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THE PRIME MINISTER’S

MISTRESS

by Madeline Grey

I am a transsexual. My male name? Forget it. Ihave; as the old cliché says I was always a womanborn in a male body. I am the Prime Minister�s Mis-tress. You have never heard of me for Marty is a mar-ried man. M I 5 and all that lot who are security forthe PM know all about me as it is their business to doso. Everything about me has been kept hush hushfrom the public.
What you are about to read is intended to be re-leased to the public in fifty years� time when the PM�spersonal papers are declassified. It�s called the FiftyYears act or something like that. I�m not clued in onthese things. Then you will find out all about Marty�saffair with me. Make no mistake, I would have beenhis wife if things had been different.
At the time when Marty and I fell in love, thingswere not as they are now. For a start there was noway to change a birth certificate from male to female.
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Marriage is no problem legally for a transsexual now-adays. That was most certainly the case back then.
But at the time when Marty and I fell in love, itwould have caused a scandal. I am sure it would havebrought the government down. An election wouldhave followed and the Progressives would have lost.
I did not realise at that time howmuch power I hadfrom just opening my legs for Marty the Prime Minis-ter!

***
It all started well before Martin Townsend becamePrime Mister. He wasn�t even a Member of Parliamentat the time. The local Progressive party was about toselect a prospective candidate for the next generalparliamentary election which would be years ahead.The Progressive party was not even in control of gov-ernment at that time.
Sudbury City was held by the Progressives with areasonable majority. It wasn�t what you would call asafe seat by any means but neither was it a marginalone. It was one of these seats that were winnable byany party under the right circumstances.
I was a party member for I believed in many thingsthe party stood for. However I was not so high up thatI was part of the Sudbury City party selection com-mittee, therefore I had no part in Marty�s selection asthe Progressive party candidate for Sudbury City. Infact I never met Marty until a General Election wascalled which was about eighteen months after he wasselected as candidate for Sudbury City.
After his selection Marty came from time to time toSudbury. He didn�t live there but if elected, he wouldtake a house within the city. It was my misfortunenever to be present at times when Marty was in thecity.
I had my op four years before I met Marty and wasliving as a woman without any hassle. I earned a liv-ing as a nurse at the local General Hospital in

Page - 2

PRIME MINISTER'S MISTRESS BY MADELINE GREY



Sudbury, something I always wanted to do. It�s sucha noble calling. In the past I had been amale nurse sothere was no problem there. I had moved away fromwhere I lived before so no one knew anything aboutme when I arrived in Sudbury. I lived on my own in anice flat.
I was to see more of Marty once the election wascalled. During that time he hired a flat to live here inSudbury until after the election.
The Saturday of that first week, Marty came toSudbury Progressive party HQ to meet party work-ers. I was one of them, unpaid of course. The onlyreason I was there was because I was not workingthat day.
Barry Barnsfather chairman of the local Progres-sive party introduced us all.
�This is Miss Heather Archer, Martin.�
His eyes met mine. There was something betweenus. I don�t know what to call it. Sparkle?
�How nice to meet you, Miss Archer. I haven�t seenyou here before.�
�Mr. Townsend, I�m afraid workhas kept me awayfrom here as much as I would like to help the party.� Iblushed.
�Of course Miss Archer, I understand. I�m afraidwork is the curse to all of us. I do hope to see more ofyou during our campaign.�
�I will give as much help to you and the party as Ican, Mr. Townsend.�
�I am sure you will, Heather, if I may be permittedto call you so.�
I blushed once more but not the same kind ofblush I gave the first time. I supposed that as a candi-date, Martin had to be nice to all people. It�s all part ofbeing elected. But I had obviously taken to Martin. Ihad never really looked for a man friend up to that
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point but make no mistake, I did want to be loved asa woman. I hadn�t had my operation to live out therest of my life unloved as the woman that I am.
For the rest of that day I carried on the usual workas a party helper; handing out party leaflets, knock-ing on doors, and putting the leaflets in letter boxes.
On the following Sunday night I was sitting beforethe television, watching some romantic play. It wasthe usual mindless nonsense: the hero sweeping theheroine into his arm and kissing her. That sort ofthing.
The phone rand and I answered. �Hello, is thatyou, Heather? Martin Townsend here.�
�Yes,� I answered, wondering what our Progressivecandidate wanted.
�Good. I wonder if you can help me. On Tuesdaynight I am giving a talk to the Young Mothers Associ-ation.�
�Yes Mr. Townsend, I know that is on youragenda.�
�Good girl! I like that you have your eye on thesethings. The thing is...well, going there without awoman such as you by my side just does not lookright if you see what I mean. So I am asking you,Heather, if you could do me that favour.�
My heart skipped a beat. �Of course I would be de-lighted to do so, Mr. Townsend, but don�t you have agirlfriend or something?�
�I�ve never met the right woman yet, Heather al-though I live in hope that I will one day.�
I say here and now that I fancied Martin and makeno apologies for saying so. Then the thought oc-curred to me that maybe he was using me. After all,he is a politician. Then I thought that there wereother single women in the Sudbury party he couldhave asked. That cheered me up.
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�Of course, Mr. Townsend. I will be more than de-lighted to help our party campaign in any way I can.�
�I most sincerely thank you, Heather for helpingme out of this hole. You were the first woman thatcame to mymind for this meeting. I shall pick you up,say, around quarter to seven at your flat on Tuesdaynight.�
You would have to have scraped me off the ceilingas I put the phone down. I was on Cloud Nine. Butthen I thought, �You�re only going to help the partycandidate out. It�s not a date with someman, stupid.�Then something else struck me. I was on night dutyat the Sudbury General Hospital that night from tento seven in the morning. The ward Sister Kenny was astickler for promptness but the meeting should befinished before ten, shouldn�t it?

***
On that Tuesday I finished my night duty and asusual came back to my flat, made breakfast, thenwent to bed till about two in the afternoon. This wasroutine when I was on night duty. What was not rou-tine was the time I was taking to pick the right outfitto wear to this meeting of the Young Mothers Associ-ation that Martin would be speaking at.
I decided the dress had to be blue, the party col-our. But which of my blue dresses should I wear? I Ihad three; which one would Martin approve of? I cer-tainly didn�t want to be dressed like a tart so thatruled out the blue polka dot dress that stopped at theknee. The other two both were long and suitable butwhich one was better? I decided on the long plainblue dress. It was nothing fancy and might be rightfor there were going to be many other women at thismeeting who would be watching whatever womanwas at Martin�s side and her clothes. So my outfitshould contain nothing controversial. Such thingscould conceivably sway votes and I did want to be theright woman for Martin.
I also felt the right jewellery was essential so Iopted for a three-row pearl necklace and matching
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earrings. I didn�t overload myself on that score al-though I may well have wanted to for my man. Hewasn�t mine or anybody else�s for that matter but Icouldn�t deny I wanted him.
I had spent so much time worrying about whatclothes to wear that it was now time to apply mymakeup which caused more difficulties. What kind ofwoman was Martin looking for? Definitely not a tartso the makeup was not plastered on. I took particularcare in applying paint and face powder. Not too muchpowder and a light red lipstick and that was that. Nomascara or eyeshadow. I hope Martin would appreci-ate all the trouble I was taking. The thought ranthrough my mind that all he wanted was a woman byhis side and it just happened to be me for now.
I looked in my dressing table mirror at myself. If Ido say so myself, my appearance as a woman is notall that bad. I am raven haired with large brown eyes.I have high cheekbones, a thin aristocratic nose, anda wide sensuous mouth. I am narrow-waisted, wideof hip and I have long, luscious legs. I am somewhatflat-chested although I contemplated doing some-thing about those in the future with bigger implants.I have elongated thick nipples which should delightsome man.
The time was fast approaching for Martin to pickme up and I kept fidgeting. Had I picked the rightblue raincoat and blue leather handbag? I stood be-fore the dressing table mirror, turning this way andthat to see myself at all angles in the mirror.
Then the door bell rang. �It�s him!� I thought, myheart pumping fast. Upon opening the door, there hestood in a stylish lightweight black plastic mac; dou-ble-breasted, with eight-button fastening and tie-upwaist cord over a black evening suit and bow tie.
�Do come in, Mr. Townsend. I just have to put onmy coat, then we can make our way to the meeting.�As I put the coat on, I picked up my handbag.
�You do look pretty, Heather,� said Martin.
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�Well thank you, Mr. Townsend,� I replied andblushed.
�Oh, I think calling me Martin or Marty would bemore suitable, don�t you?�
�Yes, if that�s what you want, Martin.�
We left my flat to his car waiting outside. As Martindrove to the meeting he became very chatty, tellingme that he worked as a lawyer. If elected, he wouldgive that job up to concentrate on a career in politicsfor he had always wanted to help others.
�And what sort of work are you involved in,Heather?�
�I�m in nursing Martin at the Sudbury GeneralHospital. As it so happens I am on duty tonight.�
�Very worthy profession. Lady with the lamp andall that. What time are you on duty, Heather?�
�At ten,� I answered.
�Then I shall drive you to the hospital after themeeting. That�s the least I can do, seeing as you�rehelping me out of a hole.�
We arrived at the meeting which was well attendedby young mothers. Martin was made welcome by thePresident and presented to those attending.
Martin launched into the party manifesto andwhat the party planned as benefits for young moth-ers and babies if he was elected. As a party worker, Iknew all this by heart. He occasionally looked downfrom the platform above to where I sat below withother women. I would smile back knowingly. Afterabout a half-hour Martin finished, after covering notjust what the manifesto said about benefits for youngmothers but other parts of party policy.
�Thank you, Mr. Townsend. That was most inter-esting and informative. I�m sure many here wouldlike to ask you questions about your party policy,�said Madam President.
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�I will be most happy to answer any questions thatthose here may wish to ask, Madam President.�
There followed a question and answer session dur-ing which I thought Martin was most efficient and ef-fective in his answers. From my observation of thosewomen around me, Martin had gone over well. I wassure he had picked up a few votes from the unde-cided. I looked at my wrist watch. The meeting wasrunning long and I was going to be late at SudburyGeneral Hospital for duty. Sister Kenny would comedown on me like a ton of bricks.
�You must join us in a cup of tea and a slice ofcake, Mr. Townsend.�
�Of course, Madam President. I will be more thandelighted.�Martin now came towards me to join him,taking my hand to sit beside him.
�Martin,� I whispered, �I�m going to be late forduty.�
�I�m so sorry, Heather, that�s my fault. Ladies, I�vedelayed Nurse Archer from her duty at the SudburyGeneral Hospital. I�m sure you will forgive me for wemust go. Some other time perhaps.�
Martin made his excuses and we departed.
�I�ll explain everything when we arrive at the hospi-tal. I�m sure they will understand.�
�I hope so, Martin. Sister Kenny is one of the oldschool and not the easiest person to get along with.�
Sudbury General Hospital is over a hundred yearsold, in need of needs modernism and I told Martin so.
�Then I shall fight for that once elected, Heather.�
Martin was to see fit or himself once we had passedthrough the wrought iron gate at the entrance andparked his car. We made our way to the nursing sta-tion in the middle of Ward 2. At the station were threenurses and Sister Kenny who was sitting writing re-ports. She glanced up as we approached.
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�I�m so glad you found time for work, Nurse Ar-cher. It must be a nuisance for you,� she said sarcas-tically.
�I�m so sorry, Sister. It�s entirely my fault. You see,we were at this meeting.� Before Martin could get anyfurther, Sister Kenny interrupted him.
�I don�t know who you are, boyfriend or whatever.I�m not interested in excuses. Nurse Archer knowsthe rules.� Then looking at me, she continued. �Forlateness you will be docked half a day wages. Get thatmuck off your face at once, we�re not running aknocking shop here. This is a ward full of sick people.Get to the changing room at once.�
I immediately made for the changing room and re-movedmymakeup which I had taken care to apply soas not to look like a tart which Sister Kenny had im-plied I was. In the changing room were lockers con-taining our uniforms to which we changed into at thestart of duty.
In my day nurse�s uniforms were not like the pant-suits that nurses wear now. I wore a blue dress overwhich a white pinafore apron was put. I had a blackbelt at the waist, heavy black stockings and flat blackshoes. I placed a white cap onmy head and I removedall my jewellery and pinned a pendant watch to theuniform.
As I came back to the ward, Martin was still theretrying to convince Sister Kenny it was his entire faultthat I was late for duty but she wasn�t listening.
�I�m afraid you will have to go for there is work tobe done, Mr. Townsend. No doubt you will see NurseArcher when she comes off duty in the morning.Goodbye.�
With that, poor Martin departed. I felt sorry forhim.
In the morning as I came off duty at seven, I heardthe peep of a car horn and there at the gate was Mar-tin in his car waiting for me.
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�I�m sorry for getting you into trouble, Heather.How can I apologise? Is there anything I can do?� hesaid as we drove to my flat.
�No not really, Martin. These things happen.�
�But you have lost half a day�s pay all because ofme. I�ll think of something, leave it to me.�
By this time we had arrived at my flat. I invitedMartin for a cup of tea and we chatted.
�Heather, I was going to ask you if you would ac-company me to some of my meetings with variousgroups at night but I don�t want to put you in anymore trouble with Sister Kenny. She�s a bit of an oldbattle-axe isn�t she? Who would ever want to loveher?�
I had just gotten friendly with Martin and wantedto know him better. �Martin, I could always help youout during the day.�
�Could you, Heather? That would be very helpfulduring this election. It would help if you were at myside.�
�I�m sure you could have other women with you atthese night meetings.� I didn�t want any other womenat his side. I knew I would be jealous if that happenedbut I did want Martin to win.
�I�ll think about that Heather but I would preferyou. Whatever happens in this election, I want to seemore of you.�
Those words had my heart beating faster than itever had in the past.
�I will only be too happy to comply with that wishfor it is mine as well.�
�Thanks for the cup of tea, Heather. I mustn�t keepyou from your beauty sleep.� With that, Martin sweptme into his arms and kissed me. I put up no resis-tance. It was our first kiss ub it would not be the last.I went to bed in a dreamy way, having fallen in love
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with Martin and dare I say it, I think Martin was inlove with me.

***
I was to find out what Martin said about SisterKenny being an old battle-axe was not true. She didhave love in her heart for the right man as I wasabout to find out.
Sister Kenny was a single woman in her forties andshe had been a devoted nurse all her adult life. A tallwoman with blonde hair, she never wore makeup, atleast not on duty. She always seemed to have astern-looking face and she was not afraid to give apiece of her mind to the younger doctors when theywould visit the ward. There was no doubt they fearedto visit Ward 2 where she was Ward Sister except forone doctor who was around the same age as SisterKenny, Dr. Hampton. They seemed on rather friendlyterms. They were actually very friendly with eachother, as I was to find out.
Sister Kenny was on leave for a week and StaffNurse Thompson was left in charge of the ward.
�Nurse Archer, would you do me a favour? Dropthese reports off with Sister Kenny at her homeplease. I know it is on your way back to your flat.�
�I thought Sister Kenny was on leave, Staff Nurse?�
�She is but Sister Kenny is a very conscientiousand caring nurse. Even though she is on leave shestill wants to see the reports on some patients in thisward.�
�I will be more than happy to do so, Staff Nurse.�
So there I was in my old beat-up car (you can�t af-ford much else on my pay) heading home. SisterKenny lived in a nice residential part of town, a houseon its own with a front garden. I stopped in front,walked up the garden path and knocked on the door.No answer. I suppose I should have put the envelopes
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through the letter box for maybe she wasn�t at homejust then. However I gave the door a push. It opened.There was no one in sight so I stepped in. I was aboutto call out for her when I heard a noise coming fromone of her rooms. I went nearer to the room.
THWACK! SMACK! SWISH! and another SMACK!
I quietly opened the door just enough to peer intothe room. There before my eyes was a most amazingsight; a naked Dr. Hampton at the end of a bed. Thebed itself was a magnificent traditional Victorianbrass bed with solid brass horizontal and verticalbars, capped with intricate spun brass collars, andlegs topped with large bed knobs. The headboardstood 52 inches high while the tailboard was 42inches.
It was the tailboard that attracted my attention forthere was the naked Dr. Hampton with his hands onthe top curved horizontal rail of the tailboard that ranfrom one brass knob to the other, his feet on thehighly polished wooden floor. At his side stood SisterKenny, cane in hand with her back to me.
The cane was raised and smartly descended on Dr.Hampton exposed buttocks a number of times. Howmany times that cane descended on Dr. Hampton�sbackside before I arrived, I have no idea.
�You are such a naughty boy, Lionel, aren�t you?Don�t do it again otherwise you�ll get more of thesame.� This was Sister Kenny speaking.
That warning didn�t seem to deter Dr. Hampton forthe warning words of Sister Kenny only caused himto have an erection, a large one.
�Oh Marion,� he said as he swept Sister Kenny intohis arms. Shemade no attempt to discourage this ad-vance. Dr. Hampton hands were now at the back ofSister Kenny�s dress, a nice sparkling blue one. Imust admit I never seen her dressed so well. I couldsee his hand had immediately gone to the top of herdress at the back and I heard the sound of a zipperbeing pulled down. I watched, fascinated, as herdress fell all about her to the highly polished floor.
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There my ward sister stood in a white slip, embrac-ing Dr. Hampton. She had a hand on his erection,but not for long. The tall blonde woman found herselflifted by Dr. Hampton and placed on her bed.
�Oh Lionel,� she sighed as the doctor climbed onbed beside her. I thought maybe it was time to makemyself scarce as the doctor was now on top of SisterKenny and she was opening her legs. I thought Iheard the squeak of bed springs as I quietly left thehouse.
I went back to my car to wait till Dr. Hampton leftthe house. For all I knew he could be staying thenight. I certainly wasn�t going to hang on that long.
As I always say, what consenting adults do in pri-vate is nobody else�s businesses, certainly not mine.That, however, didn�t stop me from speculating as towhich kind of games Sister Kenny and Dr. Hamptonplayed. Whatever it was, they certainly seemed to beenjoying themselves.
Yes, they certainly must have been enjoying them-selves. I looked at my wrist watch; it was over an hourand a half since I left the amorous scene. If nobodyemerged within the next half hour, I was going home.
I was keeping a constant eye on the front door ofSister Kenny�s house. I was about to give up andleave when the front door opened. There stood SisterKenny, still in the white slip, with her arms round Dr.Hampton�s neck. He had his arms round her waistand they were passionately kissing.
As Dr. Hampton left to go to his car, I noticed thesmile on his face looked like the cat that got thecream. As the doctor left, I quickly made for the frontdoor, knocked and waited. I heard some hurried ac-tivity inside. Eventually the door opened and therestood Sister Kenny in a quilted printed lavenderhousecoat which had two side pockets and a littlestand-up collar. She wore a pair of pink fluffy opentoe mules. She quickly buttoned the front of thehousecoat although that hadn�t stopped me fromseeing her white slip underneath.
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�Staff Nurse sent me with these reports, SisterKenny. She said you wanted them urgently,� I saidhanding her the envelopes.
�Oh yes, yes, Nurse Archer. Do come in, that wasgood of you.� I was invited to her living room�
�I�ll make us a cup of coffee seeing you have takenso much trouble, Nurse.�
Sister Kenny had makeup on, not much I must ad-mit but it included face powder and lipstick, plumcoloured. Having had her back to me when I peekedin her bedroom, I couldn�t see that. I was sure shehad stockings on at that time but she wore none now.
I was seeing a different side of Sister Kenny fromthe hard nose battle-axe that some nurses called her.Maybe I shouldn�t say this but the good fucking I�msure Dr. Hampton gave her did her a world of good. Itseemed to make her more human.
Sister Kenny came back with a couple of mugs ofcoffee and a plate of biscuits. We talked mainly aboutnursing matters.
�Sister Kenny, I thought I saw Dr. Hampton leavehere a few moments ago.� I was curious to see howshe would answer this. I can be a devil at times.
�Ah well... yes, it was just a social call. Lionel is anice man that way, Nurse Archer. I wouldn�t mentionthat to anyone in the ward.�
�Of course not, Sister. Does Dr. Hampton visit youoften, socially of course?�
Sister Kenny didn�t answer. It may have occurredto her if I had seen Dr. Hampton leave, I would proba-bly have seen her in her lingerie and kissing him.
I would never have mentioned what I saw to any-one. That was Sister Kenny�s private life and no one�sbusiness. I was just glad she had some love in herlife, whatever form it took. I did however take the lib-erty of sometimes addressing her as Marion. She
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never remanded me for that which she woiuld havedone with some other nurse.

***
The electioneering was in full blast and I foundmyself nearly full-time with Martin most afternoons.Not that I minded, I welcomed it for it meant Martinand I were closer to each other.
One day Martin said to me, �You know, Heather,you are right about Sudbury General Hospital. Itdoes need modernising for the present age. I have aplan that it should be one great structure and incor-porate all departments within it. As you know, thereare various hospitals spread all over Sudbury. Mater-nity is in one place, children�s in another. It makessense that there should be one hospital catering forall. That Victorian structure should be knockeddown and a new modern hospital constructed in itsplace with all the latest equipment there.�
�I couldn�t agree with you more, Martin. In fact, al-though Sister Kenny gave you a lot of stick, she�sbeen in the forefront of advocating the same.�
�Is she indeed? Then maybe I have an ally for I donot intend to let the matter rest. Should I be elected,this will be brought up in Parliament. Not only thatbut I am going to hold a press conference to highlightthe fact that people�s lives are at stake.�
�It could cost a lot of money, Marty.�
�I have no doubt it will, Heather, millions but whatis that compared with people�s lives? I would ask a fa-vour from you, Heather.�
�Anything I can do to help you be elected, Marty,just ask.�
�When this conference is all set up, I want you bymy side, not as you are but in your nurse uniform.That could communicate a lot better what we seek for
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Sudbury and the surrounding district. I hope youdon�t mind, Heather.�
�No, of course not if you think that will help.�
I perceived Martin Townsend was a man of greatforesight and would go far in political circles, neverimagining then that he would reach the very top.
It was one night while on duty that I mentioned toSister Kenny what Marty intended to do regardingSudbury Hospital.
�I am behind this boyfriend of yours all the way,Nurse Archer. If there is any way I can help, just ask.I�m sure Dr. Hampton could also be persuaded aswell.�
I was sure he could be persuaded by Sister Kennyafter seeing the goings on between the pair. But in allseriousness it was true that Dr. Hampton had previ-ously spoken out that Sudbury City needed a newhospital instead of the antiquated present Generalone.
I relayed this information to Martin.
�Great news, Heather. I will have a talk with SisterKenny and Dr. Hampton. They could very
well help at the press conference. I have it all setup for next Wednesday for coverage by local TV, radiocoverage and papers. The only snag it is on primetime TV which is awkward for you, Heather.�
�For this cause, Marty, I will take the day off.�
�Such a great sacrifice you are making. Heather.There must be something I can do to make this up foryou?�
As things happened, Marty need not have worriedonce he talked with Sister Kenny and Dr. Hamptonabout them coming to the press conference. They inturn talked to the hospital board who of course werein favour of the suggestion and we all got the eveningoff with no loss of pay.
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To say the least I was nervous that night about thepress conference. Marty was very composed and incommand of the situation. Sister Kenny and Dr.Hampton were also very composed. I could under-stand that from Sister Kenny for she expected to beobeyed like the strict disciplinarian she was.
Sister Kenny was never one to mince her words.Before the conference started she informed Martin, �Inever voted for your party but when it comes toSudbury Hospital, that is a different matter. I willgive you all my support for this city needs a new hos-pital. If you are going to push for one, then I am rightbehind you.�
�I appreciate that, Sister Kenny. We may disagreeon somematters but on this we both agree. I will fightfor this hospital no matter which party you support.It is for the common good of all.�
We were only minutes from the programme start-ing and were placed in chairs in front of the manfronting the programme. We could see the monitorscreen as the opening title music stated. Theprogramme heading came on the TV screen.�Sudbury Tonight�
Harold Lumley, the presenter, opened the programup. �Tonight, Ladies and Gentlemen, we are here todiscuss a vital question that concerns all within thecommunity of Sudbury City, our hospitals. This ofcourse affects everyone, no matter your politicalview. Tonight we have Mr. Martin Townsend from theProgressive Party, Dr. Lionel Hampton, a senior doc-tor at Sudbury General Hospital, Sister MarionKenny and Nurse Heather Archer also from that hos-pital. To start off, I would ask Mr. Townsend abouthis plans for Sudbury Hospital.�
�First of all, thank you Mr. Lumley for inviting meon your programme. This gives me the opportunity toexpress my proposal that a new up-to-date hospitalbe built in Sudbury Town, for the town and outlyingdistricts.
�I have to say that I can take no credit whatsoeverfor this proposal as there were others more fore-
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sighted than I who suggested such.� Marty looked atSister Kenny and Dr. Hampton.
�However having said that, if elected as the MP forSudbury Town I will do all in my power to see such isbuilt for the people of Sudbury. In fact I will go fur-ther. I pledge that it will be done. If not, people canvote me out when the next election comes along. Ivisualise a multi-story hospital that incorporates alldepartments in one place; maternity, children�s careetc. It should have a room for each patient, the best offacilities and equipment for nurses and doctors,more operating theatres than at present and a heli-copter pad on top of the hospital. Let�s not forget thatSudbury Hospital is the nearest facility to some is-lands offshore. I have asked some of those who workin the hospital to come here to support me.�
Sister Kenny cut in here. �Every word Mr.Townsend has said, I whole heartily agree with. Thisis something Sudbury Town has needed ever since Ibecame employed at the hospital. I will even lead apicket line outside Parliament if need be.�
Sister Kenny was not in her sister�s uniform. Shewore a smart dress and did have some makeup on.
Dr. Hampton joined in on the praise for Martin. �Iagree with everything Sister Kenny has said. I willeven join her in that picket.�
�I thank you for your support, Sister Kenny andDr. Hampton. Let us hope it may never go that farand those in power may see sense, whatever their po-litical persuasions,� thanked Martin Townsend.
During this conversation I said nothing as I sat inmy nurse�s uniform. I just sat there looking pretty,hoping no one was going to ask me a question.
�Mr. Townsend, don�t you think this will cost thegovernment a lot of money? At present they are tryingto save money and costs.�
�Mr. Lumley, my party is not yet in government sowe don�t know the figures they are talking about.Whatever they are, I am sure you would consider this
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a priority no matter the financial situation. Moneymust be found for people�s lives are at risk. As formoney, we are talking in the range of several mil-lions.�
�Would you oppose your party if you are told thereis no money for this scheme, Mr, Townsend?�
�Mr. Lumley, my party is a caring party and wouldlisten to what I have to say. I feel so passionatelyabout this cause that I will keep bringing it up in theHouse of Commons.�
�That could be very awkward, Mr. Townsend, asthe polls suggest the election is very tight and if theProgressives win, your majority will be small. Wouldyou make waves for your party in government?�
�Whatever the majority, I don�t intend to let thematter rest, Mr. Lumley.�
�Even should the Prime Minster tell you to leave italone, Mr. Townsend?�
�I would regret such a situation should it ever arisebut my loyalties are with the people of Sudbury, nomatter what party they voted for.�
�Then you would be a party rebel, Mr. Townsend?�
�I would hope that situation will never arise andyou are talking in hypothetical terms. Howevershould such a conflict come about, then I must backthose who elected me but we have not yet reachedthat situation. I have to win the seat yet.�
�I wonder if any other candidates for SudburyTown would be as brave as to put their head on theline as Mr. Townsend has, Mr. Lumley. I have yet tohear so.� This was Sister Kenny speaking. She wasnot one to hold back down on her opinions.
�Good point, Sister Kenny. I will offer time for anycandidate to say his piece on a subject that must bein the mind of all from Sudbury City. Tell me, NurseArcher, what are your views on this subject?�
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I was now on the spot. Marty wass used to this sortof thing. As for Sister Kenny, she was not afraid to letloose on any matter.
�I must agree with all that has been said. I haveworked in better equipped hospitals than SudburyGeneral. This city needs all that Martin Townsendhas said.� I surprised myself that I had the courage toeven say that. Then I added, �I hope he is elected MP.�Well, I would say that, wouldn�t I?
Martin smiled at me. I was happy.
�There you have it, folks. I have invited the localpress here to ask questions. It is open to them now,�finished the programme presenter.
Martin took the brunt of the questions althoughSister Kenny received a few. I thought Marty handledthings well. This appearance certainly didn�t do himany harm in the election.
Martin thanked all of us for taking part in theprogramme.
�You did well, Heather.�
�I didn�t really say anything Martin.�
�What you did say was relevant, Heather. I wantedsomeone who was a nurse from the hospital to behere and speak. I was impressed.�
I didn�t know whether he was or not. His saying socertainly made me happy but as I kept saying to my-self, he is a politician and it is their job to make peo-ple happy. That�s how they get elected.
�Can I give you a lift home, Sister Kenny? It�s onthe way back to Heather�s place.�
�That�s most kind of you, Mr. Townsend, howeverDr. Hampton will take me home. Won�t you, Lionel?�
Dr. Hampton�s face lit up. �Of course, Marion. Itwill be my pleasure.�
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Ah, but what kind of pleasure? I said to myself, re-membering that day I was an unexpected voyeur.

***
There was only a day left till polling. It was all hus-tle and bustle at Sudbury Progressive HQ.
�Heather I�ve got you a pass to be at the count inthe town hall tomorrow night. It will go into the earlyhours of the morning. It�s not going to clash with yourwork, is it?�
�No Martin, I�ve taken time off just for that.�
�Good. I wouldn�t want anyone else at my sidewhen the result is announced, darling.�
�Do you think you will win, Martin?�
�I�m quietly confident about winning the seat,Heather.�
�Do you think the party will win the election?�
�That�s a different matter. If I am honest, I think itwill be very tight but I do think we will get there with asmall majority.�
�Remember your pledge, Martin. If the party winswith a small majority, you may well be in trouble.�
�I can�t forget it. No matter what, I intend to seethis through. I have made the pledge and intend tokeep it. The people of Sudbury City will judge me byit.�
I couldn�t help worrying about Martin should heand the party win the election.

***
Polling day came. I was up early for much wouldneed to be done for the party. I had made my beat-up
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old car available to ferry supporters to and from poll-ing stations, mainly schools. I hardly saw Marty dur-ing polling time for he was doing the same with hiscar as well as a bit of last minute electioneering. Atten that night we all assembled at Progressive partyHQ to go to the count.
�Run your car home, Heather. I�ll be right behindyou, then we will go to the count,� said Martin.
It was nice and comfortable sitting beside Marty aswe made our way to the Town Hall. It was full insidewith supporters from all parties contesting this par-liamentary seat. By now ballot boxes were arrivingfrom all districts of Sudbury City and were emptiedon tables where counting started.
Marty took my arm as he wandered round the ta-bles, taking note of the bundle of votes for him. �Ref-erence where those who voted for me are comingfrom, Heather. Next election we can concentratemore there.�
It was coming on to one in the morning whenMarty gathered our party workers round him. �Theresult should be announced in about half an hour�stime. I think a burger and coffee for all is needed tillthe result is announced.�
Marty paid for all, the least he could do for his vol-unteer supporters.
�Do you think we will win the seat, Martin?� askedsomeone.
�From my own observation, I am sure we have it. Imay even have increased our majority. Fortune is go-ing our way and we are winning seats from the gov-ernment party. However the celebrations cannotstart yet for it is going to be tight right down to thewire.�
Marty was defending a majority of some 4,000, awinnable seat if things went their way. But as wewere seeing from the television screens, the govern-ment was losing seats to the Progressives. As Martyhad said, it was close.
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Marty was asked to go to the platform as the re-turning officer was about to announce the result. Myheart was beating so fast for my man. That�s how I re-garded Marty. My man.
There were five contenders for the Sudbury Cityparliamentary seat and the result was given in alpha-betical order. Marty was last. Marty had not only wonbut increased his majority from 4,000 to over 8,000.
He made a speech thanking the returning officerand all the other candidates for making it such aclean fight. As he descended from the platform, I wasabout to rush to him and congratulate Marty but wasbeat to it as the press and TV cameras surroundedMarty with a load of questions.
�Mr. Townsend, if your party wins tonight, and itlooks very tight, do you still intend to press for thisnew hospital for Sudbury City?� was asked.
�The final result has not been delivered yet, how-ever the voters of Sudbury City have shown faith inme. I cannot let them down. I must pursue that goal.�
�Would you rock the boat should your party winwith a small majority against a Prime Minister thattells you not to ask such questions?�
�Thank you for all your questions, gentlemen. Ithink the answers to what you ask will come in time.�With that, Marty left the crowd of journalists.
My arm was taken by Marty. �It has been a longday for all, Heather. It�s time we went home.�
As he dropped me off at my flat, we kissed just likeour first kiss.
�I�ll see you tomorrow, Heather, when we are all inbetter shape.� And with that, he was gone.
I was so tired I didn�t wait up to watch the electionresults as they came in.
I awakened on Friday morning with a phone callfrom Marty.
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�Heather, I�ll meet you at Progressive Party HQ, sayabout one. Is that okay?�
Soon, I was in the main hall, Marty at my side. Hehad gathered all there round him.
�I know many I would wish to see be here are atwork. I sincerely thank all for the hard work theyhave put in to have me elected as the MP for SudburyCity. I do hope the faith people have put in me will berealised. Once again, I thank you all.� A polite roundof applause was received from those present.
�Heather, let us retire to the reading room andwatch the rest of the election results.�
County shire constitutes spread over a wide areawould be announced as would those from islands forit would take time to gather ballot boxes at thoseplaces for the count.
There was a television screen set up for all towatch. Since eight that morning there had been asort of lull; no more results had come in. The restwould come that afternoon. The present standingstill gave the government a small lead of five.
As I sat beside Marty, he said, �We have won,Heather.�
�How do you know that, Martin? The governmentparty has a lead of five.�
�Yes but twenty results are still to be declared andfifteen we hold with a substantial majority. The waythings are going, I wouldn�t expect the party to losethem. So if my math is correct, fifteen minus fiveleaves ten with five that could go either way. At thevery least, we will have a majority of five. It will be abusy time in parliament for me as an MP whicheverway it goes.�
Marty certainly knew his politics for as wewatched, the fifteen seats he mentioned were all wonby the Progressive Party. Of the other five, we wonone after a recount.
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�We won!� I said, gloriously happy.
Marty, with more caution than me, said, �It is truethe Progressives have a majority over the other par-ties but not an overall majority, Heather. We willneed support from the lesser parties to pass billsthrough Parliament. However I expect the Queen willask Tommy Williams, our party leader, to form a gov-ernment.�
That somewhat diminished any celebrations I mayhave had in mind.
�Heather, time is passing and you will need to getready for duty. We don�t want any
run-ins with Sister Kenny again, do we? I�ll takeyou home. Tomorrow night we will meet for a meal,what do you say?�
What would I say? What would you expect but anenthusiastic yes? After that night I would be off dutytill Monday.
Saturday night Marty picked me up from my flat. Ihad dolled myself up, perfume scented bath and allthat. I was wearing a stunning black outfit, figurehugging.
�You really do look a beautiful woman, Heather. Iam more than honoured that you should be by myside tonight.�
Like any woman you like to hear such compli-ments and especially from the man you love.
Marty took me to one of the best restaurants in thecity. It had first class service and the meal was deli-cious.
�Heather, I said to you once that I never found theright woman for me but that has changed since I metyou. I have now met the one for me. Heather, we haveseen plenty of each other since this campaignstarted. You freely gave up your spare time to helpme. I appreciate that there was no need for you to do
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that. I have bought a little present to show my appre-ciation and also my love for you.�
Marty then took a small presentation box out hisjacket pocket. He opened it to display a Sterling Sil-ver and Crystal necklace and matching earrings.
�Oh, you shouldn�t have, Marty. I don�t deservethis.�
�Oh but you do, Heather. May I?�
Marty proceeded to remove the necklace from thebox, remove my existing necklace and replace it withthe one he was presenting to me. I took the two studearrings, removed the ones I had in my ears and putthe ones Marty had purchased in my pierced ears. Ithen took my compact from my handbag, flipped itopen, and looked in the small mirror. I was pleasedwith everything I saw. I gave Marty a big sloppy kiss.
�I take it from that you liked it, Heather?�
�Of course I do, Marty and I must confess that Ilove you too.�
�In that case I must ask a favour of you again. Isaid if I won here in Sudbury City, I would have tofind somewhere to live locally. From what I see of theelection results, I am going to be a busy man in Par-liament and time is of the essence. What I am tryingto say, Heather, is that during the week I am going tobe occupied in the House of Commons and househunting is something I will not be able to find timefor. The favour I would like you to do for me is to lookfor a house here for me. Of course the final decisionwill be mine. I will also have to look for a flat near Par-liament for when it is in session. God knows where Iwill find the time to do that also. Would you be sokind as to do that for me, Heather?�
�Oh course. I will anything I can do to help you.�
We did kiss when Marty took me back to my flat;apart from that nothing improper took place. I con-sidered him a gentleman. Of course there are times
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when you cannot keep your love for a man undercontrol. This was not one of them.
I was on hand when Marty left on the Monday bytrain to make his way to the Houses of Parliament.He phoned on Monday night. �It�s all go here,Heather. One of my fellow MPs has suggested someflats I may wish to look at while Parliament is in ses-sion. We are in the middle of swearing-in at presentso I could squeeze some time in for that. The PM hadgiven us all a pep talk, especially new boys like my-self. Be prepared for long sleepless nights for he doeswant to get a few bills through before calling for anelection. How�s the house hunting going, sweet-heart?�
�The estate agent had ringed three places to lookat. I will give them the once-over and report back toyou, however the final decision will be left to you.�
�Yes but I shall take in any suggestions that youmay add, dear.�
Everything was going fine between Marty and me. Iwas in love with him and it seemed he was with me.Doesn�t the world look a great place when you are inlove? I had looked at a cottage just outside ofSudbury City he could come back to after a hardweek at the House of Commons.
That first weekend back from House of Commons,Marty was pleased with the cottage.
�Just what I was looking for, Heather. I�ll arrangeto have my things transferred over next week.�
�Have you mentioned anything about the hospitalin the House, Marty?�
�I haven�t forgotten. I had a meeting with the PM inprivate and he came straight out with it. He said mycause was worthy and he agrees with everything Isaid, however this is not the time to bring it up. I canlay the grounds to bring such a bill up and he won�tstop me. However, he said, being an old parliamen-tarian, he could tell me exactly what would happen.It won�t be passed simply because there is no time to.
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He expects to hold an election before that. He sug-gested I leave it till we have a decent majority, then Iwill have the full backing of the party.
�I believe that would be a wise decision. I may havelet a lot of people down for the present but I shall notforget, believe me.�
I did for I was sure Martin Townsend was an hon-est politician, not something people can say aboutmost politicians.
It was a tired Martin that came back home everyweekend on a Friday night. Even so on Saturday hehad to listen to constituents and take note of anycomplaints or matters that concerned them. Sundaywas a day for writing letters about previous mattersbrought to him.
Our romance was slow. We did kiss from time totime and Martin would on an occasional Saturdaynight take me for a meal.
�Heather, I would be more than delighted to askyou to come to London with me. However we wouldn�tsee much of each other for at present most of my timeis taken up in the House of Commons.�
�I understand, Marty.�
�I really couldn�t have a better woman than you,Heather. I do love you.�
I blushed. Over the time Marty was away, I super-vised his belongings when the removal vans arrived.Martin informed me that as an MP he had to be onefull-time; therefore he had given up his practice as asolicitor. Of course his experience in that field wasmore than valued by the party in the formulation ofmany bills the party wanted to put through Parlia-ment. He may not have realised it then but he was tobecome very valued to his party in future years. Thesecond term of government by the Progressive Partycame, as Marty, forecast just over a year after theywon the one in which Martin had become an MP.
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During the first days after that election, Martin re-ceived a summons by the PM to Number 10. He washonoured and expected some junior appointment forone wasn�t typically called before the PM unless therewas something on offer.
The great man sat at his desk as Martin stood infront of him.
�Martin, I have given serious thought about you. Itis time for new faces in our party. I won�t be here for-ever. I have singled you out for one of the most impor-tant jobs in government, having seen your help andadvice during the last Parliament. It�s a job I thinkyou will like and devote all your time to. I am makingyou Attorney General.�
�But Sir, I�ve only been an MP just over a year.There must be others more worthy than me.�
�I wouldn�t be asking you if I thought so, Martin.The amount of time one is a MP has nothing to dowith it. I know you will make a success of the task, Ihave a feeling about you, Martin.�
When Martin told me of his promotion, I washighly delighted for him. He was on the way up in thepolitical ladder.
�Heather,� he said one weekend, �I�ve bought ahouse outside of London instead of a flat. Things arenot so hectic now that we have a majority of over ahundred. I was thinking maybe now would be theright time for you to visit me, that is if you can findthe time, of course.�
�Yes Marty, that would be nice. I have some vaca-tion to take and to spend it with you would be won-derful.�
I had never been to London before and I decidedthat a new hairdo was in order as well as a new dress.It was time I got one, I was meeting my boyfriend andI really wanted to doll myself up for him.
Marty met me as I got off the train at Kings Cross.We kissed, he took my overnight case and we made
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our way to his chauffeur-driven car. Being the Attor-ney General, nothing less than a Rolls Royce woulddo. All just part of the job.
�Where are we going, Marty?� I asked.
�My house, Heather dear, followed by some lunch,then I�ll show you round the Houses of Parliament.Tomorrow we will do some sightseeing.�
It was only when we sat down to lunch at a quaintold English pub called the �Dog and Duck� that I real-ised my overnight case had been left at his house.That could only mean one thing; Martin wanted tosleep with me. Don�t get me wrong, I had the samedesire but there were problems.
After a hectic day with Marty and being seen roundParliament, we were driven to his country house.
�I�ll pick you up around eight tomorrow, Sir, �saidhis chauffeur
�Yes please do, Harry. I�m not going to Whitehall. Iam doing a tour of London for Miss Archer�s benefit.�
�Very good, Sir, �said his chauffeur and left withthe Rolls.
We had had something to eat earlier.
�Drink, Heather? I�ll pour you out a Martini.�
�Yes, that would be nice,� I said as Martin pouredout a whiskey on the rocks for himself.
�It must be wonderfully exciting being the AttorneyGeneral, Marty, meeting all these people?�
�I must admit it has its advantages. I�m only in thejob but a few weeks. I was a solicitor so although itthrows up many things I may not have come acrossbefore, my previous experience does help. But let usnot get involved in serious matters. I get enough ofthat in the House, darling. It�s you I�m more inter-ested in. As I�m sure you can tell, I have fallen in lovewith you.�
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So saying, Martin put his hands round me and wekissed passionately. Nothing unusual about that; wehad done that many times before. What was notusual, however, was that Martin started to unbuttonmy white blouse?
I gently put a hand down to stop further explora-tion.
�No Martin, please. I�m not sure if I am ready forthat. It�s not that I don�t love you. I do but this is notthe right time.�
Martin withdrew his hand at once. There was si-lence between us for a moment.
�I�m sorry, Heather. I respect you, please believeme. I would never do anything against your wishes.�
�It�s getting late, Martin, time I went to bed.�
�Yes of course.� No more was said as I retired to thespare room where my overnight case lay on the bed.
I considered the situation. I was a transsexual.During the times I am talking of, that situation wasnot like it is today. For a start, I couldn�t change mybirth certificate from male to female and same sexmarriages weren�t allowed. I could change my drivinglicence to my female name which I had already done.I could change my name to a female Christian nameas I already had. So everything was stacked againstme. Martin knew nothing of my past. I had never con-sidered myself as male but I knew that someday Mar-tin would need to know the truth.
I couldn�t marry as a woman. I could get marriedbut not to another man and it was a man I wanted tomarry. The only way I could have sex was as a womanas my body was now formed female. Still under thelaws in effect at that time, I was considered a man inmay ways. I loved my man as a woman, however. Iwanted him to have my body as any woman does. Butsociety told me I couldn�t. I cried myself to sleep thatnight. Why, why was I born this way? Had Godplayed some cruel joke on me?
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My eyes were still red that morning as we atebreakfast.
�Is there something wrong, Heather?� Martinasked me.
�No, oh no,� I said as I took a hanky frommy hand-bag to wipe my eyes. I wasn�t the most pleasant ofcompanions to Marty that day as we toured roundLondon, sightseeing. I probably wasn�t aware ofmany things he pointed out to me.
�Darling, I think a visit to Burlington Arcade wouldbe have interest to you, don�t you think?�
I was so deep in thought about yesterday�s events Ididn�t realise where we were. I took Marty�s arm andwe proceeded to enter the arcade. It was then I no-ticed it was full of jeweller�s shops, expensive ones atthat. There were some of the most beautiful and ex-pensive rings I have ever seen. �Why has Marty takenme here?� Was my thought. The answer camequickly.
�What do you think of that, Heather?� Marty waspointing at a diamond ring displayed in the jeweller�swindow. It was a very nice ring, with an equally niceprice tag.
�Do you like it, Heather?�
�Yes, it is nice.�
Before I could say any more, I found myself stand-ing in the shop and Martin talking to the assistantthere.
The assistant disappeared into the back and reap-peared with a tray of rings.
�Pick whatever you like, darling. It�s our engage-ment ring,� Martin smiled at me.
Any girl would have been delighted to hear suchwords from the man she loved. I was yet at the sametime I knew there were problems ahead.
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�You do love me, don�t you, Heather?�
Of course I did and I certainly didn�t want to hurtMartin�s feelings toward me. I went through the pro-cedure of picking a ring. I could see Martin was spar-ing no expense as I looked at the price tabs on thetray of rings. I picked what I thought was a nice ringwith a big diamond.
He placed it on my finger and we kissed.
�We will do it right, Heather, and preserve yourbody till after the wedding.�
I said nothing. I couldn�t marry him and I yearnedso much for him to have me.
The vacation was soon over and I was once againback at work in the Sudbury General Hospital.
One day Sister Kenny called me into her office.
�Nurse Archer, I�ve been watching you in the wardclosely.�
�Uh oh,� I said to myself, �what have I done now?I�m about to get a rocket from the old battle axe.�
�Yes, Sister?�
�You are a very hard working nurse and a compe-tent one, if I may say so.�
�Thank you, Sister Kenny.�
�I haven�t finished, Nurse Archer. I think that youcould do better for yourself if you care to take higherexams in nursing. It could lead to better pay and thatwill always help,� she said, looking at my engagementring.
�However it may mean you leaving here to go toother hospitals but that is entirely up to yourself,Nurse Archer.�
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�Thank you, Sister Kenny. I did have something ofthe sort in mind but your encouragement certainlywill spur me on.�
�Oh by the way, how are you and your boyfriendgetting on?�
�As you can see we are engaged and as AttorneyGeneral he will soon be putting his plans for SudburyGeneral Hospital before Parliament.�
�Good to see he hasn�t forgotten about us, despitewhat the papers say. Wedding bells soon, Nurse Ar-cher?�
I never answered.
It is funny how you can misjudge people. My opin-ion about Sister Kenny was changing. She did careabout all the nursing staff under her after all. Maybeher bark was worse than her bite.
I enrolled myself in a course of higher nursing dur-ing the week; this meant between shifts at SudburyGeneral and my studies that I had hardly time tobreathe. At the weekend, Martin was back toSudbury and his usual consultations with the gen-eral public on Saturday.
During the time since we had gotten engaged, Ihad given serious thought to my situation. There wasno way I could marry Martin. I desperately wanted tobut the law said such marriages were forbidden. Ifthe marriage had not been forbidden, I could pre-serve my virginity till after the ring was on my fingerand remained the prim and proper virgin. I was beingforced into a corner; whether I liked it or not, I felt Ihad to prove my love for Marty by giving him my vir-ginity.
I made the decision to make love to Martin. I thinkit came somewhat as a surprise to him for I am surehe was resigned to breaking my maidenhead only af-ter we wed.
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I softly said to him one night as we lay dreamily ineach other�s arms, �Marty, the time is right. I�m readyfor you to have my body.�
He said nothing but took my hand as we made ourway to his bedroom. The merging of two bodies intoone is wonderful when you are in love. I spent thenight in bed with Martin in that cottage, something Ihad never done with any man. We were deeply inlove.
I no longer felt ashamed of what I was doing. Wewere sleeping together regularly, not just at his cot-tage outside Sudbury but also whenever I visited himin London.
I was exceedingly happy as I had found the man forme. I could never love another man. That was tocause problems later, funny as it may seem.
Sister Kenny seemed also exceedingly happy forshe, too, now had an engagement ring on her finger.
�Who is the lucky man?� I asked her as if I didn�tknow.
�Lionel asked the question while we were on holi-day in the Riviera.�
�That�s nice, Sister. Have you a date in mind forthe wedding?�
�We are not rushing things, just taking them asthey come. Lionel is looking around for a house.�
�I wish you and Lionel well, Marion.� Sister Kennyand I were now on first name terms.
�Thank you, Heather.� Then she whispered in con-fidence. �Lionel has now moved in with me.�
I never said a word but I was happy for her. It wasnone of my business as to what kind of arrangementexisted between the pair, sexual or otherwise.
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***
A year or so later, a number of things had hap-pened. Firstly, I had obtained my higher certificatesin nursing. Sister Kenny had put a word in for me tobe installed as a Sister of a ward. It was true that Sis-ter Raymond was retiring and a vacancy had to befilled but never had I considered putting my nameforward for the position.
�You have all the qualifications, Heather. I see noneed to waste them as a nurse in my ward. You de-serve the promotion.�
�But Marion, you said I would need to move on toother hospitals for such.�
�I do have a bit of influence you know, Heather; be-sides the experience will be good for you. Should youever wish to leave Sudbury for a better post, it can�tdo any harm.�
That certainly made sense. As far as Sudbury Gen-eral Hospital was concerned, things were movingalong. Martin had already put things in motion inParliament. Work was now in progress and the struc-ture of the new hospital was being erected. That wasthe first phase. When it was finished, the old hospitalwould be demolished and the second and final stagewould begin. A brand new hospital would be erectedthat all in Sudbury City could be proud of.
My affair with Martin continued. Martin told me ofsome MPs who were cheating on their wives but itwas all kept very hush hush. It was common knowl-edge that I we were engaged. Due to Martin positionin government he was constantly invited to dinners,cocktail parties, and such. As his fiance I would ac-company him, providing it did not interfere with myduties as Ward Sister. At such times I booked myselfinto a five-star hotel, paid for by Martin. This I sup-pose was to demonstrate some kind of respectabilityin our relationship. It didn�t mean we weren�t sleep-ing together; we were but the opportunities weresomewhat infrequent.
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I know Martin was a good man for the situationwas not to his liking, I always found some excuse toput him off whenever he mentioned marriage. Anyother woman would have jumped at such an offerfrom a man like Martin. I cried whenever Martin wasnot there.
Don�t get me wrong, the sexual union of two bodiesis a wonderful thing but how much better it would beif we were married.
As far as our careers went, they couldn�t be better.Martin was extremely liked by his fellow party mem-bers and Mps. As for me, I was beginning to seewhere Sister Kenny came from and maybe the youn-ger nurses thought I was an old battle axe too. I toldthe younger nurses to remove their makeup while onduty and disciplined them for not doing so. I was be-coming older and wiser although I was still in mytwenties.

MY CRISIS/OUR CRISIS
There once was a Prime Minister who said �Crisis?What crisis?� He lost an election after that comment,which many found clueless at best. My own crisiswas approaching; it was not a political one but one ofthe heart. I was a constant companion of Marty nowand I tried as best I could to sort shifts to suit meet-ings with Marty in London.
We had just come from watching �Guys and Dolls�at the Coliseum. If you know when that first ran inLondon, you will have an idea as to the period I amtalking about. We were back at Martin�s house out-side London. We had just had intercourse. Martinwas always considerate as to keeping me from be-coming pregnant and used condoms. I knew was im-possible although he did not. I considered Martin aclean person, never having anything to do with otherwomen in that respect. However I used the condom tokeep him from finding out my secret.
We had just finished a loving union; I always en-joyed making love with Marty. He was my man, theonly man I would ever openmy legs for. We rested na-
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ked, arms round each other and caressing with thelove we had for each other. It was then that Martinonce again asked the question.
�Heather, when are we going to marry? I want nofobbing me off. Give me a straight answer.�
This was it. I couldn�t delay it any longer.
Then Martin said, �There isn�t someone else, isthere, darling?�
�No, never, Marty. You are the only man I love.�
�Then what is stopping us from being marriedright away. We have been engaged a few years now.�
�It�s not as simple as that, darling.�
�Isn�t it? I must be thick. I see no reason to stop usfrom being married.�
I was starting to cry. Martin cuddled into me.�What is it, my darling Heather?�
Between sobs I stuttered my story out. �I cannotmarry you. The law will not allow me to.�
�What sort of stupid nonsense are you talking,Heather? Explain yourself.�
�I am not a woman although I consider myself to beone. I have had an operation to make me a woman inall respects. My penis was removed. Unfortunatelythe law does not recognise my status so I cannotmarry as a woman. My birth certificate tells me I am aman. I could marry as a man but only to a womanand it is a man I love, you Martin. I can never marryyou.�
There followed a long deep silence between Martinand me.
�I cannot believe this! The woman I want to marryis a man? And yet you do not look like any man I eversaw. I mean when our bodies merged it was a won-
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derful love I never felt before. Someone somewhere isplaying a trick on us. Tell me it�s not true.�
�I only wish I could, Marty.�
�I don�t care what you are, Heather. I love youdearly. I want you. We will live in sin if that what it iscalled if I love a woman I can�t marry.�
I cried again at Marty�s words of endearment. Itwasn�t as simple as that. If only it was.
�Marty, don�t you realise that if the true situationbetween you andme is ever discovered, it could meanthe end of your political career?�
�I don�t care, Heather. I can always give up my po-litical career and start my practice as a solicitor oncemore.�
�Martin, you have so much to give this country Isuggest you find some other woman andmarry her.�
I knew saying that would breakmy heart, I felt thatI must step out of Martin�s life. As an MP and Attor-ney General, there was so much greatness in theman. I couldn�t stand in his way to achieve his truedestiny. I had made a heartbreaking decision. I hadto walk out of his life. I left Martin on the Mondaywhen he dropped me off at Kings Cross station on hisway to Westminster. I didn�t go on duty till the follow-ing night.

MORNINGSIDE HOSPITAL ANDHAPPENINGS THERE
I received a nursing journal once a month whichcontained many articles of interest to those in thenursing profession. It also had a �jobs available� col-umn. I quickly perused it. I was in luck; there was anad for a Nursing Sister with experience. The hospitalthat had placed the ad was as far away from Sudburyas I could want. I dialled the phone number in the ad.
�Morningside Hospital. How can I help you?�

Page - 41

RELUCTANT PRESS



�Yes, could I speak to someone about the ad for anursing sister?�
�One moment please.�
There was no classical music played over the linein these days. It was some minutes later that I hearda woman�s voice.
�Matron Docherty here. Who am I speaking to?�
�Sister Archer from Sudbury General Hospital. I�mmaking enquiries about your vacancy for a ward sis-ter.�
�Yes Sister, all the requirements are listed in themagazine. An appointment can be arranged with meand the hospital board. Can you come in, say, Fridayfor an interview?�
�That would be most suitable. Thank you, Ma-tron.�
�You�re leaving us, Heather,� said Matron Bonnetof Sudbury Hospital sadly as she handed me herwritten recommendation which I would take to myinterview.
�I haven�t got the job yet, Matron.�
�I�ve written a glowing recommendation of you,Sister Archer and I wouldn�t have done so if I didn�tthink you were worthy of it. I�m sure if that hospitalboard has any sense, they�ll hire you. I�ll be sorry tosee you leave. You have done your job most effi-ciently.�
Sister Kenny dropped in to my ward to encourageme in my interview. �The pay is better than here,Heather; I may have applied myself if I was youngerbut now that I have Lionel, things are different. I wishyou the best of luck, Heather.�
I supplied my recommendation and various certifi-cates from my nursing exams. I was nervous butthought I gave a good account of myself to the ques-tions asked about my qualifications in nursing.
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�Thank you, Sister Archer. You will be notified ofthe board�s decision by letter within the next week.�
I knew I was not the only one who had applied forthis job; as I left the board room there was a numberof women sitting outside. I may have been the youn-gest, based onlooking at the faces there. Would thatbe a good or bad for my prospects? I wondered.
Martin usually came back to Sudbury City on aFriday night for his local office stint on Saturday. Imade the excuse that I had to visit a sick aunt thatday and wouldn�t be back till the Monday. I had anAunt Eleanor in Edinburgh who was as fit as a fiddleand nowhere near sick. I�m afraid poor old Aunt Elea-nor god the nod as the one who was supposed to besick. I had decided to stay in Morningside for theweekend away from Martin. I would know the resultof my job application the following week. If successfulI would move to Morningside that week. If not, I was-n�t sure what I would do.
Morningside is a pleasant seaside resort out of theway from the hustle and bustle of bigger seasideplaces like Blackpool. I hadn�t any time to see thetown and its facilities. I was interested in estateagents and their properties although I hadn�t the jobyet. If I did get it, I wanted to move as soon as possibleout of Martin�s life. I had spotted a few that I was in-terested in should things go in my favour.
Every morning that week as soon as the post camethrough the door, I was scrutinising the mail to see ifthe letter I was looking for had arrived. Then there itwas, the letter I had been waiting for. I nervouslyopened the envelope.
I had to read that letter many times to believe whatit said. What it said everything I wanted it to say. Ihad the position of Sister to Ward No. 7.
I immediately phoned the estate agents and in-formed them that the cottage a street away from theshore was mine. I would be there within a few days.Calling the hospital at Morningside was the nextthing I did. I spoke to Matron Docherty.
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�I wonder, Matron, if it would be possible to startwork sooner than your letter stated?�
�Yes, Sister Archer. As it happens we are a bitshort staffed at the moment. When would you sug-gest?�
�Monday if that is alright with you.�
�Excellent, Sister Archer. Have you somewhere tolive? You know the hospital will give you time off tofind one without you being out of pocket.�
�Thanks for the offer but I have already found aplace.�
�Good, then I shall see you 8:30 Monday morningafter I complete my rounds of the wards.�
I thought I was going to like Morningside Hospitalfrom the pleasant manner and tone of MatronDocherty�s voice.
I hadn�t as yet informed Sudbury General of myimmediate departure. That was discourteous as inmy position as Sister I should give four weeks� notice.If the hospital was sticky about it, they were entitledto make me work it.
I was somewhat uptight when I knocked on Ma-tron Bonnet�s door. I explained I had the new job andthat I wished to leave and take up my position atMorningside on Monday.
�I don�t blame you for leaving so soon, Sister Ar-cher. Their salary is much better than here. I intendto address that matter when the new hospital is fin-ished. I shall regret to see you leave for nurses likeyou are hard to replace. I wish you well and you willreceive a month�s salary.�
There was nothing in my way to leave SudburyCity...and Martin. I said my goodbyes to all includingMarion Kenny. I owed a lot to her. If she hadn�tpushed me to take the various courses in nursing, Iwould never be in the position I now was.
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***
That first Monday at Morningside I sat in MatronDocherty�s office, sipping a cup of tea with her.
�We�ll soon fit you out with a Sister�s uniform,Heather, then I�ll show you round the ward to meetthe nurses. I�ll leave you. It is your ward and I con-sider you a competent enough nurse to know whatyou are doing.�
�Thank you, Matron.�
�Just call me Connie. We are all on first nameterms here, Heather. I think it creates a better atmo-sphere between the Sisters and nurses. I want us tobe all one big happy family. The one thing I hope I amnot portrayed as is an old battle dragon.�
I was quite taken with Connie the Matron. I couldlose myself in nursing and maybe forget about Mar-tin. I must admit I kept an eye on politics in the pa-pers and anything they had to say about Martin so Iwasn�t quite as detached from him as I hoped I�d be.
During the summer months I found time to wan-der down to the golden sands of Morningside. Ibought a one-piece swimming costume, laid on thebeach and soaked up the sun. One or two men gaveme the eye. I suppose I should have been happy withbut there was only one man I could ever love.
It must have been just over a year since I came toMorningside when a certain Sister Stark arrived atMorningside Hospital. Megan Stark to give her fullname was a blonde woman, five foot nine and some-where in her mid-thirties. Exactly what her back-ground was I never really knew. I don�t know if shewas married, divorced or what; she was most secre-tive. Megan was a pleasant enough woman to every-one and got on well with all.
She, like me, had bought a cottage in Morningside.Away rom the hospital we would run into each othersometimes in town.
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One day as I lay on a large towel in my one-pieceswimsuit on Morningside sands, Megan appeared.
�Hello there, Heather. We�ll have to stop meetinglike this,� she laughed.
Megan sat down beside me. Whe wore a light bluetwo-piece swimming costume. I have to say she filledit well and from the looks of the male populationaround she would never be stuck for a date. Despitethat, I never heard a word of her having a boyfriend.Megan was good company and we chatted away withpleasant conversation. At times Megan could be verywitty.
�Heather, you doing anything Saturday night. Noton duty or anything like that?�
�No, why?�
�No use in being lonely. We can be lonely together,�she giggled.
�Thanks, Megan. I�ll take you up your offer.�
�Good, it�ll give me a chance to burn dinner forsomeone else for a change,. See you around seven.�
It was time I made friends and Megan was full offun. Besides I never really had a woman friend out-side of work.
Megan was kidding me about burnt dinners forwhat she served was excellent. We chatted as womenare apt to do.
�Drink, Heather? I think I�ve got the lot here.�
�Martini?� I looked round her living room. She hadgood taste and expensive taste. While Megan, likemyself, was well-paid I thought that the furniturethere was a bit beyond the means of her salary.Maybe she had other incomes that I knew nothing of.
�Isn�t Dr. Steven McCulloch dishy, Heather?�
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�I had never thought of him in that context, just asa very efficient surgeon. I suppose you�re right,though. I think some of the younger nurses have acrush him. Why, do you fancy him?�
�No,� she laughed. That line of conversation wasdropped, but in the future the name of Dr. StevenMcCulloch would again crop up.
I have to say that the said Dr. Steven McCullochwas a very handsome man, not married and verywell-paid. He had a Jag, never seemed short of femalecompany. He also had a well-kept villa which in time Iwas to become familiar with.
It had become a regular item that Megan and Iwere in and out of each other�s homes. We would alsodine in restaurants and go to the cinema and theatretogether. I found Megan good company. I suppose ina way she took my mind off Marty.
I found Megan had expensive taste in clothes, inparticular designer suits which were especially madefor her. I often wondered how she could afford suchluxuries on her pay as a ward sister. It just wasn�ther clothes either; she had a flip open compact madeof silver that must have cost a fortune. Her appear-ance was immaculate, her makeup perfect.
My friendship with Megan had been going maybefour months; we were at the Regent theatre inMorningside at an evening performance of some playor other. Megan slipped a hand round my shoulderas we sat in the circle. I thought nothing of it then. Af-ter the play we frequented a public house, which weusually did at these times. Megan ordered the drinks;Martini for me and a glass of white wine for herself.
�That was a good play, wasn�t it?�
I had to agree with Megan. The Morningside theat-rical company usually put on excellent plays. Megangently put a hand over mine. �Finish your drink andI�ll call a cab to my place.�
It wasn�t the first time I had gone back to Megan�safter the theatre or cinema. There seemed to be
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something different this time though, judging fromthe way she put her hand round my shoulder in thetheatre and over mine in the pub. Whatever thoughtsI had, I dismissed them. Soon we were back inMegan�s cottage.
�Take your coat off, Heather. I�ll mix us a fewdrinks.� I did.
�Don�t you look pretty tonight?� Megan surveyedmy body after taking my coat off. I blushed, maybebecause a women said it and not a man.
Megan handed me my Martini, then sat down be-side me on the sofa with her glass of white wine.
�Here�s to us,� she said and raised her glass tomine. We clinked and took a sip.
�Heather, you really are a pretty woman. I�m sur-prised you haven�t a man chasing after you.�
I didn�t answer.
�Do you know what I�m going to do, darling? I�mgoing to kiss you. Don�t resist.�
Before I could reply, her mouth was on mine andwe kissed. I didn�t resist.That set me wondering as tomy sexuality. If it had been any man than Marty Iwould have been disgusted with myself. I didn�t feelashamed though, Was I bisexual? I even let Megantake me to bed that night. I had never had sex, inter-course, with a woman before. From the way Meganhandled herself that night, she certainly was no nov-ice. She maybe had filled a need, a void in my life thathad been missing since I left Martin. It certainly was-n�t a one-night stand and I can�t say I was in love withMegan. It was a pure adult sexual need on both ourparts.
I can�t say I was ashamed of what transpired be-tween Megan and me. We were living in times whengay people were prosecuted and led miserable lives.Curiously, in Britain lesbians were never seen in thesame light as homosexual men. I think this was be-cause of an alleged statement by Queen Victoria who
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said, when told of two women making love to eachother �That can never be. It is impossible.� So thereyou have it straight from the horse�s mouth, or thehorse�s other end perhaps.
If anyone at Morningside hospital knew of our rela-tionship, not a word was said. I think it was commonknowledge; we were always seen together in restau-rants, at the theatre, and sometimes leaving togetherfrom one of our homes in the morning.
�Heather,� Megan said one day, �Dr. StevenMcCulloch has given and me an invitation to spendthe weekend at his villa.�
�Have you been there before?�
She was a little hesitant before answering. �Wellyes, it�s a nice place, heated swimming pool and allthat. He has a few other guests staying the weekend.What do you say, darling?�
�It�s tempting. Okay.�
�Good. Steven will pick us up at my cottage aroundnoon and drive us there.�
It never occurred to me to ask Megan how well sheknew Dr. Steven McCulloch to receive an invite to hisvilla and why she had been there before.

VILLA FOR SEX
I packed an overnight case with toiletries, anightie, and a change of clothes which I thought wasall I needed for the weekend. I arrived at Megan�s cot-tage and was somewhat surprised she had two largecases there as she waited for Dr. McCulloch.
�Give us a hand, Stevie, to get the cases in thetrunk.�
�Sure thing, girls,� he laughed, �everything but thekitchen sink, Megan.�
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Stevie, as he told me to call him (off-duty anyway),was good company like Megan; it was a three hourdrive to reach his villa. The villa was set high in themountains; secluded, tranquil, away from the mad-ding crowd. To say the least it was magnificent. Ste-ven was one of the top surgeons at Morningside buteven with that I never suspected he could afford any-thing like this resplendent building.
On arrival his servants took our cases to the roomwe would be staying in. There was no suggestion ofseparate rooms for Megan and me. I was more thancertain Steven knew the relationship between Meganand me; there was only one bed. And what a bed! Itwas a four-poster with a canopy above, satin sheetsand soft white pillows. The room itself was in pastelcolours, very spacious, with a Persian carpet, a trulywonderful dressing table, and a standalonefull-length cheval mirror. One couldn�t ask for more ifyou were in the Ritz.
I watched Megan unpack her cases and place herdresses in the spacious built-in wardrobes. Meganhad expensive designer dress and evening gownsthat any woman would be proud to wear. Whereverdid she get the money to afford such luxury?
�I�m afraid compared to you, I�ve only got a bunchof rags to wear.�
�Never mind, darling,� she said as she put a handround my waist. �You can borrow anything you seehere.� Then she added, �In time you too can affordgoodies like these,� then gave me a wink. I was notsure what she meant.
�Come on, sweetheart, lets shower, have some fun,then prepare ourselves for dinner
tonight.�
I was all for that and I really was beginning to enjoymyself. Steven was pleasant company and I under-stood others would join us tomorrow. I looked for-ward to that.
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Megan and I giggled as we splashed ourselves un-der the shower, our hands wandering all over our na-ked bodies. We towelled each other down, then heldhands as Megan led me to the bed. We made passion-ate womanly love. This felt like the best lovemaking Ihad ever had with Megan. She wanted it to be forsome reason, and I responded like I had never donebefore.
�Was that good, darling?� I was asked by Megan.
�Fantastic, the best lovemaking we ever had,Megan.�
�Do you love me, Heather?�
It was a question I hesitated to answer at first;Martin was still in my mind. I could hurt Megan bysaying no, I thought and my chances of ever seeingMartin again were few and far between.
�Yes,� I softly told her.
�You�ve made me so happy.� Nothing more wassaid as we prepared ourselves for dinner. Megan hadadorned herself in a truly magnificent long black eve-ning gown with a train made from the finest satin. Ihave to say my lady friend looked fantastic. With thegown she also had on elbow-length leather gloves.Those, like her figure-hugging gown, adhered tightlyto her skin. She also wore black leather shoes withfour-inch heels. What one couldn�t see under hergown Megan wore was a pair of black nylon seamedstockings. These in the times I am speaking of werean expensive rarity, Megan had many of all coloursand gave me a couple of pairs. It was like gold to anywoman of that time and would be cherished andfondly taken care of by me.
�Don�t worry, Heather. If you ladder them, I�veplenty more at home� I was informed by Megan.Where did she get the money to afford such luxuries?I wondered.
�Don�t you look really pretty, darling?� my lesbianpartner said. I blushed. �Oh, but you are, dear.�
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Megan kissed me. It made me proud of what I waswearing; everything on my body belonged to Megan. Iwas beginning to think I belonged to Megan as well,for there was no doubt she was beginning to have agreat influence over me.
We were both dressed by now; it was early springand still light as Megan and I made our way to thecocktail reception. From Megan I learned these werethe usual run of things whenever she was at Dr. Ste-ven McCulloch�s villa.
On entering the cocktail lounge, Steven, who had adazzling blonde on his arm, spotted Megan and me.
He left his lady companion and made his way toMegan and me.
�What delightful ladies you both look!�
I blushed once more and before I knew it, thedashing Steven had kissed the back of my hand andMegan�s. He snapped his fingers and a waiter came tohis side. �Charles, serve these beautiful ladies what-ever they wish.�
�Yes sir,� answered Charles in his white tux andbow tie.
�You must forgive me, ladies, but Sam needs allmy attention,� he said, directing his eyes to the daz-zling blonde. �However at dinner maybe we can makeconversation and I can get to know you better,Heather.�
Steven left to link arms with the dazzling blonde.The hovering Charles took our orders and left. Meganled me over to a table. We sat down and placed ourbeaded clutch purses on top.
�Smoke, Heather?� asked Megan.
�No thanks.� I was surprised that a nursing Sisterlike Megan smoked; surely she knew the repercus-sions of such, although in the Fifties smoking wasnot taken as the serious threat it is seen as in thepresent day.
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�You don�t mind if I do, Heather?�
Megan opened her purse, took out a jewelled ciga-rette case, withdrew a filter-tipped cigarette, and lit itwith an equally expensive-looking lighter.
I kept wondering wherever did Megan get themoney for her expensive clothes. I had a suspicionthey were hand-tailored. That jewelled cigarette caseand lighter could have been a present, I supposed.There was no doubt our salaries at Morningside weresome of the best in the country for nursing Sisters. Iconsidered myself very prudent with my money; evenso I could never afford the type of clothes Meganwore. I came to the conclusion there must be othermeans of income that Megan received. Was I beingtoo nosey? After all, it was none of my business.
Megan and I made pleasant conversation tillCharles appeared and announced that dinner wasready and would all make their way to the diningroom?
Charles and his tuxedoed flunkies poured outwine before dinner started. The choice was wide; redor white from a large selection of such. From the lookof the labels, Steven McCulloch kept an expensivecellar.
Steven�s dazzling girlfriend was introduced toMegan and me as Samantha Mc Call. She was all gig-gles, a dumb blonde in my opinion, but her figurewas something else. I know plenty of women whowould give their back teeth to have a body like hers.
�There�ll be others coming tomorrow. Poppy will behere,� we were informed, whoever Poppy was.
Megan gushed about this Poppy. �She is unbeliev-able, Heather. You cannot believe her when you seeher! Just you wait.�
At the dining table there were six of us includingMegan and me, Steven and the giggling Samantha.There was an elderly man called Harold Bernard anda young man named Desmond Barrington who kept
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eyeing the giggling Samantha, I don�t blame him fortruly was beautiful.
Everyone was easy to have conversation with, andMegan and I being nurses it was part of our job toconverse with people on a daily basis.
I learned Harold Bernard was what one called abusiness magnate and had a conglomerate of compa-nies which dealt in widely diversified goods and ser-vices. He was a multi-millionaire, divorced and gladto be shot of a nagging wife who, he said, had madehis life miserable. That was water under the bridgeand she went away with a fat cheque so she could livein clover for the rest of her life.
As for Desmond Barrington, he was anup-and-coming young business man, a high flyerwell on the road to making his fortune with a foodcompany that tinned baked beans.
It seemed obvious to me that Steven McCullochmixed in high society. How did he have the money forthat? As I said before he was a top surgeon paidplenty but did that put him in the same financialbracket to mingle with the cream of society?
I noticed that when proceedings broke up for thenight and all said their good nights, the gigglingSamantha, or Sam as Steven called her, had an armhooked round Desmond�s arm and both were makingtheir way to Desmond�s bedroom. If Sam was Ste-ven�s girlfriend, he didn�t seem the least concernedby this turn of events. I thought he would have beenlivid that his girlfriend had accompanied anotherman to his bedroom but it seemed not.There wassomething strange happening here but I couldn�tquite put my finger on it.
When Megan and I returned to our room, the bedhad been turned down and our nightdresses lay ontop of the pillows. Megan� nightdress was out of thisworld, a dreamy cream-coloured silk which had afantastic silky feel about it. This I knew as I handledit in our sexual activities.
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I felt rather ashamed of the nightdress I wore, acotton flower-patterned one. However as our sexualpleasures progressed through the night, it was re-moved by Megan, as she usually did. She had astrong personality and knew it. She offered me herbreasts, knowing I could not refuse them. I could notrefuse Megan anything.

***
Morning saw the dawn break through the Vene-tian blinds. The sun�s rays were strong. I rose to ad-just the blinds and lessen the light shining in theroom. I could not help but see the naked body of mylover sprawled over the bed fast asleep. I bent downand kissed her buttocks, a slight movement and asatisfied gurgle was the response. Megan was stillasleep. I sat on the chair in front of our dressing tablemirror and perused my naked form. I was extremelyproud of my body for it was now what it should al-ways have been: a woman�s. Megan knew nothing ofthat nor was she likely to find out. Marty knew and itwas the only reason we could not marry I cried in selfpity, lifted a tissue off the dressing table, and driedmy eyes.
Megan had awoke by now. She stretched herself. Icame over to her, wrapped my hands round her, andkissed her.
�What was that all about, sweetheart?� Meganasked me.
�Oh nothing. Can�t I hug the one who is so nice tome?�
�Any time you like, darling. Want breakfast?�Megan lifted the ivory-handled phone at the bedsidetable and ordered breakfast.
I snuggled beside Megan in bed and she kissed mesweetly. �You�re a funny one, aren�t you?�
I looked up into her eyes. We kissed again, then layquietly in each other�s arms, both of us deep inthought.
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In time our reverie was interrupted by a knock onthe bedroom door.
�Who is it?� enquired Megan.
�The maid, Madam, with the breakfast you or-dered.�
�Enter.� The young woman did to see the sight of anaked Megan and myself, something I got the im-pression she was used to in this villa.
The breakfast tray was put over Megan and mewith its pot of marmalade toast, fried eggs, bacon,beans, and pot of coffee.
�Shall I pour, ma�am?� enquired the maid.
�Yes please do, Miriam,� said Megan as if she wasused to this life of luxury I was beginning to think shewas.
�Did you remember to pack your swimming stuff,Heather?�
�Yes, of course. Why?�
�We are going to lap up the sun beside the swim-ming pool. It�s heated.�
Breakfast was finished and I looked in the built-inwardrobe for my one-piece bathing suit. I was aboutto put it on when there was Megan beside me, givinga hand.
�Stop it, Megan,� I giggled for the hand Megan wasgiving me was all over my body, feeling me up.
�Never mind, Heather. You can give me your handwhen I put mine on. It�s only fair.�
Eventually after a lot of messing about between us,we got round to putting Megan�s bathing costume on.
What a revelation that was; while I wasMiss Primand Proper in my one-piece, Megan revealed her
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two-piece Bikini, which even in these modern timeswould still be daring to wear.
Whatever Megan had to show was all there to see,for the two-piece white Bikini was almostsee-through in the bright sun.
I messed around with Megan ample breasts as Ihelped her put it on, lingered even.
After our fooling around, we were both ready to goto the swimming pool. Megan took my hand and ledthe way. The water was crystal clear, the pool sur-rounded by tables with sun umbrellas. Megan hadbrought a large towel which she spread at the poolside, then she opened her slingback shoulder bagand took out a bottle of sun cream.
�Heather, be a darling and rub this sun cream onmy back.� Megan lay face down on the towel as shehanded me the bottle.
I knelt beside the prone body of my girlfriend withthe bottle in my hand.
�Don�t forget to undo my top. I want to be tannedall over.�
I felt embarrassed as I took the top of the two-piecebikini off. Nobody else around us seemed to care asthey looked on at my embarrassment and continuedwhatever they were doing.
�Ah, that�s better, darling,� said Megan as I mas-saged the cream into her shoulders.
Massaging was something Megan and I had to doto patients from time to time. That was completelydifferent, though, for there was no audience watch-ing. Megan sighed like when we made love. I was sureshe had cum in her Bikini bottom.
After a while Megan said, � Now you lie down,sweetheart and I�ll give you a massage.�
Megan rose, her Bikini top remained on the towel,and all there were able to see Megan�s ample breasts
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without a comment from any of them. As I wore aone-piece bathing suit, there was no chance anyonewould see my bare anatomy.
Megan�s soft hands kneaded the sun cream in myback. It was so relaxing, and, I have to say, very sexy.I shut my eyes and from the way Megan was goingabout things, I felt I was going to release my womanlysex juices. Oh no, not here in front of this crowd ofkeen eyed observers. Try as I might, there was no wayI could avoid it; crossing my legs wasn�t going to stopit. I felt the wetness between my legs. There wasnothing I could do so I let it happen. No one said any-thing. Whether anyone there suspected anything, Iwill never know.
By the time I recovered from my embarrassment, Iwas sitting on a deck chair at a table with the sunumbrella above.
Charles was once again hovering at our table.�Drink, Madam?� was asked. Megan ordered twoPina Coladas.
�I�m going for a dip. Coming?�
�Cover yourself up, Megan,� I whispered.
�Oh yes. Give us a hand, darling.� I�m sure every-body got an eyeful as I helped Megan with her Bikinitop.
We splashed around the pool, giggling like a cou-ple of silly schoolgirls.
�Now wasn�t that fun?� Megan said as I unclippedmy bathing cap. Then she gave me a wet kiss. I knowshe wanted one back but I couldn�t reciprocate, notwith everyone watching; I�s had enough embarrass-ment for one day.
At our table waiting for us were the two PinaColadas with the Maraschino cherries and smallcocktail umbrellas stuck in them, and the blackstraw to suck them with waiting for us.
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I settled down, relaxed and looked around at ourneighbors round the pool at their various tables.
Giggling Samwas there with Desmond Barrington,both it seemed in earnest conversation with StevenMcCulloch. Harold Bernard in a pair of shorts was onhis own, his head buried in some newspaper, proba-bly the Financial Times or Telegraph. In his hand wasa glass of Scotch on the rocks.
Megan and I sat in silence for a while till someoneshouted, �Poppy is on her way!�
�Let me see,� Megan asked Steven who came overwith a pair of field glasses. He gave them to Megan.From where Steven�s villa was situated one could seethe valley below on a bright spring day. Megan fo-cused the glasses on the sport car below about tostart the long twisty, turning climb to the villa.
�Want a look, Heather?�
I was handed the glasses to focus on the red sportcar. I couldn�t really tell what make the car was, notthat I was expert on sports cars. All I could see it wasan open top car and a small woman with a scarf thatwas fluttering strongly in the breeze tied over herhead.
Eventually the small red car entered the parkingspace in front of the villa. I was informed by one moreknowledgeable than me that it was an MG TF with awooden framed body, separate wings, and runningboards. Whatever all that meant.
The woman who emerged from the driving seat wasimmediately greeted by Steven McCulloch with a kissand hug. I looked at the woman. She had the appear-ance of a mere girl not old enough to have a drivinglicence.
�How old is that girl, Megan?�
�How old do you think she is, Heather?�
�I would say maybe fourteen or there about, cer-tainly not old enough to have a driving licence.�
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Megan laughed, �You wouldn�t be the first personto say that.�
Megan waved her hand at this woman. �Poppy dar-ling, would you come over here? I�d like you to meetmy girlfriend.� The woman came over to Megan andme.
�This is Heather Archer, my girlfriend. Heather,meet Poppy Mandrake.�
We shook hands.
�Poppy sweetie, would you mind showing Heatheryour driving licence?�
She opened her handbag and produced said item.There it was in black and white; her age was 23.
Poppy laughed. �Here is my passport, I keep it withme all the time, especially when I go into a pub. Noone ever believes I�m over 21.�
Neither did I but there it was in black and white.Even so she still looked like a schoolgirl. Just then awoman called Maxine (who I found later was a beau-tician and one of the very best) came over. �Poppydear, its time you came with me.�
�Yes of course, Maxine. There is much to do isthere not? Bye girls, see you all later.�
What a pleasant woman with a personality full ofsparkle and vitality. I wondered how StevenMcCulloch came to know Poppy. I wondered a lotabout many of the people I met there that weekend,all of whom seemed pleasant to me.
By now Steven had a barbecue going. It was a helpyourself with paper plates and forks. I along withMegan made our way to the table by the poolsidewhere burgers and sausages lay on their trays along-side bottles of barbecue sauce. I noticed anotherwoman had appeared at Steven side, a redhead thistime and not a giggler like Sam. This one looked themore serious type of woman, an intellect if I was notmistaken, possibly a student.
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Desmond Barrington had transferred his eyes tothe redhead, although Giggling Sam was at his pool-side table. Sam didn�t seem at all jealous of her red-headed rival for the affections of Desmond, or Desi asthe redhead was now calling him.
Steven came to our table and introduced the red-head. �This is Pricilla DeValera,� I was informed. Weshook hands.
�Heather sweetie, do you mind if I borrow your girl-friend for a while?� Megan and Steven disappearedinto the villa hand in hand talking in a tone that tome looked very serious.
I was left with redheaded Pricilla who was indeed astudent at university, studying politics, most knowl-edgeable. She could tell you every little detail aboutall the Prime Ministers of the U.K. from past to pres-ent. I expect now that the fifty-year embargo on therelease of government papers is out, Pricilla willknow every little detail of my affair with MartinTownsend, ex-Prime Minister.
Anyway the morning passed into afternoon andthere was no sign of Megan. I wasn�t really worryingabout her for she was a big girl now and could takecare of herself. The time at the pool was nearing anend as people left to prepare themselves for dinner.Pricilla made her excuses and headed in the directionof Steven and the two left arm-in-arm.
There was nothing left for me to do but go back toour bedroom and dress for the evening and dinner.There was still no sign of Megan so I removed myone-piece bathing costume with no interferencesfrom my playful girlfriend. I showered and talc�d mybody all over with lovely honeysuckle with Megan onmy mind. I wrapped a large towel round my body,then sat at the dressing table looking at my complex-ion as I was about to start on my makeup. The bed-room door opened and in came Megan.
She gave me a kiss. �So sorry I wasn�t with yousweetheart, something cropped up that delayedme.�
�Nothing serious I hope?�
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�No, just an old friend. That�s what I want to talk toyou about, darling. You see Hillary Benson, a deardear friend has turned up and we had a good old chinwag. Hillary is passing through on her way to a Ca-ribbean cruise and I may not see her for ages. Well,the thing is, darling, Hillary and I have a lot to catchup with and we may not see much of each other to-night, but I�ll make up for it, don�t you worry.�
�That�s okay. These things can�t be helped, anywaywe�ve plenty of time on our hands.�
�I knew you would understand, sweetheart.�
Megan came and gave me a very passionate kiss.She quickly peeled off her two pieces and made forthe shower. Call it women�s intuition but I had thefeeling Megan was taking more precise care with hermakeup and with choosing the gown she would wearthis evening then she typically would. I shook off anylatent suspicions I had. It was nothing I should worryabout.
Megan smelled marvellous; she had used Mad-eleine St. Clair, a very expensive perfume. It wassomething your average woman could never afford.God knows I couldn�t.
�Ready, darling?� Megan asked and we made ourway to the cocktail lounge once more. The place wasmore crowded than last night. Giggling Sam hadgone back to Steven and brain box Pricilla was link-ing arms with Desmond. I think Desi was playingmusical girlfriends with Sam and Pricilla. I expectedit would be Sam�s turn tomorrow night, or was thereanother lady friend yet to arrive on the scene?
�Excuse me, Heather,� my girlfriend said andmade her way to a woman in her forties standing byherself. The woman who I took to be Hillary Bensonsmiled as Megan approached her. The women em-braced each other, kissed, sat down at a vacant tableand ordered drinks.
I was left on my own so I could look around and pe-ruse my weekend companions. Giggling Sam wasstill with Steven; Desi and brain box Pricilla were in
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deep conversation, probably Pricilla revealing somedark secret about various British Prime Ministers.Then there were Megan and Hillary. Hillary was cer-tainly older than Megan; she had a few grey hairs butthat only made her look more distinguished. Therewas something about the name Hillary Benson. Icouldn�t quite put my finger on it, just somethingabout that name. Who was not present at this time,strangely? Harold Bernard and Poppy Mandrake.
Charles as usual was hovering at my table. �PinaColada, please, Charles. By the way, have you seenHarold Bernard or Poppy Mandrake anywhere?�
He was evasive in answering and quickly left.When Charles came back he quickly put the drink onthe table and was gone before I could ask him anymore questions. I silently sipped the drink till it wastime to go to the dining room.
I wasn�t alone at the dinner table; while Steven andGiggling Sam sat at the top, to either side down thetable various couples sat opposite each other. I satnext to Desi while opposite him was Pricilla whoseemingly had deposed Sam for the position of hiscurrent girlfriend. Further down the table was mygirlfriend Megan across from Hillary Benson.
There were still three seats to be filled. The one onthe other side of me from Desmond was filled byMaxine the beautician whom I found to be a quitepleasant character. Maxine, a woman in her forties,had been a beautician since she was in her teens.She gave me plenty of beauty tips. Harold Bernardand Poppy Mandrake were still to appear.
A couple did appear. One of them was definitelyHarold Bernard; the other looked to me like someschoolgirl who should be in bed at this time in theevening.
This girl was dressed in a black pleated sleevelessgym slip that stopped at her kneeand a white but-ton-up blouse. Her hair was done up in pigtails. Shewore white ankle socks and Mary Jane shoes. Ac-companying them were a little necklace, a bangle,and that was about it.
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She was small and kept calling Harold �daddy� in alisping girlish voice, I was certain he
wasn�t her father. He kept giving her little kisseson her neck. She giggled and not the womanly typeSam gave but more girlish. It was almost obsceneand I felt embarrassed. No one else at the tableseemed to care, though. I don�t know what game theywere playing but the word �paedophile� came to mind;it was sickening watching the pair behave.
I turned to Maxine. �Who is that schoolgirl?� Iasked.
�Don�t you know? You met her at the pool this af-ternoon.�
I racked my brain. �I don�t remember seeing her to-day, Maxine.�
�You do remember the woman in the MG sportscar, don�t you, Heather?�
�Yes but that was Poppy Mandrake. Wait,you...don�t mean that schoolgirl is her!�
�One and the same. I think I deserve an accoladeon my accomplishments. I must admit Poppy has alot going for her with her young girl�s appearance.Her hair is long and easy to put in pigtails. With myskilful knowledge of makeup, voila, you see beforeyou Poppy The Schoolgirl.�
�I must admit your skills with makeup is beyondbelief but why what is the point, Maxine?�
�Don�t you know anything about Harold Bernard.He keeps his secret close to his chest however he hasdisclosed his desires to Steven and he likes younggirls, schoolgirls.�
�But Poppy is not a schoolgirl, although looking ather tonight, I was certain she was one. So where doesSteven come into it?�
�He can procure such a person...for a price, andfulfill Harold Bernard�s desires, and there is nothing
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illegal about it. Harold is a wise person; he and Poppyare both adults so whatever transpires between themis all above board.�
�What does transpire between them, Maxine?�
�Come on, Heather. What do you think happenswhen you see them leave together and make for Har-old�s bedroom? I don�t have to spell it out for you, doI?�
She did not indeed; Harold got his sexual thrillsfrom pretending he was fucking an underage school-girl. Just what other secrets were behind my new-found friends? Time would tell.
Dinner was again served by Charles and hiscoattailed, bowtied assistants. Whatever it was, itwas delicious; some French dish with an unpro-nounceable name. Megan was too occupied with herwoman partner to notice me. Charles had done hiswine waiter bit; I was under the impression Charleswas a Jack Of All Trades. Sam had got a trifle tipsywith the wine; red I think, and was giggling like therewas no tomorrow.
The three-course meal was finished and Sam wasin an uncontrollable fit of the giggles. Again.
�Come on, Sam, I think it�s your bedtime,� Steventold her.
�Oh good, sweetie, now you can fuck my brainsout,� was followed by yet another burst of the giggles.
Sam certainly knew what was good for her. Maybethat brain-fucking could stop her giggles, I thought,as it seemed her brains were between her legs. Thelast I saw of Sam that night, Steven�s hand wasround her waist and he was taking her out of the din-ing room, presumably to have her brains fucked out.
That seemed the signal for others to depart thescene; there was no sign of Megan and Hillary so Imay as well make to the bedroom. I undressed andcleanedmy face as Maxine had described. What a dif-ference that made compared to my usual cleansing
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methods. Still no sign of Megan. She did say not Ishould wait up for her so I curled up and fell asleep.

***
Morning broke as the sun shone through the slatsof the Venetian blinds. No sign of my girlfriend. I pon-dered over her; although I had said I loved her to ap-pease her, there was no doubt Megan had a stronginfluence over me, like no woman ever had.
I lifted the house phone and ordered breakfast.Miriam the maid entered with the tray and placed itover me as I sat up to receive it.
�Miriam, have you seen Megan this morning?�
�Yes Ma�am, when I took breakfast to MadamBenson�s boudoir, she and Madam Stark sat up inbed to receive it.�
�Were they in the same bed, Miriam?�
�But of course, they always are. Why?�
�Oh nothing. I just wondered.�
So Megan was two-timing me, even after I hadpledged I loved her. Was I jealous? Of course I was. Iwould have this out with her.
Megan wasn�t there and the sun was shining. Iwasn�t going to waste time crying over her. So I show-ered, put my bathing costume on, and made my wayto poolside. Others were there taking breakfast, in-cluding Maxine who was sipping a cup of coffee.
�Do you mind if I sit beside you, Maxine?�
�Help yourself, Heather. I�ll pour you out a cup.�This she did and we sat in silence for a while.
�You are going riding this afternoon, Heather?�
�Riding? What are you talking about?�
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�It is a bright and sunny day and Steven is arrang-ing a trip over the valley. He keeps a stable here. I�mgoing, the views are fantastic, just lovely.�
�I would like to, Maxine but the thing is I can�tride.�
�Don�t worry about that. Steven will keep Charlesnear you and put you on old Bessie who know theland like the back of her hoofs. You just say �gee up,�lie back, and off you go.�
�Okay. Maybe I�ll do that for there is no sign ofMegan.�
�Megan? You can forget about her for the rest ofthe weekend.�
�Why would you say that? You know something Idon�t?�
�It seems I do. Don�t you know who Hillary Bensonis? She is a high-flying business woman who grindsher rivals into the dust; some say she is a man in afrock. She is also a lesbian of the butch type; if yousee her today she will more than likely be wearing apantsuit or culottes.�
Now I remembered where I knew the name HillaryBenson from. She was always in the papers doingsome business deal, buying this or that company andselling them when they weren�t making a profit. Itwas the poor old workers who suffered, flung out ofwork and on unemployment. That was of no concernto Hillary; all she was worried about where was hernext million coming from.
�You don�t mean Megan was having sex with thiswoman, Maxine?�
�I certainly do. Don�t take my word for it. I�ll giveyou proof if you want.�
�Proof? What kind of proof?�
�Filmed proof, my dear, in glorious Technicolor ifyou can bear to look.�
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I wasn�t sure I wanted to see my girlfriend makinglove with another woman. But if I am honest, curios-ity got the better of me.
�Okay, Maxine.�
�Right. I may be taking a risk but I reckon Stevenwouldn�t have invited you here if you weren�t okaywith him.�
I wasn�t too sure what Maxine meant by that at themoment. I was to find out later.
�We�ll make for the viewing room. I�m a trustee andhave the key; Charles is needed for the projector,however.�
Maxine beckoned Charles with a finger.
�You wanted something, Madam?�
�Yes Charles, we want you to come to the viewingroom and your help in operating the projector there.�
�Would that be to see the delightful film of last yearon the Master�s yacht at Monte Carlo, Madam?�
�No, it would not. It would be to see the delightfulfilm of the action that took place in Madam Benson�sboudoir. You know the one I mean.�
The smiling face of Charles changed; he raised hiseyebrows and looked at me.
�It�s alright, Charles. If anything goes wrong, I�lltake the blame,� Maxine assured him.
I thought Charles seemed a bit reluctant, never-theless we three made our way to the basement of thevilla which was kept locked at all times. Maxine pro-duced a key, then down we went. We stopped before adoor, also locked. Maxine opened it with another key.There within was a small private cinema with twentycomfortable seats and a screen. At the rear was theprojection box into which Charles disappeared.
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We made ourselves comfortable, the lights weredimmed and on the screen appeared the title �HillaryBenson and Megan Stark� and below that the date7/4/51. This would have been a month before thefirst I came to Steven�s villa.
The film started. The first to enter Hillary�s boudoirwas Megan, followed by Hillary. It didn�t take Hillarylong to peel Megan�s dress off. Megan sexual partswere clearly seen in all their Technicolor glory. Hil-lary was stripped naked by Megan and the two weresoon in a 69 position, Hillary on top.
A strap-on dildo came into the action; wearing itwas none other than Hillary. The film had sound andall the pair�s grunts and groans were clearly heard.The sexual activities of the amorous pair went on as Iwas forced by emotion to look away at a few points.
�Tell me, Maxine, did Hillary and Megan know thiswas being recorded and how were the cameras con-cealed?�
�Hillary and Megan do know. Hillary demands acopy of her sexual activities for her own enjoyment.Others may not know that the place has cameras,however, I can tell you every room is rigged up withcameras, even the bedroom you and Megan sleep in.As for the concealment, many are built in to the ceil-ing, others are behind two-way mirrors. Steven ca-ters for voyeurs, that is why there are the mirrors.There is nothing of a sexual nature that Steven can-not supply...for the right price.�
I was amazed at the revelations that were nowcoming thick and fast.
�What does Steven do with all these films,Maxine?�
�They are his insurance in case anyone blows thecoop. They can be used as blackmail.�
I was beginning to think Steven McCulloch wasonto a good thing. The money he must be making forsupplying what his rich customers wanted must betremendous. It also occurred to me that the giggling
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Sam and Pricilla must be high-class prostitutes. Iwas to later find out that I was wrong. Pricilla was astruggling university student using the money towork her way through school.
What of Poppy, though? Was she also on thegame? No, Maxine said she was an actress in filmsand plays; because of her size she played child parts,schoolgirls in particular.
�Steven spotted her one time, made her an offershe couldn�t refuse, and now she played the part ofthe underage schoolgirl for him. Don�t think HaroldBernard is the only man who has a passion for un-derage schoolgirls or at least an actress who playsthe part to perfection. I can tell you some of the oth-ers think she is indeed a schoolgirl; Steven neverputs them any the wiser. It was Poppy who recom-mended me as her beautician for the part she is nowplaying with Harold Bernard. I was a beautician forthe film company for which she had made somefilms. Poppy also knew I could make the costumesyou see her wear this weekend. They were all hand-made by myself.�
I had finished watching Megan and her so-called�dear friend� Hillary Benson. There were no doubtthey were a very friendly couple from what I ob-served.
�Want to see Poppy and another gentleman, notHarold?� enquired Maxine.
I was getting sucked into Steven McCulloch�s sickworld although he had never said a word to me aboutthe activities that took place in his villa. To put itplainly he was a procurer of vice, and I must havebeen naive or stupid, probably both, not to have real-ised it. By the time I knew it, I was already enmeshedin his vice empire.
�Okay Maxine, let me see the X-rated schoolgirland her sugar daddy.�
�Get the schoolgirl flicks, Charles,� shoutedMaxine at the projection box.
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Charles came of out the box. �They�re in the vaultbut I�ll have to put this lezzy stuff back in there cansand put them away. Won�t be a sec.�
�How many films do you have here, Maxine?� Iasked.
�Hard to tell. Steven�s been putting these things onfilm before Poppy or me ever came here. Charlescould tell you more than me; he�s been with Stevensince I don�t know when. Charles labels them all andhas a catalogue with who is on film and the datesthey were shot. Very precise is our Charles.�
I was soon watching Poppy and her sugar daddy. Ican�t remember his name, but it was all in the cata-logue. To me he was just another old man in his sev-enties. These men with all their money could easilyafford any high-class call girl and fuck the life out ofthem if they wanted. Apparently it was not and whatSteven was charging them was a lot more than anyhigh-class call girl would. I imagined that finding anunderage schoolgirl who was supposed to be a virginwilling to give them her maidenhead was a rarityworth a lot to the old geezers.
�But Poppy is not a virgin,� I told Maxine.
�Of course not but many men think she is for weuse the old Madams� trick. Alum is used on her pussyto tighten the vagina. Many of the old fools think theyhave broken her maidenhead; some even stuff ahandful of tenners down her blouse for that privi-lege.�
�Interesting,� I thought, �this Steven McCullochknows all the tricks in the book.�
The action on the screen between the schoolgirland her sugar daddy was heating up. Poppy wassucking a big lollypop and sitting on the sugar daddyknee; he was trying to put a hand up her gym slip
�Oh, stop that!� Schoolgirl Poppy told him, herwhite cotton knickers just peeping slightly on dis-play.
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�I�ll give you a ten-pound note, my girl,� said thegrey-headed old man.
Poppy, seductively sucking her lollypop, stoppedto consider the offer.
�What do you want me to do for your ten pounds?�
�Let me feel your legs and knickers.�
Poppy wasn�t slow on the uptake. �I want twentypounds.�
The man�s hand�s crept up Poppy�s legs. She stillsucked seductively on her lollypop as if she was dis-interested in the proceedings. Whether she was ornot, she soon felt a large protrusion between her legs.
�Getting excited are we?� asked Poppy. �That couldcost you more.�
The grey-headed man�s hand had reached the edgeof Poppy�s cotton knickers, which he definitelywanted to enter. The little hand of Poppy clampeddown on his.
�No further unless...�
The grey-headed old man looked at her and fin-ished the sentence. �I know, unless I pay you moremoney, say another thirty pounds?�
�Yes that will do nicely, but for a further tenpounds, you can take my knickers off and smell themif you wish.�
�Tell me, little girl, what are you studying atschool?�
�Finance, why?�
�I thought as much. You�re going to be good at it.You�ll be a millionaire in no time, I know.�
The elderly man proceeded to take Poppy�s whitecotton knickers down and off. Poppy
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assisted him to turn the knickers inside out.�Sniff!� was her command as she held them to hisnose. He inhaled the item with a large smile on hisface.
It was obvious the grey-headed man wanted morethan sniffing a pair of girl�s knickers, a lot
more. He had paid Steven a heavy wad of notes forthe privilege of deflowering this underage schoolgirl,as he apparently thought she was.
�What�s the going rate to take your maidenhead,little girl?�
Poppy who knew what she was there for, stoppedsucking her lollypop.
�Oh Sir, you can�t mean that! Why, I�ve never doneanything like that before,� she lied.
�Everyone has their price. What does that calcula-tor in your head tell you?�
Poppy started sucking her lollypop once more inserious thought.
�I tell you what. Make me an offer I can�t refuse.�
The elderly gentleman quickly came back with anoffer of £500.
�I couldn�t let you have it so cheap, it is precious tome. Once lost, it can never be replaced.�
�Okay little girl, I understand. £1000.
�You�re on!� Little Poppy, who was acting theschoolgirl, answered.
No sooner said than Poppy that than she found allher schoolgirl clothes off. The elderly man had herpinned to the bed and was on her. He found herpussy very tight to enter. This was indeed a virgin, hemust have thought.
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She should worry, she has gotten some pin moneyout of the old fool, followed by a nice fat cheque tocome from Stevie.
�Want to see any more, Heather?� asked Maxine.
�No thanks. I get the gist of the activities that takeplace in the villa.�
I left the basement wondering if I should say some-thing to Dr. Steven McCulloch; I knew nothing aboutthe law on these matters. All involved were adults,even Poppy, although I must admit she didn�t looklike one. Maybe some would not approve of what Ihad been seen on film but what consenting adults doin private is of no concern of mine. I remembered Sis-ter Kenny and her cane and Dr. Hampton. To me thatincident was amusing; to the pair it was part of theirforeplay before intercourse.
Maxine and I went riding with Steven and othersincluding Giggling Sam. Megan and her dear dearfriend were missing, I was too preoccupied to noticethat or the beautiful views of the valley and dales ofthe countryside. I was thinking of what I had just wit-nessed on film and what this villa was all about.
This being Sunday evening some guests had de-parted, not including Megan and her dear dearfriend. Megan came over to me at dinner, the firsttime since the Saturday night when she leftarm-in-arm with Hillary Benson.
�Darling, I shall be with you in the morning whenHillary is leaving.�
�Will you indeed� I replied with what one wouldonly call an icy smile.
The following morning saw most of the weekendcrowd leave after breakfast. Megan and I would leaveafter lunch with Steven.
I lounged at the pool in my bathing suit soaking upthe sun. Megan joined me. �I want to have words withyou, Megan. To the bedroom NOW.�
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I think Megan was quite taken aback with themanner in which I had spoken to her; she camemeekly without a fuss.
When we arrived at the bedroom I laid into her.�Just what the hell do you think you are playing at,Megan?�
�What are you talking about, Heather?�
�Hillary Benson. You and that...woman.�
�I told you before, she is a dear friend of mine.�
�Liar!� I slapped her twice on the face with the backof my hand. She was astonished to say the least.
�But that is the truth, darling. She is a dearfriend.�
�You know something, Megan? You look beautifulwhen you�re lying. I could almost kiss you.�
�But it is the truth, sweetheart.�
�That�s not what the film shows. You�re two-timingme, Megan.�
There was silence between us for a while, then,�What film?�
�You very well know what film. I�m not going tostand here to describe it.�
Megan came over to me, hugged and kissed memost passionately. �You know I love you, darling.�
I have to say she was very nearly convincing.
�Then why are you making love with anotherwoman?�
Her mind must have been working overtime. �It isall for the two of us, Heather. You see, if I can putenough aside, then we can buy a house and live to-gether for the rest of our lives.�
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I bought it. Later when I had time to think itthrough, I thought I must ave been really naive but itwas too late by then.
I didn�t say anymore. Megan that morning madesome of the most passionate love to me she had madefor some time. OK, I was a sucker. I admit it.
After lunch the three of us made the three-hourjourney back to Morningside. It was in Megan�s cot-tage, she handedme a sealed brown paper envelope.
�What�s this, Megan?� I enquired.
�Open it and see, sweetheart.�
I did. It was full of brand new ten pound notes,£1000 worth.
�What this for and who gave it?�
�It�s for you and Stevie gave it, darling.�
�But I can�t take it. I�ve done nothing to deservethis.�
�Don�t be so stupid, Heather; you can put it to-wards that house we both will share. Stevie hasplenty more where that came from.�
Megan had convinced me. I stupidly accepted herstory. I had never seen so much money in one lumpsum before.

***
It must have been a couple of weeks after the timeat Steven�s villa; Megan told me she had two ticketsfor a fashion show at a high-class exclusive salon.
�What�s the point, Megan? I�ll certainly go with youbut I can�t imagine they�ll have anything I can afford.�
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�Don�t worry about that, darling. Anything youtake a fancy to, just tell me and we�ll charge it to Ste-ven�s bank account.�
I must say there were some gorgeous gowns onshow by equally gorgeous models. There was oneblack number that was figure hugging/ I simpleadored it. I couldn�t afford it although money wasnever mentioned; it was way out of my pocket I wascertain. However Megan had put a carrot before me.
�No problem, sweetheart.� she said. After the showwas over she asked to see the fashion designer, aman by the name of Norman Bushnell? They were inconversation for some considerable time. Finally,Megan beckoned me over to them.
�Heather, Norman will have to take your measure-ments.�
�If Madam will come this way, we will soon have allsorted out to your requirements.�
Norman invited me to come to his fitting shop. ThisI did and measurements were taken.
�Everything will be ready in a few weeks. I have tosay it is a wise choice, one of my finest creations.�
�What about payment?�
�Madam Stark has taken care of all that. It will becharged to Dr. McCulloch�s account.�
I felt rather pleased with myself. I now knew whereMegan received money to pamper herself in womanlyfinery.
A few days later as I was at my station in the ward,Dr. Steven visited me.
�Heather, did you like the dress?�
I gushed. �Oh yes, Steven. It is lovely but I stillhave to receive it.�
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�Don�t worry about that. I told them to rush it.You�ll have it in time to come to the next weekend atthe villa.�
�Will I?�
�Hasn�t Megan mentioned it to you? It is the week-end after next.�
�But I�m scheduled for night duty that weekend,Dr. Steven.�
�Don�t worry about that, Heather. I�ll reschedulethat so you will be off from Thursday night to thefollowingTuesday morning.�
Dr. Steven never asked me if I wanted to go to hisvilla. I was beginning to enjoy the high life and therewas more to come. You may think I had forgottenabout Martin; I hadn�t, he was never away from mythoughts. I could never have sex or love with anotherman but I admit the desire for sex in some form neverleft me. Some may think I wasn�t being true to Martinin taking a woman lover. Megan was filling a sexualvoid in my life. If I had left Martin as I thought I hadfor the rest of my life, I needed love of some form fromsomeone. Megan fitted the bill there was no denyingit was a sexual love or a love of sex, but not the trueemotional kind of love I craved.
That Friday come noon there I was at Megan�s cot-tage waiting for Stevie as I, like Megan, was now call-ing him. The days were becoming long and sunnyand the view was magnificent as Stevie�s car startedthe long twisty turns climb to his villa.
Megan and I were both in our room quickly, casesunpacked; this time I had as many beautiful clothesas Megan. Soon we were in our skimpy two-piecebathing costumes and lying on the large towel, plas-tering each other with sun oil at the poolside.
At dinner it was a different crowd from the lasttime; no Giggling Sam. Steven did have a stunningbuxom brunette beside him at the table. I tried to fig-ure out which of the two young men at the table shewould service. This was the way my mind was work-
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ing since I saw the X-rated films of the activities thattook place within his villa.
At dinner Steven asked me if he could have a wordin private with him in his room after we ate. I was cu-rious as to what would transpire there; I noticed hispresent lady love had been eyed by one of the youngmen and they seemed in earnest conversation.
I was thinking he might try to entice me to be hisbed partner for the night. I should have knownbetter. He was not the least bit interested in me for heknew Megan and I was lesbians. He did need us forhis vice empire. I have to say I wouldn�t have gone tobed with him anyway as there was only one man thatI would do that with and he was in Parliament.
�Sit down, Heather. Would you like something todrink for a nightcap?�
�Yes Stevie, a Martini.� That was another thing; Iwas begging to drink sophisticated drinks andmaybetoo much at times.
Steven came straight to the point. �Heather, thereis a woman coming here for the weekend tomorrow.She is rich. However her money cannot cure her ofcancer. How long she has to live I cannot tell. It mightbe a week or, with luck, it could be many years. Youmay be wondering why I am telling you this. Well seeshe is a lesbian and would like to spend the last daysof her life making love to a beautiful woman, whichyou indeed are. Would you do this to make thewoman happy?�
I fell for his sob story. I found out why I was neededthe following day; Megan�s old friend had arrived andshe couldn�t service two women at the same time.
I was introduced to this woman with the cancer, awoman of around her mid-forties; nice-looking with aslim build, nice face. She was called MarcellaBrackenridge. I believe she was a widow and hadbeen left a fortune by her husband who owned a com-pany which she sold.
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She was pleasant enough. It was still the afternoonand I was at the poolside in my skimpy two-piece.
�Maybe you could give me a hand and help me intomy costume, Heather?� Marcella asked me.
�Of course, Marcella.� I followed her back to thebedroom; she took a one-piece costume out thedressing table drawer and put it on the bed.
�Give me a helping hand to remove this dress? Un-zip me.�
Marcella wore a yellow floral print dress; she hadher back to me as I stepped forward to pull the zipperat the back down to her hips. This eased the dress offher body. As I did this, she turned and kissed mefully on the lips. I didn�t refuse, of course. I was therefor to make her happy. Marcella was doing her best toundress me which wasn�t all that hard as I stood inonly my two-piece.
Her nimble fingers soon had the hook and eye atthe back of the top section unhooked and she was ag-itating the nipples of my breasts. I let her for she wasworking me up to a sexual frenzy.
My breasts were in Marcella�s hands; now she waskissing my nipples, greedily I thought. There wasonly one thing on her mind and I was it. In no time wewere wrestling on the bed in a most delightful way. Iquickly had my hand on her pussy and she loved it.Not to be outdone, she reciprocated the gesture and Iloved it as much as she did. It occurred to me Mar-cella was only the second woman I hadmade love too.Her tongue was in me in no time licking my cunt out;she had me squirming all over that bed. I was goingto have a great time with this woman and our age dif-ference didn�t matter.
She made me come and I was supposed to be theone that did it to her. We lay back in the bed softlyand gently kissing each other.
�That was fantastic, Heather and I have two wholenights with you. I�ll ask Steven specifically for younext time.�
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From the sob story I was told I had thought theremay not be a next time. I was being used but it wastoo late now to do anything. We showered and I toldMarcella I needed to go back to my bedroom to dressfor dinner.
Megan was already there, having showered andwas dressing for dinner.
�How did it go with Marcella, darling?� she askedme.
�Great and how about you with Hillary, you�re socalled dear dear friend?� I asked.
�So-so. I know what she likes best. I get her sexedup very quickly. We�ll have our hands full for theweekend. Never mind, sweetheart, we�ll make up forit during the week.�
I reflected that the conversation sounded like twohigh-class hookers summing up their clients. In thiscase it was two high-class lesbian prostitutes. Thatwas what I was becoming, I�m not proud to say.
It was over the weekend that Steven pulled measide at a quiet moment.
�Heather, where are you going for your summerholidays this year?�
�To be honest, Stevie, I hadn�t given it muchthought.�
�You receive a month�s paid leave, don�t you? Howwould you like to come on my yacht for the month?Megan will be there as well. I�m cruising on the Medi-terranean, going to Monte Carlo, Cannes, nice placeson the Cote d� Azur. We�ll soak up the sun and have aflutter in the Casino.�
It was all so tempting. I could never afford suchluxuries on my Sister�s salary and I had never left theU.K. in my life. I jumped at the chance for it wasn�tgoing to cost me a penny. I never thought about theprice I would have to pay down the road.
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I was on Cloud Nine that night and it mattered notthat Marcella pumped me rotten with her strap-ondildo. Marcello was all over my body that night; shewas insatiable and I expect she got her money�sworth out of me. Marcella was the first of manywomen I would share a bed with. Just what I was be-coming I soon knew when before she left on Mondaymorning. She opened her purse, took out a wad ofnotes and handed them to me. I didn�t refuse andtook them. After she left, I counted them and theycame to £1000. This was easy money, I thought, justlie back, let the other woman do all the work and bepaid for it. Easy.
I found out Megan had already been on Stevie�syacht the previous year. Megan and I found ourselvesin Stevie�s villa about every three or four weeks. Ste-ven, on the way back to Morningside, always handedus a sealed envelope. In it was always a lot more thanthe £1000 I got that first time for doing nothing. Iwondered why he never gave a cheque; it was ex-plained to me that it was easier and safer that wayand nothing showed on his account. The money hemade on these sordid affairs at the villa was put inhis Swiss bank account. One thing about Dr. StevenMcCulloch, he wasn�t stupid about money.
�What happens on these cruises, Megan?� I askedjust prior to our first trip.
�You�ll see. Just enjoy the trip, sit back and havefun, fun, and more fun.� She wouldn�t elucidate anyfurther. Well before the trip started camemore gownsand about-town dresses, skimpy swimsuits andclothes suitable for a sailing trip. I was done up to thenines and it didn�t cost me a penny. I was beginningto enjoy the highlife and very receptive to all that Ste-ven asked of me. I was in his vice web and willinglyaccepted the money I received in a plain envelope.
One day Megan asked me what I did with themoney I received for lying on my back and lettingsome strange woman have her way with me.
�I put it in the bank. Why?�
�Very good, Heather. Which bank?�
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I named a well-known British bank.
�Listen, if you take my advice, I would put it in aSwiss bank account. That�s Stevie�s advice too.�
�Why?�
�That way the tax people can�t touch it nor the vicesquad, should they ever find out about the activitiesthat take place at the villa.�
I hadn�t considered that I was earning so muchmoney that my income tax bracket would be wayabove what a Nursing Sister would earn if the taxman ever took a look at my accounts. More impor-tantly, it made me realise how close I was sailing tothe wind. The prospect of going to a woman�s prisonloomed up. Stupidly. I dismissed it for my head wasin the clouds.
�What do youmean about the vice squad, Megan?�
She never said anymore, her lips were sealed. Itook out an account after that talk with Megan, withthe same Swiss bank as Megan and Steven. I knewwhy Dr. Steven McCulloch was not writing cheques.The warning signs were all there and I wasn�t seeingthem.

SEX ON THE SEA
Sex on the sea it�s no different from on terra firmawith maybe one slight difference; the rocking motionof the yacht makes it feel all the more sexy.
As Megan and I were both Nursing Sisters we kepta watch for any sign of venereal diseases. While mostof the women I slept with I considered clean, onecould never be too sure as they were almost certainlysleeping around with other females. All thesethoughts were on my mind as we set off on our newadventure at sea.
Charles was there to meet all who was destined forSteven�s yacht of course, myself, Megan , and two

Page - 85

RELUCTANT PRESS



dolly birds I never met before. �Where does he getthem all?� I wondered.
More familiar �friends� turned up while we were onthe Cote d Azur, like Giggling Sam, Schoolgirl Poppy,and some others. It was going to be a working holi-day, if you call lying on your back, getting your brainsfucked out and getting paid for it �work�.
On arrival at Monte Carlo we found that Stevenhas already booked us into a five-star hotel. He toldus that in two days� time we would be boarding andthe cruising would begin. I�m sure Steven meant�cruising� in both senses of the word.
The main topic of conversation between Meganand me was the fact we would get to be at the CannesFilm Festival.The beach would be crowded with star-lets vying with others to have their photo taken; any-thing to get their name in print. Some would even gotopless as long as their photo was in the papers andtheir name was spelled correctly!
For the next two days Megan and I went sightsee-ing. We hired a car and found ourselves at Grasseand the perfume factories. Money was no problemnow for me or Megan so we splashed ourselves withsome expensive perfumes, Megan told me we hadonly to put a word in Stevie�s ear and we would be re-funded for our lavish purchases. This was the life, Ithought, nice clothes and perfumed like a high-classcall girl, which was what I now was. I was now amongthe privileged class, even more so when one nightSteven took us all to the Casino at Monte Carlo. Itried roulette, then blackjack. A woman standingnear me suggested craps. I did win somemoney. Firsttime lucky, I suppose.
�Say honey, how would you like to come to myplace and earn a lot more than that handful?�
I turned round and it was the woman who sug-gested I play craps. She was nice-looking, about thesame age as myself.
�What would I have to do for that?�
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She smiled and knew she was on fertile ground.�Be friendly to me. I think you know what I mean.You�re a smart woman.�
�What is your name?�
�Lori,� she replied in a deep Southern American ac-cent.
�Well Lori, I think it is time we strengthened theAnglo-American ties. After all, we did fightside-by-side in two World Wars.� I put my handround her shoulder.
�Sure is, honey,� she said and we made our wayfrom the Casino to her bedroom in another five-starhotel.
On the way there Lori recited her history. She hadbeen sent to the Sorbonne by Daddy who was a cattlebaron in Texas. After finishing her studies, Daddytold her to enjoy a year in Europe, then come home.He was planning to retire and she was to take overthe reins, so to speak.
I calculated I would be spending the night withLori. I wasn�t wrong. The first thing I did wasmake forthe toilet and uses the bidet to flush and clean my in-ners before any sex commenced. I was all preparedfor Lori and any kind of sex she preferred. I went towork right there and then. I wasted no time and herblue dress soon found its way to the floor. Herbreasts were firm and suckable and I paid attentionto them. Lori liked that, as I knew she would. I hadlearned my trade well; I had an expert teacher inMegan.
Lori was now on top of me, her pussy rubbingaghast mine. I could see she was brought up in aranch for she was riding me like she was breaking ina bucking bronco. I do think she was enjoying her-self, and I certainly was. It doesn�t go like that withsome women; with them you just lie there, let themtake their pleasure, and get nothing out of it. Loriwasn�t like that. I did try to please her that night, Isucked her cunt out and I know she received extremepleasure. I felt good about that.
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We both slept well that night and held our nakedforms closed to each other into the morning. I lookedat the bedside clock. �I�m afraid I shall have to go,Lori. I have so much to do before Steven�s yachtleaves in a few hours.�
�Heather, I�ll miss you. We had so much fun. Whois this Steven and is there any chance I could go withyou?�
�That is not up to me but if you come to the yachtbasin, you can talk with Steven. That�s the best I cando.�
�That�s just what I�ll do.� Lori opened her handbagsitting on the bedside table.
�Do you want travellers cheques or dollars,Heather?�
�Dollars please.� I was taking a page out of Ste-ven�s book; no cheques, nothing traceable. She tookout a wallet stuffed with dollar bills, flicked some andhanded them to me
�Is that enough, Heather?�
I looked at the bills. �Yes, that will do nicely.�
We shook hands. I suppose you could say it was abusiness deal; I wasn�t ashamed and put the bills inmy purse. I had something she wanted and shebought it for a suitable price. Simple capitalism.
Lori ordered breakfast, I phoned my hotel, spokewith Megan and told her the situation.
�Good for you, Heather. I�ll have a word withStevie. Don�t worry about your things. I�ll haveCharles put them in our cabin on the yacht.�
�If you are accepted, Lori, you may have to bequick gathering your things here in the hotel.�
�It may be a case of coming on board at some otherport of call but let us take things as they come.�

Page - 88

PRIME MINISTER'S MISTRESS BY MADELINE GREY



At the marina I introduced Lori to Steven, who hadbeen expecting her. I left them talking to each other.
Meanwhile I had discovered our cabin whereMegan had already set up shop.
�This is truly magnificent, sweetheart!� I gushed.
�Isn�t it? You should see some of the others. Stevieis out of this world.�
�How many cabins are there?� I enquired.
�Twelve I am informed, not counting the crew�sand Captain�s. It has an indoor swimming pool too.�
�I�m going to love this, Megan. This is the life, lieback and let some woman fuck the life out of me andget paid for it.�
�Ah, but you�re good at it, Heather. I�ve seen thefilms, you know,� she said, smiling.
I supposed she had, along with many others. I wasnow in Charles� filing system in that catalogue hekept. There were cameras somewhere in the cabinbut where I had no idea. I did a search and foundnothing; Charles was good at his job.
What we earned as Nursing Sisters was a mere pit-tance to what I was receiving for servicing my clients.I was sinking into the mire and I hadn�t wakened upto that fact yet. It was not a pretty picture but I wasliving it up so I didn�t worry.
I was told by Stevie that Lori would join us laterduring the cruise. He also said there would be some-thing extra in it for me for recommending her to him.More money to put in my Swiss bank account. I wasseriously thinking of giving up nursing and makingthis my work full-time. I knewMegan was about to dothat and she almost talked me into it. Something in-side me told me my duty was to serve as a nursethough.
�Don�t be a fool, Heather. Aren�t you fed up makingbeds and emptying bed pans, After this cruise I�m
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putting in my resignation. I�ll have more time to my-self. Every two to three weeks I�ll go to the villa andservice some fat woman who is crying out for it, get afat envelope from Stevie and Bob�s your uncle.�
She made it sound so good but I wasn�t persuaded.I changed the subject. �Have we any work to dohere?� I asked.
�Yes indeed, Steven has a client coming on boardat Cannes who seems to be greedy for the two of us.We will be occupied with her!�
�That will be a new experience. I�ve never been in athreesome before.�
�Nothing to it, sweetheart. I just know that withthe two of us working together, this woman will be onCloud Nine.�
�Who is she?�
�Stevie wouldn�t say. All he told me was that she isin the same age bracket as you and me. She is payingplenty to keep his mouth shut and that includes youand me. By the way, we are on bonus if she says shehad a good time.�
�Maybe we should get some practice in before themystery woman arrives,� I playfully said.
�Maybe we should, darling.� That was the signalfor a session of lesbian lovemaking right there in thecabin; the yacht hadn�t left the marina yet.
�Megan, has Stevie got any sex toys on board?� Iasked as we lay back after our session of making loveto each other.
�I�m certain he has. What were you thinking of?�
�The double-ended dildo, strap-ons, and that sortof thing.�
�I�m sure he will have that; there are some menwho like a fake penis up their asses by their ladyfriends. Kinky. Hemay have other surprises as well.�
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The only erection I really wanted was Martin�s butat the present moment that seemed a furlong hope.
The yacht had left Monte Carlo and was headingfor Cannes and its marina of Port Pierre-Canto. Wewould be there sometime next day with a passengerto pick up.
The weather couldn�t be better and I think Stevenhad asked the captain to take us further out the blueMediterranean so we could admire the setting sun.This would make the sail to Cannes a little longer butwho cared? It gave me time to see my other compan-ions.
The two dolly birds were named Marylyn andLucie. We made ourselves known to each other. I�mcertain they knew what they were there for, and whatMegan and I were there for. Marylyn had hooked upwith Steven and would sleep the night with him.From past experience I was sure she was assigned toanother gentleman yet to come aboard at a futuredate.
Possibly at some stage Stevie would be sleepingalone for some male member would have Lucie. Thathappened quicker than I thought for Stevie�s yachtrendezvoused with another yacht about three hoursout of Monte Carlo.
A very distinguished-looking man with a whitegoatee beard and Bermuda shorts was transferredfrom a yacht called the �Lady Beryl� to ours. A a mat-ter of interest ours was named �Fast Lady� which Ithought most fitting.
It didn�t take Lucie long to know where to earn hercorn; in no time she was all over the man in the goa-tee beard. He was most receptive to her advances; Ikept hearing things like, �Yes, Sir Dennis� not justfrom Lucie but Stevie as well.
�Do you know who that is, Heather?� askedMegan.
�I have no idea.�
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�It�s Sir Dennis J. Brotherton, knighted by theKing for his services to industry.�
I had heard the name. He was an industrial mag-nate who dabbled in film as a hobby and not verysuccessfully. He should worry with his millions be-hind him. His films were run-of-the-mill, nothing todo with the X-rated ones Stevie had.
That first night on board the �Fast Lady� therewasn�t much sexual activity; Giggling Sam was sleep-ing on her own. Okay, Stevie and Marylyn and SirDennis and Lucie were going to be humping; that waswhat the girls were being paid for after all. It was aquiet night compared as to what transpired later.
For once Megan and I settled down to sleep. Weboth knew that shortly we would never be off our feet.I�ve phrased that wrongly. We would be off our feetbut rarely off our backs.

***
The following morning there was a nice cool breezeblowing as I woke.
�I�m going on the deck for breakfast. Coming?�asked Megan.
�Sure am, darling.� We both flung on a skimpy Bi-kini and a robe over it and made our way to the opendeck.
Charles was at our side in a flash. �What can I getyou two gorgeous ladies.� He did have a way withwords that put one at ease.
I asked Megan, �What does Charles get out of this,apart from a fat envelope like the rest of us?�
�I don�t know. He certainly isn�t gay. He may getsome of the left overs from Stevie, I can�t say. I�ve everseen him get his end.�
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�That wouldn�t be hard with all the fanny floatingabout. Is he married?�
�To my knowledge he is still single, maybe he has agirlfriend somewhere.�
Why should he bother with one? I was certain hewas stuffing some of these women who came to thevilla? And the beauty of it for him was that any filmtaken of his activities would be destroyed, for it washim that processed the film. Charles had covered hisback and no incriminating evidence could ever pointhis way, assuming he ever had sex with any of thewomen that came to the villa, which I was certain hedid.
I always liked sailing on boats since I was young;there�s something about the motion of a boat that gotto me. So there I was in my skimpy Bikini lapping upthe rays with my dark sunglasses on a deck chair.
�Happy, girls?� That was Dr. Steven McCullochwith Marylyn on his arm, she in her own skimpy Bi-kini.
One person that I hadn�t seen was Maxine who Ithought was needed for makeup with the dolly birds,Giggling Sam and especially Poppy to do her school-girl act.
I needn�t have worried for not only did the mysterywoman come aboard but so did Maxine and someothers including Lori.
�That mystery woman�s face is familiar,� I men-tioned to Megan.
�Should be. You know who she is?�
I knew Megan was going to tell me as she knew ev-erything. �Tell me, sweetheart.�
�She is the Queen of Skin Flicks, BridgetteBumsworth. I don�t think Bumsworth is her realname. She just uses it to attract the punters to seeher pornos.�
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That was it! I knew her now. She had made filmslike �Naked as Nature Intended� and�The Devil Wasin Her� to name a few. By present day standards theywere tame but in the Fifties they were hot stuff. In theUK the censor didn�t pass them, however a way wassoon found round that. Private cinema clubs sprangup for members only so the general public was notadmitted. The films were tame compared to theX-rated ones I had seen at the villa.
There was no sex in them but you might see a na-ked woman in various sexual poses without a man insight. Naked young women threw beach balls to eachother, catching them to hold to their bodies in sug-gestive poses.
The Black Plastic Mac Mob turned out in hordes towatch the films, which were all made in France.Bridgette Bumsworth was the best known of the skinflick actresses; she had enormous breasts, and theycertainly helped her in the films. I suppose she wasevery man�s dream to fuck, which was why shewanted the fact that she was a lesbian kept a secret.It could be bad for business.
That evening a cocktail party was held on the opendeck of the �Fast Lady.� The ship was equipped withfloodlights for when it became dark. Dr. Stevenspared no expense on his precious yacht.
The cocktail party one was to see. There were somefabulous dresses worn by us females. Some were re-moved afterwards by male companions I�m sure.
I was surprised to see one young delicious youngwoman who I couldn�t recall coming onboard theyacht.
�Who is she Megan?� I asked.
For once she was stumped for an answer. �I haveno idea. I haven�t even seen her around the villa.�
Whoever she was was daintily holding a smallcocktail glass with her pinkie in the air, sipping fromit in a ladylike manner. She seemed in serious con-versation with Maxine.
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I couldn�t fail to notice her dress which was a whitesleeveless sheath with a plunging V neck above aknee-length chiffon cocktail dress with ruffle bead-ing. She wore nude colour nylon stockings and whiteshoes with three-inch heels. A white beaded necklaceand matching earrings adored her neck and ears.Her makeup was immaculate and I was certain someof the randy bucks there would want to fuck the arseoff of her. She seemed more concerned with Maxinewho was older than her. Was Maxine muscling in onthe lesbian scene which was supposed to be Megan�sand my domain? I doubted it.
Curiosity got the better of me. I came over toMaxine for we had struck up a good friendship.
�Introduce me to your friend, Maxine.�
�But of course, dear. Meet Charmaine my girl-friend. We�ve known each other a long time, haven�twe Charmaine?�
Charmaine held her hand out to shake mine. I no-ticed her finely manicured fingers painted a light redcolour.
�Won�t you join us for a drink� Maxine asked.
�Surely. I�d like to know Charmaine better, not inthe manner of the trade I ply of course. She seems anice girl. How did you ever becomemixed up with thisdegenerate lot?�
She looked at Maxine with what I thought was withsome anxiety. Maxine patted the top of her beauti-fully manicured hand.
�Don�t worry, darling. You know you alwayswanted to do this. You�re out the closet and you�rebeautiful.�
She smiled lovingly at these wonderful remarksfrom Maxine.
�It is a credit to my handy work; you don�t recog-nise Charmaine for she really has everything goingfor her. You may have noticed she didn�t speak
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much. That will be worked on for it is a giveaway.When finished, there will be no mistaking that one isseeing and talking to one of the most beautifulwoman one will ever see.�
�Do youmean to say Charmaine is not what I thinkshe? Is she is a man?� I asked Maxine.
It wasn�t Maxine who answered but a man�s voicethat sounded strangely like Charles�.
�Don�t you know who I am, Heather? I owe a lot toMaxine. She encouraged and helped me. It did takesome time but now I�m out and intend to stay out.��She� put a loving arm round Maxine who was not ad-verse to it. .
�That may very well be but who the hell are you?�
�You still don�t know, Heather? Who showed theX-rated films at the villa?� asked Maxine.
�Charles!? So your secret is out. Well, from seeingyou I�m certain no one will ever think you are notwhat you are dressed as.�
�Thanks, Heather. For the rest of the cruise youwill see Charles no more. Charmaine will be on viewto all.� He/she squeezed Maxine�s shoulder and shesmiled sweetly to him.
Maxine was a rare type of woman. Charles wastwofold lucky for she not only encouraged him butshe was also a beautician and a wardrobe mistress,so therefore his makeup was done to perfection andMaxine picked the right skirts and frocks forhim/her. Something told me there were more thanjust skirts, frocks and makeup to their relationship.I�m certain Maxine as a beautician and wardrobemistress had come across men who wanted to beseen as woman even if they didn�t want the op as Ihad had. I was sure Maxine assisted them in theirquest.
I was keeping my eye on the pair not to interfere inwhatever they did, but to be honest I was curiousabout their relationship.

Page - 96

PRIME MINISTER'S MISTRESS BY MADELINE GREY



My main problem would be how I would catchthem at it. Charmaine and Maxine had separate cab-ins. My guess would be that Charmaine�s cabinwould be used for their sexual liaisons. I based thison the fact at the end of the day Charmaine wouldhave to have her makeup removed by Maxine. In thisdeduction I was correct.
I devised what I thought was an ingenious device. Ihad an expensive camera with a telephoto lens (a rar-ity in those days). I was going to use just the tele-photo lens if I could get it into the right position. Thatwas the hard part; where Charmaine or Charles sleptwas a bit away from the other cabins. It was near thebow end of the yacht and it wasn�t below deck asmine and others were.
I quickly reconnoitred the surroundings and madea decision. The windows of their cabin were at pres-ent open. If I put my camera on the ledge inside andcovered it with the curtains, leaving the rear of thelens projecting outside, I could see all that was takingplace, providing I wasn�t caught. If that happened,the game was up. I prepared all and went back to sitwith Charmaine and Maxine. I had a pleasant chatwith them till late.
�I�m tired and must turn in,� said Charmaine witha yawn.
�So am I,� agreed Maxine.
�Well, I must be going too,� I said. We all shookhands and made our way to our cabins.
I doubled back to see Charmaine and Maxine enterCharles� cabin.
I silently creeped up and put an eye to the lens intime to see Charmaine and Maxine enter the cabin.
�Wasn�t that wonderful, darling. Nobody sus-pected anything, not even Heather till you openedyour mouth.� This was Maxine talking.
�Maxine, I love you and all that you�re doing for me.How can I ever repay you?�
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�Oh, I think you know how, Charmaine.�
Maxine wiggled a finger at Charmaine who cameover to her.
�Are you going to take my makeup off, Maxine?�
�And miss the best part? I put that makeup on foryour pleasure and now I�ll have mine, a man inwoman�s clothes made up so well that you wouldthink she was indeed a woman. You know what thatmeans, darling?�
Charmaine very well knew what it meant for shewas quickly kissing Maxine most passionately.Maxine had already pulled the side zip inCharmaine�s dress down; it loosened the dress but itbut it wasn�t off. Maxine helped the dress offCharmaine�s shoulders, then she helped the tightdress off Charmaine which left her standing in herbra, panties, stockings and shoes.
�Come on, Charmaine you can do better thanthat.� Maxine caressed the front section ofCharmaine panties, white nylon as a matter of inter-est.
Charmaine certainly could do better with thecoaching of Maxine.
�Now that is what I like to see.� A large prominentbulge appeared in the front of Charmaine�s white ny-lon panties which delighted Maxine.
And there it was in all its glory; a stiff male mem-ber, with black curly hairs round it with its purpleheaded dome. Such a picture that was for the mem-ber was framed by a black suspender belt that held�her� nude stockings up.
And if Charmaine�s member wasn�t stiff enough,Maxine placed her well-manicured fingers on the topof it and gently rubbed the foreskin. I watchedCharmaine face contort in ecstasy.
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�He�s going to come,� I thought. No sooner saidthan done and �she� spurted in an arc all overMaxine�s fingers, spoiling her nail polish, covering it.
That� was the end of proceedings for that night, orso I thought. Not so.
�Now that�s a good girl but you can do better thanthat for your Maxine, can�t you, darling?�
�Her� member was rising again, being controlled byMaxine.
They knew what they were about and Maxine soonhad Charmaine stripped to the nude. She soon wasin the same state. They indulged in intercourse likethere was no tomorrow.
Megan and I had thought Charles had a girlfriend.He did but it wasn�t that dolly birds that attractedhim; he was more into the mature woman likeMaxine. Not only that she was one of the rare onesthat liked hanging around men dressed in skirts.When you meet a woman like that, you don�t let hergo.
Charmaine certainly wasn�t letting to at the pres-ent minute; she was between Maxine�s legs, suckingher out. I can tell you Maxine loved it, absolutely lov-ing it. I looked at my wrist watch. It was getting late.How long the sexed-up pair would be at it I didn�tknow but I had seen enough as a voyeur for onenight.
On my way back to our cabin I passed GigglingSam�s cabin which as I said before was next to ours.
I heard voices one of which was unmistakablySam�s. �You�re not going to put that into me, areyou?� Giggle. �Oh my, word you are!� Giggle. �That isa whopper. Are there any more like you at home?�Giggle, giggle, giggle. �My, but you are a big boy.Come up and see me anytime.� An uncontrollable fitof the giggles followed.
�Oh,� followed by �Oh, oh,� came from GigglingSam.
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That was followed by a man�s voice. �Maybe that�sthe cure to stop the giggles.�
A more serious voice was heard from Sam. �I ex-pect it will, for a while!�
Giggling Sam was being pumped hard by someman on this yacht. Whatever was happening she hadstopped giggling...well, for a while as she said.
To be continued�
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