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Ruthless

By Blind Ruth


PROLOGUE

When did it all begin for David Lenny? His transgenderism, his desire to wear girls clothes, crossdressing. It certainly did not start with Aunt Ruth. The seeds were sown long before she came on the scene. However Aunt Ruth was the one who took these seeds, nurtured, cultured, made them blossom into the woman he is today. 

What were these seeds scattered occasionally in his early life? 

The first memory of it, as a boy of 9, was at Halloween. To children this is an exciting time of the year. Wasn’t it exciting to dress up, to be something you’re not? Pirates, nursery rhymes characters, Little Red Riding Hood, a boy could even dress as a girl, and no one would say anything. 

David was a companion to two little girls, Elizabeth and Anne. As Halloween approached, Elizabeth and Anne asked David what he was going to dress as at Halloween. David had no idea, Elizabeth suggested it first: Why not dress in her Junior Nurse Uniform? David was horrified. He’d be called a sissy. 

“No you would not, you would look nice, we would look like three sisters. Who would know anyway?” Anne, who was a bit of a tomboy, said with a little threat in her voice. 

David became the reluctant partner in their scheme. Elizabeth gave him her Junior Nurse Uniform, white nurse’s skirt, well starched, stiffly holding out above Page - 3
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his knees, White ankle socks, little black Mary Jane shoes, little red nurse’s peak cap and a blue cape. 

The situation had been explained to his mother by Elizabeth and Anne, “David is dressing as a nurse for Halloween, Mrs. Lenny.” His mother did not bat an eye-lid. Despite his protests; mother sided with the girls. “It’s only Halloween, once a year. Everybody dresses up then.” 

When Halloween arrived, David made his way to Elizabeth’s house. On arrival he was greeted by her mother who took him to Elizabeth’s room. Elizabeth was dressed as Little Bo-Peep. After he dressed in Elizabeth’s uniform, Elizabeth came back to brush his hair. For a boy of nine, it was long. She managed to tie two pink ribbons in David’s hair. His appearance was tidy. No one in the house said a word as he and Elizabeth went to meet Anne. Anne was dressed as a pirate, black trou-sers, white shirt, and black sash round her waist, with a sword in it, and a pirate’s hat with a skull and crossbones. What a motley crew they looked. 

On going ‘round the houses, many people did indeed think he was a little girl. 

To David, it was not unpleasant to wear this uniform. 

The following year, David was again in dresses, having been persuaded once more by Elizabeth and Anne to wear that nurse’s uniform. This time there was to be a difference. Beatrice, Elizabeth’s fifteen year old sister was in on the act. It was her room David was to go after dressing. There he sat down before Beatrice’s dressing table mirror. “Now let’s see how pretty we can make you, Master David, or should it be Miss Davina?” She applied face powder, rouge, and lipstick. 

“There, that’s better Davina, you look more like a girl.” 

David never felt so humiliated in his life. More was to come. 

“Do you like surprises, David?” Beatrice said. David nodded his head, not knowing what he had let himself in for. “What are you wearing under that uniform?” A pair of boy’s underpants was the reply. 

“Just as I thought,” Beatrice said. “After all the trouble of making you look like a little girl, to complete the illusion, you will be wearing these.” She pointed to her bed where a pair of red nylon panties, trimmed with white lace ‘round the legs, lay. “I suggested to Elizabeth, as she was more your size, that she give you a pair of her panties. So off with the pants and on with the panties.” 

David protested, his face went red, it was no use, Beatrice prevailed. She and Elizabeth left the room to let him put them on. 

On returning, Beatrice asked if he had complied with her request. David said yes. Beatrice, winking to Elizabeth, said, “Okay, then show us your panties.” 

David was embarrassed, however he slowly raised the hems of his nurse’s uniform high enough for both the girls to see the red-laced panties. 

“That's better, off you two cute little girls go.” 

David felt a little flushed. Whether it was the uniform, the panties, or just being accepted as a girl, he would never know. 

. 
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****

David spoke later in life, remembering these early events. “I had joined the Boy Scouts. Once a year the Gong Show was put on. This was a sort of variety show, put on to raise funds for the troops in the region. This consisted of troops supply-ing singers, jugglers, comics, and that sort of thing. One year I remember our troop had drawn the short straw and was to supply the chorus line of dancing girls for a Can Can number, the highlight of our four dance routines. This was at the time when the Girl Guides were not yet partaking in the Gong Show. 

“Twelve of the troop were picked, and as you can guess they were not too happy about that. ‘We are going to be called Nancy boys, sissies,’ was the talk. 

The Scoutmaster would hear none of it. ‘You’re going to be the best chorus line ever,’ was his retort. Many mothers were asked if they could help out. Mother, who had been into amateur dramatics in high school, and college, offered her services. She had done her fair share of kicking her legs up and all that. If dad hadn't come along, she may well have ended on the stage. 

“My mother drilled us all into a highly proficient, orderly, chorus line. Mother knew her task was going to be hard but she persevered. If any of the boys thought this was going to be easy, they were in for a shock. This took more out of them than playing a ball game. The scoutmaster had a dig at the Can Can line. ‘I thought this would be easy for you. It’s only girls work” The scoutmaster thanked my mother for her excellent work ‘You’re a perfectionist, Ella.’

“Mother was indeed a perfectionist. She had asked the boys to bring dresses and skirts along with them, to get used to dancing in them. I had been given my cousin Jenny’s dresses to wear at home. Mother said I had to change into them every night when I came home from school, to get the feel of a skirt. Mother had also asked the other mothers to do the same with their sons. As you can imagine, there were a lot of disgruntled boys. 

“Mother called me Davina when I had a skirt on. ‘It would be silly to call you by any other name when you’re dressed as a girl,’ she said. I never argued. 

“Before the dresses arrived, our hair had to be done up in girls styles. At this time, long hair was in vogue for boys. The mothers doing the hair styles had a field day and woe betide the boy who would undo them ‘til this Gong Show finished. For those whose hair was short, wigs were soon found. At least they could be removed at night

“The beauticians soon went to work. They did their work well; a boy’s face could not now be seen. 

“The dresses arrived and the final rehearsals was to take place as other troops in the county were having theirs. All the troops would come together for the final rehearsals for all. 

“Our Can Can dresses were red and black the skirt was full circle and came to mid-calf. The underside of the dress was masses and masses of tarlatan frills in Page - 5
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alternative rows of white and deep red. There were matching frilly knickers, heavy black stockings and black leather lace-up ankle length boots. 

After the rehearsal, the scoutmaster congratulated mother. 

“I’m not happy, Harry. There is something missing, and I think I know what it is. Let me take Davina’s dress home. Can we have an extra rehearsal, say, next Wednesday?” 

“Sure Ella, what have you in mind?” 

“Wait and see,” was mother’s reply. This would be two days before the final dress rehearsals for all the troops in the region. 

“On Friday afternoon, mother had taken a trip over to visit Sally Lunn, one of the mothers who had been a dressmaker.” 

“Come in, Sally, let’s go up to David’s room. David, come with us.” When they arrived, Ella asked her son to change into the Can Can outfit. He obeyed. 

“You can see what I was talking about, Sally.” 

“Yes Ella,” Mrs. Lunn said, opening the holdall and taking out a measuring tape. This tape was used to measure Davina’s chest, then waist and rear end. She pulled out various items. 

“I think these will do for now, Ella.” Sally held up a bra, a small lace-up corset, and various bits of padding. Davina’s mother told her to take the dress off. “She” 

now stood in her panties and stockings and ankle boots. “First thing we take care of is here, Ella,” Sally said, indicating the breast area of Davina’s chest. “You’re quite right, Ella. Girls of that age would be showing signs of developing breasts, this B-cup bra should take care of that,” she said, holding the bra in front of Davina for him to put his hands through the straps, which he did as they were pulled up on his shoulders and clipped at the back. 

Sally, holding various strips of foam and padding, put them in the bra cups one at a time ‘til she had it just right. “It’s not perfect, Ella, this is a rough guide. 

I’ll work on it at home just to see how it looks.“ Mother nodded her head and agreed. Sally, taking the little corset, wrapped it ‘round Davina’s waist, laced it up the back and tightened the laces which pulled the stomach in and pushed the chest and Davina’s rear end out. There were three suspenders hanging down each side which Sally threaded through Davina’s panties. “No need for a garter belt now, Ella. She is starting to get that female shape that I wanted,” Mother said. 

Sally took more padding out the holdall, giving some to Ella. They proceeded to stuff it down the side and rear of the panties ‘til they were satisfied. “Yes, that’s it, Ella,” Sally said. “Davina, if you will go into the toilet, remove your panties and hand them out, Sally will get to work on them.” 

Davina did and handed the panties through the door, to her mother. Sally took needle and thread out of the holdall and started stitching the padding onto the inside of the panties at the sides and bum area. “This is just rough stitching to give us an idea.” The panties were handed back through the door for Davina to put back on. 
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“It’s just right, Sally. It’s wonderful. She is going to be a wonderful girl.” 

“Yes, she certainly is. On Wednesday we measure the others up. I should be able to fix all the bras and panties the day before the final dress rehearsal. I still have my connections in the rag trade, it shouldn't cost anything. Ella, you certainly are a stickler for detail, I have to admire you for that.” 

Davina looked at herself at the mirror and saw budding breasts, a nipped-in waist, swelling thighs, and cute little buns. “Yes,” she thought, “when the makeup goes on and the hair is styled, I will hardly recognize myself.” 

On Wednesday, Sally measured the rest of the chorus line for bras, corsets, etc., Davina received a wolf whistle from somewhere as her padding and bra fillers had given her a girls shape. “I’m glad you like Davina’s shape, girls, because you’re all going to have that shape from Friday onward, so get used to the wolf whistles,“ Ella said to the “girls.” 

***

Friday evening saw activity as the girls were in the theatre rehearsing their dance routines with Ella. All the dresses and skirts were now fitting perfectly. 

“Joan, Maxine, we’ll try that again. You other girls limber up, then we’ll all try that routine again,” Ella said. Everyone helped each other. It was teamwork. 

It was at the Saturday rehearsal, with Davina standing in the wings, that Jim Silk, one of the lead singers in the show, came over to talk to Davina. Davina did not notice immediately that Jim had put his arm ‘round her waist; when she did, it was removed, Davina was secretly pleased that she could have such an effect on a male. Jim Silk was bewitched and fascinated by boys or men in woman‘s clothes. Jim never considered himself gay because in his mind it was a woman he was making love to, even if it was a man in a woman’s dress. He was to have many affairs and make love to many transvestites and transsexuals in later life. 

***

Monday night, the Gong Show started. Everything went all right. Ella’s well-drilled dance troupe was a hit. Everyone was looking forward to the mayor coming on Saturday. 

Saturday after the afternoon show found the dressing room a beehive of activity with many “girls” in various states of undress. Joan was sitting in her bra and panties while one of the hairdressers combed out and fluffed her hair. Another

“girl” was having her make-up put on: black liner under her eyes, then false eyelashes were applied. “Davina, give me a hand to take this blouse off so I can take my shower.” 
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“All right Maxine, then you give a hand with mine.” Davina undid the six buttons at the back of the nylon blouse. Maxine took the blouse off, placed it over the back of her chair, unclipped her bra, put that over the chair and sat down. “She” 

unclipped her smoky gray nylon stockings, rolled them down her legs, then made her way through to the showers. 

As Davina followed her, one of the women doing hair shouted, “Don’t forget the shower caps.“

When they were finished and toweling themselves down, Davina said, “Don’t forget to use the talcum powder and scent my mother left for all us, Maxine.” 

“Yes of course, Davina dear.” It was a conversation one could never have imagined coming from these boys six or eight weeks earlier. 

Ella came in carrying a tray full of sandwiches followed by two boys carrying more sandwiches and several pots of coffee and cups. 

As the girls were munching the sandwiches, some prodded Joan. Joan was the best-looking girl of them all, small, petite and pretty, with a girlish complexion. 

Joan stood up, blushing. “Ella, I have been elected spokesperson. I have been elected to thank you for all the hard work you and all the other ladies have put in on us. It could not have been easy, but you have molded all of us into a very effi-cient chorus line. I think it is fair to say we all have learned something along the way. In appreciation of the work you have put in, all the girls chipped in and bought you and the other ladies these boxes of chocolates.” 

Ella was completely overcome by the gesture. Her eyes glazed with emotion and a little tear formed in her eye. “You really caught me by surprise. I never expected anything like this. I think you have learned more than wearing a skirt. I will always remember you all as my girls. Tomorrow you will return to being boys once more. You may never wear a skirt or dress again, but I hope you will treasure these few weeks. Tonight is your last show and I know my girls will shine one last time, because the mayor as well as a lot of dignitaries will be here tonight. After the final curtain, do not remove your dresses. Photos will be taken of everyone in the show which you all will be given as a memento. Finally, there will be a buffet and disco backstage after the final curtain. I expect you will all turn up in your boys clothes.” 

Brenda spoke. “Ella, do we  have  to come in boys clothes? I don’t know about the others but I would like to spend the last night in these clothes,” she said pointing to her blouse and skirt.” 

“I see no problem in that. You’re all sweet girls,” she said, shedding a tear. She kissed each and every one on the cheek. 

***
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The dance troupe had four dance routines, two in the first half, two in the second, included the Can Can number which was the highlight. In the first half, they did their novelty comedy piece, the old Bobby Vee number Rubber Ball which had everybody laughing and chuckling. The girls came on from the side in a line wearing a white high schoolgirls sweaters, black pleated skirts, white socks and Mary Jane shoes, skipping and singing. Each was bouncing a rubber ball on the floor with her hands. Then they formed a circle, still bouncing their balls. 

That was their last routine in the first half. The girls were now busy changing into their Can Can outfits for the second half of the show. The second half started, and after ten minutes, Ella came. “Girls, this is your big one. You’re on in five minutes.” Everyone had a butterfly in her stomach. Even though they had done it every night that week, all these dignitaries watching them made them nervous. 

Their Can Can number started to the music of Jacques Offenbach. The troupe entered from stage right in a line, each with her hand around the waist of the girl next to her. The number came off without error. The girls were flushed with excitement at the ovation they received. 

As the girls reached the dressing room, Ella kissed each one and gave them towels as they were sweating profusely after that exhausting dance. “Again, my girls were just magnificent.“ The got a quick touch up with makeup and they were all ready for the final curtain call. 

The MC called out the various acts. One-by-one, each came on and took a bow. 

“Finally Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you your own wonderful Can Can dancers. 

Give then a big hand!“ The troupe came out and curtseyed to the audience, to ap-plause. They took three encores. Stagehands came and presented each “girl” with a bouquet of red roses. 

Everyone was now backstage to receive a handshake and congratulations from the mayor his wife. As the mayor’s wife came to the troupe, she said to Ella, “Well, Mrs. Lenny, I must really congratulate you. I just could not believe these were boys. They all look so sweet. I wish all boys were as nice as them. They  are  boys, yes, Mrs. Lenny?“

“Yes, of course they are. My son is among them. You would think I would know my own son.“ There was a lot of laughter at that. 

Photos were now taken of all the “girls” in their Can Can outfits. 

As they all filed back to the dressing room, Ella said, “Girls, you can all wear the dresses from your first number to the party. The Can Can outfits may be a bit too heavy for disco. Have a good time at the party. Enjoy yourselves, let your hair down. After your hard work, you deserve it, girls.” 

***
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All the girls now wore the same outfit, which consisted of smoke-blue and charcoal-gray striped silk blouse, fitted bodice, off-the-shoulder neckline and cuffed edge. Above-knee-length cerise-pink silk-taffeta gathered skirt, worn over navy-blue silk petticoats with scalloped hems, wide buckled belt in matching fabric and colour to the skirt. Navy-blue satin shoes, pointed toes, high stiletto heels, honey-colored nylon stockings. Under their petticoats they wore wide-legged navy-blue silk French knickers to match their petticoats. 

As they left the dressing room, Maxine said, “No one will want to dance with us. We’re a lot of poofy boys, that's what they will think. We’ll just be standing around on our own.” 

Joan replied, “Oh Maxine, don’t be such a party pooper. If the boys won’t dance with us, then we will dance with each other. Girls do that, don’t they? We don’t need any old boys, we have ourselves. Let’s have a good time, boys or no boys.” That cheered everybody up. 

DJ Debbie Delight looked down at the girls and went to the mic. “Come on boys, give the lovely ladies a chance. They’re just waiting for you to ask them. I’ve got some hot rock for you to boogie the night away “ Some of the boys were reluctant to dance with a bunch of Nancy boys, although some did admit to themselves that the girls really did look good. By now the secretly spiked fruit punch was doing its work; one boy came over to Brenda and started to talk to her. These girls were not so bad after all. This was a sign to Jim Silk to go over to Davina and bring a glass of punch to her and start to chat her up. His hand slipped ‘round her waist; Davina took no action. Two boys came to little Joan. Joan was laughing and giggling with the boys, as some of the other girls were as well. The disco floor was now getting busy as the girls found partners, except poor Maxine, who shyly stood in the background. 

Debbie Delight said, “Now that's better, boys. You’re all getting warmed up. In a little while, we will turn the lights down and put some smoochie music on. How about that, girls?” 

The alcohol was now loosening inhibitions and everyone seemed in a happy state. 

As promised, Debbie Delight did put some smoochie romantic music on and turned the lights low. 

Some couples had their arms around each other’s waist. Joan was dancing in-between two boys, saying, “You boys only want one thing from a girl.” She wasn’t making any attempt to get free, though. 

Brenda was in a passionate kiss with her boy. Davina was led into a dark corner off the disco floor by Jim Silk, whose lips descended down on Davina’s cherry red lipstick-covered lips. Davina’s eyes were closed as she received the kiss. Jim pulled her tightly against his body. Jim’s urgent hands traveled down her back to the hems of her skirt, to try and pull it up. Davina came to her senses quickly and removed them although she still kissed Jim in a passionate way. 
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Joan meanwhile was so involved with two boys that she did not know they also had led her into a dark corner. The boy facing her said, “Hey doll, how about coming back to my house? My parents are away for the weekend, we could grab a taxi.“

“No,” said Joan firmly. “I’m much too young for anything like that. What are you, some kind of pervert?” 

The boy was stunned. All of a sudden, he realized the truth of her statement. 

He turned beet red. “Uh, I’m sorry,” he stammered. “I guess you’re right. I don’t know what I was thinking.” 

“That’s okay,” said Joan. “No harm done.” Inwardly, she was secretly pleased. 

The incident, while somewhat disturbing, on another level was satisfying. It proved that she had the “stuff” to attract a boy. 

THE EARLY DAYS

David Lenny was now approaching eighteen, his grades at high school were excellent and he was on line to go to collage to study computer management. Then, out of the blue, something happened that was to change his whole life. 

It was on a dull and wet January morning at breakfast when Ella, David’s mother, excitedly held a letter in the air and said, “Ruth is coming here in 5

months.” 

Ruth was David’s mother’s older sister. At eighteen she had left the country to emigrate to Australia to seek fame and fortune. As Ruth was a shorthand typist, this seemed a bit optimistic. Lady Luck was smiling on Ruth, though. After seven tears of hard slog, she met Bill Lochead, a sheep farmer. After a short courtship, they married. Bill was ambitious and did not want to be a sheep farmer all his life. 

He decided to sell his farm in the outback, come to Sidney and invest in a small engineering firm, which he called Rill Engineering the “R” from Ruth, the “ill” from Bill. 

Ruth and Bill worked hard in their company. There were many times that they thought the company was going to fall, but they survived, barely making a living. 

Ruth learned business the hard way. 

Ruth found that she was unable to have children. This made her all the more determined the company should succeed, it was her baby. One of the big car firms had set up a new plant in their area and was in the process of subcontracting work to local companies. Rill Engineering was one such company. The company established a good reputation for reliable work and delivering on time. This led to more work; profits were now coming. Wisely, the money was ploughed back into the company and the factory expanded. 

Other contracts were secured and Rill Engineering took off in a big way. Life became easier for Ruth and Bill. 
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Ruth was forty-three when Bill suddenly died. Ruth was left in charge of a now successful Rill Engineering. 

Ruth felt Bill’s very much. Reflecting back on their life together she regretted that they had not spent much time together. Ruth decided to make up for lost time. “I have the money, there are others competent to run the business, so work ends and the fun begins.” 

Back to the cold January morning. Aunt Ruth was indeed coming in five month’s time; she was on a world tour. She would be coming to Europe to visit her relatives and staying with her sister Ella. Ruth could have stayed at the best of hotels, but it was family she wanted to stay with. Besides, David’s mother insisted on it. So at long last, David was to meet his Aunt Ruth. 

AUNT RUTH ARRIVES

Preparations for the coming of Aunt Ruth were going on in the Lenny house-hold: papering and painting the house, installing new carpets and tidying up of the house. During her stay, she was to occupy David’s room. David was to stay in the spare bedroom. 

The big day soon came and the whole family was there including husbands, nephews and nieces, all waiting for Ruth. Ruth’s plane duly arrived. After going through customs, Ruth appeared in the arrival lounge. She had on a neat two-piece red suit. The skirt came to two inches below the knee, her slim legs were encased in champagne-colored stockings, and on her feet were the most attractive little blue embroidered brocade court shoes with three-inch heels. Her hair was done in an upswept style which made her look taller than she really was. She had diamond pin earrings on. 

After the introductions, she said, “You must be David.” She gave a big hug and kiss on the cheek to him. David could smell perfume and talc emitting from her body. David was enraptured with her and already under her spell. Yes, you could say that David and his Aunt Ruth hit it off first time. 

Back home, Ruth had presents for all. For David, she had a Dugong (sea-cow), six inches long, carved in solid walnut, very expensive he was told. 

Ruth told many wondrous and exciting tales of her times in Australia. David wondered if his future lay there as well. 

After about a month, Ruth said she would be leaving for London and the continent. She would be returning for two months, then moving on to America in her world tour. David could now move back to his own room. 

Some four weeks after Ruth left on her tour that David was home one Saturday morning with no one else in the house. David was dressing and looking for a pair Page - 12
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of socks. Opening a drawer in the chest, he noticed woman’s clothes at the back of the drawer, Must be Aunt Ruth’s. 

The items consisted of a pair of pink silk Directiore knickers, a pink whalebone corset, and pink brassiere. David’s curiosity got the better of him and he removed them from the drawer, holding them up to examine then. The pink silky Directiore knickers came to about an inch below the knee. They were elasticized there and at the waist. They felt so nice and slippery in his hands. The pink corset was whaleboned, had eyehooks down the front and six suspenders hanging down, three at each leg. 

On the pink bra were two adjustable shoulder straps with four hooks and eyes at the back. Now, David was no expert in woman’s fashions, but what little knowledge he did have told him that these garments were out of date, compared to his mothers. Aunt Ruth, from what he had seen, was a pretty neat dresser and seemed to be in fashion. 

David had an urge to try them on. Ruth was slimmer than David, who found it a struggle to squeeze himself into her clothes. But squeeze he did; by holding in his breath, the hooks and eyes of the corset were fastened at the front. The shoulder straps of the bra were adjusted and, with much difficulty, hooked at the back. 

Standing in front of the dressing table mirror in this tight bra and corset, the thought entered David’s mind that there might be a pair of stockings somewhere. 

Sure enough, in another drawer he found a pair of rolled-up heavy gray cotton stockings. These were slowly pulled up his legs as he sat on the bed. 

He walked over to the mirror. As he walked across the carpet in his stockings, he could feel them stretch and tighten on his legs. At every opportunity ‘til his aunt returned he wore these clothes. 

A CHALLENGE FOR RUTH! 

Ever since she was a little girl Ruth liked challenges. That was why she went to Australia, new country, new life. When she married Bill, they moved to the big town and set up their company. That was a challenge. When Bill died, it became a challenge for a woman on her own to steer the company through the rocky road of heavy industry. She triumphed and continued to relish a challenge. 

On her way back to her sister’s home, after her Europe tour, Ruth spent a day at her financial advisers. Old Mr. Lowe, the senior partner in the firm, looked over his horn rim glasses at Ruth. He had to admit to himself that Ruth Lochead was a fine-looking woman. One would never guess this was a woman in her forties. 

Clearing his throat and looking at Ruth, he said, “Mrs. Lochead, as you know, Lowe and Lowe have looked over your finances, some twenty years worth, since your dear husband died.” 
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Ruth looked at the old man and interrupted him. “Please Mr. Lowe, just call me Ruth,” she said, gently touching his hand in a kindly way. This made old Mr. 

Lowe feel nice. If only he was some twenty years younger. Forget it, that’s crazy thinking. 

“As I was saying, err, Ruth, looking after your money was easy because you invested wisely. When you dabbled in the stock exchange, you seemed to know when to buy and sell. The result is you are a very rich lady.“. 

Ruth gave a surprised look at Mr. Lowe. “Rich, Mr. Lowe? How rich?“

“No no, dear lady. When I said rich, I meant RICH. We are not talking about a million, more like ten and it increases every minute, Ruth.”. Shocked was not the word for Ruth’s reaction. 

“Are you sure, Mr. Lowe?” 

“Never been so certain in my life, Ruth. You will never need to work again.” 

Ruth kissed Mr. Lowe. “Come on, I’m treating you and all your staff to lunch.” 

***

Ruth was now back at her sister Ella’s home. Money wise, there seemed no more challenges. Yet she was restless. She needed a new challenge of some sort, she thrived on them. Ruth had not long to wait for a most unusual challenge that would affect her life as well as her entire family. 

Ruth had decided to take the family out to a meal at a high class restaurant. 

David declined so that he would have another chance to wear women’s clothes. 

On taking off the clothes that night, he put then in the wrong drawers. That would be his downfall. 

On awakening the next morning, Ruth was searching for clothes to wear that day. Immediately she knew something was wrong. Her old “passion killer” underwear was in the wrong place. It should have been in the top drawer. She intended to give them to the Goodwill people. But why were they in the wrong drawer? 

Hadn’t she put then in the top drawer last night? The only thought she could come up with was that David must have worn then, or at least looked through them. Hadn’t Ella told her about that Gong Show, all those sweet-looking boys turned into girls for the dance numbers. It was a long shot but maybe David had a hankering to dress in girl’s clothes again. She laughed to herself, these clothes would have put most people off. 

All this sent Ruth’s mind whirling. David was a young man. To Ruth, the no-tion of him dressing in her clothing was mind blowing; that was one aspect of life she had not come across before. Then it hit her, the recognition of what her new challenge was to be. She felt a surge of electricity go through her body. This was a challenge like no other. This was the ultimate challenge. Change her nephew Page - 14
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David into a woman, not just a crossdresser but a real woman with breasts and a woman’s equipment down below. Of course, he/she would wear the clothes that go with that, and the very best at that. Nothing would stop her, nothing would get in the way. Already it was being planned in her mind. 

CONFRONTATION! 

Ruth’s plan of action was now set. She would confront David at the first opportunity about dressing in her clothes. She had no doubt that, one way or another, he would own up. That would be the easy part. 

She would be his friend to help him dress as a girl. As time went on she would cajole him, little by little, to dress fully as a girl. What about breasts? 

By then hormones would have started. This was better than any buying and selling of shares. You were actually steering someone’s life and they had no control over it. 

The opportunity Ruth had been waiting for came quicker than she imagined. 

Ella and her husband, who was chief engineer with the local factory of a well-known engineering company, had been invited to the annual dinner dance and performance awards. He had won for best engineering performance of the year. 

Ella and her husband would be staying at a five star hotel in London on Friday and Saturday night. The only problem, Ella said to her, was David. Who would look after him over the two days? 

Ruth learned David would soon be taking his higher exams. Ella had faith in her son, his grades had been more than excellent for years. He wanted to go into computer management after college. Ruth offered David a place in her company right away; it was only right that her family be involved in her business. The one snag was that David would have to accompany Ruth in her travels. His tutoring would be done over the Internet; if need be personal tutoring would be given by experts. This pleased Ella. Ruth mentioned that soon she would have to spend a few weeks in London on business. David would join her after that. 

On Friday night, Ella and her husband having departed, Ruth dropped the bombshell. “Why did you wear my clothes, David?” He of course spluttered and denied any such thing. “Don’t lie to me, David, I know you dressed in my clothes.” 

After a grilling, he had to admit it was all true. He pleaded with Ruth not to tell his mother. “Look David, it does not worry me in the least. Your mother tells me that you played the part of a girl in that show. Would you like to dress as a girl? 

You can be honest with me. I’ll tell no one.” 

David hesitated for a moment, looked at Ruth. That special bond he felt when they first met swung it. “Yes, I would like to wear woman’s clothes. I am not gay. 

You must understand that, Aunt Ruth.” 
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“Then we will do something about that this very weekend. Tell me, David. 

Would you really like to be a woman, not just dress as one?” 

“Whatever can you mean, Aunt Ruth?“

“In this day and age, surgery can change men into woman. You could have cosmetic surgery, even have breast implants before the all-important operation. I could pay for all that.” 

“I don’t know if I would wish to go as far as that, Aunt Ruth.” 

“Ah, but David, you never know ‘til you try. I can see that you have everything going for you, right height and all the rest. You’ll love being a girl.” Anything to encourage David. Ruth’s mind was now set on her new challenge. 

“David, it is after ten, I suggest we have some sleep. There is a lot to do in the morning.” 

“What is there to do, Aunt Ruth?” 

“Do? Why, buy all the girls clothes you need. No time to waste, girl. The sooner we have you in girls clothes, the better. You’re just going to love then. I know you’re just meant to be a girl.” 

The barrage of persuasion coming from his Aunt made David begin to wonder if maybe she was right. Hadn’t that Jim Silk treated him as if he really was a girl? 

Maybe his Aunt Ruth saw something within him that he had never suspected. After all, she was a woman. Who better to know if he had a female streak in him? It was wonderful that a woman would be giving him a helping hand to find his female side. 

“David, come with me to my room and I’ll find a nightie for you. There’s no time like the present to start.“. David was handed a very beautiful white rayon-satin ankle-length nightdress with a very deep V-shaped neckline, formed by two wide-set embroidered velvet ribbon shoulder straps filled with fine rayon-lace. 

As Ruth was a smallish woman, the nightdress would be a bit tight. This did not worry Ruth. As far as she was concerned that was all the better. He could now get the feel of womanly garments and be rushed into femininity. 

This was wonderful, so heavenly, so exciting, so girlish. Girls were so lucky to have these soft materials caressing their bodies. Yes, he just had to wear girls clothes. 

David fell asleep with images of himself dressed in silks, satins, velvet. 

THE CHALLENGE STARTS
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“Stella, Stella,” David seemed to hear someone say, as if from a distance, as he lay in bed the following morning. He felt his shoulder being gently pushed from side to side. 

David woke from his slumber, he could vaguely make out the form of a woman standing over him. Again she spoke. “Stella dear, its time for you to get up.” As his eyes began to focus, the blurred vision became his Aunt Ruth in a pink satin nightdress with intricate patterns embroidered in it, with a tie belt at the side. 

“Stella, I have run your bath,” she said, looking at David. 

“Where is this Stella?” David said looking at his Aunt Ruth. “You are Stella, dear. That's your femme name from now on, in private and when with me. Today starts the first day of your new life. You have a new name to go with the change, Stella Starlight.” 

“But why Stella?” David asked

“Well dear, it’s a long story, but if I had a daughter her name would have been Stella. Now dear, get up.” 

Ruth slowly walked around David as he stood there in front of her. She took a number of steps back, looking him up and down, from all angles. It seemed like an eternity before she spoke. “Well Stella, it may take time but I am sure we will transform you into a beautiful young woman.” Ruth spoke with a tone of authority in her voice; this challenge would be met. “We need a sturdy back lacing corset, a waist clincher to wear under your male clothing, to pull your body into shape. 

Your hair will grow long, that’s in the future. Ruth then took a tape measure out a drawer and proceeded to measure David’s chest, waist, hips and height, then entered the details into a little black notebook. “Just noting your size for a dress, slips, blouses.” 

Still standing, Ruth took David’s hand and led him into the bathroom. She stood him in the middle of the floor on a towel. Taking some hot water and soap from the basin, she soaped his legs and arms. This was followed up with one of David’s father’s safety razors slowly scraping off the hair. David felt smooth, soft and clean after that. 

“Now in the bath with you. All male smells and sweat must be cleaned out.” 

Aunt Ruth left the room while David bathed himself thoroughly. After some time, David stepped out the bath and wrapped a big fluffy blue towel around himself. 

“Now Stella, start here and work outwards to be feminine,” Ruth said, powder-ing him with talcum powder from head to toe. “Now a little dab of perfume,” she said and put some on his newly-shaved chest, underarms and behind his ears. 

David wondered what exciting events would befall him. His body was alive and his skin tingled all over. 

“Back to the room, Stella.” David was now placed on a stool in front of the dressing table mirror. “The reason I was taking your measurements, Stella dear, is because I shall have to leave you to go shopping for female clothing for you. Mine are too small.” 
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Ruth observed David, as she stood beside the stool. “But while I am gone, there are some things you shall practice. I will give you one of my corsets, suspender belts, stockings and shoes. You will practice walking, balance and deportment with a book on your head to improve your posture.” 

So saying, she opened one of her trunks and took out a high waist hook-sided girdle in blue and pink print. “Stand up, Stella.” Ruth now wrapped the girdle round David. “Breathe in, and again, and again.” Finally it was hooked up. 

David felt his body being pulled in at the waist very tightly. “Your first real nylon stockings, dear,” Ruth said, taking the cellophane off a new packet of ultra sheer non-seamed tan-colored stockings. “Sit down and hold a leg out while I roll them on.” Ruth now slowly rolled up the nylon stocking up Stella’s leg, stretching and pulling, ‘til she reached Stella’s thigh. Taking a metal suspender from the girdle, she clipped it on the stocking front, then connected another suspender to the back, followed by one at the side of the leg. She proceeded to do the same with the other leg. 

“Now stand up, Stella dear.” As Stella did, a sudden shock shook his whole body, as the nylon stockings caressed his legs. 

“Now lets carry on with the dressing.” So saying, she took the black silk French knickers she wore the other day. She held them in front of Stella who automati-cally stepped into them. A pair of light blue open toed sling backs with 2 1/2-inch heels was now produced. 

“Now put these on, Stella. You have a lot to learn, these shoes will help you practice to walk as a lady. We proceed to higher heels later on. Now watch me.” 

Ruth walked slowly across the room. “One, two and glide, one, two and glide. 

Stella, hold your body erect, head high, and step. One, two and glide.” Ruth took Stella’s hand. Stella tried to copy her. Although Stella only had 2 1/2 inch heels on, she was caught off-balance, twisted her leg and nearly fell. Ruth steadied her. 

“Not as easy as you think, huh? Your steps are too long, make them shorter to get your balance and that graceful feminine flow. Remember, you are not wearing a dress yet, which will restrict your movement, especially if it is tight round the legs, and rear,” Ruth said with a twinkle in her eye. “Now, keep practicing with smaller steps when I am away. When it’s perfected, try it with a book on your head.” 

Ruth left to shop for clothes for Stella. Stella, standing in a girdle, stockings, black silky French knickers and open-toed sling backs, practiced her walk. 

Ruth thought over the past year. She herself had cosmetic surgery, her breasts firmed up, her face reshaped, the bags under the eyes removed, all done in Thai-land. It would not be hard to get breast implants for Stella, even rear implants; she had heard of them. She would make inquiries in London when she was there, her money would do the talking. Then she would see old Mr. Lowe about that company she was interested in, the “De Beaune House of Fashion.” Ruth wanted to know everything about the company. 

Ruth arrived back at the house, carrying numerous parcels in her hands. 

These were deposited on the dressing table. Ruth, unbuttoning her coat and sit-Page - 18
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ting down on the stool at the dressing table, said, “Now dear, lets see that walk again.” Stella obeyed, walking back and forth. “Excellent, excellent, you are coming along wonderfully, we will make a lady out of you yet. Now let’s see how you look in your first set of woman’s clothes.“ She pointed to the brightly-colored packages on the dressing table. 

She opened one of the parcels, held up a black object with laces crossing over each other at the back. “A waist clincher to mould you into shape. I searched high and low for it. I finally found it in an out-of-the-way lingerie shop. Very pretty, is it not? Take a good look at it, you will know it well before long. You will wear this all the time, as Stella or David.” 

Ruth approached, loosening the laces of the clincher, then wrapping the clincher ‘round the stomach and waist. Then taking the black laces which she had undone, she threaded them, crossing the laces over each other through the metal eyelets at Stella’s back. Standing behind her now, she took the two loops in her hands and started to pull tight. Stella could feel her waist begin to draw in. 

“Over here, Stella. Stand in front of the bed.“ Ruth sat at the front of the bed, kicked her shoes off, placed the sole of her foot on Stella’s back and pushed her, retaining laces and pulling then at the same time. 

“We have pulled in another two inches. Much better.“ Ruth now tied the laces in a bow at the back. “Look in the mirror.“ There was no doubt Stella’s waist was pulled in. 

A suspender belt in white satin was now handed to Stella and hooked at the back. A pair of black stockings were handed to her. They proceeded to roll them up her legs. 

“Hold your hands out straight in front of you.“ The straps of a white satin brassiere, which matched the suspender belt, were slipped up the arms and on to her shoulders and were quickly clipped together at the back. Falsies were sewn in the cups of the bra, Ruth now adjusted the shoulder straps. This now gave Stella the appearance of a young woman with budding breasts. Pale pink French knickers were now produced by Ruth. Stella drew these wonderful items of female wear up her legs to her hips. 

“Stella dear, sit down at the dressing table mirror, I will now apply your makeup.” Ruth now took a blue cape and fastened it around Stella’s neck. Cleans-ing cream from a bottle was now poured on a cotton pad and applied to Stella’s face and neck. When Ruth was completely satisfied, a jar of foundation cream was opened. Taking a portion of cream on two fingers, she placed it on Stella’s cheeks. 

Then with both hands she spread it evenly and smoothly over the face, massaging it in. 

Opening a drawer at the table, Ruth took out her own makeup kit, took a brush and applied face powder all over, then brushed off the excess. This was followed by light pink blusher on the cheeks, a brown eyebrow pencil, blue eye shadow and black waterproof mascara on the eyelashes. Finally Stella’s lips were outlined with a ruby red lip liner pencil. “Now pout your lips while I fill in with this ruby red lipstick.” 
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Ruth lifted one of the large brightly-colored packages. Opening it, she revealed a shoulder-length button-up dress. Unbuttoning it, she motioned Stella to raise, turn her back and slip her arms through the arms. Stella observed the navy blue dress. It had white buttons, two pockets on the front. The dress stopped at mid-calf. Ruth proceeded to button it up and buckle the blue waist belt. 

A pair of blue court shoes was now produced. The had three-inch heels. 

Ruth sat Stella down once again and took her hands. “Tut tut nail biter. 

Naughty girl, good thing I bought false nails.“ Ruth was now filing Stella’s nails; she shaped then with a small manicure scissors, applied the false nails and red nail varnish. “Wave your hands and dry the varnish. Last item coming up!” 

A plastic bag now opened to reveal a shoulder-length blond wig. It was placed on the table. Ruth took a brush and comb and combed Stella’s hair softly down. 

The wig was placed on her head and combed into shape. The transformation was complete. 

“Stella darling, look in

the mirror at the new you!” 

Stella looked and could not

believe what she saw. This

was not David staring back. 

It was a different human

being, not of the male sex, a

softer, caring, tender per-

son. Her body even felt dif-

ferent. This was another

part of David staring back, 

a feminine part. This was

STELLA. 

“I feel feminine and

pretty in these lovely

clothes. I have deeper feel-

ings than words can ex-

press. I am forever in your

debt for showing me a new

life, Aunt Ruth. I love you, I

love you.“ Stella put her

hands ‘round Ruth’s neck

and kissed her. 

“There, there, Stella. 

You’ve just had an emo-

tional shock. I am here to

take care of you. Trust me. 

What fun is in store for us

all! Accept your femininity, 

encourage it, use it. Live it
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to the fullest, it’s been dormant too long.” She gave Stella a motherly kiss on the cheek. 

“But now, on to other matters. Exciting times lie ahead. Tomorrow you face the world in this outfit. We go for a spin in the car to the country. Others will see you in feminine dress. Now, go to bed and dream.” 

A DAY IN THE COUNTRY

At seven the following morning, Ruth lay in bed thinking. “I would imagine Stella has butterflies in her stomach,” she thought. 

She ran her plans over in her mind. The future looked to be on course. Hadn’t she forced her views on poor Stella and forced her into female clothes? 

Ruth shortly would be leaving to go to London on business. For Stella, or David, exams were soon to take place and after that would come his eighteenth birthday. Ella and her husband would be asked if David could join her company to take a job. She already had informed them that they would hardly see him in the coming years. 

David although not quite eighteen could do a competent job in her company. 

Meanwhile her thoughts returned once more to Stella, the poor mixed-up kid. 

He did not know whether he was coming or going. It was time to put Stella on the road to femininity. Ruth had never felt so much power over one human being. She could mould Stella anyway she wished. To some, what she had in mind could only be described as “Sexual Corruption.” To Ruth, though, the thought never entered her mind. To hell with what Stella thought, she was going to win this challenge. 

Ruth pulled the sheets back from the bed, easing her feet on the floor. She slipped then into a pair of red fluffy mules, stood up, slipped her cherry red loose flowing housecoat on, made to the kitchen and started breakfast. 

“Well Stella, how are we this morning?“ Ruth said as she opened her bedroom door with one hand; the other carried a tray containing the breakfast. Ruth put the tray on the bedside table and sat on the bed. 

“Oh not so good, I had a restless night, Aunt Ruth.” 

“Well, eat up. There’s ham and eggs. Get your strength back. By the way, drop the ‘aunt’ bit. My name is Ruth. From now on, it’s just Ruth and Stella.“

“Yes Aunt Ruth, err, I mean Ruth.” 

“Good, we shall set out your clothes for today. Nothing exciting. You will notice this is a simple little dress which will not draw attention to yourself. We wouldn’t want that, not at this stage of your transformation.” 

Ruth hung the dress on the wardrobe door. She was busy now, arranging other items on a chair beside the wardrobe. “Well Stella, you know the routine. The bath has been run. I shall be in after I have sorted these clothes.” 
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After Stella's bath, Ruth led her by the hand back to the room. Stella dressed, putting on the clothes Ruth designated. 

“You look lovely, Stella dear. To cap it all, I have some lady’s accessories you can wear. Come to my bedroom and I shall give you some.” 

“These are presents for you, Stella.” 

“Oh thank you, Ruth,” Stella said, opening the first of the parcels which contained a pair of clip-on pearl earrings. The next had a small gold ring with one emerald on top. 

The ring did not fit. Ruth said, “Never mind. We shall take it back and have another fitting.” The last package contained a silver lady’s wristwatch. It was in-scribed on the back, “To Stella with love, from Ruth.” These had been purchased on her shopping spree for Stella’s clothes. 

“How would you like to pick my clothes for today, Stella?“ Ruth said as she gave the keys to her trunks to Stella. 

“Yes, yes what an honor,“ Stella said. Opening the trunks, her eyes now beheld a colorful array of fine apparel in many combinations of colors, fabrics and materials. There were silks, satin, velvet, crepe de chine, Chantilly lace and many others. 

“How pleasant to be a woman,” Stella thought. To wear all these skirts and dresses gently caressing your body would be just wonderful, wonderful. Stella now applied herself to the task of picking an outfit for Ruth. Should she pick the blue skirt in rayon, to go with white blouse in chiffon? What about the black silk dress, or the two-piece nylon suit in red? 

It would take her all day to sort this lot out. 

***

Ruth was driving her hired car with Stella in the passenger seat, this being a sunny Sunday. Ruth was heading for one of these quaint little English country pubs to have a bar lunch. 

After driving for an hour and a half through beautiful countryside, the car descended down a long hill. In the distance a hotel was on the bank of a lake. This would be the spot. Ruth drove into the lot at the back of the hotel and parked. 

Making their way ‘round the side of the hotel to the front entrance, Stella saw they were not alone. A man and a woman, arm in arm, came from the opposite direction toward Ruth & Stella. As the couple came nearer, it could be seen they were in their mid-thirties. 

As Stella walked towards them, a little wind had come up. She could feel the wind blowing around her legs, the swish and swirl of the dress against her legs, Page - 22
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the flow and flounce against her legs and stockings. What freedom. The clickity-clack of her shoes upon the pavement, the pitter patter of her heart, the gulping of breath; she was acutely aware of them all. Will they know, will they know? 

Ruth smiled at them as they opened the lounge door to go in. “Beautiful day,” 

she said. 

“Indeed,” the man replied. It was quite crowded inside. Ruth managed to find a table in the far corner. After about a minute, the couple was walking toward them. 

“Do you mind if we sit with you, all the other tables are taken,” the man said, addressing Ruth. 

“Not at all, help yourself,“ Ruth said, pointing to the empty chairs. 

“We thought you would want to be alone with your daughter,“ the woman said, joining the conversation. 

The couple was now seated opposite Ruth. The barmaid given out menus and all ordered. 

“Oh, and a bottle of your best champagne,” Ruth said to the barmaid. Stella gave a funny look to her aunt. When the meals arrived and the bottle of champers was opened, Ruth said to the couple, “I am sure you will join in the celebrations and take a spot of bubbly with us.” 

Of course they would.”But what are we celebrating?” the woman said. Stella wondered as well. 

“Its Stella’s birthday.” Ruth now raised her glass. “A toast to Stella. Here’s to a new life and many, many happy years ahead.” The significance of this was not lost on Stella. It was really about a rebirth, transitioning from David to Stella. 

During lunch, Ruth talked about Rill Engineering and her leadership of the company. The woman turned to Stella. “You must be proud of your mother and what she has achieved.” 

Ruth cut in. “Stella is not actually my daughter, she is my niece, but she is as good as a daughter to me. Isn’t that right, Stella?” 

“Yes, Aunt Ruth,” she replied, trying to keep her voice low and feminine. 

Ruth deliberately kept bringing Stella into the conversation. Stella had to use a falsetto voice, which caused tension in her throat, to say nothing of what it did to her nerves. 

After lunch, Ruth rose. “Excuse me, I must go to the little girls’ room.” 

The woman who they now knew as Della, said, “I’ll come with you. There’s a better loo in the reception area.“

The man now looked at Stella. “Don’t you want to go as well? With all that champers, you might need to take a wee.” 

“Now now Kenny, you are embarrassing her,” Della said. Stella’s face had indeed gone red. 
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“Maybe Stella darling, you could join us. Your nose could do with a touch of powder,” Ruth said. Trapped, there was nothing Stella could do but follow the two women to the ladies rest room. Stella’s hand shook and she felt a lump in her throat; this pretense was getting to her. As she was about to enter the holy of holies, Ruth turned to her. “Oh, you don't look well, Stella. Give me your hand.” 

The other woman turned around. “The poor dear, all the champers, the excitement of her birthday, et cetera. Come into the ladies room and sit down.” Della put her hands around Stella’s waist to support her and help her through the door and Ruth took her hand. 

The room they had now entered was spacious with wall-to-wall carpeting in flo-ral patterns. The ceiling and walls were light blue, very cool, calm and relaxing. 

Six large cubicles lined one wall; opposite them was a dressing table and mirror. 

There were two full-length mirrors on either side of the dressing table. 

In front of the dressing table was a high back wicker chair and there were a number of soft cushions on the wooden seat. 

Della, still with her hand around Stella’s waist, led her to the chair and sat her down. Ruth had filled a tumbler from one of the basins with cool water and gave it to Stella. As Stella slowly sipped the water, she felt she had crossed a psychologi-cal barrier. She took a rest then did a repair on her make up. “Your cosmetic bag please, Aunt Ruth.” 

Ruth handed the bag to Stella as she entered one of the cubicles. Stella started repairing her make up; a dash of powder here on her shining nose, a bit of eyeliner , then lippy, a touchup with eyebrow pencil, and so on. She took her time as her aunt had instructed. Don’t hurry, it all comes with practice. 

Ruth, now at the table, started combing her hair. Stella thought, “I might as well use the toilet.” Entering a cubical, she shut the door and sat down on the seat. 

When Stella finished her toilet, she pulled her knickers up, smoothed her dress down, opened the door, went to the dressing table and retrieved the cosmetic bag. 

Della stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her stockings. 

“Just seeing the seams are straight,” she said, giving them a twist. Her stockings were of a tan colour. She was wearing a peach dress and a jacket to match, both in jacquard. “I suppose all you young things nowadays wear tights,” she said, looking at Stella. 

“Mother says it’s not quite ladylike.” 

“Good for mother. One of the old school, I see,“ Della said, hitching her skirt to her thigh to adjust her garter belt. “That's better. We girls must look our best for our men, eh, Stella?” 

Stella did not know where to look and shyly said, “Yes.” 

“Bet you have a boyfriend.” 

“No,“ she replied. 
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“I don’t believe you. Nice-looking girl, nice figure.” 

Della now made to leave, Stella following her. Della linked her arms through Stella’s as they came back to the table. 

“I see we are all friends,“ was Ruth’s comment. 

“Yes, we girls are getting on just fine,“ Della replied. 

Ruth and Stella spent a delightful day down at the lake with Della and Kenny. 

THE BLACK NOTEBOOK

Upon returning home, Ruth withdrew a little black notebook from her shoulder bag, opened it. “I’ve taken some notes today, Stella. Your overall performance was passable, that’s all I can say. Your voice, well, we have to work on it. It’s not quite the right pitch. I have detailed other points we will have to work on. I will go over them in the morning, before your parents come home.” Ruth knew she had to work hard on Stella. The challenge was driving her on, this was better than any takeover bid she had been involved with. Yet there was so much to do. 

As for Stella, she knew this was a try out, and she was happy that she had the courage to go through with it. Ruth’s inspiration had gotten to her. Didn’t her aunt say she could become a woman. Didn’t her aunt believe she really could? 

Now Stella believed it. 

“Stella, it is now time to remove your woman’s clothes.” This was a sad experience for Stella, as she knew it would be some time before she would wear female apparel again. 

Morning came, Ruth had awakened Stella, there was a good breakfast waiting on the kitchen table. Again, Ruth went over everything that she wished Stella to know. 

“The last seventy-two hours have seen a change in all our lives. I leave soon for London. It will be months before you join me, after your exams. Then the true transformation will begin. You are about to find the true you. How do you feel about that, Stella?” 

The more Stella thought about it, the more she became excited. Yes, she said to herself, she would like to take that next step. 

{***}

Ruth had left all of two weeks ago. Stella, as David, sat in her room looking at the notes Ruth had left her to work on whenever she had the chance, to improve her femme image. 
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VOICE

Ruth had purchased two audiotapes on voice pronunciation with samples of various female voices. When they next met, she would be arranging speech therapy lessons. 

DEPORTMENT

Stella was to practice walking with smaller, ladylike steps, sitting like a lady, and generally moving more femininely. 

MAKE UP

Ruth had supplied cosmetics of all sorts: foundation creams, face powder, eyeliner, mascara, blusher, eyebrow pencil, lipsticks, nail varnish, false nails, false eyelashes. These came in many colors and types for Stella to experiment with. 

CLOTHES

Ruth had left a dress, slip, knickers, stockings, bra and a panty girdle for Stella, who could only wear them whenever her parents were not about. Practice and practice, experiment she did. If she was not perfect, she was certainly better than four weeks ago. Stella felt relaxed wearing female clothes; her troubles seemed to fly away. As each day passed, the more she wanted to wear female clothes. Did she truly want to become female? in her heart of hearts, she knew the answer was yes. The real question was did she have the courage to go through with it? It helped that her Aunt Ruth was supporting and encouraging her. 

Stella knew what her condition was called; she was a transvestite, a crossdresser, a wearer of clothes of the opposite sex. Her Aunt had explained this to her. 

***

Time passed; David had passed his exams with flying colours, Now was the time to join Aunt Ruth in London. Ruth had been many places since leaving Stella four months ago. Now she had flown in from Hong Kong on a business trip. 

David's mother Ella, standing in the railway station with tears in her eyes, kissing him farewell. “You will write, yes, David?” 

“Yes of course, mother.” 

It would be a year or so before he came back home. But would it be as a male or a female? The train pulled out the station. David settled down to consider what lay before him/her. What new adventures were ahead? 

Page - 26

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

Ruth was at Kings Cross Station waiting to greet David. Like a mother and daughter they wrapped their arms about each other. As they kissed, she whispered, “Stella, my darling.“

David in turn whispered, “Aunt Ruth.“ To anyone watching it just looked like an affectionate mother and son. 

It only took the taxi five minutes to reach the five-star hotel in Mayfair, then they were in the luxury penthouse suite Ruth had rented. Ruth ordered a light lunch for David. Ruth reclined on a sofa and updated David on her business affairs. 

Ruth had set up one of the rooms in the apartment with computers to control her business. David was let loose on one of the computers and was wholly occu-pied with it for the rest of the day. 

“David, I think it’s time to go to bed.” 

“OK Aunt Ruth, there’s always tomorrow.” 
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THE REAL TRUTH HITS STELLA

David now entered a magnificent bedroom with wall to wall carpeting in royal blue, a walnut dressing table with make-up and lotions of all types to beautify the female face and body. In front was a large wickerwork chair with a high back and soft cushions on the seat. 

Behind this was a four-poster double bed with canopy. It had silk sheets and soft satin pillows in white all trimmed with delicate lace. Laid out waiting for him on the bed was a darling little nightdress with a matching negligee in emerald green, trimmed with white lace. 

The smell of breakfast woke David in the morning as Ruth, with a tray in her hand, came through the door. “Stella, we have a lot to do today. Take a shower and dress. I will see you in an hour in my room.” 

After a quick breakfast, David washed and showered, then came back to his room to put his male clothes on. They were nowhere to be seen; he tried all the various drawers and wardrobes. Strolling into the lounge in his nightie and negligee and seeing no one, he went into his Aunt Ruth’s room “Ruth, where are you?“

“I’m in the shower, Stella. Come on in.“

“Aunt Ruth, do you know where my clothes are?” Ruth was now pulling a pair of black nylon French knickers with rows and rows of black lace round the legs up over her black stockings, to her waist. She was paying no attention to Stella. 

“Stella, you better hurry up and get dressed. Want a hand?” 

“That's just it, Aunt Ruth. I can’t find any clothes.” 

“Let me see. How stupid of me, they’re here in my wardrobe.” 

She extracted a white blouse and red skirt from her wardrobe, along with a new pair of black stockings and wine-colored court shoes with three-inch heels. 

She handed them to Stella. 

“Oh,” Stella said. “Am I to wear them?” 

“Wear them,“ Ruth said with irritation in her voice. “What else did you expect to do with them?” 

“It’s just that I was expecting to wear my male clothes for a while yet,” Stella replied. 

Ruth face was red, and she was clearly trying to contain her temper. “Listen Stella, you’re playing this for real. Your male clothes have already been destroyed. 

In fact, you will never wear male clothes again!” 

Stella, now holding the clothes, made back to her room. Deep in thought she sat in front of the dressing table. Then it all began to sink in. Aunt Ruth was not playing games, yet she had this spell over her. Stella was bewitched by her and could not explain it. 
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Stella felt the presence of her aunt in the room, then her soft hands were kneading the back of her neck. 

“What will it be like?” she whispered to her aunt. 

“You will be happy, you will be sad, you will be ugly, you will be beautiful, you will be loved, you will be adorned, and you will know.” A gentle kiss now descended on Stella’s neck. 

“Come Stella, it has to be done.” 

Ruth now helped her dress and make up, then looking at her, said, “You yearn for it. Take my hand, do not be afraid. The future is yours.” 

000

A shopping expedition had been planned that day. A lot of money was being spent on clothes for Stella. As Ruth said, though, she could afford it. 

The hotel porters brought the many packages into the penthouse flat. Stella’s wardrobes and drawers were soon filled up. 

“Stella, it’s an early night for you, busy day again tomorrow. You have an 11:30

appointment for a small operation,” Ruth said and left the room. Of course Stella had a restless night, wondering what this “small op” was. Ruth had a laugh; this was part of the fun of a challenge. 

As Stella sat in her bra, slip, and knickers at breakfast, looking distinctly nervous, Ruth seemed amused. 

The first stop that day was at the speech therapy consultant. It was arranged that she would visit Stella for an hour every day to improve her voice. She then proceeded to give her first lesson. 

“Now Stella, lets proceed to our 11-:30 appointment for that small op,” Ruth said as the taxi sped on its way. 

It stopped in front of a very expensive jeweler’s shop. Ruth went up to the manager and said something Stella could not hear. 

“Yes, Mrs. Lochead, if you and your daughter will follow me, it’s all been arranged,” The manager said, going behind the counter to a small room beyond. 

“Madeline will take care of you,” he said, then left. A young woman about twenty-two came forward, looking at Stella. If you will take a seat here, err...“

“Stella,” Ruth filled in. 

“Nothing to worry about Stella, it will all be over in five minutes and you won’t feel a thing.“ The young woman was now rubbing the lobe of Stella’s ears with cotton wool soaked in alcohol. 
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“Funny you never had your ears pierced before.” She now had a sterile needle in her hand. She placed a piece of cork at the back of the lobe. A quick jab with the needle and it was done. Then she did the same with the other ear. A perfect job; holes in the center of each lobe. 

“These are the keepers you ordered, Madam,“ Madeline said, looking at Ruth. “I will now insert these keeper rings to stop the holes from healing over.“ Ruth & Stella spent some time in the shop buying bracelets, necklaces, rings, and of course, earrings. 

Arriving back at he penthouse, the first thing Ruth said to Stella was, “What do you think of the ear piercing?” 

“I was scared before I knew what was happening. It’s wonderful. My earrings are part of me, part of the woman I want to be.” 

“Good, Stella, good.” Ruth nodded in approval. “Maybe you could be wearing them before the week is out.” She hold long dangling earrings with clusters of pearls. 

It was not all fun for Stella, though. Her aunt introduced her to company agents in London. She was accepted, as Stella, a young woman. Ruth had told everyone that Stella had spent weeks learning the in and outs of the company, burning the midnight oil. Ruth was glad Stella was paying so much attention to details. 

Stella practiced her voice and speech. She was pleased to hear her voice slowly changing to a female sound. 

Ruth left Stella alone as she checked accounts on the computer. They had now moved into a luxurious flat where they cooked for themselves. 

One day, after Stella had made lunch for herself; she fell asleep from sheer exhaustion. The next thing she knew her shoulder was being shook from side to side. Aunt Ruth was standing above the sofa she lay on. 

“Its nine o clock, young lady. You have been sleeping since five, when I came in.” 

“Young lady, you need a rest. You’re overdoing it. I have some things planned, but the morning will do to tell you. Now off to bed.” 

The following morning, Ruth made breakfast. Stella was sitting at the table in pale blue satin French knickers, and matching bra, covered by a white blue star patterned housecoat and white tie belt. 

Ruth said, “I have a confession to make. I’m having an affair.” 

Stella replied, “Who is he?” 

“It’s not a he, Its a SHE! ” 

Stella looked in surprise. “DO TELL!” 
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AUNT RUTH’S LESBIAN LOVERS

“Yes Stella, it’s my Barbara, my darling Barbara. I love her so, I worship her. 

It’s not the sex I had with her, which was wonderful. It was the deep love she showed me. I never had that before, not even with my husband. 

“As you remember, four months ago I left to come to London. I had business matters to attend to. I called in to Lowe & Lowe, my financial advisors. Old Mr. 

Lowe welcomed me, I had asked him to check out De Beaune House of Fashion; I was interested in buying shares. He told me that the De Beaune House of Fashion is a young, up and coming company, keeping its ear to the ground in women’s fashions. The driving force behind it is Barbara De Beaune, a fashion designer. 

Her real name is Barbara Bickerstaff. She changed her name to something more appropriate to the world of fashion. Old Mr. Lowe said he had made arrangements for me to meet her tomorrow. As I was about to leave his office, he said she was a lesbian. 

“On arrival at Barbara’s flat, her personal secretary met me. ‘Ah Mrs. Lochead, Miss De Beaune is expecting you. Come up to her room and take a seat. She will be here soon.” And left

“I had been there a minute when a soft feminine voice said, ‘Is that you, Ruth?’

”Yes,” I replied, “where are you?” 

“’I’m here in the bathroom.’ The voice came from the room in the far corner. 

The door was about six inches open. I looked in and saw what I can only describe as the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in my life. There she was, standing in a sunken bath in the middle of a blue tiled floor. Barbara was facing me spong-ing her breasts. The soapy water flowed down her frame, making intricate little patterns on her body. A shiver of sexual shock ran over me. I wanted this god-dess. Oh how I wanted her, me who had never had a relationship with a woman before. 

“Barbara ascended from the bath towards me. ‘Take a towel and dry me down,’

she said. My hands were like lumps of lead; I could hardly lift them to grip the towel. ‘Let’s go into the bedroom, Ruth, and discuss our business.’ She put on a pink satin negligee with a tie belt and wrapped it ‘round her body. 

“’If you do not already know, I am Barbara De Beaune,’ she said sitting down at one end of a chaise-lounge and gesturing me to sit beside her. 

“’Now Ruth, I have read reports on Rill Engineering, as I expect you have on my company. A very successful business woman you seen to be, just the kind of person I would like to invest in my company.’

“Yes, Miss De Beaune. That’s just what I want to discuss with you.“

“’Call me Babs, Ruthie,’ said this nymph with blue eyes, slender limbs, swelling breasts and hips. She was about twenty-seven or twenty-eight, five foot six inches. 
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“For the next three or four hours, it was just business talk, as Babs outlined the future development of her company. I liked her plans and decided to invest in her company. She was a charming lady who offered me a place on her board of directors. I accepted. 

“Business over, she rang for her secretary. ‘What would you like to drink, Ruthie, tea, coffee, or something stronger?’ Turning to her secretary, she said, 

‘Two teas and a slice of cake, Anna. I’ll just put some clothes on while we wait for the tea.’

“I’ll leave the room till you are dressed.” 

“’No need to, Ruthie. We are women of the world. I’ve got nothing you have not seen before.’“

“Yes, I thought but you have more of it. She slipped her negligee off and stood up beside me. I don’t know why but I had to touch her. I stroked her back and immediately apologized. 

“Babs looked down at me and mysteriously whispered. ‘The time has not yet come, darling.’ So saying, she walked over to her dresser to put on a pair of white silk panties and matching bra, suspender belt, beige stockings, and a yellow satin dress. I was puzzled with her statement. 

“Anna brought in the tea, which we sipped in silence. Then Babs said, ‘Come on, my dear. Let’s have a spot of lunch at my club.’

“But Barbara...”I said. 

“’Don’t worry, Ruth. I take it as a compliment that you should have made a pass at me. We all have our lesbian inclinations at one time or another, dear.’

“But I am not a lesbian, Babs. 

“’Of course, of course,’ Babs said, putting a hand on my shoulder. 

“She called to Anna. ‘Tell the chauffeur to bring the car to the front door. Mrs. 

Lochead and I are going to the Lady to Lady club for lunch. I will not be coming home tonight, Anna.’

“A big smile formed on her face.” 

THE LADY TO LADY CLUB

The Lady to Lady club was situated in a quiet secluded suburb, on its own grounds some distance from any other dwelling. The club was a Georgian mansion; a fir-lined avenue a quarter-mile long led to the entrance. Babs, gave instructions to the chauffeur to garage the car at her home. We ascended the fifteen steps to a large Georgian-style door, which Babs opened with her club key. We were now in the reception area, with its attractive surroundings. A pretty young Page - 32
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girl at the reception desk now, pleasantly welcomed Barbara. “Usual table, Miss De Beaune, lunch for two?“

“Yes Gail, who is here?“

“Quiet morning, Miss De Beaune. Lady K.atherine Martin-Lyons and Miss Kay Rounds. Oh yes, Mrs. Peggy Steven Piggott and Mrs. Helen Oliver.” 

“I must introduce you to them,” Babs said, taking my arm as we walked to the cloakroom. We gave our coats in, then proceeded through a door beside the cloakroom into the dining room. Two women were sitting at a table near a large bay window, which viewed a lawn with tennis courts beyond. 

“Hi Peggy, Helen,” Babs said, addressing the two women The woman called Peggy rose and gave Babs a kiss on the cheek, which Babs returned. The same happened with Helen. 

“Girls, I’d like you to meet Ruth Lochead.” I was introduced to both the women, and shook hands with both of them. Barbara informed them that she would be putting me. on the board of directors, and that I had some good ideas for De Beaune Fashions. 

“Of course! Ruth Lochead of Rill Engineering. I should have known. Welcome to the team, Ruth,” said Peggy. Barbara explained that Peggy and Helen were also directors on the board. 

“Enough of this business talk,” Babs said. Where are Lady K.atherine and Kay?“

“Need you ask? Where else but upstairs?” Helen joined the conversation. “You would think they were mother and daughter, if you saw them,” Helen added. 

“Lady Katherine is infatuated with that Kay, Babs darling,” Peggy said

“Manners, ladies, Ruth must be wondering what we are talking about,” Babs said, scolding the two women. 

“Sorry, Ruth, for keeping you out of the conversation. How did you get to know Babs?” 

I explained it all to them. They in turn told me all about themselves. I liked Peggy & Helen. 

“Ruth, I am holding a party at the weekend. Please come with Babs,” said Peggy. 

“I’d love that, if Barbara does not mind.“

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world, we will drive down tomorrow for cocktails,” 

Babs replied. 

“Yes Ruth dear, let your hair down. You’re one of us now,” Helen said, giving Barbara a strange look. 

Just then two women entered the dining room hand-in-hand. One was in her late fifties, heavily-built, her make-up was thickly applied. The other was a very Page - 33
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young-looking woman in her early twenties, slim and fresh faced. The older one came over to the table. 

“Hello Helen darling, Peggy, Babs. Someone please introduce me to this divine person,” she said, looking at me. 

“Lady K.atherine, this is Ruth Lochead.“

Lady Katherine came over to where I sat. I rose to shake her hand, she put a hand round my shoulder and kissed me full on the mouth. There was no kiss on the cheeks. 

“A new member?“ she said. 

“No, just my visitor,“ Barbara replied. 

Katherine was now clasping my right hand; a vigorous smell of perfume emitted from her body. Looking at her hands, I noticed she had lots of rings on both, clustered with diamonds, emeralds, rubies. On her arms were bracelets of silver and gold. She had on a five-row pearl necklace, with stud earrings to match. 

“You will, of course, join the club. Ruth darling, there is no problem. After all, I am the treasurer,” Katherine said as she squeezed my hand in hers. 

The younger woman, who I now knew as Kay, was eyeing me hatefully. Peggy glanced over at Katherine

“Stop flirting with Ruth. See, you have Kay jealous.” 

“You know I like all beautiful women, Peggy. That's the way I am. Kay is beautiful in her own way, but she has to understand I will not tie myself to one woman.” As she said this, she gently rubbed her fingers in my palm. 

The thought quickly arose in my mind, what a fool I was! All present here were lesbians. I should have known by the conversation, their actions. 

While these thoughts were going round my head, Peggy and Helen left. Babs had business to attend to and would be back later that night. Kay Rounds had a tennis-coaching lesson. 

Babs left, giving me a kiss on the cheeks with the parting words, “You will be in Lady K.’s safe hands.” 

A LESBIAN LESSON FROM LADY Katherine

“Ruth darling, I’ll show you ‘round the club and its facilities,” Katherine said. 

She led me out the back door of the dining room. There was a croquet lawn and, further on, tennis courts. Lady K.. waved to Kay who was practicing with her coach. Then we went back into the Georgian mansion to see the kitchen and reading room, then into a very large room, which had been converted into a cocktail Page - 34
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bar, with a small dance floor. Lady K. ordered drinks for both of us’ gin and tonic for me, a Malibu for her. 

“We have a small dance here every Saturday, for the young and sometimes the not so young, but every so often, we have a dance where we can wear an evening dress or even a ball gown,” Lady K. said to me entwining her ring-covered fingers in mine. Of course you know the club and social events are for women only, Ruth,” she said as we sipped our drinks as she gave me the many details of the club. It did not take me long to realize the significance of the club’s name” “Lady to Lady.” 

“We will now go upstairs to show you the many grand bedrooms.” We ascended a winding staircase behind the reception area. The rooms Lady K. showed me were all luxuriously furnished. Some had deep blue velvet curtains at the windows, others red or gold. There were four-poster beds with canopies, silk sheets and satin pillows. Plush Queen Anne-type chairs were before the beautiful dressing tables made of oak, walnut, pine and other woods. The bathrooms and showers had golden taps, tiled floors of many colors. These were rooms very much made for women. 

“I usually stay in this room,” Lady K.. Said, shutting the door behind her. 

There was no denying that it had been inhabited by the female sex; there were petticoats trimmed with lace, panties and stockings, carelessly draped over the chairs. 

“’Now Ruth darling, give me a kiss,’” Lady K. said as I was pushed against the door. “’You’re dying for it, I know,’” Katherine softly said to me. I had been without sexual love of any sort, and my meeting with Barbara put thoughts in my head, I surrendered to her with ease. I closed my eyes, feeling her kiss. I loved this. 

“You’re one of us, darling,” Katherine whispered in my ear. 

“A lesbian?” There I was, calling myself a name I never thought I would apply to myself. 

“’No dear, never utter that word here. ‘Lover of women’ is nicer.’“

“Yes Katherine, I do like women. I just never thought of it that way.” 

“Lady Katherine lead me to a full-length mirror. Without a word she undid the buttons at the back of my red chiffon blouse and slipped it down my arms, I stood in my long line bra and skirt. Standing behind me, she kissed me on the shoulders. Slowly unhooking the bra, she placed her hands on my breasts and delicately fondled each nipple which became hard and erect. I was excited, love juice was now being secreted between my legs. Katherine turned me ‘round, held my head in her hands. As she kissed and kissed me, she inserted her tongue in my mouth, which I eagerly gave back. 

“Moving down to my breasts, she held them in her hands and kissed and sucked each nipple. I was now helpless. I wanted everything. Lady K. guessed this. 

“’Unzip me, Ruth darling,’” she said. Undoing the side zipper, she stepped out her lime green satin dress, stood in her bra, panties and tights. Putting the dress Page - 35
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on a chair, she approached me once more. Taking the elasticized waistband of my black skirt in her fingertips and wriggling it down over my hips, I now stood in suspenders, tan stockings and black knickers. 

“Katherine, with a hand between my leg,s felt the gusset of the knickers. “’My God, Ruth, you’re wet, soaking wet down there. You’re ready for it. You want it, don’t you?’“

“Yes,” I softly whispered. “Do what you want with me.” Although I had never been down this road before, I wanted Katherine to teach me. A better teacher I could not have found. Katherine walked to the four-poster bed, pulled the silk sheets back, beckoned me over.She sat me down on the edge of the bed and spread my legs apart. She pulled my knickers off. Kneeling on the thick carpet pile, she put each of my legs over her shoulders, her hands under my buttocks. 

She leaned forward and planted a kiss on my love hole, which was well lubricated by then. Lady Katherine, grasping my buttocks towards her and inserted her tongue into my pussy. Oh, how I moaned and groaned as her tongue searched each and every crevice in my pussy. I pressed my legs together, rubbing my stockings against her face. 

“My passions were running high, and I could not contain myself any longer. 

White sticky liquid flowed from the pussy into Katherine’s mouth, which she drank with gusto. 

“’It’s your first time with a woman, Ruth,’” This was a statement by Katherine, not a question. 

“Yes.” 

“’Well, it will not be the last, I can tell.’” 

“Lady K. removed my stockings and suspender belt and tucked me into bed. I lay my head back on the soft satin pillow and watched Katherine divest herself of her remaining clothes. She walked ‘round to the other side of the bed and slipped in beside me. 

“’Sleep, Ruth dear. There is more to come. Sleep.’” Putting an arm ‘round my waist, she smuggled up to my back.” 

MORE LESBIAN LESSONS FROM LADY K. 

“It must have been two hours later when I awoke from the arms of Morpheus; a sweet perfumed aroma hung in the air. I slowly opened my eyes to behold the magnificent naked form of Katherine, with her legs on either side of me. 

“’I’ve been observing you for the past twenty minutes. You tossed and turned in your sleep while uttering ‘Barbara, darling Barbara.’“

“I’m sorry, Lady Katherine.” 
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“Oh, don’t worry, Ruth. I could see Barbara had captured your attention. I’m used to it, but I am happy to be your first woman lover. Come here,’ she said, caressing my body, putting a hand on my breast, one between my legs, inserting a finger on to my clitoris. 

“I was becoming more confident and I pulled Katherine down against me. I put a hand on the soft skin of her breast, opened my mouth, placed my lips on the bulbous tip of the nipple, licked and sucked it. A sharp intake of breath from Katherine confirmed my actions had taken her pleasantly by surprise, which stirred her to renew my own love actions. 

“Katherine, leaning over me, said, ‘You’re ready for it again, sweetest!’ I looked down between my legs at Lady Ks pubic hair where her clitoris prominently pro-truded. My first impression was to ask myself was this is a man with a small penis? No, it was a clitoris. Lady K. pressed closely to me. She was easing the clitoris into my vagina, actually penetrating me. My vagina, well lubricated by now, slipped inside. I felt such sexual joy; I pulled her derriere towards me, as we entwined our legs together. Lady K. opened my mouth and indulged in another bout of deep French kissing as our bodies writhed and twisted in sexual ecstasy. It was then that I discovered the pure joy of LESBIANISM. 

“Lady K’s clitoris still explored my insides; rivulets of female nectar ran down my thighs, tears of joy ran down my cheeks. Katherine stopped. ‘What’s wrong, dearest? Why the tears?’

“I’m so happy, Katherine. I never felt like this before.” Katherine kissed me sweetly on the lips, reached out to the bedside table for a paper hanky, gently dabbed my cheeks dry, withdrew her clitoris and rolled over on her back. 

“’And now to dry the tears of joy at the opposite end of your body,’ she whispered in my ear. She pulled the bed sheets back, turned herself round and in a sixty-nine position, put her head between my legs and her legs to either side of my head. The black curly hair that surrounded her vulva came to within kissing distance of my lips. Meanwhile Katherine put her hands under my buttocks; pushing them up, she put her tongue into my pussy, which by now was wide open and heavenly scented with my love nectar. She licked and sucked. 

“I gingerly pried open her vulva and started kissing it slowly, Lady K. pushed it towards me. I felt my own pleasure mounting. I could hold back no longer and came with a gush. 

“Although I was spent, I had to carry on to give Katherine the same pleasure I had received. In due course, I received my reward as she, with a sigh, released the white creamy wine from her body into my mouth. I could not contain it all. As it overflowed down my chin and onto my neck, I reached out to pull a paper hanky and mop it up. 

“’Leave it for now,’ Lady K.said. 

“The pungent smell of sex, woman’s sex, filled the room. 

“Lady K. now lay back and shut her eyes and said, ‘Do you smoke, Ruth?’
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“No.” 

Katherine then withdrew a gold monogrammed cigarette case from her handbag. She took a long white-tipped cigarette from the case, lit it, deeply inhaled and slowly released the smoke. 

“’Bad habit, I know. After forty years, I still can’t give it up, Ruth.’

“Lady K. now rose, going to a large cabinet. She came back with the drink and set it down on the bedside table. For the next ten minutes, neither of us spoke. I sipped my drink; Lady K. smoked a couple of cigarettes. 

“Katherine interrupted the silence. ‘You will like Barbara. Nice girl, never had her.’“

BARBARA SHOWS HER JEALOUSLY

The club had filled since Katherine and I had our sexual relationship. It was all women, young, old, middle-aged. There were mothers, daughters, even grand-mothers! Lady Katherine knew them all and greeted them one by one as we strolled in arm-in-arm. 

We headed in the direction of the bar. Lady K. ordered drinks from a pretty little barmaid, we sat down at one of the tables. I looked around and saw couples at some tables, groups at others, some gaily laughing, others in earnest conversation. A few were on the dance floor holding each other, slowly dancing to soft music, kissing each other. I had never witnessed such a scenes before. 

We were not alone for long, as others came over to talk to Lady K. and myself. 

Many of them were in business for themselves like Babs and I. Others married to rich business men who were much more interested in making the company profitable than about worrying what the wife did. 

I had been in the bar about an hour when Barbara arrived and saw Lady K. 

surrounded by her court. 

“Get me a Barcardi and coke, Tina,” she said, addressing the little barmaid who had served us. 

Babs walked over to our table. “Been a hard day. Idiots could not see the advantage of my designs.” 

“Babs, can I get you something to eat?” I said. 

“I think Babs needs a rest, Ruth. Besides, you can’t buy her anything here. 

Only members can,” Katherine said. 

“A few drunks and I’ll be all right. Conversation with Lady K. and you will help,” Babs said. “By the way, I have booked you into here for tonight. Is that OK? 

No other appointments tonight, Ruth?“
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“Yes I’ll tend to business in the morning before we set off for the weekend. 

Which room is it?” 

“My room,” Babs replied in a manner that implied I should have known. 

I felt wonderful at this news as a warm glow spread along my insides. I was in the hand of Sappho once again. 

Kay Rounds had appeared in our company and joined in the conversation. After some twenty minutes, Lady K. Rose. She was holding hands with Kay; she said they would have to go, gave Babs a kiss on the cheek and did the same for me. 

Kay exchanged kisses with Babs and myself. 

“Ruthie, I’m rested, but I think I will have an early night. Stay if you want. You will find many interesting people here,” Barbara said, speaking to me. 

“It’s okay,” I replied, “I could do with an early night myself.” I was thinking about the sexual excretions between Lady K.and myself. 

We left arm-in-arm and ascended the winding staircase once more. At the top we took the passage to the left which had bedrooms either side of it. We went to the last bedroom on the right-hand side. 

Barbara opened the door, switched the lights on and quickly locked the door. I had but taken a few steps into the room when the soft voice of Barbara came from behind me, “Ruth.“ Turning ‘round, I saw a face full of rage. Suddenly, without warning, the back of her hand flew through the air, landed full force across my face, not once, but three times, followed by the word bitch each time. Her other hand grasped my hair while she uttered, “Couldn’t wait for it, slut?” 

The shock stirred my brain. Barbara was jealous of Lady K. and me. How did she know? 

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, Babs,” I said as she released my hair. I fell on the bed weeping and sobbing tears on the silken pillows. 

“Sorry? Sorry? You should damn well be” “ Her voice was calming down. “I should never have left you in the hands of that old dyke Lady Katherine. You couldn’t know. I blame myself.” Babs had now come over to the bed and was looking down at my back. 

“No, you have no blame, ” I said, half-turning my tearstained face towards her. 

“But,” I stuttered, “how did you know?” 

“Get up, sit in front of the dressing table mirror, look at yourself. Tell me what you see honestly.” 

I saw an old haggard-looking woman, tears having spread my harsh makeup all over my face, with blue and red blotches streaked all over. I told Barbara so. 

“Yes exactly, the mark of Lady Katherine. It was no accident you were made up like that. She does that to all her conquests after the first time, to tell others hands off, do not touch, she belongs to me. That’s why no one here will go near Kay Rounds. Now go and wash that muck off and give me a kiss.” Babs’ mood had visibly changed from that of five minutes ago. 
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Coming back into the bedroom, I spied the Babs’ long tresses spread over the silken pillows. She had her eyes shut. I tiptoed to the dressing table and divested myself of my clothes. As I stood there with nothing on, the voice came floating through the air. “Ruthie, come over here and let me see you.” Her eyes were still shut. 

“Yes, that’s better. Tomorrow you are going to be a really beautiful lady. I’ll make an appointment with my beautician before we go to meet Peggy and Helen.” 

Babs raised her head from the pillow to kiss me. As she did so, the sheets fell to expose her small boobs. I placed my palm like a cup over one. I caressed and pulled the breast and felt the nipple harden in my palm. Babs’ hands were now exploring my thighs. They slowly made towards my twat. Arriving there, they stroked it, then penetrated my vagina. I released her breast, kissed her on the lips, slid my tongue in her mouth and French kissed her. Juices flowed within me. 

I was becoming breathless

with excitement. Babs

stopped, withdrew her fin-

gers, pulled the covers

back. 

“Why, you’re shaking. 

Ruth dear, come and rest

beside me.” Barbara was

completely naked, as I also

was. Babs encompassed me

in her arms like a baby; we

must have remained in this

position for at least five

minutes. 

Then Babs, taking her

own small breasts in her

hands, rolled on top of me

and rubbed the nipples

against my nipples, until

they too became hard and

began to tingle. I was be-

coming more amorous with

each passing moment. I

placed my hands between

her legs as our abdomens

rubbed together. The

strands of hair between our

legs intertwined. My hand

was still between her legs. I

tried to withdraw; she

pressed her thighs together

to prevent me. 
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Babs gave me a love bite on the neck. “That’s my mark, you are mine.“ The significance of that was not lost on me. 

The next hour or so I experienced the deep Sapphic love Barbara had for me. 

We finally fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

I awoke early in the morning to see Babs still in slumber. I took more aware-ness of my surroundings and perceived a delightfully decorated room. A number of expensive prints of well-known paintings were on the walls. They were all of women; women alone, women together. I spent some time lying there, observing each painting. 

“They’re beautiful, Ruthie, are they not?” Babs, now awake, was looking at me. 

Yes was all I could answer. 

“True reflections of the wonderful love we women can have for one another. 

Look darling, we were even in the same pose as the one above.” Babs had a gleam in her eye as she said this. 

I looked at the print above the four-poster bed. It was of “The Sleepers,“ a painting of two lesbians, their limbs suggestively entwined. Then I looked at Barbara and myself. She was right. 

Babs moved out of the pose and put a hand under the covers. She found my vagina. At first she toyed with the wisps of hair on my mons veneris, then she started fingering me. I made little sighs and slight movements as she penetrated me with her finger and found my clitoris. 

Babs asked me if that was what I liked. I hoarsely croaked yes as I felt an or-gasm mounting. I jerked my thighs, and she leaned forward and kissed my mouth. I opened my eyes, Babs worked away until I climaxed strongly over her fingers. Babs sweetly rubbed them over my lips and I licked with my tongue. 

Babs gave me a friendly pat on the derriere. “A long day ahead, Ruthie. Get your bra and knickers on, we have a lot to do.” 

After my lesbian experiences at the Lady to Lady club with Barbara and Lady Katherine, I had many others with Peggy Stevens Piggott, Helen Oliver, even Kay Rounds. 

Ruth never told Stella about the conversation she had one night, when lying in bed with Babs at her flat. “Ruthie, I’m having a problem at work,“ Babs confided to her. 

“What would that be, darling?“ Ruth replied. 

“Two of my top models have been date raped.“

“Oh how awful! What swine did this?” 

“It was Tarquin McVickers, the heir to the Miller whisky group. His precious mummy runs the company. He will take it all over when she dies, of course. Her money paid his way out of trouble; he got off Scot-free. His mummy, Laelia, said he was only having fun and that the girls led him on and were a couple of tarts. 
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the charge. I’m so mad! I would do anything to have revenge. How I hate that man and that mother of his. She says he is just proving he is a man and not a poof. 

She hates homosexuals.” 

“Does she?” Ruth said. Ruth's mind already was working out a scheme to avenge Barbara and her models. “Babs, did you know that I’m turning my nephew into my niece?” Barbara listened intently, was quite fascinated with it all. 

“I would like to turn many men into women, but what has this to do with Tarquin McVickers and my models. What do you want to do, turn Tarquin into a woman?” 

“No, no don’t you see? We have the perfect solution Babs, to humiliate Tarquin and possibly his mother as well. I have arranged for my Stella to have cosmetic surgery on the face, get a nose job, have her chin and cheek changed, followed by breast implants of course Stella does not this know yet. Now when this is all finished, I want you to take her on as one of your models. We introduce her somehow to him, then we will take it from there. I also have something in mind about his mother, too, which I do not want to tell at the present,” Ruth enthusiastically said. Ruth had found another challenge even better than Stella. She could com-bine both into one. 

STELLA IS LED TOWARDS A NEW LIFE BY RUTH

By now Ruth had told Stella all that she wished her to know. Barbara, she said, was out the country at present but Stella would meet her when she came back. Ruth had not intended to rush Stella but plans were changing fast. Now was the time for Stella to have cosmetic surgery and breast implants. However the full operation she did not wish to happen yet, as she planned for Stella to meet this Tarquin McVickers while she still had a prick, even if it had shrunk by them. 

Stella would be on hormones by them. 

Ruth also planned to move in with Barbara in the next few weeks. “Oh Stella darling, you know I was thinking, now is a good time for cosmetic surgery and breast implants. You are really going to like it, this is what you always wanted, dear. I can tell that you are going to be a beautiful woman and turn many a man’s head.” Ruth was laying it on thick. Ruth now dropped a bombshell. “How would you like to be a model for De Beaune Fashions, darling?” 

Stella’s face showed surprise. “I could never be a model, could I?” 

“Of course you could. Not now but wait ‘til you have all the operations I mentioned,” she said, encouraging Stella once more. 

Ruth explained about the moving in with Barbara; Stella would be coming too. 

A FACE FROM THE PAST
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Stella had now met Barbara and had moved into her exclusive luxurious town house with her aunt. Barbara had told her that she was just the model she wanted after Stella had the ops. A flat for Stella to stay in on her own was arranged. This was no problem with her Aunt Ruth’s money and, after all, every high-class model should have her own pad. Ruth and Barbara wanted to snare Tarquin McVickers with Stella’s charms; to that end, Ruth had hired the best surgeons available. 

The day was arranged for Stella to visit the surgeon, who was now very competent on her makeup. As for her speech, well, you could not now tell by her voice that this was technically a man. Her clothes sense was excellent; the cosmetic surgery would make her even better. 

She was nervous the day she came to the clinic. The receptionist looked at the list in front of her. “Oh yes, Mr. Allan is expecting you. If you go through that door, his secretary will see you.” Stella entered the office where a woman working on a computer looked up at her. 

“Please take a seat. Mr. Allan is with a client just now, he should not be long.” 

After ten minutes, a young woman came out Mr. Allan’s office. Stella glanced up at the woman. A flicker of recognition flashed in her mind. 

“Jimmy?” 

The woman turned around, looked at Stella and recognition also entered her head. 

“Could we meet up after my consultation with Mr. Allan?” Stella said. A million questions ran through her mind. 

“Yes. I’ll wait in the reception area.” 

Entering Mr. Allan's office, a young-looking man who sat at a large desk looked up at her. “Ah, how delightful to meet you. Your aunt has told me all about you. 

May I say so how beautiful you are, more even than your aunt said. Your aunt said you could not wait for cosmetic surgery and breast implants. A medical checkup has to be done, only a formality. You look to be in good shape to me. Any questions?” 

“Mr. Allan, can you assume me that nothing will go wrong. How long will it take?” 

“I can see you are uptight, no need to be. As I said, you’re a fit girl. I consider myself to be one of the best surgeons in England. You’re beautiful now; after the operations you will look even better. You will be here for four weeks. We’ll do the nose job first, then the chin and cheeks, finally the breast implants and we will be putting you on hormones as of today. Does that clear things up, Stella?” 

“Yes, Mr. Allan. I cannot believe all that my Aunt Ruth is doing for me. Do you think I can be a model for the house of De Beaune?” 

“Again I see no problem. Now remove your clothes so I can examine you.” 
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Stella was a bit timid; she had never stripped for a man. Taking all her clothes off, she stood naked before Mr. Allan. Blood pressure was taken, followed by an electrocardiograph for the heart, samples of blood and urine and many other tests. “You seem in good health, Stella but these blood samples will have to go to the lab, I do not expect any complications. I have prescribed your hormones. How they will affect you, I do not know everyone is different. You will have some sick-ness, I am sure. You may have mood swings, some TS’s do. Your breasts will become larger than before the op, and they will also become sensitive. You must report any changes to me right away, Stella, you understand?” Stella nodded her head, shook Mr. Allan's hand and left his office. 

Stella almost forgot about Joan until her voice came floating through the air. 

“Joan, I almost forgot. Sorry, lost in my own thoughts. Let’s go to some cafe and have a talk.” 

Having found a nearby coffee shop, they sat down and ordered coffee and cakes. They told each other what had happened since that long ago Gong Show. 

The first thing Stella noticed about Joan was her appearance; it was a wonder that she had seen her at all. Her face was white and shallow and drawn as if she needed a good meal. 

JOAN’S STORY

As it turned out, Joan, the former Jimmy, a school friend of Stella’s, had had a bad time of it since they had last seen each other. If Stella’s life had taken a turn or two for the unusual, Joan had had nothing but bad luck. It seemed that nothing had gone right for Stella’s old school chum. Oddly enough, as she spun her tale, it turned out that she, too, had come to realize that he/she was transgendered. She had been living as Joan for some time now. Stella decided then and there that she would try to help her friend. She took her to her home. 

Going into the flat, Stella said, “You look as if you could do with a good meal and a bath. Go and have a wash, while I cook us up something to eat.” Stella liked cooking. Pots and pans sizzled as she went to her bedroom and took out a dressing gown and nightie for Joan. Stella knew they would be too big for Joan, but that did not matter at present. She put them in the bathroom door. 

Having finished her shower, Joan put the nightie and dressing gown on. She saw these were expensive clothes, too big for her, which was the least of her worries. Coming into the large living room, Stella bid her to sit down at her large Swedish table. She brought a meal consisting of chicken and French fries and Joan who had not eaten for over two days hungrily devoured it. “You look tired, Joan. Lie down in my bed. We will discuss your situation in the morning.“ Joan, who was too tired to argue, broke down. 

“How can I ever thank you?” 

Coming back into her living room, Stella had a long hard think about poor Joan. 
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Maybe Joan would be just the companion she needed, someone to go down the same road as her. They could share the worries and problems. Joan had no job, though. What about her Aunt Ruth? Surely with her money and influence, something could be found. 

STELLA FINDS A JOB FOR JOAN

Stella dialed her Aunt Ruth’s number. Ruth's phone rang three times, then Ruth answered. 

“Stella darling, what news have you got? How did your visit to the clinic go, darling? You have good news and bad news? Well, give me the good news first. Oh good, very good. You say the operations will come in a couple of months? That is good news, dear, you will be looking forward to that. Now, give me the bad news Well Stella, I cannot promise anything but bring her over to our flat in the morning and we will have a chat with her. By the way, Barbara has just come back from the Far East.” 

Ruth put the phone down on the bedside table and kissed Barbara who was lying in bed beside her

“That was Stella, darling. She tells me the op should be in a couple of months. 

She ran in to an old friend who seems to be going down the same path. She asked if I could get her a job. What do you think, Babs?” 

“I think it would be a good idea. It would encourage Stella to be with someone else going through what she is going through. Let’s see this other shemale, she could maybe fit in our plans for Master Tarquin McVickers. What’s her name again?” 

“Joan. Let’s see what the morning brings. Enough talk, let’s get down to some serious lovemaking. It’s been months.” They welcomed each other and soon made up for lost time. Another amorous night of lesbian love took place between Ruth and Barbara. 

When Stella got off the phone, she looked in her bedroom. Joan was lost in sleep. Stella came back to the living room, went to the linen cupboard, sorted out some sheets, a duvet, a couple of pillows and laid down on the couch. She couldn’t sleep in her own bed even if it was a double. That would not be right. 

Morning broke, Stella awoke. It was a lovely day outside. She looked at the clock over her desk. 9 o’ clock. Peeking in her bedroom, she saw that Joan was still sleeping. Stella left her there to go to the kitchen to make breakfast. Eggs sunny side up, bacon and mushrooms, not Stella’s usual breakfast. All she usually took was a cup of coffee, and a couple of slices of toast. She had to watch her weight. However it was Joan she was thinking about. She looked so thin. 

Going back to her bed room, she gave a gentle shake of the shoulders to Joan. 

“Where am I?” came from her sweet little lips. 
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“In my flat, Joan dear. Get up. breakfast will be ready soon.” Stella left her to prepare the food. 

Five minutes later Joan appeared in the living room, in the dressing gown Stella gave her the previous night. Stella had set the meal out on the table in the living room. 

“Good morning, Joan. Had a good sleep?” 

“Yes, I feel much better now.” 

As they both ate their breakfast, Stella explained all about her Aunt Ruth. She herself had many questions for Joan about all the ops she had had. 

“Now Joan, I have made arrangements to get some new clothes for you, then to have your hair styled. We’ll go to my beauticians, then finally to see my Aunt Ruth about a job.” 

Joan’s mouth dropped. Teardrops were forming again; Mr. Allan had said that could be one of the symptoms of the hormones. “Oh Stella, what can I say? You’re a real girlfriend. I’ve never had such kindness for a long time. I’ll make up for it somehow. You won’t regret the trust you have put in me.” The tears rolled down her cheeks. She hugged Stella who was completely taken by surprise, but returned the hug. 

Stella, recovering her posture, said, “Hurry, Joan. This is going to be a busy day. I put your clothes in the washing machine last night and ironed them this morning. There they are on the chair. I will go and change myself.” Stella left Joan to it. Joan’s clothes looked a bit threadbare. Today she would be fitted with better clothes. She would get a hairstyling and a beauty treatment. What a difference in Joan’s appearance there would be. 

****

At the hairdressers, Stella took her mobile phone out her handbag, phoned her Aunt Ruth. “I’m afraid Joan and I will be a bit late coming over to your flat. Things are running late, will that be all right?” 

”Don’t worry Stella. In fact, make it a dinner date, then everyone will be at ease.” 

That suited everybody. Later, Stella drove her new Ford Focus estate car. Joan remarked. “You know, Stella, the day I was thrown out my flat, I packed an old case with all my belongings, hocked it to have some money. I didn’t get much, peanuts. There were some things in it. They weren’t worth much but they meant a lot to me.” 

“Sure honey, we will try to get that case in time, but a job is more important now.” Stella had told Joan that her Aunt and Barbara De Beaune were lesbian lovers. She had gotten used to her Aunt and Barbara holding hands and kissing at unexpected moments, then going to bed together, but she didn’t want Joan to be shocked. 
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Arriving at her Aunt Ruth's flat, Stella pressed the button on the nameplate in the ground floor reception area. Babs answered. “Oh Stella, yes dear, come straight up. Your aunt is just finishing dinner for us all.” A click was heard as Babs pressed a button to release the lock on the downstairs door. 

On coming into the flat, Babs gave Stella a kiss on the cheek, and she gave Joan a handshake. After a little small talk, Ruth came through from the kitchen

“Dinner’s ready. If you all go to the dining room, I will serve.” Babs offered to help Ruth with the dinner, a bottle of white wine had been chilled and was poured out by Barbara. It was an excellent meal of Cream of Celery, followed by Baked Fish Sticks with Mashed Potatoes. Dessert was Low-Calorie Coffee Cream Mousse. 

“Oh, that was an excellent meal, Aunt. You must give me the recipe for all this,” Stella said. Those words were music to her aunt’s ears. Stella was slipping into female mode

“But of course, Stella dear. You will have to know how to do things like that for when the man in your life turns up, won’t you, dear?” A red-faced Stella looked at her aunt but didn’t say a word. 

During the meal Joan had given her story, as Ruth and Babs asked various questions about her, and what work experience she had. 

Joan observed Ruth and Barbara. There must have been twenty years difference in age between them. They were not what she had imagined lesbians to be. 

Both were independent women, there was no need for either to depend on the other, yet they still stuck with each other. It must be love, a love Stella knew nothing about. If they were happy, let them get on with it. A remark by Ruth brought Joan back into the real world. “What was that, Ruth?” 

“I said how much accounting experience do you have?” Joan repeated. “I think we can give you a job starting next week in Rill Engineering, here in our London office.” 

“Oh Aunt, how wonderful. Joan can stay at my flat for now, can’t she, Aunt?” 

“Oh course she can. You’re old friends. Joan will be good company for you as you go on your journey to femininity.” Stella gave her aunt a big hug. This was exactly the attitude Ruth wanted to see in Stella. 

“Well, everything is sorted out. I expect you girls will have a lot to talk about now, so off you go,” Ruth said to both of them. 

Barbara looked at Ruth after Stella and Joan left. “That was a bit of a bum’s rush, Ruth.“

“I know but I have some information I wish to discuss with you. I have used my contacts and found some useful info on Laelia McVickers, Tarquin’s ‘mummy,’

as he calls her. I have made it known that I would like to get on one of her charity committees. With my money, there’s no problem. I will be meeting the committee next week to see if I am suitable.” 

“I see. What do you intend to do?“
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“When we get down to women’s talk after the meeting, I shall ask her about her family, steer her to talking about her son. I’ll mention that I have a niece called Stella who is a fashion model who is presently is out the country. I want to prepare the way for a meeting at a future date with Stella and Tarquin.” 

“You certainly have been a busy bee, Ruthie. What is this charity is for, saving fallen women for her son?” Barbara fell about laughing

“Ah, you may laugh, Babs, but the chastity is for race horses that are past their prime. The charity saves them from being put down. Did you know that she owns some race horses as does Tarquin? I am told the horses he owns have good pedigree and that some have won high-class races.” 

“Good, then we have started on the road to revenge. It will be a few months before Stella has had all her ops. Do you think that Joan would make a first-class model? She seems to have everything going for her. She never mentioned it but I think she has had something done to her derriere. Even hormones would never give her an ass like that. I could use her as a model. She has no experience but if I send her to modeling school, it will pay off, I’m sure.” 

“OK Babs, then she is yours to do whatever you wish with.” 

WORKING CLOTHES? 

Joan had now been working two weeks she had been advanced a months sal-ary and was feeling quite pleased with herself. Stella noted the change in her; there was more colour to her cheeks. She was glad that she had taken in Joan, who was a funny and cheerful person. 

One night Joan came home from work carrying an old, battered-looking brown case. 

“What’s that, Joan?” Stella inquired. 

“Got it at last, the suitcase I pawned before I met you. I’ll dress in my working clothes after dinner.” Stella never gave it a second thought Dinner over, Joan told Stella that she would go to the bedroom, change into her working clothes and be back in about 40 minutes. 

When Joan came back, Stella had her head in a newspaper. Joan’s voice interrupted her. “ Well, what do you think of my working clothes?” 

Stella put the paper down and looked up at Joan. The scene before her was mind-blowing. Her hair, black, was done up in ringlets. In her ears were very large gold hoop earrings. Her face bore black eyeliner, blue eye shadow; she had on false eyelashes. Her mascara was black. Her very thin shaped eyebrows were in an arch. 

There was a golden choker round her neck and she wore a very, very tight black sweater which clearly showed the outline of her 34 double-D tits. The nip-Page - 48
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ples were tantalizingly taut against the thin material. A black skirt, if you could call it that, stopped eight inches above the knee. The skirt was so short flashes of her little pink panties could be seen. Two suspenders were seen on each leg; there must have been a suspender belt above. The silver metal suspenders were at-tached to black fishnet stockings, of which three inches could be seen. 

Black shiny plastic boots went all the way down to the heels that were six inches long. On her hands were false nails painted with red nail varnish; little gold stars were painted on the varnish. She had rings on the fingers, a gold bangle like a snake entwined her left wrist and a highly perfumed smell emitted from her body. 

Stella thought, “There is one word for these clothes. HOOKER.” Stella suddenly realized what Joan’s earlier references to having a checkered past meant. “I am not going to allow her to go back to that life, not after I’ve found her a home and a real job.” 

Joan came over to Stella, sat down on her lap, put her arms around Stella’s neck and said, “I said I would somehow try and make things up to you. Well darling, you can have me tonight. I know you are now on hormones. Soon you will no longer be able to have an erection. I offer myself to you for a night of pleasure. I know how to please you; after all, I  have  had experience.” 

Stella looked at her. Joan meant well but she was not inclined that way. “Joan, you are a very sweet girl and I am not ungrateful for your offer, but there is no need for this, I offered you food and a place to rest your head, as a kind act to a fellow human being. I never wanted anything in return, just good company, which you are. I like you, even love you as a girlfriend, not as a sexual object.” Stella finished and gave Joan a friendly kiss on the cheek. 

Joan broke down in tears. “Forgive me, Stella. I mistook your motives. I am used to people doing me kindness to get to my body. You are a real girlfriend, maybe the only one I have in the world. I would do anything for you, just name it.” 

Joan rose from Stella’s lap and sat on the settee oppose her. Stella looked across at Joan. Two things fascinated her. She could see up Joan’s skirt — or what there was of it — there was no sign or semblance of a prick. She could understand that the hormones had reduced it, but surely there should be a bulge, even if small. The other thing was that Joan’s ass was very prominent. How could that be? 

“Joan,“ said Stella. “Can I ask you a couple of embarrassing questions?” 

“Sure, go ahead. Shoot.” 

“Excuse me for looking up your skirt, but I see no sign of a penis bulging your knickers. I know that you have not had the op yet, so why is that?” 

Joan looking at her girlfriend. “Easy to explain. It’s an old trick I learned from a drag artist I know well. This is how it is done. With your legs wide apart, you gently ease your testicles into the cavity and they will disappear, leaving only the loose scrotum sack. If you then put your penis back and down between your legs and put your legs together, you have ‘tucked’ as they say. The more you do it, the Page - 49
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more natural it will become; your balls will find the cavity. When you take your knickers off and spread your legs, the testicles will drop out into their normal position. Look.” 

Joan took down her small pink panties and her testicles dropped down. “See, it’s easy. We will try it together. In no time you will get used to it. What was your other question, Stella?” 

“The other one is that your derriere sticks out. What did you do?” 

“I’ve had a number of operations, boobs, cheek, chin, et cetera but I always wanted bum implants. That's one of the reasons I needed money. I still do as I go for the main op. I want to be a real woman, as I expect you do as well.” 

“Yes I do, but I never knew there was such a thing as an implant to the posterior. I’ll have to see my aunt, I want one as well. I’m glad we are girlfriends now, you’re so knowledgeable.” 

“Oh, I can tell you many things. You learn a lot of tricks on the street. You have to know a lot to keep the Johns happy. I’ll show you a trick tomorrow night when I have the right equipment.” 

Stella couldn’t wait to see what other tricks Joan could teach her. 

Meanwhile her Aunt Ruth had now met Laelia McVickers at the committee meeting of the charity for horses. As Ruth sat before the meeting, talking about how important the work this committee did for all these horses blah blah blah, Laelia nodded her head in agreement as did her cronies. There was no way that Ruth would not be on this committee. 

Talking to Laelia after the meeting, Ruth chatted about her family, casually inquired about Laelia and her family. Her husband had died ten years ago which left Laelia heiress to the Miller whisky empire. Discreet questioning found that Laelia did not take much interest in the company but left others to handle it. Of course the apple of her eye was Tarquin who could do no wrong. 

“You know young boys must sow their oats, Ruth, Tarquin had some girl trouble but it was not his fault. At his age you can expect that, can’t you, Ruth? I’ll have to talk with him. He should be settling down now; he needs to find a good girl.” 

At this juncture Ruth decided it now would be time to bring Stella into the conversation. She sang the praise of her niece, the fashion model. Laelia said that Ruth must bring her sometime to meet Tarquin, just what Ruth had angled for. 

Stella practiced all day concealing her testicles, and now was very consistent with it. She could not wait ‘til Joan came home to see what surprises she had for her. 

Joan could see that Stella was anticipating whatever surprise she had for her. 

Joan kept her waiting ‘til after tea was over. 

“Now Stella, show me what you learned last night.” Stella pulled her skirt up, showing a pair of orange panties with a wide gusset. Pulling the panties down, her testicles fell out. “See, it’s easy with practice and you have a wide gusset. That’s Page - 50

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

even better for holding your balls up,” Joan said as she unwrapped a brightly colored package. 

“Now for a little trick that may be of use to you ‘til you have your final operation. Follow me.” They went into Stella’s bedroom. The package, now unpacked, revealed a flesh-colored dildo. Lying on the bed, Joan now took her little pink panties off. Taking the dildo, she inserted it into her anus which took four inches of it with no problem. Joan squeezed her anus muscles. Stella could not believe it when she saw another four inches move into Joan without difficulty. 

“How do you do that, Joan?“

“I’m not finished yet.” So saying, Joan rose from the bed, the dildo still within her. With pressure taken off it, the dildo slowly came out, then stopped. She put more muscle pressure on it and it stopped. Finally, she released it and it plopped out onto the carpet. 

“Now what you do is to expand and then contract the sphincter muscles in your anus. You have to practice ‘til you get it right. When I did tricks, I could milk a man dry. Some said it was better than a pussy fuck. It may come in handy when you find a man, Stella.” 

Stella blushed. “There is no chance of that. I have no thoughts that way.” In her mind, though, she thought that if the opportunity came along, she would not turn it down. 

“Oh well, you never know. Anyway, I will leave it here for you to practice with. 

Stella, can I ask  you  an embarrassing question? Do you mind if I sleep with you? 

There is nothing sexual about it, I just like company at night. Stupid, I know, but that is the way I am.” 

Except for that first night, Joan had slept on the bed settee and Stella in her own double bed. If truth were told, Stella had never slept with anyone in her life. 

“Why yes, Joan, but what a strange request. You are more than welcome, but as I said before, I am not interested in you in a sexual way.” 

And so, Stella and Joan went to bed together every night. Stella was under the impression that Joan felt insecure and wanted someone to hold her even when asleep. The first night, Joan rolled herself into a little ball, lying behind Stella who put her arms around her and fell asleep. Nothing more happened. 

OPERATION TIME FOR STELLA

Stella had just come off the phone with her Aunt Ruth; they kept in touch each day. Ruth wanted that so she could keep encouraging Stella to have the operations that she must have. Aunt Ruth now had two challenges, and wanted to be successful at both. Stella told her she wanted implants in her posterior like Joan. 

This was good news to Ruth’s ears and explained a lot to her about Joan’s rear. 
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Yes, Ruth said, have a talk with Mr. Allan about it. Ruth had planned that anyway. 

Ruth had now given Barbara the information about why Joan’s rear end was so prominent. Babs said she should have guessed and that some of her models did the same thing. She asked Ruth if she would release Joan from her job to take up a job with her as a model. Joan could not believe her ears when she heard about this. What girl could turn down the offer to become a model? She delighted in the turn in her fortunes. 

So off to modeling school Joan went, just as Stella was booked into Mr. Allan’s clinic for her operations. Joan would visit her every day, to see how she got on. 

Joan and Stella had bonded very well as girlfriends. Both now understood there would be nothing sexual about this friendship, which understanding seemed to bring them even closer. 

It was around this time that Ruth made arrangements to see old Mr. Lowe. On meeting him, she asked him to buy shares in the Miller whiskey empire, but not for himself. Old Mr. Lowe thought it was a strange request; he knew from past experience, though, that Ruth Lochead was a cunning old campaigner in the stock market. She must have some devious move here. Mr. Lowe also knew from watching the stock market most of his life that Miller whiskey was one of those companies whose shares were always steady, never moving up nor down much. He would keep an eye on these shares. 

Mr. Lowe was so deep in his thoughts that he barely heard her next question. 

”Eh, what's that, Ruth?” 

“I said what do you know about race horses?” They have a head at one end and a tail at the other, and he said so to Ruth. She cackled

“Well, Mr. Lowe, you have always served me well. I expect you will get to know something about race horses, as you have often given excellent advice about other matters, I wish to buy a few horses with excellent pedigree and race them. I hope they are good enough to be worthy to place them in races at Royal Ascot.” 

While Mr. Lowe may have not known much about horses, he did know that only the highest class horses ran there. To find this kind of horse would cost money and he told Ruth so. 

“Go ahead, money is no object.” 

Along with the horse, a decent trainer and jockey had also to be purchased. 

Ruth was quite pleased with what had transpired that day. As she left old Mr. 

Lowe’s office she gave him a sweet little kiss on the cheek, which pleased him. 

Stella now was sitting in her Aunt’s Jaguar, thinking about her forthcoming operations. Ruth encouraged her and told how she needed them to be the woman she really was. Yet she did not want Stella to complete her womanhood. The final operation would have to be put on hold ‘til she got revenge against Tarquin McVickers for her beautiful Barbara. She had not told Stella any of this; there would be time after the op. She was also glad that she and Joan were getting on so well; they were good for each other. 
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“You know Aunt, Joan is coming to see me every day. She is such a good girlfriend.” 

“Yes,“ Ruth replied. “And she is doing so well at the modeling school Babs tells me. After the op you will be going there too. Then you two girls can swap notes. 

Won’t that be good, Stella dear?” 

“Oh yes, Aunt. You and Barbara are so good to me.” Ruth said nothing, just smiled and drove on. 

Arriving at the clinic, Stella was checked into her room. Mr. Allan came, had a reassuring talk with her and her aunt and left Stella to settle in. This was the cue for Ruth to leave. 

The following day, Mr. Allan came to her room and explained what was to happen. Mr. Allan had a very good bedside manner, which took the worry off Stella’s face. She put trust in him. Mr. Allan, as at her first meeting, said she would be here for approximately four weeks. 

The first of the ops took place the following day. When Joan visited her; Stella’s nose was covered in plaster. Joan brought a box of chocolates with her. They chatted away. Then her Aunt Ruth, along with her beloved Barbara, came to her room, with a bunch of red roses. Although they were out of season, Ruth had spared no expense to buy them. Barbara asked Joan how she was progressing at modeling school. 

“Oh yes. Joan, one other thing. You will have to change your name in the modeling game. On the cat walk, a fancy name goes down well. It would be good for you to have a name that’s catchy. I thought of Joan Jolly. It’s just an idea, have you any others? I also came up with Joan Jacinth.” 

Joan turned her head around and looked at Barbara. “A name has just flashed in my mind. What about Joan Jasmine?” 

Stella quickly cut in. “That name has a good smell about it.” Every one had a laugh about that remark. 

“Then Joan Jasmine it is,” Barbara replied The rest of the operations followed. As bandages covered Stella’s head, chest, and posterior, it was hard to see how successful they were. The nose job certainly was a success; that could be seen after the bandages were removed. As for the others, today would be the day all had waited for. 

That morning all were assembled. As Mr. Allan rolled the bandages off Stella’s face as she stood on the deep pile carpet in her room, a gasp went ‘round the room. “My God, Stella! You’re beautiful. I just cannot believe how pretty you really are. Mr. Allan, I must complement you on your work. I can’t wait to see the rest,“

Ruth said. 

Mr. Allan removing the bandages from Stella’s chest, said, “Do not praise me

‘til you’ve seen the rest.” 

The breasts revealed were a firm 36 DD with prominent nipples on top of large strawberry-colored aureoles. 
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“I’ll leave you ladies to uncover the rest,” Mr. Allan said as he exited the room. 

Stella stood dressed only in a pair of white silk knickers covering a large-looking posterior. 

“Come on, Stella dear. We are all women here. Show us all your bottom.” Stella shyly looked at all. She pulled her white silk knickers down and placed them on a chair. With help from her aunt she unraveled the bandages ‘til she stood in the nude. Barbara nodded in approval to Ruth and Joan gasped with glee. 

Ruth Lochead just could not believe what she was seeing. It wasn’t that long ago that she had taken this raw youth and had turned him into this lovely crea-ture. She could not believe it, her plans had worked out better than she could have imagined. Looking at Stella again, she thought that surely this boy deserved to be a woman. Her emotions got the better of her, she put her hands around the nude Stella and softly kissed her on the cheek. She whispered in her ear, “Stella, you’re a woman now, and how pretty you are, my dear.” 

A little welcoming party was held the day Stella came home. Her aunt had cooked a special meal for her. There was Shrimp Chowder and Pork Patties in Gravy. Joan gave her a hand, she was not yet a good cook but she wanted to learn. Maybe somebody she would have a man to cook for. After all, she hadn’t gone through all these ops to become an old maid. 

The dinner finished, Stella thanked everyone for being so kind to her. Barbara mentioned that she would be starting model school next Monday and that Joan would keep her right. Barbara was very pleased with the progress Joan was making at school. 

“Joan dear you soon will be finished school, and I will be showing off my latest designs in a month at the Milan fashion show. I want to include you among my models; Joan was so thrilled at this news she gave Babs a kiss on the cheeks, which surprised Babs. 

Ruth considered this good time to drop hints about Tarquin, well maybe not him directly but men like him. “ Barbara how are these two models getting on, the one subjected to the vicious rapes?” 

Babs taking the hint, looked sad-eyed at Ruth. “Oh as well as can be expected. 

They’re still in hospital. I’m afraid their modeling days may be over. If I ever catch up with that bastard Tarquin McVickers I’ll...“ Just then Ruth cut in. “Watch your language, Babs.“

“Well you know what I mean, Ruthie. I’ll have the balls off him, no offense meant ladies,” she said, looking at Stella and Joan. 

Stella said, looking at her aunt, “Why is this Tarquin or whatever his name not charged with rape, Aunt?” 

“Oh he was, but his mummy hired good lawyers and got him off Scot free. It was just good-natured fun, she told me.” 

“Oh how awful. Aunt, we cannot let this happen, what can we do?” This was just the response Ruth had hoped for. 
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“Well I do have a plan, but it will take some time. Would you like to assist me in it, Stella?” 

“Oh yes, Aunt. Anything to get this brute in jail.” Joan, who had been listening to all this, said they could count her in on the plan too. 

In Ruth's car on the way back to their flat, Ruth said, “Thanks Babs for playing along in that conversation. The only snag is that you mentioned Tarquin. I didn’t want that at the present minute. However there’s no use crying over spilled milk, it just means we accelerate our plans.” Barbara said she was sorry about that. 

Just what plans did Ruth have? 

“How quickly can you put Stella through modeling school, and get her to go with Joan to Milan?” 

“Well if she works at it twenty-four hours a day she might, just might, make it.” 

“Then that is what we shall achieve,” Ruth said. 

A DAY AT THE RACES

Joan had been informed by Babs that she wanted Stella to come to the Milan show, and could she help keep Stella at her lessons at home, even if Stella com-plained?. 

Joan complied with Bab’s wish; she wanted her girlfriend to be on the catwalk with her. Joan was a hard taskmaster. As soon as dinner finished every night, Joan had Stella walking round the room with a book on her head. “Sway those hips. No, no, not like that. Watch me, now try that. Again and again. Stella you have to do it ‘til you get it right. Now swing your hips from side to side, stick that ass out, keep your head up, look straight ahead as you walk. Try that again.” Poor Stella broke down a few times. With tears in her eyes she said, “I’ll never be a model, Joan.” 

Joan looked at her, took her in her arms and gave her a hug. “Do you remember during the Gong Show when your mother put all of us through our paces. You were one of leaders in that Can Can number with me. You did it then, you can do it now.” That cheered Stella up. 

Barbara came home one night looking tired. Ruth had made a good dinner for them both. Seeing how tired Babs was, Ruth said, “You need a pick-me-up, Babs. 

You look tired and weary, how would you like a day at the races? Come with me tomorrow.” 

Barbara looked in surprise at Ruth. “I never knew you were interested in horses, Ruthie.” 

“Interested, Babs? I bought one’ it’s running at the Haydock Park meeting tomorrow afternoon. I’m going to watch it. It’s the first race, come with me.” 
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“You’re full of surprises, Ruthie. Yes, I’ll phone the office in the morning. I can’t remember the last time I had a day at the track, probably when I was a little girl.” 

“Good, go to bed early. We’ll get an early start in the morning. We should arrive for lunch well before the first race at 2 o’ clock, Oh, and put some of your latest creations on. We are going to mix. It won’t do you any harm. Free advert for De Beaune Fashions.” 

The following day driving down the motor way in Ruth’s Jaguar car, Babs casually asked what the name of the horse was. 

Ruth looking

straight-faced at her. 

“What else than ‘The

House of De Beaune.’

What would you ex-

pect?” 

Barbara giggled. 

“Why, Ruth Lochead, 

you little minx, you

never told me. I cer-

tainly must put a few

quid on that one.” 

Lunch was taken

in the racecourse res-

taurant, where Ruth

knew Laelia McVick-

ers would be, as she

too had runners at

this meeting. “I’ll in-

troduce you to Laelia, 

Babs. I think we have

a common foe here. 

Watch this, Babs and

follow me.” 

Going over to the

table where Laelia

sat, Ruth exclaimed, 

“Laelia darling, what

a surprise! I didn’t ex-

pect to see you here. 

You have horses run-

ning today?” 

Laelia rose, Ruth

immediately put her

arms round her and

gave her a kiss on the
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cheek, which Laelia returned. “Oh what a surprise to see you too, Ruth. Why are you here?” 

“My horse is running here as well. Can I introduce you to my companion, Miss Barbara De Beaune of De Beaune fashions.” The name De Beaune Fashions meant nothing to Laelia. Her son messed about with two fashion models. She knew they were fashion models, that was all. 

“Pleased to meet you, Miss De Beaune. Do you have an interest in horses as well?” 

“No Laelia, if I can call you that, but Ruthie here has decided to name her horse after my fashion house. Isn’t that nice, Laelia?” 

Ruth interrupted the little tête-à-tête. “Sorry girls, time marches on. I have to see my trainer. Come, Babs.” 

Having left Laelia, Ruth made her way to the parade ring where the horses for the first race were. Ruth didn’t have a clue what her trainer looked like; she only knew his name. Seeing a stable lad, she asked him where Captain Boyd was. 

“That’s him over there with the trilby hat, ma’am,” he said, touching his forehead and walking to where the horse he was responsible for was being mounted by a jockey. 

She went over to where Captain Boyd stood in earnest conversation with a jockey. The Captain, to Ruth, looked like a rather distinguished gentleman, tall with gray hair, clean-faced. He wore a tweed suit and long riding boots. Ruth was definitely impressed with this man. Ruth stood aside while the Captain finished his conversation with the jockey. “Hold him back till the last hundred yards, don’t show this fellow his head till then or he will die on you, understand? Pat these are my orders.” 

The jockey answered, “Yes Sir, yes sir.” Tipping his safety helmet, he went over to his horse, mounted and took him out of the parade ring onto the course. 

Ruth didn’t know if this was a good time or not to introduce herself to the Captain, Throwing caution to the wind, she jumped in, “Excuse me, Captain. I don’t know if this is a good time but I am Mrs. Ruth Lochead.” 

The Captain said, touching his trilby, “Ah yes, Mrs. Lochead. I was expecting you today. Mr. Lowe phoned the stables the other day to say to expect you. I have four runners here today. Your horse is in the race for two-year-olds; its an eight runner race. All the other horses are maidens. 

“It really is hard to say how he will go. He worked out well, very well. When your Mr. Lowe approached me about buying some class horses for you, I thought he was a bargain. The great Northern Dancer is in his breeding line. Can I be of any help to you ladies?” 

Ruth looking at him, mesmerized by all this talk, which she had to admit was way above her head. She suddenly snapped out of it. “Captain, this is Miss Barbara De Beaune.” 
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“Pleased to meet you, Miss De Beaune. Has the name of this horse any connection with you?” 

“Why yes, Captain. It is named after my fashion house.” Barbara, feeling a bit brave, asked if the Captain had any tips for today. 

The Captain laughed. It was not usual thing for people to ask him. 

“Yes, Miss De Beaune, apart from Mrs. Lochead’s horse, we have a runner here with a very strong chance of winning. The horse is called The Jolly Man. He’s is in the race right after Mrs. Lochead’s horse.” 

Ruth made her good-byes. The Captain told her to come back after the race, ir-respective of the result. 

Ruth and Barbara settled down in their plush seats in the silver ring grand-stand, put a few bets on the first two races and lost. “What do I know about horses?” Barbara said, but she was enjoying the thrill. The race that Ruth was interested in came along. She and Babs had a couple of grand on the nose of “The House of De Beaune.” 

They went down to the parade ring to see their colt, a magnificent looking gray with its coat all shiny. The announcer called out the runners. “Here we have number five, a gray two-year-old colt, first time out, The House of De Beaune owned by Mrs. Ruth Lochead, trained by Captain Boyd, with jockey Tim Wragg, carrying eight stone, two pounds. Mrs. Lochead’s colors are red and white quarters, with letters R and B intertwined. This is Mrs. Lochead’s first-ever runner.” 

“Oh Ruthie, you’ve put our initials on its back, you’re just wonderful.” Barbara was so excited, she didn’t care who saw her give Ruth a big kiss on the lips. 

Having seen the horse, they placed their bets and watched with their binocu-lars as the horse left the paddock to go down to the five-furlong pole. Ruth shouted excitedly, “They’re off!“ Then there were shouts from both women, “Come on, De Beaune.“ Unfortunately, the horse came in forth. 

“Oh well, you can’t win then all,” said Ruth. “Let’s go down and hear what the Captain has to say.” 

Standing beside the Captain, Ruth saw the jockey jump off. He led the horse by the reins towards the Captain and tipped his safety helmet. “The horse is just a big baby, looking all around, not paying attention to the task in hand. I do know he can do better than this, ma’am. I ride him nearly every day at home, ma’am. 

Do not be disappointed ma’am, there is better to come. So saying, the jockey tipped his safety helmet and made for the weighting room, with the saddle over his arm. 

Ruth looked at the Captain when the jockey had gone. “What did he mean, Captain?” 

“The horse needs an extra furlong, Mrs. Lochead. That will be taken care of; today was really a test. We already have learned a number of things, he will be put in blinkers next time out. I will enter him in a six-furlong race. After that, we’ll try Page - 58
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a step up in class in a race at Newbury. Mrs. Lochead, will that be of your approval?” 

“Oh, stop calling me Mrs. Lochead, Captain. The name is Ruth. As you can see, I am green as far as this sport goes, so I will be guided by you, Captain. Could this horse ever have a chance to run at Royal Ascot? I can’t keep calling you Captain. What is your first name?” The Captain gave Ruth an admiring look over. She was a woman who liked to have her way, a winner would not take defeat. He liked that in a woman, someone not afraid to speak her mind and beautiful at that. She wore her age well. Yes, he liked Ruth Lochead. She had put a twinkle in his eye, something he not had for many a year since his beloved wife died. 

“As for Royal Ascot, it’s too early to tell. I certainly would not rule it out, the horse has the class in his blood line. Ask me that question again in a couple of months. Oh and my name is Nigel, Ruth. Have I answered your queries to your satisfaction, Ruth?” 

“Yes, Nigel. think we understand each other very well. I’ll take up no more of your precious time.” 

As Ruth was about to leave, Nigel said, “Ruth, you have an open invitation to visit my stables any time. Let me know and I will personally show you around them.” 

“Why thank you, Nigel. That is very sweet of you.” 

As they walked away, Babs remarked, “You certainly have him eating out your hand. You know he has a liking for you.” 

“Stop that, Babs, I’m not interested in men. Now let’s see if we can pick some winners to make up for our loss. Nigel said his best chance to day was in the next race. How about a couple of thousand on the nose?” 

As they made their way to the windows, a voice haled them. “Ruth Lochead! 

Long time since I saw you, how are you doing, darling?” 

Turning round to the direction of the voice, Ruth and Babs came face-to-face with Lady Katherine Martin-Lyons. What was that old dyke doing here? Putting her arms ‘round Katherine, she gave her a kiss on the cheek, which Katherine returned. 

Some small talk ensued, after which Lady K. took her leave. 

Ruth and Babs sat once again in their silver ring seats, when Laelia McVickers appeared. “Ruth, who was that woman you were speaking to. You seem to know her very well.” 

Ruth gave Laelia a look. Laelia certainly was interested. Suddenly it clicked in Ruth’s mind. Laelia was on a number of charity committees, she even chaired some. Laelia McVickers was angling for a title, and through the gossip columns in the papers, Lady K’s photo had appeared many times. 

“Oh, that was Lady Katherine Martin-Lyons. Why do you ask, Laelia? Yes, I know her very well.” “Actually, I know every part of her body intimately,” thought Ruth. 
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“Oh do you really, Ruth? Could you introduce her to me?” Ruth felt a little gentle dig in her ribs from Babs. She took a hint from Babs. 

“Well, that might be hard today, Laelia. Lady Katherine is a busy woman. It may take time but I will see what I can do.” Laelia thanked Ruth and left. 

“What was that all about?” 

“I’ll tell you when we get home, Ruthie.” 

SEQUEL TO RACE MEETING

Later that night in bed, Ruth asked Babs, “The day at the races did you good, Babs. The colour has come back to your cheeks. We even ended on the winning side. Nigel's horse won as he said. Now what was all that digging in the ribs about?” 

“Nigel is it now, not Captain? Do I hear wedding bells? He is an attractive man. 

Do I have an invite to the wedding?” 

“Stop that, Babs. You know I love you. Now tell me about that dig in the ribs.” 

“Well, having seen Laelia McVickers in the flesh, I quickly surmised that she is not on all these committees for nothing. She wants to have herself seen. I think she wants a title like Lady or Dame Laelia McVickers. Am I right? ” Without waiting for an answer, she carried on. “How far do you think she would go to get that title?“

“I would put it high up on her list of things she would like to achieve. What have you in mind?” 

“If it is that important to her, she may just prostitute herself to Lady Katherine Martin-Lyons. Although I do not like the old dyke, she could well be a pawn in the game. What do you think, Ruthie?” 

“You’re a sly fox, Barbara. I see two potential snags in your plan. I do not know if Laelia would be inclined that way and what about Lady K?” 

“That was one of the reasons I did not want Laelia to meet Lady K. just now. 

We will go and see her at the Lady-to-Lady club. If anyone can have the knickers off her, it is Lady K. She has a way, no matter what age the person is. You should know that, Ruthie.” 

“Good idea Babs. Let’s set up a meeting with Lady K. as soon as possible.” 

LADY?, LADY?, LADY?, LADY! 

Barbara had discreetly inquired when Lady Katherine was would next be at the Lady-to-Lady club. Barbara and Ruth were having lunch at the club. When Lady Katherine made an appearance, they invited her to sit with them and made small talk as they ate. As the dishes were cleared away, Barbara asked, “Lady Kather-Page - 60
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ine, just how much influence do you have in court circles? Can you put in a good word for someone who would like to get a title?” 

Katherine gave Barbara a quizzical look. “Looking for a title Barbara? Lady Barbara De Beaune?” 

“No Katherine, I am not.” 

“I see. For someone else then. Well, people have this impression that I have a say, which is all wrong. The newspapers build it up. However I do know some of the Queen’s ladies in waiting and I may mention somebody who I think is worthy of an honor. Why?” 

Ruth now brought herself into the conversation. “Katherine, what would you say about a woman who has openly confessed she hates our kind and greased the palms of many people to get her son off a rape charge?” 

“A woman of the lowest order, and a bastard of a son. They should be horse-whipped, both of them.” 

“And what would you do if you had the chance to make this woman openly change her opinion, and for her son be found as gay? Would you help in any way, Katherine?” 

“Yes, I certainly would. Who is this woman?” This was just the answer that Ruth had hoped for. 

“The woman is Laelia McVickers. She sits on various charity committees, only because she wants to be noticed, she wants a title. When she saw me talking to you the other day, she asked if she could meet you. Of course she thinks you can persuade the court to give her a title. She would do anything for a title and I mean ANYTHING!” 

“Ah, Ruth darling, I can see exactly what you are driving at. How wonderful of you to plot her downfall, but would she go along with it?” 

“Listen Katherine, if anyone can have the drawers off her, it’s you. I have the feeling that she would prostitute herself for a title, Katherine.” 

“You flatter me, Ruth, you really do. If I can be of help, I will cooperate in any way I can.” 

“Then can we make an arrangement for you to meet her, not here at the Lady-to-Lady, but at your home where she will not suspect anything. You can romance her. Who knows where this will all lead, into bed I hope.” 

“I like it, Ruth. I, of course, have no intention of telling anyone who could influence what she wants. You can have the video of all that transpires that night, and she will be staying the night!” 

Ruth and Barbara looked at each other and, in unison, said, “Video?” 

“Oh yes, video, my darlings. My bedroom is discreetly fitted with hidden cameras, so I can play my videos back many times after I have forgotten about the woman.” 
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“That would be great. She could be bribed to say what we want or copies of the video will be sent to all the people at the various committees she is on. I do not think she will like that. I say this in the nicest way Katherine, please take no offense, but you’re a dirty bitch for watching these videos.” 

All three women joined in laughing together. 

Back at the flat, Ruth and Barbara congratulated themselves for having Lady K. on their side. Ruth said she would contact Laelia for that meeting with her and Tarquin. “How is Stella coming along, Babs?” 

“Joan has been like a slave driver with her. Everything is set to go to the Milan show next week.” 

“Good, then Stella will accompany me on our visit to Laelia. I will fill Stella in on the part I want her to play in the final showdown of Laelia and Tarquin. While you’re away, I may take Nigel’s offer to visit his stable. My horse runs while you are in Milan.” 

“You fancy that man, Ruthie. Go on, admit it. It will not worry me. It’s only when you look at another woman that I become jealous. Funny that.” 

Ruth, on the contrary, denied any such suggestion. Still she thought to herself that he was a handsome man. 

Before leaving for Milan, Ruth asked Barbara’s advice on clothes to wear at the race meeting and to visit Nigel's stables. 

This type of clothing was not what De Beaune Fashions made, or what Barbara designed. Ruth also informed her that she would be staying at Nigel's house on the Friday night at his invitation. Babs immediately jumped in, “So you won’t be packing a nightie then.” 

“Stop that, Babs. When I phoned and said I would like to come on Thursday, he asked how early could he arrive in the morning as the horses were on the gal-lops by 5:30 or 6 in the morning. I answered that I could never be there in time.” 

“So you still won’t need your nightie, Ruthie?” Barbara quickly came back with. 

Ruth did not reply this time. 

Newmarket saw Ruth and Nigel having a friendly chat over lunch. Nigel was saying, “This is a five-day meeting from Tuesday to Saturday. I have had a number of runners here and two winners already. Your horse goes off in the four o’ clock race. I do think he has a chance this time. He has greatly improved since you last saw him.” Raising from his seat after the meal, he said, “It’s time to go down to the saddling enclosure, Ruth.“

“In that case, Nigel, I’ll leave you alone. You have a lot of work to do.” 

“No Ruth, you are accompanying me all day. You’re not going to be out of my sight,” Nigel said, helping her out her seat and putting a strong arm round her shoulders. 
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Nigel gave her a stick with a handle on top which opened into a seat so she could sit and watch Nigel in action. Nigel gave Ruth advice on what horses to back in various races even if they were not his. She did back a couple of winners. Finally her race came along. 

House of De Beaune was led into the parade ring and had blinkers on. Ruth commented to Nigel, “If you remember, Ruth, at Haydock he was not paying attention to the work in hand. Now nothing will distract him.” The horse finished second. Jockey Tim Wragg led the horse into the second place pole, jumped off and talked to Nigel. He turned to Ruth. “My horse went better today, Ma’am. He is a fighter. He will never admit defeat. There are a few races in him yet, Ma’am.” 

Turning to Nigel, “What did he mean that there are a few races in him yet and why does he keep calling it  his  horse.“

“Ruth, all it means is that he thinks your horse will win some races. I certainly go along with that. Every jockey calls the horse ‘my horse’ which it is when they are up on its back.” Then he added, “I have him entered in a higher-class race at Newbury in four weeks. This horse has shown constant improvement. The Newbury race will tell me if he has what is needed for Royal Ascot.” 

After the meeting was over, Nigel drove Ruth to his country house and stables on Newmarket Heath; his old housekeeper had made dinner for them. At dinner, Nigel asked Ruth if she had ever ridden a horse. Yes, Ruth answered, but that was years ago in Australia. Nigel would arrange for a docile old mare for her in the morning. 

At five the following morning, a knock on her bedroom door woke Ruth. Bella the housekeeper came in, carrying the jumpers and jodhpurs. Ruth held up the jodhpurs against her. They were too long. Bella looked at her. “Men! ”she said. 

“Ma’am, I’ll get a needle and thread and take them up for you.” Ruth thanked her. 

Ruth was soon led out to the stable, Nigel riding alongside her on his horse. After a few miles out on the heath, they came to a stop. Nigel jumped off his horse, helped Ruth dismount and, as she stood on the ground, put an arm ‘round her shoulder. 

“I have had an all-weather course laid out here.” Giving her a pair of binocu-lars and a shooting stick that opened up into a seat, he placed her into it. “The first batch of my horses will be coming along soon. Look to the horizon look. See, your horse will be along after this lot.” 

Ruth watched, then she saw a group of seven horses racing along. Just then, a man in his fifties appeared, carrying a stop watch, from where Ruth did not know. 

He said, addressing Nigel, “The Binnacle clipped two point three off seven this morning, Gov. She’s ready, all right.” 

Nigel looked at Ruth. “You’re wondering what all that racing jargon was. Well, that was old Tom, my head stable lad, saying that the filly The Binnacle had just knocked 2.3 seconds off her fastest time over seven furlongs with his stop watch. I have her entered in a race at the big meeting at Chester next week. With that tim-Page - 63
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ing, she has every chance of winning the race. Now watch. Your horse is coming up fast in the next group.” 

Ruth watched. All this was exciting to her. For the next hour, she was intently interested. 

Riding back to the stable, Ruth said, “I have to leave after breakfast, Nigel.” 

Nigel felt disappointed. “I was hoping that you would stay another day and night. Ruth, I like your company. You make me feel young.” 

Ruth looked at him. “Well, I really do not have any important business to deal with. I’ll take you up on your offer.” She did like him. 

As they made ready to go to the meeting, it was old Bella who took Ruth aside. 

“The Master looks lovingly at you. His wife died ten years ago. He has not been near a woman since then. You could make him happy.” Ruth said nothing. 

It was after dinner that night that the thing Ruth feared happened. They were alone, Nigel sat beside her. 

“Ruth, I’m a straight talker. I’ll come to the point. Will you marry me?” It hurt Ruth. She did not want to see this man hurt. “Nigel, you’re a very sweet man and I would not like to see you hurt. You know nothing about me, you don’t know what you are letting yourself in for.” 

“I don’t care, just marry me.” 

Well, there was nothing to do but to tell him the truth. “I’m a lesbian, Nigel.” 

“I suspected that when I saw you with Miss De Beaune. I don’t care, I’ll share you with another woman. I desire you Ruth, be mine.” 

Ruth was silent for some moments, then said, “ I’m not cut out to be a trainer’s wife. I’m sure you can find many woman in your own circles who are more suitable than me.” 

“No, it’s you that I want, Ruth.” Ruth thought long and hard. She had not had a relationship with a man since her husband died. If she had met this man before Babs and the Lady-to-Lady, before Stella, things might have been different. Still she did not want to hurt him. Although she had said at one time she was not interested in men, she could give him sex. Putting a hand ‘round his neck, she whispered in his ear, “I could not marry you but we can go to bed together if that is your wish, Nigel.” 

Without another word, he lifted Ruth into his arms and carried her off to the master bedroom with a four-poster bed and canopy, silk sheets and pillows, all in red. As Ruth stood on the plush pale blue fitted carpets, he divested her of all her clothes and lifted her onto the bed top. Quickly stripping his own clothes off, his hungry penis was within her in no time. Ruth fulfilled this man in every way she could. 

Morning saw a sleepy-eyed Ruth looking at the bedside clock. Nine o’ clock. 

She looked at the naked Nigel asleep beside her. She gave him a shake. Slowly, he opened his eyes. “You have missed your workouts this morning, Nigel.“
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“Oh, it does not matter, Ruth, my head lad will have taken care of it. Besides one day will make no difference. I think I will do my work out here in bed.” They both laughed as Nigel took Ruth once more in his arms. 

Barbara was right, Ruth thought, I did not need my nightie tonight. 

The fashion show at Milan had been a success for all. The fashion pundits gave accolades to Barbara De Beaune and her designs and the discovery of two new stars on the catwalk, Stella and Joan. 

Stella was she excited when she came home that she could not contain herself. 

She kissed her aunt, and gushed. 

“It was all so exciting, is that not right, Joan? I’ve got all the fashion magazine clippings here. I’ve never been so thrilled in my life. It was worth all the hard work.” 

Ruth was glad to see this. It was as if Stella really was her daughter. This would be the right time to explain the part she was to play in the downfall of the McVickers. Stella, she knew, had never been with a man before. This would be difficult to explain to her. 

“Stella darling, could I have a word in private with you?“

In the bedroom Ruth and Barbara shared, Ruth told her to sit down as she had something important to tell her. 

“Stella, do you remember me talking about Tarquin McVickers and his despica-ble behavior?” 

“Oh yes, Aunt the swine. He should be in jail.” 

“Yes of course, dear. Now you said you would like to help in any way you could.” 

“Oh yes, Aunt.“

“Well you are about to meet him and his stuck-up mother. Now you would like that final operation?” 

Stella cut in again. “Oh yes, Aunt Ruth, I am really looking forward to it. 

Funny, at one time I didn’t want it, but now as soon as I can.” 

“I’m glad to hear that. However I ask you one final favor before that operation, darling. I want you to seduce Tarquin. I want his mother to catch you in bed with him. And of course I want her to find you have a penis. The difficult part for you is to lead Tarquin on and conceal your penis ‘til the right time, I know it is small now, but...” Ruth had stopped talking as Stella pulled her beautiful little pink panties down and stood before her aunt. “ Where is it?” 

Stella released it and it fell down. “That's a trick Joan taught me.“

“That's damn good, Stella but there are still problems. Let’s be frank and talk woman-to-woman here. You must be prepared to have his penis inserted in your anus, do you understand? This may be asking you too much, Stella my darling.” 

Ruth pulled Stella towards her, gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 
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“Oh yes, Aunt, I can do it, but what will happen when his mother finds out?” 

“Don’t worry about that. It will all be taken care of by that time and I will inform you before that.” 

Ruth asked Barbara to dress Stella for this visitation; she wanted it just right. 

Stella was standing in her aunt’s bedroom in the nude; Barbara was holding various outfits against her body. “Ruthie, what do you think of this?” she said, holding up a lemon-colored blouse. 

Ruth nodded in approval. “Your boobs are nice and firm. Your 36 DD’s will be very prominent and stand on their own with no bra. This tight white miniskirt will set you off nicely.” 

Her aunt was pleased with what she was seeing, it was the first look Tarquin would have at Stella and she wanted him to be attracted to Stella right away. 

Stella looked like a vamp who wanted to have her claws into Tarquin; that was exactly what her Aunt wanted. Her eyes were emphasized with dark eyeliner and long eyelashes which enlarged then, giving them a hypnotic look, snaring any man who came within her range. Stella felt sexual excitement; she almost felt like giving herself hand relieve, but not here before her Aunt and Babs. 

Ruth and Stella arrived at Laelia McVickers’ country estate. The maid met then at the door and escorted them through the house, to the large lawn beyond where Laelia sat at a table with an umbrella above it to keep the strong sun off her. Rising, she greeted Ruth with a kiss as she was introduced to Stella. “Ah yes, I saw your photo in the latest fashion magazine. My dear, you do look beautiful, I must say.“

“Thank you, Mrs. McVickers, this is a very nice estate you have here.” 

“Just call me Laelia. Your aunt and I get on very well, don’t we, Ruth. Now, where is my lazy son. Let’s go into the house. I have some matters I wish to discuss with your aunt. Tarquin can show you over the grounds.” 

Entering the house, Laelia called Tarquin. A large man appeared from the li-brary room. “Yes mother, did you want me?“

“I have matters to talk over with Mrs. Lochead. Could you show her beautiful niece Stella around the grounds?” 

Tarquin looked at this pretty woman; he took to her right away and couldn’t take away his eyes off her firm tits and the tight skirt on her big bum. As his mother left in the direction of the living room, he put his hand ‘round Stella’s waist and led her out in the direction from which she had come. Stella glanced at Tarquin. She was taken by him, he was not what she had expected. He was a hunk, he towered over her, a strong muscular man. 

As they strolled around the grounds and gardens, Tarquin was chatting away, telling her he played rugby. He didn’t work as his mother had plenty of money. 
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her and the delicious smell of her perfume wafted in his nostrils. His lips descended on hers and Stella scolded him right away. 

“Do not kiss me ‘til I tell you to, do you understand? I am your mistress, you do as I say. Kneel and kiss my shoe NOW.” Stella could not believe she had the nerve to say such a thing. Amazingly, though, this giant of a man was at her feet, kissing her shoe. Stella knew his weakness; no woman had ever stood up to him before. He was unused to this sharp treatment. “Kiss the other shoe now,“ she ordered. Which he did. “What do you say?” 

“Thank you, Stella.” 

Stella looked at him with anger in her face and slapped him on the face. “No, you say, ‘Thank you, Mistress Stella, for letting me kiss your shoes.’ Now let me hear it as you kiss both my shoes again. Kneel while saying it.” 

This big strong hunk of a man was humbled at Stella’s feet, kissing both of her shoes and uttering, “Thank you, Mistress Stella, for letting me kiss your shoes.” 

“That’s better, Tarquin. Now you do not touch my body unless I have given you permission. Do you understand? Answer at once the way I told you to.” 

“Yes, Mistress Stella.” 

“You are my slave and you do whatever I tell you, no questions asked. Understand?“

“Yes, Mistress Stella.” 

Stella could still not believe the power she held over this man. This was a man who could crush her with one hand, yet he wanted a woman to dominate him. 

“You will now show me your penis.“ Tarquin eagerly unzipped his fly and a stiff erection of some eight inches sprang out. Stella, on seeing it, licked her lips. It was all she could do to control herself. The only opening in her body under her panties which could accommodated such a thing longed to have it within it. This could wait until the time was right. “You call that thing a penis? I’ve seen babies with better. No woman would be satisfied with that. You’re just a little wimp, ar-en’t you, Tarquin? Let me hear you repeat that.” 

“I’m just a little wimp, Mistress Stella.“

“Good, now we are getting somewhere. I will give you my card with my address and phone number. You will come there in exactly two weeks time at two o’ clock in the afternoon, not before and not after or you will be severely whipped.” 

“But, but, I have an appointment, Stella.” 

“Your Mistress is not interested in that, and you forgot to call me Mistress. I will not forget that. You will be there, will you not?” 

“Yes, Mistress Stella,“ Tarquin answered, now totally downfallen. 

“When I and my aunt leave today, you will give me a sweet little kiss on the cheek, and my aunt a kiss on the lips, inserting your tongue in her mouth.“
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“Yes, Mistress Stella.“ Tarquin was now completely under Stella’s spell and would obey what ever she said. 

On departing, Ruth had a surprise as Tarquin kissed her on the lips and inserted his tongue within her mouth. 

Driving back, Stella asked her aunt if she enjoyed Tarquin’s kiss. Stella told her that Tarquin had done it on her orders. “Aunt, I have found this man’s weak spot, he likes to be dominated by women. No one ever stood up to him before. 

Now, this is what I want you and Babs to do.” She gave instructions to her aunt. 

Stella was now in control of the situation and even controlled her aunt for once. 

Ruth was happy with the way things had turned out today. Laelia asked her if she had spoken to Lady Katherine. “Yes, Laelia and she is most keen to meet you. 

She knows about all your work in the charities that you are involved in. I am to convey to you that she has arranged to meet you in three days at her country home. I do have to say there are not many who are asked to her home, you’re privileged, Laelia.” 

“Oh, am I really?“ Laelia gushed, smiling happily. “And does she have an ear in the Queen’s Court about titles?” 

Ruth looked and thought; yes, Laelia would prostitute herself for a title. “I’ve served with Lady Katherine in various companies and I do think I would have been mentioned if I was not an Australian. She knows many of the Queen’s ladies-in-waiting.” Ruth was holding out the bait, which Laelia swallowed. She had no doubt that Lady Katherine would seduce this woman, who would sell her body for this title. 

STELLA THE DOMINATRIX! 

Tarquin kept his appointment with Stella. Opening the door, Tarquin gasped as Stella stood there, in a very tight, shiny black plastic-collared catsuit. Zip-up front, a buckled waist, long sleeves. Her 36 DD tits clearly stood out with the nipples prominent. Her big ass was sticking out at the rear, and she was wearing black 7 1/2” heeled platform buckle sandals with studded sole strap over an open-toed front. Her black fishnet stocking peeped out. On her hands were black studded fingerless gloves.Menacingly, she held a small black leather riding crop. 

Tarquin had an erection right away, to which Stella paid no attention. The first word Stella said were, “Kiss your Mistress’ shoes,“ as she pushed a foot out. Tarquin obeyed her, he knelt at her foot once more, lovingly held her feet and softly kissed them. “Now, follow me.“ Tarquin was now in Stella’s room where female clothes lay there on the bed. This was not the usual female attire, black satin French Maid’s outfit which would only reach knee level, white satin apron frilled with lace, and the white lace head piece to go with it. Barely black stockings and black suspender belt. “Now Tara, this is the clothes you will wear in my house. 

You will be my maid, that is all a wimp is good for. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Mistress Stella, but why am I being called Tara?“
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“You dare to question your Mistress? Then you will be severely dealt with at the appropriate time. I have not forgotten the misdemeanor of you failing to call me Mistress the other day. Now strip your clothes off. I shall help you put this French Maid’s outfit on, you have work to do.” 

Tara the maid now stood there. Stella gave her instructions to Hoover the bedroom, make her bed, tidy the dinning room, as she sat reading a fashion magazine. When Tara had finished, she informed Stella, who checked her, “That's not good enough, Tara. Do it again, my aunt and Mistress Barbara will be arriving soon. And if it is not perfect by then, God help you, Tara.” 

Tara was sweating. After a second time, her Mistress gave her approval. At that moment, the in-house phone buzzed. “Right, Aunt, just come up.” Stella flicked a switch on her phone which released the lock on the front entrance. On hearing a knock at the door, Stella said, “Oh Tara, answer that. It is my aunt and Mistress Barbara. Bring them in here.” 

Ruth and Barbara exchanged glances at each other as Tara the maid led them into the dining room. Even more looks were exchanged as Stella leisurely lounged on the settee before them, like some tart. “Ah Aunt and Mistress Barbara, take a seat. How do you like my new maid, Tara? You know maids are so hard to get nowadays. Tara, let my aunt and your Mistress Barbara inspect you.” Tara stood in front of Ruth and Babs. “Does she meet with your approval, Aunt?“

Both women nodded. “Good, now Aunt Ruth, did you bring that video you said I might be interested in seeing?” Ruth nodded her head. “Tara go and make the tea and cream cakes. I will shake this little hand bell for you when I have finished my talk with my aunt and Mistress Barbara. If you are a good girl, we will let you see the video as well. You will like that, Tara, won’t you?” 

“Yes, Mistress Stella.” 

After Tara left, Babs said, “What’s all this ‘Mistress Stella and Barbara’ all about? You have him dressed as a sissy maid.” 

“Well, you did want revenge, Babs, that's nothing compared to what is about to happen. Tara will be humiliated, you’ll like that, Babs.” Lifting the little silver hand bell, she shook it. Tara came in carrying a tray with teapot, cream jug, sugar bowl, beautiful china teacups and saucers and fancy cakes on a plate, which she laid out on the table before Stella, Ruth, and Barbara. 

“Tara, you will kneel before my Aunt Ruth as she puts this golden collar ‘round your neck,” Stella said. She handed Ruth a collar with spikes around the outside of it. Ruth placed it around her neck, snapped it shut and locked it with the key Stella gave her. Stella put the key on a golden chain and placed it around her neck and dropped it down her cat suit between her DD breasts. “Tara, you will kiss my Aunt Ruth’s shoes and thank her for this gift of domination.” 

“Oh, thank you Ruth for this gift of my domination by my beautiful Mistress Stella.” Tara then knelt before Ruth and kissed both of her shoes. Ruth and Barbara were stunned that this hunk of maleness was like putty in Stella’s hands. 
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“Tara, you will stand in the corner as I, Mistress Barbara, and my aunt have tea, ‘til I require you again.” 

As they sipped their tea and biscuits, Stella said, “Tara has been a naughty girl, she failed to call me Mistress and questioned me calling her Tara. What would you do with a naughty girl like that, Aunt?” 

Ruth said, “A naughty girl like that must be punished, Mistress Stella.” 

“Exactly, Aunt. As soon we finish our tea, it will be administered.” 

They eventually finished. Tara was tense as she did not know what was about to happen. Stella took a pair of handcuffs, ankle cuffs and a blindfold from a bag lying beside her. “Tara, come over here, turn your back and put your hands behind you.“ As Tara did this, Stella rose, clamped the handcuffs on her hands, then put her hands up Tara’s skirt and tugged her white satin panties down her legs, telling Tara to step out of them. She now fixed the ankle cuffs, then sat again. 

”Tara, you will now kneel in front of your Mistress. Aunt, you will now remove your knickers, give them to me and put Tara’s panties on.” This Ruth did, curious to see what Stella would do with them. Stella turned the black silk knickers inside out, ‘til the gusset was conspicuous. “Tara, the other day you kissed my aunt in what I can only describe in a sexual way. Maybe you would like to know the smell of her better.” Stella now pushed the gusset of the knickers, still warm and moist from Ruth, onto Tara’s nose. 

“Inhale. You liked my aunt so much, they must smell like roses.” After a few minutes, she gagged her mouth with the knickers. “Aunt Ruth, I want you to wear Tara’s panties ‘til the next time you see her, then pee in them so she has to smell all your bodily functions since she likes you so much.” Taking two large seats, she placed them back-to-back. She asked her aunt and Babs to help put Tara over them, kneeling on one, her body over where the seats joined, with her head touching the other. 

Stella lifted her small riding crop from where she had left it beside her seat, held it front of Tara and said, “Aunt, for Tara failing to call me Mistress, Tara will receive six strokes of my riding crop, then another six for questioning me for calling her Tara. The last six will be administered by either you or Mistress Barbara. 

Kiss the crop, Tara, and thank me for what you are about to receive.” Tara kissed the crop and thanked her Mistress. Stella now put the black leather blindfold over Tara’s eyes. 

Standing behind Tara, Stella raised Tara’s black satin maid’s dress up and pinned it up her back, exposing her bare bum. She swished her crop through the air with practice strokes not yet touching Tara, then she laid into him severely. 

One, two, then a halt ‘til she had her breath back. Her face was red with anger. 

Thwack, thwack, thwack across Tara’s bare buttock’s which now showed signs of red and white stripes. Stella put all her energy into administering the punishment. Giving Barbara the crop, she indicated for her to carry on with the beating. 
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Barbara took over; she wasn’t so severe as Stella. Tara by this time was uncon-scious and had a rear end as red as a beet. The first signs of blood were showing on it. Ruth, looking at Babs, quickly rose up, grabbed Stella’s hand midair as she was about to strike again. 

“Stella darling, Tara has had enough punishment for today.” Stella’s eyes flared with rage, she was somewhere else. She could only see the backside of Tara; that was all she was interested in. Sexual energy coursed through her body. 

She did not hear her aunt and had to be restrained as Barbara jumped beside Ruth. Barbara put her hands between Stella’s legs in the V of the cat suit. 

“Ruth, she is soaking wet between her legs. In a funny way, she is getting a sexual kick out of this. Put her on the settee to let her cool off. She is in heat.” 

Stella, now in a stupor, never heard a word. Barbara now wet a sponge from the toilet and put it on Stella’s head. Stella snapped out her stupor. 

“She has to be punished, Aunt. The disrespect she has shown to women cannot be tolerated. And that mother of hers...” 

Ruth cut in. “I know darling, but there are other ways more suitable. You have started things. We will take it a stage further, now listen.” She whispered into Stella’s ears. 

“Oh yes, Aunt. You’re always right.“ Aunt and niece gave each other a kiss and a hug. 

Tara was now coming around. Stella removed the blindfold and gag. Looking down, she saw that Tara had an erection even though she had just had a whipping. “Sorry about this. Tara has not been fully housetrained, I’m afraid. I will have to solve this problem.” Taking Tara’s penis in her hand, she gave her hand relief. Eventually, Tara he came over Stella’s hands and a limp penis fell between Tara’s legs. 

Removing the leg cuffs, Stella told Tara to put her aunt’s knickers on and kneel before her to watch the video as promised. 

VIDEO NASTY

Everybody was sitting comfortably, except Tara, who was still handcuffed with her hands behind her back? Stella inserted the video in the machine. The first scene showed two women, hand-in-hand with their backs to the camera, walking into a luxurious bedroom with white Persian fitted carpet, four-poster canopy bed, blue satin sheets and pillows. The couple was kissing each other intimately with tongues in mouths. Then one woman started to unbutton the other’s dress. The next scene showed two naked women on the bed, one with her face to the camera, the other with her back to the camera. Her face was buried between the other’s legs. She had her tongue in the other woman’s pussy. 

Ruth spoke. “Isn’t that Lady Katherine Martin-Lyons? By the expression on her face, the other woman has her in ecstasy. Look how she squirms and wriggles, listen to her moans. The woman between her legs is a real cunt licker; she’s done Page - 71
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this before.” This carried on for another five minutes. The woman between Katherine’s legs was intense in her work, Then Katherine grasped the other woman’s head and pushed it right into her. Katherine’s hips jerked and heaved then, drained from the sexual excitement, slumped back on the bed. 

“Oh darling, that was wonderful, the best I have ever had.” The other woman rose from between Katherine’s legs, her lips dripping with the secretions emitted from Katherine’s love hole. 

“Was it really wonderful, darling? I only want to give the best sex I can to you. 

You’re important to me.“

“Come darling and rest beside me here on the bed.” Turning around, the other woman now faced the hidden camera. 

A gasp of “OH NO!” came from Tara. Everybody looked in her direction. 

“Whatever is the matter, Tara dear?” said Ruth. 

“It’s, it’s my mother.” 

Ruth, Barbara and Stella all said in unison, “So it is,” with mock expressions of horror on their faces. 

“Hmm, I thought Laelia was against gays, poufs, shirt lifters and that lot. Well, she is a hypocrite,” said Stella. 

Tara in defense of her mother, said, “She’s not gay. There must be something to all this.” 

****

It had now been a number of weeks since Tara had worn male clothes. She had never left Stella’s flat since that fateful day when Stella put her in the French maid’s outfits. Stella had kept her chained every night at the foot of the bed where she slept with Mistress Joan. Nearly every day she had been administered a whipping by either Mistress Stella or Joan. Yet for all this, Stella was still her object of desire. She hungered, lusted after her. Stella would not allow Tara to touch her, except when Tara was allowed to either kiss or lick her shoes. Oh, how Tara wished to touch other parts of Mistress Stella’s sacred body! 

During this time, Tara had been waxed, and now had no body hair. She had laser treatment to her face, and her ears pierced. In all, Tara was becoming more feminine every day. A gaff had been fitted, as Stella said she wanted no unsightly male appendages to be seen. Tara was now given the spare room, fitted out as a maid’s room, where numerous maids outfits of all types hung in her wardrobe. 

One day, Stella said to her, “It’s time you were seen by the general public. Today Tara, I have arranged for Mistress Barbara to come with various dresses, skirts, blouses, for you to wear. You will like that, Tara, won’t you?” Tara obedi-Page - 72
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ently nodded her head. “Good girl, Tara. Tonight for a special treat, you shall share my bed.” Tara’s eyes lit up with delight. 

That night Stella specially prepared herself. Tonight would not be the time when she wanted to tell Tara that she was a shemale. A pair of “anal pants” were pulled up her body. These were made of plastic with an opening, where a hollowed out penis could be placed, which she inserted in her lubricated anus. 

Stella had given Tara beautiful nightdresses and nighties. Tara came to Stella that night in a long flowing white rayon-satin nightdress and an ankle-length skirt. Stella had removed Tara’s gaff for the night. 

Tara on entering the bedroom and seeing Stella lying on the bed naked except for her anal pants, had an erection as she surveyed the massive breasts and big ass. Tara’s penis sprang to attention at once, all eight inches of it, Stella hungrily looked at it, licking her lips. Then patting the bed, she bade Tara lie beside her. At once, Stella offered one of her massive tits to Tara, who eagerly took it in her mouth, followed by the other. Stella now was highly aroused. Turning her back, she said, “Take me, Tara.” 

The only place Tara could take her was in the derriere. Tara eased her 8-inch penis into the sheath. Sheer joy filled Stella’s face. The practice at tightening her anal muscles was all worth it. Stella contracted, them released them; that would milk Tara dry. “Oh, oh my God. I can’t take much more of this, Mistress. I’m coming, I’m coming,” shouted Tara, as spunky white love juice shot up the sheath. 

“You will have to do better than that if you want to please your Mistress, Tara. 

I want you again, and I want you NOW!” 

Tara found her penis was rising again. When erect, it was again inserted in the anal sheath. Stella was tingling, throbbing, in pure ecstasy. “Oh Tara, don’t stop. 

Give me all you’ve got. More, more, push it up as far as you can.” The love scene eventually came to an end. 

As Stella lay on the bed panting with exhaustion, she said, “Tara, tonight you have pleased your Mistress. However, it will be the last time you come in my bed

‘til you have your breast implants which I have arranged for you to get tomorrow.” 

Tara did not know what to think. What was to become of him? Maids’ outfits, pretty skirts, frocks, fancy underwear, now breast implants. If her Mistress wanted that, then she would obey. Anything to have her body again. 

“Oh yes, Tara you will buy me our engagement ring tomorrow. You do want to marry me, Tara, don’t you?“

“Oh yes, Mistress Stella. I will be honoured,” Tara said, happy at the prospect of marrying his sacred Mistress, and have her beautiful body for life. 

Stella wanted only breast implants for Tara, nothing else, no hormones. His penis would be useless to her, as her own was now to her. Stella had given serious thought to whether she wanted to go through with the final operation. She Page - 73
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came to the conclusion that she was happy being a shemale, unlike her girlfriend Joan, who was saving enough money for that final op. 

Stella had no regrets that her aunt had spurred her on this far. She was glad that she had, she would have been unhappy if she remained fully male. Yes, being married to another shemale was perfect, even if she had to beat her every now and again to punish her for misdemeanors. 

****

Ruth and Barbara were lying in bed in a lesbian embrace. “Don’t forget to look at that race from Newbury on the television, Babs darling. My horse runs there. 

Got a couple of thousand on it.“

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world, I’ll have a couple of thousand on it myself.” 

That afternoon, Ruth sitting in front of the television and watching the race was excited as her horse eased forward in the final furlong. “Come on, my son,” 

Ruth shouted. House of De Beaune won by a head at the post. Ruth lifted her mobile phone and dialed Captain Boyd’s personal number, which only close friends were given. “He won Nigel, he won!“

“Of course he did, Ruth, he’s good, a very good horse. He has the class to go to Royal Ascot. I am entering him in a race there. Only the best run at Royal Ascot. 

You have your wish. I think you know more about him than I do. What’s that, Ruth? Well, would you believe it’s on Lady’s Day.” 

Ruth was all a flutter when Babs arrived home that night. At tea, she said, 

“Guess what happened today, Babs” 

“I know your horse won. I watched it on the small screen. Some of the girls backed it and they thank you.” 

“No, no that's only half of it. We are all going to Royal Ascot. And what a day to go, Lady’s Day. Nigel has entered him on that day. The Queen and all the court coming down, the hats, the fashions, everyone in their finery. Just think of it, Babs, the name of your fashion house will be seen by the rich and the famous. 

You must have all your models there that day in your latest fashions. What an opportunity for you, Babs.” 

“You’re right, Ruth. I will work with my models. Who knows, one of them may be interviewed on television. Oh, by the way, Ruth, practice to curtsy. You could run into the Queen.” 

Stella and Joan were informed that they would be required to model clothes on Lady’s Day. How excited both girls were; some models would give their eye teeth to be there to show off. 
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“Tara will of course be

with us, Joan. She must be

looking forward to the gen-

eral public seeing her for

the first time. She will have

the very best clothes that

Barbara can make. Kiss my

boots and thank me, Tara ” 

Tara, in a French maid’s

uniform, obeyed her Mis-

tress. She prostrated, grov-

eling at Stella. She kissed

Stella’s black leather boots, 

as Stella towered above her

in a black rubber skirt

which stopped at her knees, 

tightly encased her body. 

She held her riding crop in

her hand. Tara now had her

implants, Stella insisted

that they be big. Tara’s new

42 FF tits strained against

her maid’s uniform; just

what Stella wanted so she

could suck and tweak the

nipples. Joan moved into

Tara’s room as Tara now

shared Stella’s bed. Soon

she would have her own

flat. Tara as yet had only

possessed Stella’s anus. 

LADY’S DAY ROYAL ASCOT

As the Royal Ascot meeting approached, Ruth told Barbara that Nigel had asked her to come and stay at his home during the meeting. Babs said, “Of course you must stay with him. I’m not jealous of any man, but don’t go near women.” 

Ruth wasn’t sure what she was; she loved Barbara, but Nigel fulfilled her in a sexual way. Babs gave her sex, yes, but mostly love in a way that only two women can feel for each other. Bisexual was the word that fitted Ruth best. 

Before going to the Captain’s place, Ruth made an appointment with her financial advisors. In Mr. Lowe’s office, she gave instructions to sell off her shares in Miller’s Whiskey. Old Mr. Lowe stared with surprise at Ruth. 

“All?” 
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“Yes, all.” 

“You know you have bought 49% of the shares, Ruth. Dumping them like that will mean a lot of other share holders will drop their shares as well, losing a lot of money in the process, and of course, the share price will drop.“

“Yes I know, Mr. Lowe. I stand to lose some money myself, but I have my reasons.“

“Very well, Ruth. My lips are sealed. When do you want the sell-off?” 

“Lady’s Day at Royal Ascot.” Ruth had thought long and hard about this. La-dy’s Day would be the start of the downfall of Laelia McVickers; she was no lady and never would be. Lady Katherine would see to that. Ruth would triumph, she knew, because she was ruthless. 

The Friday before the Royal Ascot meeting saw Ruth drive down to Nigel's country house. This time she had taken jodhpurs and heavy jumpers more suitable for the female figure. Ruth also brought with her many dresses, skirts and blouses, all made by Barbara to wear at the meeting. More publicity for Babs and her fashion house. 

Old Bella opened the door. “How nice to see you again, ma’am. The master has never stopped talking about you all week. I’ll put all your cases in the master’s room. I take it you will be sleeping with him ‘til you leave.” Ruth nodded her head; Bella and she understood each other very well. “The master is in the stables and will be along shortly, ma’am.” 

Ruth accompanied Nigel every day since the start of Royal Ascot; the television cameras covered this meeting from the start, showing all the pomp and pageant. 

The Queen and all the royal family in their splendor came down the course in their horse-drawn carriages. Fashion commentators were there, describing the clothes the ladies wore. 

Today was Ladies Day, hats were the in thing, the more outrageous the better, so that one could get noticed. The men wore gray morning dress and top hats. The Captain was in the parade ring with Ruth on his arm. He had horses entered in every race. Since the start of the meeting he had had four winners. This was a very successful meeting for him, and there were still two days to go. 

The TV race commentator had been told by the program director that the program fashion commentator would now be brought in. “Ah ladies and gentlemen, Linda, out there amongst the crowds, has spotted some lovely ladies to interview. 

Over to you, Linda.“

“Thank you, Raymond. Yes, I have spotted two lovely models for The House of De Beaune, if I can just catch up with then.” The audience heard rustling noises as Linda quickened her steps, then she was slightly out of breath. 

“We have here two models from De Beaune, Joan and Stella. Tell me, Joan, why are you here today?” 

“Well Linda, Stella and I are here to show the latest fashions Barbara De Beaune has designed. I am wearing Barbara’s latest day wear outfit, a green silk Page - 76
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blouse patterned with satin leaves. Oh yes, I’m wearing black suede sling-back shoes with cross straps and low heels. And don’t forget my hat, Linda. It’s a green lacquered plastic-straw hat with a shallow crown, white organza daisies and yellow spotted tulle, with a wide turndown brim.” 

“Joan, you certainly gave the viewers a full description. Tell me, Joan, as one of the up and coming stars of the catwalk, what are your future plans?“

“Well Linda, I am about to go freelance. I have talked this over with Barbara. I thank her for all the help and encouragement she has shown to me. I will still model for her if she wishes, but my agent has many other assignments all over the world.” 

“Joan, do you have a boyfriend?” 

“No, not at present. My work comes first. There’ll be plenty of time for that.” 

Linda realized that a third woman was standing beside Stella. “Thank you Joan. Now Stella, is this another of De Beanie's lovely models standing beside you?” 

“Oh no, Linda. This is my boyfriend, we are engaged,” she said, showing a lovely big diamond ring on her finger. 

Linda was lost for words. In her concealed earpiece, she heard the program director’s words, “We’re on to something here. Keep pumping her for more information.“

“Ah yes, Stella. Your boyfriend, what's is his, err, her name?“

“It’s Tara McVickers, isn’t it, darling?” A whispered “yes” came from Tara. 

Linda, quick on the uptake, put two and two together. “Would that be same as Tarquin McVickers, the heir to the Miller Whiskey empire?“

“Yes, but we do not call you that anymore, do we, Tara? Not since you had your breast implants.” 

Words were coming thick and fast through Linda’s earpiece. ”Keep going, Linda. We have a scoop here.” 

“Tara, do you mind dressing as a woman and why did you have the operation?” 

It was Stella who answered for Tara. “Tarquin always wanted to be a woman, so the breast implants were the first step. I like him better as a woman. I can announce here on television that Tarquin McVickers from now on will be known as Tara. Is that not right, darling? As well as modeling Barbara’s clothes, I have come here to watch my aunt’s horse.” 

“And who is your aunt, Stella?” 

“Mrs. Ruth Lochead, a director in De Beaune Fashions.” 

The director was pumping information into Linda’s earpiece. “Is that Ruth Lochead, owner of Rill Engineering, Stella?” 

“Yes, the very same, Linda.” 
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Linda had her scoop now. ”Over to you, Raymond. What chance does Mrs. 

Lochead’s horse have today?” 

“It’s in a very tough race for two-year-olds, however Captain Boyd has jockey Tony Fallon on its back. If anyone can win this race, Tony can. It has the class, it won a race at Newbury.” 

By this time the press had got wind of a breaking story. Flocks of reporters came on the scene, with their photographers trailing behind ten. Flash, flash went the cameras. 

“Tara, when did you first wish to become a woman?” some reporter shouted above the din. 

No answer came. It did not matter, the story already was being written. “Show us that engagement ring again, Stella.” Which she did, holding it high in the air. 

Snap, flash, the cameras went again. More questions came thick and fast. Stella could not answer then all. Stella never had so much attention paid to her in all her life; she loved it. Her picture would be in all the newspapers tomorrow. Tara’s photo would be there as well. This was all part of his/her downfall. Stella also knew that her Aunt Ruth planned to sell off her Miller Whiskey shares today. 

To crown it off, her aunt’s horse, House of De Beaune, won. Ruth saw her niece surrounded by a ring of reporters. She smiled and walked over to them. “Oh Stella dear, I want you to accompany me to the unsaddling ring.“

“Yes, Aunt. Come Tara.” Stella walked away, leaving the reporters still scram-bling for information. 

Ruth, arm-in-arm with the Captain, with Stella and Tara behind, watched the horse being lead in. A blanket was thrown over the horse’s shoulders; on the blanket in red, in bold letters read, “ROYAL ASCOT WINNER.” 

“What are your plans for the horse, Captain?” asked a reporter. 

“Well, he will be rested till the Newmarket meeting in October, then put in one of the big races.“

“Will he race in the Derby next year? You know his odds have already been slashed from 500 to one to 50 to one.“

“The Derby is a long way off. I will wait to see what happens at Newmarket and how he progresses over the winter.” 

The presentations now took place. The course announcer said, “Will Mrs. Ruth Lochead please come up to the platform? Ruth Lochead, I present this beautiful gold cup which many great horses have won. You will hold for a year, and this replica is for you to keep. What plans do you have for House of De Beaune?” 

Ruth said, “I leave that in the hands of my trainer.” The announcer went on to make presentations to Captain Boyd, then jockey Tony Fallon. 
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TABLES ARE TURNED ON TARQUIN AND LAELIA The following day the door bell chimed at Laelia McVickers’ house. The maid said, “A man from the newspaper would like to talk to you, ma’am.” 

“What the hell does he want? He works for a paper from the gutter press, not one I read. Bring him in.” The reporter sat in the chair before Laelia. “Yes, what can I do for you?” 

“Mrs. McVickers, what comment do you have on the reports in the press today regarding your son?” 

Laelia thought, “God, I hope he has not gotten himself in trouble with girls again.” 

She said, “Your paper is not the sort I would want to read.” 

“Then you will not have read that your son has had a sex change operation?” 

Laelia looked at the reporter in disbelief. “I’ve nothing more to say to you. Leave at once, you know your way out.” 

Laelia had been involved with one of her committees, had not seen the TV or read a newspaper. She had not seen her son for months but that was nothing new. She called the maid in. “Bring me this morning’s paper at once.” She did not expect to see anything about her son in this paper, one of the more upscale broadsheets. There it was, on the front page in big headlines: TARQUIN MCVICKERS, HEIR TO MILLER WHISKEY EMPIRE, NOW WEARS A SKIRT, SAYS CALL ME TARA. 

Photos of Tarquin and Tara were placed side-by-side with captions under them. The story went as follows:

 Tarquin McVickers well-known playboy, heir to the Miller Whisky empire, has changed sex. His/her pretty girlfriend Stella, top fashion model of the House of De Beaune, announced that they are engaged, showing off her diamond ring. “Please call her Tara from now on,” said Stella. “We will be married later this year when Tara has had her final operation. Tara has already had breast implants and we have been living together for some mouths at my flat. I like men who dress in women’s clothes, even if they do not go as far as my Tara, who is looking forward to be a bride. We will live as two women together.” When asked what kind of love life they would have, Stella answered, “Just like the sex any two women who live together would have.” 

 We asked leading surgeon Mr. Alistair Rodgers who has performed many sex change operations on men what kind of life Tara and Stella would have together. 

 “Oh very happy, I would think. My experience tells me many men who have the operation can successfully live with a wife or a partner, as two women. I think they experience a type of sex that many heterosexual couples don’t.” 

Below this article was another photo, this time of Stella and Tara together, with Stella showing off her diamond engagement ring. 
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Shock and disbelief filled Laelia face. She called for her maid. “Go and purchase as many of this morning’s newspapers as you can.” Nearly all had a similar story. 

FORMER RUGBY STAR LOOKING LOVELY IN A DRESS, SAYS CALL ME TARA TARQUIN, POSSIBLE ENGLAND RUGBY CHOICE, CARRIES A HANDBAG, NOW CALLED TARA and so on. 

The phone rang. Laelia heard the voice of her company financial advisor. “Bad news, Laelia. Have you seen the papers?” 

“Yes, it’s not his fault, it’s that Stella. I’m going to see them today to get to the heart of the matter.” 

The man at the other end of the line was puzzled. “What are you talking about, Laelia?” 

“Why, this sex change operation my son has had. What are  you  talking about?” 

“Don’t you look at the financial pages, Laelia? Miller whiskey lost a lot of money on the stock market yesterday. I have had to release reserve funds to prop the price up. Already this morning there has been a run on your shares. Share-holders are dumping them and the price is falling like a stone.” 

“What is going to happen?” Laelia asked. 

“Well, if we can’t stop it you are going to be penniless.” 

“Who is selling off my company's shares?“

“A mystery seller. We do not know but they owned 49% of the shares ‘tll they started selling off.“

“Then you must do all that is necessary to save it.” 

“Yes, Mrs. McVickers. I will do the best I can.” 

Everything was collapsing like a pack of cards around but the worst was to come. 

“Tara, I think we will go shopping today. I will allow you to pick my clothes and help dress me. Come follow me.” She lead Tara into their bedroom. Zipping down her cat suit, Stella’s big firm tits broke free. These were big, but not nearly as big as Tara’s 42F F. 

Tara helped Stella into a beautiful day dress in a lovely greenish brown, dress and jacket, Stella had decided to wear green-coloured court shoes, honey-colored nylon stockings. “Oh Tara dear, get the nail polish and paint my toe nails,” Stella said while sitting on an easy chair, with her feet on a stool. She pointed to a pink-coloured nail polish bottle, with the name “Cotton Candy” on it. 

Tara dutifully kneeled before her Mistress to apply it, then saw that Stella already had nail polish on her toes. This one was called “Real Red.” Previous experience told her to remove this; the last time she put polish on over the old color, her Mistress had gave her a severe whipping. Removing the old polish, Tara applied a clear base coat, before putting on the “Cotton Candy.” Stella shut her eyes in Page - 80
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sheer bliss as Tara gently brushed the polish on her toes. Stella had taught Tara well how to apply the polish so that her Mistress could get a sexual thrill. On finishing, Tara blew the polish dry. It was perfect. 

“I shall pick your blouse and skirt for today.” As Stella said that, the in-house phone rang. “Yes, come straight up,” She said, flicking the switch to release the door lock. 

A minute later there came a knock on Stella’s flat door. “Answer that, Tara.” 

On opening the door, Tara was overtaken by shock. She exclaimed, “MOTHER!” 

Laelia looked at this maid. Who was this woman who called her “mother?” 

“It’s me, Tarquin, your son.” Stella had come through to the hallway to see the disturbance

“But, but, you can’t be.” Laelia was saying, unsure who she was looking at. 

Stella now cut in. “Laelia, don’t tell me you cannot recognize your own daughter.“

“Stella, you did this. You hussy, you Jezebel, you slut. I should have known the first time I set eyes on you. You will pay for this. I’ll have you in court. What have you done to my son?” 

“Let’s not talk here in the hallway. Come into my living room and let’s discuss this like civilized people.” Laelia looked at her son’s massive breasts. Surely they could not be real. The facial features were all female; she could not find a trace of maleness there. She wept again. “What has she done to you, Tarquin?” 

On entering the living room, Stella offered the seat opposite her to Laelia, while she sat on the settee. 

“I’ve done nothing to Tara. You like dressing in women’s clothes, don’t you, my maid?” Tara nodded her head. Stella, to emphasis her control of Tara, sternly said, “You may remove my shoes and kiss and suck my toes.” Tara knew the drill by now, she must fall on her knees before her Mistress, lick her shoes before removing them, kiss and suck her painted toe nails. This she did. Kissing then one-by-one, she took each toe into her mouth and sucked it. Stella’s eyes lit with pleasure and joy; they had done this before many times. It was a perverted pleasure she indulged in. Her panties were getting a little damp. Even Tara herself was deriving pleasure from this ritual. 

Laelia watched her son in amazement. This witch had mesmerized her Tarquin. 

“Tarquin, I want you to come home with me right away. This depraved woman has turned your head. Get rid of that stupid maid’s dress, do you hear me?“

“But mother, I cannot leave the woman I love. I love my Mistress Stella.” Tara was now kissing Stella’s toes again. 

“The only decent thing about this, Tarquin, is that you’re not in love with a man.” 
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Just then Stella came out her sexual daze. “What’s that you say, Laelia, your son does not love a man? Watch!” This was the moment Stella had been waiting for. She would be taking her time to savor every moment of it. Raising from the settee and standing before Laelia, she slowly raised her dress up ‘til it came to her waist, revealing her multiple petticoats of all colors. Below them were her little pink panties. Putting her fingers into the waist band, she very slowly and seduc-tively slipped her dainty and delicate little panties down her slim legs to her ankles, then kicked then off, right into Laelia lap. Laelia was now staring at what she thought was Stella’s cunt. 

“Now Laelia, watch carefully,” Stella said. When Stella had her attention, she released her penis. As it descended, both Laelia and Tara looked with surprise at it. The hormones had done their work; Stella’s penis was all shriveled up. 

Laelia’s first words were, “You’re a man, Stella? God, you are a pervert, Tarquin. I never thought any son of mine would be a homosexual. You are now disin-herited, Tarquin.” 

“But mother, how can you say that? You’re a lesbian. Doesn’t that class you as a pervert as well?” 

“What nonsense is this, Tarquin?“

“Tara, go and get that video,” Stella said pointing to the bedroom. 

“No Mistress Stella, I cannot watch that again.“

“You dare to disobey your Mistress? Go at once, this will not be forgotten.” 

Tara went to the bedroom and brought the video back. Stella had taken great delight in showing Tara this video every night. 

Stella put it in the machine and watched Laelia face as scenes with her and Lady Katherine in lesbian embraces came on the screen. Oh how she wished her Aunt Ruth could be here tonight, to see the revenge for her beloved Barbara. 

“Well, Laelia, what have you to say about that? I never knew that you and Lady Katherine were so close.” 

“But, but that was different, it’s not what it seems.“

“It looks like a lesbian love scene to me. What's different about it?” 

“But, but, I only did it to please Lady Katherine. She is the lesbian, I was only pleasing her to get a title.” Laelia had let slip the reason she consented to sleep with Katherine. 

“Oh, and that makes it okay? Did you know when you were fooling about with Lady K. my aunt was buying your company shares? She was your mystery seller. 

You’re ruined, Laelia, you have no money to leave to Tara. As for any title, you can forget it. Your son is going to live as a woman for the rest of his life. All because he raped two women, De Beaune models. You never bothered to find that out, did you, Laelia? Now what have you to say? ” 

Laelia stood there dumbfounded. “ I shall get that title, you’ll see. Katherine will get it for me. She said I was the best woman she ever had.” 
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“Don’t kid yourself, Laelia, Lady Katherine does not wield the power you think she does,” Stella told her. She added, “My Aunt Ruth has already removed you from the board of directors of Millers Whiskey. The stock market share price dropped so low, my aunt bought the shares back at a ridiculous price.” Stella was ruthless, something that she had learned from her aunt. Stella told Laelia to leave, there was nothing more to say. 

As for Tara now knowing Stella was a man, he had fallen for Stella as a woman, and still saw her as a woman. He was snared. 

In the months to come, Laelia’s financial advisors told her that trying to prop up the Miller Whisky company shares had drained her money away; she would have to sell off valuables to get out of debt. That included her house. Laelia moved into a small flat. One day she went to confide in what she thought was her only friend, Lady Katherine. She still hoped to be on the list for a title. 

Lady K. confirmed what Stella had told her: she had real influence as to who should and should not have these honors. 

This was a further blow. No title, no money, and Tarquin, her son, was a homosexual. What was to become of her? She asked Lady Katherine how she could earn some money, never having worked in her life before. Lady Katherine, never one to mince words, told her, “Laelia, do you remember when I said you were the best I ever had? I was not joking. Many women would pay for your services. I will introduce you to the Lady-to-Lady club where women will be interested in you.” 

Lady Katherine did make her a member of the Lady-to-Lady club where she did meet other women with a lesbian tendency who paid for her services. Laelia came to realize she was good at it, and even began to like being a lesbian herself. Sometimes she would find a woman who would keep her for a year or so, give her expensive gifts of rings, jewelry etc. Laelia still had her dreams and asked the women she was with to please call her Lady Laelia. Most complied with this request. She refused to see her son marry this shemale Stella. It was sad and it hurt her son, now her daughter Tara. Sometimes life is cruel. 

Ruth was right, Laelia would prostitute herself for a title. Now she was a lesbian prostitute. Ruth had broken her. Yes, she was RUTHLESS. 

All of Ruth’s challenges were now coming to a successful end. Turning Stella into a woman, had now ended, even if Stella did not want to go the full distance. 

Stella who now was helping her with the last challenge: turning Tarquin into a shemale like herself. Ruth looked forward to the forthcoming wedding between Stella and Tara, two shemales together. Stella would be Tara’s mistress for the rest of her life. Tara came to accept this, and eventually even loved being under the heel of Stella. 

Joan became a top fashion model and was in constant demand all over the globe. She would eventually have the operation when she had a free couple of weeks. Then she would find that special man, marry, settle down and live as a housewife. 
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Ruth finally admitted she was bisexual. From time to time she would stay with Nigel, but that was pure sex. With Barbara, it was different. They lived as two women, in love with each other. 

THE END
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