it to Haylee who quickly opened it. 

Dear Miss Dixon

After your day at modelling our clothes, it has been decided to hire you. Could you come next month, on Monday the 14th with a parent or guardian to sign a contract? After that, if everything is agreeable, we will be doing a photo shoot for our Spring catalogue. 

Yours Sincerely

Patricia Summer

For Ambrose and company

Oh Mommy, Mommy Ive got the job, said a very excited Haylee, waving the letter. 

Calm down dear, let me see the letter, said Cathy. After reading the letter, Cathy handed it to Sybil. 

Cathy Dixon reflected on the years when she had not had a daughter, about how Harold had been transformed into this beautiful loving daughter. It had all been worth it. She now had a happy household, and had found her true love in Sybil. Haylee was happy that her mother and former governess were on such good terms with each other. 
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***

Aunt Peggy became Haylees manager. Peggy, no fool, had seen the potential in Haylees career in modelling. Peggy went over the contract with a fine tooth comb. Then the photo shoot could begin. Haylees mother, governess and aunt departed to leave Haylee on her own. 

For the first time ever, Haylee was surrounded by floodlights and flashing cameras, things she would have to get used to. 

Like her cousin Charlene, Haylee was to find her Aunt Peggy a hard task master. As for Charlene, her mother had her rehearse and rehearse for her part in Hometown. the family hired special coaches for her Haylees modelling. Both girls found they had no spare time. Peggy was driving them both hard; they were going to reach the top of the ladder if Peggy had anything to do with it. 

YEARS LATER

Both Haylee and Charlene were nineteen now and had progressed well in their chosen careers. The name of Haylee Dixon was well known in modelling circles. As for Charlene, some film directors had spotted her during her run in Hometown and she was now getting small parts in films. Charlene had moved up one step on the ladder to becoming a star. 

Haylee was much in demand for fashion shows in London, Paris, Milan, and New York. Her cousin Charlene made films in many exotic places all over the world. It was an exhausting if exciting time for all. 

Haylee decided she would like an apartment of her own. She needed someone to share it with, and Charlene came to mind. Although the apartment wasnt large, because of their work schedules they would hardly see each other. 

Haylee told her mother she would be leaving home to move to her own apartment. Cathy Dixon was a little sad, but she realized that her daughter was growing up into a fine young woman, and had to be free to express her womanhood. Haylee left home with her mothers blessings. Haylee approached her cousin Charlene about sharing the apartment with her. Charlene welcomed the break away from her mother, who was driving her on re-lentlessly in her acting career. 

SHE MALE FLAT MATES

Peggy Bingham was not all that happy that her daughter was now sharing an apartment with Haylee. It meant she had lost some of the personal control she had over Charlene. Then shortly after that, she had more problems with Charlene. 

Charlenes breasts were now out of proportion to her build. She definitely needed a brassiere, Her breasts were no longer firm, plus her bra size was changing all the time to a double DD, then to F and G size. The bra straps were digging into her shoulders. Charlene Page - 46
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was thinking seriously of having her breasts reduced by an operation. What she found was that men were addressing her breasts and not looking at her. 

When Peggy Bingham heard of her daughters possible breast reduction, she was furi-ous. At this stage of the game, Charlenes two best assets were in front of her. Peggy knew there were a number of starlets of the same ability as Charlene, but her assets put her ahead of the field. Charlene was being picked for films that were for lack of a better name bodice rippers, in which she exposing her breasts. That was all to the good as far as Peggy was concerned; it put Charlene another rung up the ladder. 

Charlene was seen at various film festivals on the arm of different leading man from whatever film they were plugging. Peggy worried: what if her daughter had sex with some hunk; would her secret be found out? That could mean the end of everything Peggy had planned for her daughter. Peggy cursed herself. She should have had scheduled Charlenes sex change operation a long time ago, before she went to acting school. It was almost impossible to arrange for one at present. The news hounds were always sniffing around for a story, never giving her daughter any rest. A disappearance for a week or so would be noticed and questions would asked. 

To Charlene, it felt like her mother was playing Twenty Questions any time it was reported she was seen in the arms of some man at a film reception. Peggy wanted to know every detail. This led Peggy to search for a man who would be receptive to a woman like her daughter. Again she tapped the network of her acting friends. 

Jack Stardust, a macho film star, was a lover of drag queens, actually any man who wore womens clothes. As far as Ronda Jones, his mother, was concerned, no woman was good enough for her son. The only woman in his life should be his mother to her way of thinking. She would continually discourage any girlfriends in or out of his acting career. 

As a result, Jack turned his attention to the nearest thing to a woman, a man dressed as a woman. As far as his mother was concerned, this was all right. That way, she was still the only woman in his life. 

A private meeting between both Peggy and Ronda was arranged. Peggy made no bones as to why she wanted her daughter and Ronda son to meet. She explained exactly what Charlene was. Of course neither Charlene nor Jack knew any of this; in fact Charlene and Jack had never met up to this point. Ronda, supposedly an old friend of Peggy, was invited along with her son to a dinner where Charlene would also attend. 

The dinner was held in Peggys mansion, somewhere Charlene very rarely went now. 

But after some pleading from her mother, Charlene promised to attend. Jack Stardust found Charlene a most pleasant woman and made small talk with her. Surprising to Jack, his mother made no objections to her. In fact, she seemed to approved of Charlene. When Jack and Charlene were alone, he asked her out to a dinner and dance. 


***

Jack Stardust wore a white tux and arrived in a stretch limo that night, to take Charlene to a night club for a meal and a dance. There was no doubt in Charlene mind that she rather fancied Jack Stardust. Charlene had taken a lot of care in picking the outfit that she Page - 47
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wore: a sparkling black dress that came to her ankles. Charlene had been to the hairdresser and beautician. 

Jack escorted Charlene, who wore a golden stole round her shoulders, to his limo. Jack then instructed his chauffeur as to which night club to take them to. In the back of the limo, his arm was around Charlenes shoulders. Drink, darling. Vodka, Bacardi and coke perhaps, anything you like. Jack pressed a button. A cabinet containing a large number of different liquors opened. He poured a glass of Scotch on the rocks for himself and gin and tonic for Charlene. 

Nothing like a snifter, that will get the night off with a swing, eh, Charlene?

Yes, she replied, taking a sip of her drink, Charlene hardly drank alcohol at all. 

The night club had been reached. The major-domo quickly spotted Jack. Ah, Mr. 

Stardust, your table is over here, if you and your lady friend will follow me. The couple, led by the major-domo walked to the table that had been booked. The major-domo held a chair for Charlene to sit on; once she was seated he gave Jack the menu. 

What would you like to eat, Charlene?

I dont really know, Jack. What are you having?

Quail. Then to wash it down, white wine.

Ill take that as well. Charlene hadnt the faintest idea as to what quail tasted like. 

The major-domo snapped his fingers and a waiter came over with the wine list. Jack pe-rused the list and ordered the club special. 

Jack Stardust always had good manners around the ladies. Putting his hand into the inside pocket of his tux, he brought out a small case and opened it. Contained therein was a diamond necklace and matching stud earrings. For you, Charlene. May I place the necklace on your neck?

Oh Jack, you shouldnt have. Its so expensive, and we hardly know each other.

Jack put the necklace round Charlene neck and clipped it at the back, then he gave Charlene a slight kiss on the cheek. 

Charlene was, to say the least, swept off her feet; Jack Stardust was a real ladies man. 

The night went well for both; the couple were on the dance floor constantly. Shortly after midnight, Jack suggested that they go to his penthouse apartment for a nightcap. Charlene was agreeable so once more they got into the stretch limo and headed off to Jack Stardusts penthouse flat. 

At the elevator, Jack entered his pass key so it would take them to the 35th floor. Inside his luxurious apartment, Jack went to the cocktail cabinet, poured out a gin and tonic for Charlene and a Kentucky Wild Turkey for himself. 

He sat on the plush white settee beside Charlene. Putting his arm round her waist, he asked, Charlene, do you have any films lined up at present?

Mother is trying to get me into a remake of Robin Hood as Maid Marion. She said it would be a boon to my career.

I see. Has the part of Robin Hood been cast yet?
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No, not to my knowledge, Jack.

Ill see my agent about that.

By now, Jack attention had turned to Charlenes breasts; all night as he danced with her, he was looking down her cleavage. He quickly unzipped the back of her dress with no resistance from Charlene. It was not the first time Charlene Bingham had had her Dress unzipped. 

Looking at Charlenes magnificent breasts, Jack wanted to touch them. He had never seen such large breasts before; they had teased him all night. Quickly, he eased the dress off Charlenes shoulders, revealing a brassiere straining with the weight of the breasts inside it. On releasing her breasts from their constraint within the bra cups, with amazement he watched the breasts wobble up and down. He must, simply must, put his hands on them. Taking one in each hand, he moved them up and down. He had to, just had to, take each breast in his mouth one at a time, flick his tongue over the rock solid nipples, then suck. 

Charlene rather enjoyed that, it aroused her so. Her problem was to not allow the man to go any further. Up till now, she had been successful at that. Should anyone manage to get a hand in her panties, the game would be up. Jack had always had a way with the transgendered women he had been with. This night, however, he thought he was with a real generic woman. For some reason, he was attracted to this girl, even though he thought she was a genetic woman. 

His hand moved up Charlenes black nylon hold-up stockings till it reached the lacy stocking top. There he reached the gap of white flesh between stocking top and the hem of her black silk panties. Charlenes resistance had broken down. The fear of discovery was in her eyes, yet she wanted that hand within her panties. 

Jacks hand was within Charlene panties, feeling, groping through the soft black hairs of what Jack thought was her pussy. It then came to a stop as it touched a small object protruding out. He gave Charlene a strange look, to which she gave no response, terrified to say anything. Again his hand touched the item, which hung between her legs. If Jacks sus-picions were right, Charlene was the kind of woman he was always looking for. His penis had grown harder than it ever had in his life. 

Lifting Charlene in his arms, he made his way to the master bedroom, which was even more luxurious than the apartment. There he lay Charlene on the king-sized bed with a canopy above. He soon divested himself of his remaining clothes. 

Charlene as relieved that there was no scene when her little secret had been discovered. 

Charlene considered herself as a virgin; no one as yet had invaded her anus. It seemed as if that would change tonight. 

Jack quickly had Charlenes panties off. Yes, his were right; Charlene was a she male, the prettiest one he had ever seen. He desired her more than anyone he had ever met. He rolled her over on to her stomach. There between the luscious buttocks lay the most beautiful anus he had ever seen. His lust knew no bounds. First, however, he had to prepare the object of his desire for what she was about to receive. He entered his bathroom and emerged with a jar of lubrication. Wasting no time, he massaged it into Charlenes anus, to Page - 49
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little shivers and moans from her. She was most excited and wanted to lose her virginity to this man. Charlene pushed her buttocks up with pleasure to receive him. 

Everything was now prepared to Jacks liking. Smearing some lube on his penis, he was now ready to enter that wonderful cavern. Entrance was tight, but the lube made that task easier. Jack quickly came to the conclusion Charlene was a virgin, a realization which made his penis harder. 

The initial entrance made Charlene a little sore, but after as Jack penis slid in and out, that feeling changed to one of joy. The walls of Charlenes anus gripped the penis within it and milked the sperm out of it. 

Jack moaned with delight; he could not stand this wonderful torment much longer. 

Suddenly, with a gush, his white creamy love juice flooded Charlenes anus. Charlene was reaching her own climax; her own secretions mixed with Jacks. 

This was not to be the last plunder into the byways of love that night. Once started, there was no stopping. It was near mid-day when fatigue from their wild night of love wore off and they woke. 

After a shower, Charlene set about making breakfast. It was apparent that Charlene had fallen in love with Jack, and he with Charlene. 


***

The news hounds had gotten wind of the romantic involvement of Charlene Bingham and Jack Stardust. They were constantly seen at the top night clubs dancing cheek to cheek. Because of their romancing, they become the nations newest sweethearts. 

The film studio decided what could be better than to cast Charlene Bingham as Maid Marion and Jack Stardust as Robin Hood? Not only was the studio happy, but so were the pairs mothers. All had gone to plan. 

Filming started and it was many months of hard work by Charlene and Jack before the movie was finished. For Charlene, it was her biggest part of her career to date. To Peggy, it meant she had to search for bigger and better parts for her beloved daughter. Peggy Bingham was beside her daughter at every opportunity, rehearsing her lines with her, even advising what facial expressions to make at each point in the story. 

As the filming of Robin Hood neared completion, Jack Stardust told Charlene that he was going on a Mediterranean cruise in his yacht. Of course he invited Charlene to come along. There would be many film stars and other celebrities along. Jacks only regret was that his friend, film star Rocky Gilbert (well known for his cowboy parts) would not have a girlfriend along with him. 

Why is that? queried Charlene. 

Well, Rocky has the same tastes in women that I have, and he has broken up with his current girlfriend.

Oh dear, maybe I can help there, answered Charlene. 

But how?
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My cousin Haylee Dixon may be able to help there.

Haylee Dixon, the model, is your cousin? She is the same way as you down there?

Charlene nodded her head. 

Wow thats some family you were born into! Jack laughed, I mean two of you the same down there!

Dont build your hopes up, Jack, I havent asked her yet.


***

Back at the apartment Charlene shared with Haylee, both beautiful girls, in their lovely nightdresses, were chatting and sipping their nightly cup of coffee. Charlene asked Haylee, How would you like to come on a cruise with Jack and me, Haylee?

Haylee Dixon didnt answer for a second. 

Thats a kind offer, Charlene, but when would that be?

In the spring when Jack and I have finished this movie were working on. It will be on Jacks yacht. Well be sailing up and down the Mediterranean for a few weeks. There will be plenty of others; who knows, you may land a rich boyfriend.

What months would it be, Charlene?

In spring around April, May, I would say. Why?

Haylee went to her room and came back with the large diary in her hand. I might be able to come along for, say, nine days. I have a photo shoot in London for a winter catalogue that your mother has arranged. Okay, I think I can work this out.

Thats wonderful, Haylee. Jack wants you to meet his buddy, Rocky Gilbert.

Rocky Gilbert? THE Rocky Gilbert, the cowboy? Hes my favourite film star, always gets his man.

Yes, the same, Haylee. Maybe this time he will get his woman, who knows?

Haylee gave Charlene a great big hug and a kiss on the cheek. Youre wonderful, Charlene.

ON THE GOOD SHIP LOLLYPOP

Well it wasnt called the Good Ship Lollypop actually, but Queen of the Ocean. Fifty people could live in luxury, lapping up the sun, on it. The captains bedroom was a five-star accommodation, which had been assigned to Jack Stardust and Charlene for the cruise. Haylee and Rocky Gilbert got separate cabins which were the last word in luxury. 

The cruise had started, but as yet neither Rocky nor Haylee were there. Rocky was on a nation-wide tour to promote his latest film, The James Gang but would be flying in a few days. Haylee would get there after a fashion show. 
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***

Rocky Gilbert had now arrived and after dinner in the bar, he was talking about old times with his buddy Jack. 

You remember that time in Vegas when we picked up that she-male? What was her name again, Jack?

It was Louise, Rocky.

Yes, Louise, that was her name, she was one hell of a dame, a high-class she-male prostitute.

And worth the money. You were up her ass while her hands were doing overtime on my penis.

Good times, Jack. I wish I could have a moment like that again.

Well, Rocky old buddy, you could be in for a treat.

Hows that, Jack?

Charlenes cousin Haylee Dixon will be here tomorrow. She is also a she-male, like Charlene. But this is the high point, she is a virgin!

Jack Stardust could see his old buddy was excited the prospect of deflowering this virgin by the bulge in his pants. 

Thanks for letting me know, old buddy. Ill sweet talk the pretty panties off her and then Ill go to town!

Yes I can see youre ready for her already. Youre tongue is hanging out, not to mention the erection in your pants!


***

Charlene was at the airport to meet her cousin in the arrival lounge. There was an exchange of kisses on the cheeks between the two, then they jumped into a taxi to head off to the yacht. 

Freshen up, darling and we will have a little tete-a-tete before dinner.

Haylee unpacked her case, taking particular care of her lingerie. Haylee could now afford to have her lingerie personally made by a by a seamstress called Barbara. Barbara was an expert making petticoats and panties in silk, satin and velvet. Having taken a scented bath and pampered herself with talc, she now sat in front of the dressing table mirror, applying her makeup. A knock at the door interrupted her reverie. 

Yes, who is it? Haylee asked in her high-pitched feminine voice. 

Charlene, the answer came in an equally feminine tone. 

Come in, Charlene. My, but you do look scrumptious sitting there in your lingerie, good enough for some man to eat.

Do you really think so, Charlene?
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I do. You could be laid by Rocky Gilbert if you play your cards right!

Thats exactly what Im afraid of, Charlene.

Why?

Because he would find out what kind of woman I am down there, she said, putting a hand in front of her panties. 

Oh, I wouldnt worry about that, Haylee; Rocky likes our kind of woman.

That made Haylee very happy. 

Dinner that night saw Haylee in a very attractive long black sequined evening dress with matching sequined clutch. Introductions were made and a kiss on the back of Haylee hand was given by Rocky. Then he held a chair out for Haylee to sit on at the Captains table. There were only six at the Captains table, by invitation. The rest of the guests were seated at other tables nearby. 

After a dinner of tomato soup, chicken Maryland, and Black Forest gateau, Jack Stardust clapped his hands for silence. 

Ladies and Gentlemen,I have a very important announcement to make. I hope Charlene will accept this ring for our engagement.

Oh Jack, of course I accept this ring. I never expected this. Charlene held her left hand out for Jack to place the ring on the third finger. Then she held out her hand and wig-gled her fingers for Haylee to inspect the solid gold ring which had a very expensive and large diamond on it. 

Oh how wonderful, Charlene, Haylee said, giving her cousin a kiss on the cheek. She turned to Rocky. You know Mr. Gilbert, Im one of your greatest fans. The best film I ever saw was The Silent Gunslinger.

Please call me Rocky. That film one of my favorites, too. What do you drink, Haylee?

Id like a Martini and ice, Rocky.

You just go into the open air lounge and Ill join you there with the drinks.

It was a very warm and pleasant spring evening as the Queen of the Ocean silently glided through the calm sea. 

As Rocky sat on the seat beside Haylee, he said, We are making to Monte. We should be there by mid-day tomorrow.

Monte? queried Haylee. 

Monte Carlo. Casino, Roulette, Black Jack, gambling, you know?

Oh yes, I modelled some clothes before the Prince and Princess there.

You are a model, Haylee?

Yes, didnt Jack or Charlene mention it?

No. Rocky Gilbert shifted his chair nearer to Haylee and put his arms around her waist. Haylee gave a little giggle and made no attempt to remove it. Haylee and Rocky became very chatty now, Rocky every so often would snap his fingers for the barman to Page - 53

PETTICOATS & PANTIES FOREVER

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

come over and take his order for drinks. Haylee didnt notice he was plying her with booze. 

Its getting a little chilly, Haylee. How would you like to come to my cabin for a night cap?

Sure, lets go.

Rocky, still with his arm round Haylee waist, pulled her closer to him as they made their way through the labyrinth of passages to Rockys cabin. Haylee uttered little giggles as Rocky squeezed her waist. 

Ah, here we are, Haylee. Rocky fished in his trouser pocket for the key. Opening the door and entering the cabin, he immediately grabbed Haylee and pushed her against the shut door. His lips descended on hers and crushed them. 

Oh Rocky, my hero!

Rocky Gilbert thought it was going to be a piece of cake to remove the panties from this she-male. His hand was already on her derriere, rubbing it through the black sequined dress. Haylee loved every minute of it, pressing her slim body to Rocky. Rocky now unzipped her dress. 

Haylee stood in the middle of the room in her blue satin white lace-trimmed petticoat and matching panties. Where the petticoat stopped above the knee, her black nylon seamed stockings continued, then disappeared into black stiletto heel shoes. 

Rocky was about to remove Haylees petticoat. No Rocky, let me take my petticoat and panties off, theyre precious to me.

Rocky sat on the edge of his bed watching this broad remove her lingerie. Ever so slowly, Haylee removed the petticoat, taking the utmost care so that no crease or wrinkle would appear on it. Carefully folding the garment, she placed it on the chair beside the bed. Haylees hands were now on the waist band of her panties, on either side of her hips, slowly easing her panties down her legs. Rocky thought she was doing a strip tease, and that gave him a very hard erection. 

Arent they beautiful and soft, Rocky? Look at them.

What kind of a dumb broad is this? thought Rocky. The way she took off the petticoat and panties, it looked like she was making love to them. He should humor her. Oh yes, theyre lovely.

Do you really think so, Rocky? Ill let you feel them. So saying, she came over to Rocky, who had removed his trousers and Y fronts. 

Haylee, standing there in her black satin bra and matching suspender belt and black seamed stockings, walked over to Rocky and rubbed the smooth gusset of the panties on Rocky face. Haylee saw his large member standing erect with its purple headed dome. Removing the panties, she wrapped them round the red and randy penis. Through the material of her panties Haylee could feel the throbbing of Rockys cock. 

He could stand this no more. This little prick teaser was going to get it NOW! 

Rockys strong hands turned Haylee around so her backside was facing his penis. As he sat on the bed, he pulled her down, and his member shot right up Haylees anus. 
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This came so unexpectedly that Haylee felt pain within her anus. That part of her body was tight. 

Oh Rocky, it is so sore. Rocky was not the least bit interested in what this stupid broad was saying. All he was interested in was the fact she was a virgin. 

Rocky quickly came. With a shout, he shot his love seed into Haylees anus. Haylee felt the hot liquid within her; strangely the creamy juice within her eased the pain, acting to lubricated the walls of the anus. 

Both of them, being young and fit, recovered quickly. 

Haylee, get up on that bed, kneel face down on the pillow with your derriere in the air. Im going to give it to you again, you piece of tail.

Haylee eagerly and willingly obeyed. She wanted more. Her hand held Rockys penis, rubbing the foreskin up and down. 

Stop it, Haylee, I cant stand anymore. Get on your knees at once, on the bed. I want you again.

Once again, Rocky was within Haylee anus, going slower this time than before. As they were having sex doggie style, Haylees breasts hung down, which gave Rocky the opportunity to fondle them. Haylees tits were nowhere as large as her cousin Charlene, but were they adequate; she had no intention of having balloons like her cousin. 

Haylee was moving her hips in rhythm to Rocky thrusts, in pure ecstasy. This was wonderful; Haylee wanted more and more. Other positions were tried, but Rocky kept coming back to the doggie style; he just loved that position. Eventually, both lovers fell asleep, exhausted. 

It was just after three in the morning when Haylee woke; she wanted more intercourse with Rocky. She shook him on the shoulders. Come on, Rocky, ball me again. All she got was a grunt. He turned away from her. 

What was it one of her model girlfriends said about men? All they want is to fuck you, and when they have, they fall asleep. They dont care about your needs. Maybe she was right. Giving up on rousing Rocky, Haylee got out of bed to get some fresh air. 

She was about to put her panties on till she looked at them. The blue satin panties had stiff white stain marks on them from where Rocky had rubbed up and down on them. 

Haylee couldnt put them on, as she only wore clean panties. 

Haylee exited the cabin in her petticoat and black stiletto heels. The heels clicked and clacked as she strolled towards the open-air sun lounge. It was deserted. She took a seat from which she could see the bow of the yacht silently gliding through the water on this moonlight night. A noise disturbed her. Turning around, she saw Jack Stardust in his black boxer shorts and a pair of brown sandals. 

Hello Jack, out for some fresh air like me?

Exactly, said Jack, admiring the pretty picture of Haylee in her petticoat. 

You better take good care of my cousin Charlene now that youre engaged, wont you, Jack?
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I sure will, Haylee.

Haylee attention turned to Jacks boxer shorts; the outline of his member was prominent against the thin material, the head just peeping out the bottom edge. Haylee was no judge of male members but this one definitely looked longer than Rockys and it wasnt even erect yet! 

She wasnt sure what was motivating her but she placed her hands within the boxer shorts. She put them on what turned out to be a monstrous member. She could feel it grow larger. Jack was not stopping her; soon his boxer shorts were on the deck. There, in front of Haylee, stood his rampant penis, all ten inches of it! Haylee gasped, she did not know whether her anus could accommodate such a large object, but she sure would have fun trying! 

Jack Stardust could not pass this opportunity by, and his penis was telling him to get right in there. Jack grabbed Haylee, swung her around. He pushed her face down on the table top and lifted her petticoat high above her hips, exposing the pink flesh of her backside. There between the orbs of her dimpled arse lay a blushing rosebud just waiting to be fucked. Haylees twitching orifice excited Jack. With a mighty thrust, he drove his manhood into Haylee, to grunts and groans from both parties. 

Haylees breasts were squashed against the table top as Jack pressed his hairy chest against her smooth back. Haylee squeezed the inside muscles of her anus against the large member within her. When Jack came, Haylee was elated and ecstatic; Jack bit the back of her neck. 

Haylee felt disappointed when Jack slipped out her anus. Jack sat back on the seat. 

Haylee sat on his lap, hoping that would stir Jack once again, but no luck. It occurred to her that with that ten inches of his, it was no wonder that Charlene wanted no other woman near her man. 

What a strange world it was, just within the last hour, Jack had sex with Charlene, and now he had had sex with her cousin. When he recovered, he would have sex again with Haylee, then with Charlene once more before breakfast. Jack Stardust had a very large sexual appetite, but not as large as Haylees now was. 


***

Haylee had now returned to Rockys cabin. He was still asleep. She looked at her marcasite watch. Nine minutes past five. She must have had sexual congress with Jack one way or another for nearly two hours. Yet her anus ached for more. Was there something wrong with her? she wondered. But it was so nice. If it was nice, it couldnt be wrong, could it! Anyway, there was Rocky; she must arouse him for more! 

Something similar occurred in her cousin Charlenes bed. Jack awoke Charlene. In no time, he was within her hole, much to her delight. Meanwhile Rocky had woken up, mainly due to the handling Haylee gave to his member. His penis was erect once more. 

Haylee was about to put it in her mouth. This really had Rocky going. There must be something wrong with this broad. She was just insatiable! Rocky was a little bit afraid of her but that did not stop him from having sexual relations with Haylee again that morn-Page - 56
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ing. Afterward, they had breakfast in bed. As soon as they had finished, it was time for more sex. 

During the rest of the cruise, Rocky Gilbert tried to avoid Haylee as much as he could. 

He could not, however, keep out of her hands at night in bed. Haylee had moved her things into Rockys cabin for the rest of the voyage. By now, even Rocky was not enough for Haylee; she wanted sex all the time. The one thing she could not do was seek out Jack Stardust. That was too much of a risk. 

Before the last Sunday of the cruise, Charlene asked her cousin if she would care to come to chapel with her. Charlene was a very religious woman, a member of Son Of God, an obscure Christen sect. 

Well, I would like to come, but I fly out that afternoon to a fashion show rehearsal for next week. I want to spend the rest of the time with Rocky before I go. Thanks for the invitation, though.

The two cousins exchanged kisses on the cheek. Haylee had a feeling that this may be the last kiss between the cousins. She had betrayed her cousin; she was Judas Iscariot in a skirt. 

THERE MAY BE TROUBLE AHEAD

LETS FACE THE MUSIC AND DANCE

That Sunday afternoon, Haylee flew to London and was in rehearsals till ten that night. 

As a top model, Haylee was booked into a five-star hotel during this week of fashion shows. The Hilton was, as one would expect, the last word in luxury. In the penthouse apartment that night, Haylee phoned reception for a cucumber sandwich and a pot of tea; that was her meal for the day. There was a knock at the door and a young waitress entered with the sandwiches. Haylee opened her purse and gave her a twenty note. Thank you, Miss Dixon said the young waitress as she curtsied and left. 

Sipping the tea and taking little bites of the sandwich, Haylee thought over the events of the rehearsals today. She remembered Doreen, a model like herself who had discreetly put her hands all over her body. IIt was expected that other models help you, providing they were not otherwise occupied. Doreen always seemed free whenever it came to a quick change in the show for Haylee. Doreens fingers swiftly flew over the outside of Haylees dress, feeling here and there. 

Haylee said nothing; there was not much she could do about it. Sexually, she was not into women these days. It was not as if she had anything against girl-on-girl sex. Her mother was, after all, a lesbian, and her relationship with Sybil had done her a world of good. 

Having showered, Haylee stood naked in front of the full-length cheval-glass mirror, looking at her body. Haylee remembered looking at Charlenes body and that thing hanging between her legs way back when. She remembered calling that thing grotesque. What was her own penis but grotesque? Just what was she, a man or a woman? What she had between her legs was no use to her as a woman. 
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She definitely liked men, as her recent voyage proved. The only way to have total ful-filment as a woman would be to have the sex change operation. She would have to talk to someone about it. Aunt Peggy? Dr. Enid Lamont? Maybe it should be Mother? This was a very serious decision, something Haylee wanted to think about seriously in the near future. 

Haylee felt remorse about what had happened between her and Jack Stardust. She was a slut; it hurt her to admit this to herself, but there was no other word for it. She felt she must own up to Charlene and beg her forgiveness. She had betrayed her cousin on the very day Jack announced their engagement. She chastised herself mentally for being the slut she was. 


***

Haylee had to tell Charlene all that had happened between her and Jack. 

The fashion show over, Haylee returned to the apartment she shared with Charlene. 

Charlenes cruise was over and her mother had asked her to stay with her for a few days. 

Mother had a couple of film scripts she wanted her daughter to read over with her. A decision would have to be made about Charlenes next movie. 

That night, Charlene took her cell phone out her purse and in no time was speaking to Haylee. I will be back at the flat tomorrow for dinner. Be a sweetie and have it ready for me? Whatever you wish to cook will be good enough for me. Rocky sends his love to you. 

Bye.

Haylee had never been as nervous as she was that night waiting for Charlene to arrive at the apartment. Haylee had prepared dinner well. The chicken was in the oven, potatoes were roasting, peas and carrots were cooking away, Charlenes favorite foods. 

Charlene arrived at the apartment. Boy, am I hungry, hope you have a good meal ready. See you in a bit. Im taking a shower.

At the meal, Haylee said not a word. 

That was cooked very well, Haylee. Youll make Rocky Gilbert a good wife. Haylee said nothing, She was trying to work up the courage for what she was now about to deliver to Charlene. 

Charlene, I have something important to say and I want to ask your forgiveness.

What would you want my forgiveness for? Charlene was curious to know what this confession could be. 

Well, Haylee said, pausing for a monument before she continued. Then it all came out in a rush. 

Ive had sexual relations with Jack, it was on the night of your engagement. Im so sorry. Please please forgive me, Charlene. I couldnt help it. Something within me that urged me to do it, Charlene. There must be something wrong with me.

Charlene listened, not completely understanding what her cousin was saying. Then it came to her. Charlenes face went red, and the words finally came out. 
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You are a whore. I despise you. Do you know what you are, Haylee? YOU ARE

NOTHING BUT A SHE MALE SLUT, THATS WHAT YOU ARE.

Charlene lifted her right hand and gave three stinging blows on Haylees cheeks. First the right cheek...SLAP...then the left...SLAP...then the right again...SLAP. Tears rolled down Charlenes face as she left the room and ran to her bedroom. 

Please, please forgive me, Charlene. Ill do anything that you want for your forgiveness. Just name it.

Haylee now was also crying. 

Breakfast next morning was eaten in silence. Haylee and Charlene each made their own breakfast. Finally, Charlene broke the silence. 

Haylee, I have decided to leave this flat. Im phoning Jack this morning and moving in with him. My belongings will be moved out this afternoon. Nothing more was said between the two cousins. 

Haylee had a problem; she could not afford the rent on her own. She might have to ask one of the other models. Doreen, she knew, would jump at the offer. Haylee knew if anyone found out what lay between her legs, small though it was, there could well be trouble. 

If worse came to worse, Mother would always welcome her home. 

Haylee made a phone call to her mother and, as expected, she welcomed her daughter back home. Haylee didnt mention her split with her cousin, and her mother didnt ask. 

Haylee had only been living in her mothers home a couple of days when she received a call on her cell phone from Charlene which surprised her. 

Can you come to the Church of the Son of God on Sunday?

Yes, whatever you want, Charlene. I said I would do anything for your forgiveness, but why?

I want you to pray to God for forgiveness. He may well grant it, but I cannot. You have hurt me Haylee. No more was said. 


***

Cathy Dixon was rather surprised to see her daughter smartly dressed that Sunday morning, with a little black and white pillbox hat and a black fine mesh veil hanging from it over Haylees eyes. 

Going somewhere, darling?

Yes Mother, Im going to church to meet Charlene.

Thats nice, darling.

It was good her daughter was getting religious; Sybil and she went to the local Method-ist church every Sunday. 

Haylee sat beside her cousin near the front of the church. Charlene watched her pray. 

After the service, Charlene took Haylee by the arm. I want you to meet the pastor.
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Pastor Lester, I would like you to meet my cousin, Haylee Dixon.

Nice to meet you, Miss Dixon. Charlene, its been a long time since we saw you here.

I know, Pastor. Ive been all over the world filming, but I always found time to visit some church or other.

You are a good woman, Charlene, you will receive your reward in heaven Im sure.

Turning to Haylee, the pastor said, Haylee, can I welcome you into the Church of the Son of God?

Pastor Lester held out his right hand to Haylee. Haylee looked at this giant of a man; he was at least six foot six inches tall. His fiery sermon would put the fear of God in any man or woman. 

I hope you will come

again, Haylee. Every

Wednesday night, you can

come and talk any over prob-

lems you have with me.

Thank you, Pastor Lester, 

for the offer. Ill keep it in

mind.


***

Haylee was a troubled

woman, what with her fallout

with her cousin, and wonder-

ing which direction to go, 

sexually. Maybe a talk with a

religious person could help

her to make up her mind. 

So it was one Wednesday

night that she stopped her car

in front of the Church of the

Son of God and entered. Pas-

tor Lester was talking to some

parishioners when he spotted

Haylee. 

Please take a seat. I will

be with you in a minute.

Pastor Lester said in a

friendly tone of voice. 

After finishing his talk

with his parishioners, Pastor

Lester came over to Haylee. 
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What can I do for you, Haylee?

Well, Pastor its a bit embarrassing.

Why dont you come into my office. Its a bit more private there.

In HIS office, the Pastor indicated to Haylee to take a seat in front of his desk. 

Well, Haylee, unburden your mind. Although this is not a Catholic confessional, anything you say will never be revealed by me.

Thank you, Pastor. I have so many problems on my mind, I do not know where to begin, and I am so worried.

First, please call me Gordon. You have never been to this church before. I believe you came because your cousin persuaded you, am I right?

Yes, Gordon. I have had a falling out with Charlene. It all started when Charlene invited me to come on vacation with her on her boyfriends yacht.

Haylee told the story and explained that she was a she-male. Pastor Gordon never blinked. 

My other worry is that I do not want to be between male and female. I want to be one sex. My dilemma is deciding which sex I should be. Please help me, Gordon.

Haylee, I wish I could help you, but only God can help you, and only God can forgive your sins. God is a forgiving deity, He hurts when you hurt. Let us pray, Haylee.

Pastor Gordon Lester came to the front of his desk and bid Haylee to kneel beside him on the carpet. 

Dear God who knows all and sees all, we pray for this sinner Haylee who deeply regrets her sins and the hurt she gave to her cousin. By your grace, give her the strength to come to a wise decision, as to her future way of life. Make her happy in whichever verdict she comes to. God our everlasting flame of life, we will worship you forever.

As she left the church, Haylee was lost in deep thought. She felt much better for having poured out her soul to Pastor Gordon Lester. She knew what she must do. 

HAYLEE MAKES AN IMPORTANT DICISION

A week later Haylee was sitting with her mother in the living room. Mother, Ive come to an important decision about my life, Haylee said. 

Cathy put down the book she was reading. Whats that, darling?

Im going ahead with the sex change operation mother; nothing good cane come out of me being neither male nor female. Im more a woman than a man, am I not, Mother?

Cathy Dixon put her arms around her daughter. Im so happy for you, Haylee. I think you have made the right decision.

I want to marry a man who will take care of me. I just want to be a loving housewife for my man, cook and clean for him. Im so happy, Mother.

Mother and daughter hugged and kissed each other. 
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Haylee only regret about deciding to becoming a full woman was that she could never have a baby, but she could always adopt one. That thought cheered her up. 


***

Haylee left home the next day for a fashion show in Paris. Cathy Dixon still felt happy for her daughter and was in a light-hearted mood. She called her office; while dictating a letter to Sybil, she told her all about Haylees forthcoming operation. 

That is wonderful news, Cathy. Its what you always wanted, is it not?

Yes. I am so pleased my Haylee has made that decision on her own. Im in such a good mood that I think we should take ourselves to our bedroom.

Sybil was not adverse to such a romp as there had been no sexual contact between the two women for over a month, both women being too tired because of work. 

Sybil slipped her hand into Cathys as they made for their boudoir. The two women had come a long way in their lesbian relationship since that fumbling lovemaking all those all these years ago. Both women slowly divested their clothes, watching each other, which was part of the thrill. They stood before each other, naked except for the jewellery both wore. 

On the third finger of Sybils left hand was a solid gold friendship ring like the one Cathy also wore. The women had decided on an exchange of rings during a church service one Sunday. 

No words were said as lips gently touched; mouths opened to receive tongues. Breasts rubbed against each other exciting nipples to harden. Lips, having had their fill of each other, now paid attention to breasts. Soon, Sybil had the ample left breast of Cathy in her mouth, sucking, much to Cathys pleasure. 

Sybil ever so slowly backed Cathy towards the queen-sized bed they shared. The first stage of their loveplay was nearing an end. Both women lay on the pink pastel duvet on their bed; their bodies sank into the soft fabric. The bed frame, made of black lacquered steel, squeaked in unison with every movement above it. 

Sybil was on top of Cathy. Sybil felt Cathys caress her plump bottom. The hand found her bottom opening; a finger entered, slowly moving inside. 

Sybil sighed; now it was time to pleasure her beloved Cathy. She rose from the duvet and placed herself in a reverse position on top of Cathy. Her derriere was at Cathys face and her own face was about to descend on Cathys vagina and clitoris. Simultaneously, the tongue of each Sapphic lover licked the others clitoris to erection. 

Cathys eager hands were on Sybil derriPre, pushing it down to gain better access to Sybils ever widening vagina. Sybil opened her legs. Sybils black crinkly pubic hair rubbed against Cathys face to excite and stimulate her even more. The pink slit above Cathy face began to swell. 

While Sybil was deriving much pleasure from Cathy ministrations to her person, she was not neglecting Cathys needs. The creaks of the bed springs only heightened their pas-Page - 62
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sion. Both women were coming to a climax, hastened by their quick movements on the bed. 

The second stage of their love making was nearing the end. Cathy and Sybil lay beside each other, kissing and caressing silently, before taking a shower together. More kisses were exchanged, gentle kisses. 

In their boudoir, the women helped each other in dressing. Brassieres were clipped and adjusted on each other. Cathy felt relaxed as Sybil helped put her clothes on. A kiss now and again between the two Sapphic women held promise for a future date. 


***

Three months had now passed and Haylee was in bed the day after her operation. Her mother and Sybil stood at the bedside with flowers and a box of chocolates. Haylee had hoped her cousin Charlene would be there, but she was on location filming. Still, she could have sent her a get well card. Aunt Peggy wasnt there either, and she was her manager. 

Her daydreams were interrupted by her mother. What do you intend to do now, Darling?

Get back on the catwalk, Mother. Ill be out of here in a week, then its back to the old routine. Unlike Charlene, the press isnt watching every move I make. I feel sorry for my cousin, Mother.

I know, Haylee. My sister drives her hard, and I think she is trapped in the body she has. It is a shame how life plays funny tricks sometimes. But enough of that, Sweetheart. 

All I am concerned about is that you are well. After all, you came out of me.

Just then, a nurse came in the room. Mrs. Dixon, your daughter needs to sleep; the operation has taken a lot out of her.

Yes of course, nurse. Cathy kissed her daughter and Sybil did too. 

Every day, Haylees mother and Sybil visited her. One morning shortly after breakfast, Dr. Enid Lamont came to her room. 

Haylee, I am removing your dressings. Then you can see how much of a woman you are.

Slowly, with the help of the nurse, Dr. Lamont removed the dressings. Haylee stood before the mirror. She gasped as she looked at her body. 

It is beautiful, Doctor. Im beautiful, Doctor. I cannot wait till mother comes to see me. 

I have a pussy at last. Will it work, Dr. Enid?

Of course it will work, Haylee. I hope you will have much enjoyment using it.

Dr. Lamont was looking at the beautiful woman standing before her. She remembered Haylee as a little girl and how she had filled out. She had helped that progress by putting in breast implants during the surgery, unknown to Haylee. Dr. Enid Lamont liked her transsexuals to be big breasted women. Haylees breasts were large now but not in the same league as her cousin Charlenes. If Haylee mentioned anything about them to Dr. 

Lamont, the doctor would say it was the after effects of the operation. 
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***

Haylee had been back at work on the catwalk for over a year, when one of the fashion show directors she knew, Bernard Hyman, asked her out to dinner. Haylee was flattered; she rather liked Bernard whom everyone called Bernie. The date was the start of a whirl-wind romance for Haylee. She never went to bed with Bernie, although they made out fre-quently. Haylee was saving sex till she was married to a man she loved. This was a changed Haylee, she was no long the same girl who had sex with anyone during that cruise. It seemed her nymphomania was merely a phase she had gone through. Had her prayers been granted by God? Perhaps, but in any case Haylee had truly changed. 

Haylee could see things were getting serious with Bernie and that there might be a proposal of marriage coming from him. Should she tell Bernie what she was? Who could advise Haylee about what to do. Only one person; Mother of course. 

So it was that Haylee approached her mother on this dilemma. On hearing her daughters dilemma, Cathy said, You are an adult now, Haylee, capable of coming to your own decisions. However my opinion is that it may be better to tell Bernie, than risking him finding out during your marriage, which may cause heartbreak for both of you. If he finds difficulty in accepting what you are, it is better to find out now than later.

You are right, Mother. That is what I must do, for both Bernies and my sake.

When he heard, Bernie said, It makes no difference to me, Haylee. In my eyes, you are a beautiful woman. I want to marry you.

Tears filled Haylee eyes. Oh Bernie, I love, I love you. She kissed her man. 

Haylee had no hesitation in accepting his proposal of marriage. Mother was the first person to hear the happy news. Haylee wanted to be lead to the altar with her hand in her fathers. Cathy did her best to persuade her daughter not to do this, but it was useless. 

So it was that one afternoon, somewhere in Brazil, John Dixon received a phone call; he was in the middle of a busy conference. 

His secretary interrupted him. Call for you, John.

Debbie, cant you see Im busy?

I think youll have to take this call. Its your wife.

When was the last time he had spoken to her, when was the last time he had even seen her? John lifted the telephone to answer. Yes Cathy, what do you want? Im busy here. 

Im in the middle of a take-over deal.

Are you John? To busy to come to the wedding of your daughter Haylee? I expect you to be here by the weekend to meet your daughters intended. Goodbye.

He had no daughter, only a son, Harold, John thought. Cathy must be going senile. 

Maybe he should go back and have Cathy admitted to a home, then he would be free to marry Debbie, his secretary. She was a lot younger and more fun in bed than Cathy ever was. 
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***

John Dixon arrived at the villa a few days later; it had not changed much since he last saw it. On arrival, he was greeted by his wife and a beautiful woman standing beside her. 

As he made to kiss Cathy, she pulled away. 

None of that, John. Ill show you to your room.

What do you mean my room, Cathy? Were married; surely well share the master bedroom together.

Maybe at one time, John, but not now. That bedroom belongs to me and Sybil. So saying ,Cathy put an arm around this pretty womans waist. 

As John Dixon sorted out his things in the room he had been allocated, Cathy sternly told him in no uncertain terms. Tonight, I want you to on your best behavior, no matter what, understand?

What about this so called daughter, Cathy? Before he finished, Cathy left the room mid-sentence. 


***

Haylee Dixon, having been told by her mother that her father had arrived, wanted to give a good impression of her femininity to her father. Having showered and applied her makeup and jewellery, it was time to get dressed. A white satin garter belt was attached round her narrow waist, a pair of white silk seamed stockings were clipped on. Haylee adjusted them so the seams were straight, then a little pair of white satin lace-trimmed was panties pulled up her legs. She wore no brassiere, as she considered her breasts firm enough to hold out the tight dress she was now putting on. 

The white satin diamond sequined dress fitted Haylee like a glove, she was molded into it. The tight dress emphasised her curves, gave her a nipped in waist, a prominent derriere, and a plunging neckline showing the deep valley between her firm breasts. Because of the tight slinky fish tail of the dress, Haylee could only take small mincing steps on her white leather five-inch heels. This was no problem for her; years on the catwalk had taught her how to step in tight Dresses. 

Haylee had asked her mother to help zip up the back of the dress, which she did. Cathy stood back admiring her daughter and the way she was poured into that dress. All those early years of struggle with Harold were worth it to produce the vision of loveliness that was Haylee. Cathy was so proud of her daughter. 

John Dixon came down for dinner and seated as a pretty young woman entered on the arm of a man ten years older than her. The young woman excitedly rushed over to him. 

Oh Father, youve come for my wedding. Im so happy, I knew you would not forget. 

Mother, isnt it wonderful? Haylee gave a red lipstick kiss to her fathers cheek, 

Oh, I am forgetting myself. Father, this is my fiancé, Bernard Hyman.
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I am pleased to meet you, sir. Bernard held his hand out to shake Haylees fathers hand. 

Haylee was chatty to her father through the meal, as Bernie kept an arm around her. 

You will, of course, be staying here till after the wedding next week, Father.

He was about to say no till he caught the eye of Cathy. Cathy would have no hesitation about doing something evil to him, if her daughters Big Day was harmed by him. 

Yes, but of course, Haylee. Haylee again put her arms round her fathers neck. 

Oh, Father, I love you so.

John Dixon smelled the perfume Haylee had on, looked at her black mascara, blue panted eyelids, red blusher and lipstick. He watched as her gold drop earrings swung. He saw the golden engagement ring on Haylees finger as she flashed it before him. 

Father, Bernie is a wonderful man, and Im a lucky girl.

God, thought John Dixon, this is my son. What has that bitch Cathy done to him? There he is, all done up in makeup, flashing his earrings and rings in my face. I expect hes had one of these sex change operations and had his his manhood taken away from him. I bet this Bernard cant get it up unless its with a man in a skirt. This Bernie must be a poof to be running around with my son dressed in womens clothes. What is the world coming to. 

Where is my son? 

All those thoughts ran through John Dixons mind as he watched Bernie and Haylee hold hands all during the meal and occasionally kiss each other. 

Later that night after Haylee and Bernard had retired for the evening, Cathy and John were sitting alone in the dining room. John turned to Cathy. 

My son is a fucking fairy! What have you done to him, Cathy?

Cathy, her face red in fury, turned to him. 

YOUR SON, YOUR SON!? ITS MY DAUGHTER, THAT IS WHO THAT IS. YOU

GAVE UP YOUR RIGHT TO CALL HIM YOUR SON, WHEN YOU DESERTED US, ALL

THOSE YEARS AGO, Cathy yelled in a terrible rage. 

She calmed down slightly and continued. If you had been here when you should have been, this may have never happened. If a man had been here, maybe none of this would have happened. I had no choice but to let your son become the woman he wanted to be, the woman he needed to be.

John Dixon had never seen his wife so livid before, as she was at that moment, defend-ing his son/daughter. The next words from Cathy were even more frightening to John. 

Haylee has her heart set on you leading her to the altar.

No, I will not do it, Cathy. I will not lead that so-called woman to the altar, to marry that poof.

Cathy had recovered from her bout of anger and said in a sweet voice, Is that so John? 

I think you should come with me to my bedroom.
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In her bedroom which she shared with Sybil, she said, Look and think as you watch this video.

Opening a drawer underneath the television screen, she took out a video and inserted in the player. John Dixon watched in horror as the video showed him in sexual union with his secretary. 

I have kept this video for years in case I ever needed it and today I do. You see, way back then, I hired a private detective, when a girlfriend mentioned that she had seen you arm and arm with another woman. This video will be released on the internet, if you do not take my daughter arm in arm to the altar. I will not see Haylee unhappy on her wedding day. If you do not do this, I will file for divorce you and take you for all you have. I may still have plenty, but you will suffer the humiliation of being seen on the internet by everyone you know.


***

Cathy watched a happy, smiling Haylee walking on her fathers arm as he led her to the altar on her wedding day as she became Mrs. Haylee Hyman. The one disappointment for Haylee was that her cousin Charlene was not there; she had wanted Charlene to be her bridesmaid. Charlene hung up on her when Haylee called her to ask. A friend from the modelling world stood in as her bridesmaid. Her Aunt Peggy did attend the wedding. 


EPILOGUE

Haylee became a faithful and loving wife. After a few years, she retired from the catwalk and started a school for aspiring models. Her wild days were now in the past, although it must be said she retained fond memories of them. Haylee wanted children. 

Bernie understood this and the reason why she could not have them. He suggested adop-tion; Haylee was very happy with that thought. A boy and girl were adopted. If the little girl wanted to be a model like her mother, Haylee would give her all her assistance. However she would not be pushy like her Aunt Peggy. 

Cathy Dixon did not divorce her husband, but continued to live happily with her lesbian partner Sybil. She found that John accepted their relationship, much to her surprise. 

Sybil Weston became a great older girlfriend of Haylee. The two women got on very well. She was a woman who Haylee could confide in. 

John Dixon blamed himself for all that had happened: his son was now a pretty, married, woman, his wife a confirmed lesbian. His relationship with his daughter became good. In fact, Haylee invited him to stay with her and Bernie from time to time. He accepted Haylees adopted children as his grandchildren. He had given up sex with his secretary and hired a more mature married woman not the least interested in sex with her boss. 

Peggy Bingham was still in pursuit of the dream of her daughter to win an Oscar; she knew the two biggest assets of Charlene were her tits. In fact, the studio asked her to persuade Charlene to get bigger implants. 
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Charlene Bingham married Jack Stardust in a country that accepted same sex marriage; she and Jack lived as man and wife. She wanted that Oscar. to that end, she had signed a ten film contract with the studio, provided they released her to a well known Indie film

company to make a movie titled The Love of a Daughter for her Mother which was something of a biography of Charlene and her mother. It was only shown in Art Cinemas; it did get rave reviews, and won some awards at film festivals for Charlene as Best Actress. Charlene was nominated for an Oscar as best actress but didnt win. 

Her studio was pushing her into films that verged on porno. It seemed that in each of them, her breasts were exposed for a good part of the movie. Charlene still could not forgive her cousin for having sex with her now-husband. 

Rocky Gilbert was a rather peculiar case. His time on the cruise with Haylee had scared him off women, whether born female or not. On the film sets he worked on, he looked for younger men and propositioned them for sex. He was now living with another well-known actor as a couple. Rocky |Gilbert came out publicly and is now a known worker for gay rights. 

The End
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