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Madeleine had
enjoyed a wonderful summer basking in the success of her exam
results which had been announced in July. What it meant was, owing
to her excellent grades, she was now eligible to attend Sixth Form
at Queen’s, the highly academic all girl’s school. With the start
of term just three weeks away, her mother was helping her deal with
all the details. Along with shopping for new equipment, the main
priority was getting her sixth form school uniform.



“You can’t just go to a shop and buy one off the rack, this is
Queen’s! They expect everything to be immaculate and for your
uniform to fit you perfectly!



You’ll have to go into town for a private one to one fitting,
there’s a specialist shop for this. I know the dress fitter, her
name is Audrey. You’ll like her, she’s very friendly....” said
Susan, Madeleine’s mother.



“I’m sure I will, Mother! If this is what’s required then so be
it...who am I to argue?” she replied.



“Oh, what a change in attitude from when you were younger, you
had to argue with me about everything back then! I’m so impressed
with how you’ve matured, honestly darling....” said Susan,
almost welling up with pride.



“Thank you...that means a lot, truly” she responded and it
was a warm moment between a loving mother and daughter. Susan
picked up the phone and rang the dress fitters. She arranged an
appointment for 3pm the next day and Madeleine felt excited about
her first ever dress fitting. That was something that only the posh
girls in the area usually had happen, and she had to remind herself
that as she was now a Queen’s student, she would be regarded as
posh.



“Ma....is Audrey very well spoken? Is she....posh?” enquired
Madeleine.



“Well, you could say so! She had elocution lessons when she was
younger, so yes...a very refined speaking voice and general
manner.” replied Susan, feeling pleased that Madeleine seemed
interested in improving herself. She realised that going to Queen’s
was a big step up but could be the making of her.



“Well, I suppose I’ll find out for myself tomorrow!” she
said breezily and headed upstairs for a long bath. She fell asleep
that night feeling excited, wondering how she was going to find
this rather more upmarket approach to everything.



After lunch the next day, she headed out for the walk into town. As
it was a nice sunny day, she decided there was no need for a bus.
Around half an hour later she saw the sign for Dendridge’s, the
dress fitters. It almost seemed a shame to step inside from the
glorious sunshine but she was looking forward to meeting her dress
fitter.



As soon as she entered she saw the elegant and beautiful Audrey.
She looked like she was in her late forties with lustrous long
blonde hair that was woven in a tight bun, framing a pretty face
with a friendly smile. She was dressed very smartly in a tight
white blouse, a navy blazer and a tight knee length navy
skirt.



“Ah, you must be Madeleine Gibson, please come in! You’re here
for a uniform fitting, is that right?” she asked in a very posh
and polite manner.



“Yes, that’s right, I’m starting at Queen’s sixth form in a few
weeks, so want to look my best!” exclaimed Madeleine, feeling
an immediate liking for Audrey and her high standards of
etiquette.



“Well, don’t worry Madeleine, you’ve come to the right place! I
do all the fittings for Queen’s, and have done so for many years.
You’ve probably seen a picture of their uniform or seen a girl in
one, I presume?” enquired Audrey with a friendly smile.



“Yes! I mean, both! I’ve always thought it looked wonderful but
never thought I’d be going...I’m not rich but my grades were so
good that I’ve received a scholarship....sorry, you don’t want to
hear all the boring details!” she said, surprised at how
nervous she was in front of Audrey.



She seemed to have such a strong presence and charisma that it made
her a little awe struck and weak at the knees.



“Oh my dear girl, I’m always delighted to hear about my clients’
lives. Let me offer my congratulations, you must have
worked very hard to get such good grades! Only the elite few get
into Queen’s and their pass rate is 100%, I believe. If you’re a
hard worker, which you obviously are, you’ll be very happy there.
And may I ask, are you dating at the moment? A boyfriend?”
asked Audrey, slipping in a rather more personal question.



Madeleine was not expecting such an enquiry and felt rather shy and
embarrassed all of a sudden.



“Actually, no...I have been too busy with my schoolwork for
dating boys....I suppose I have been missing out but I so wanted to
do well....”.



Audrey beamed, clearly pleased with her answer. “Oh, there’s
plenty of time for all that sort of thing, you were quite right to
concentrate on your studies, darling. And it’s not like you need
boys to experience happiness, believe me!”



Madeleine smiled back, though she wondered what Audrey meant
exactly. She wondered whether to ask if she was married, but
something told her it would be inappropriate. She sensed something
was slightly different about Audrey but was too naive to be able to
identify it. Audrey was, in fact, married to a woman and had been
since the year it was made legal.



Obviously, being a lesbian meant that her work as a dress fitter
had an enjoyably sensuous aspect to it, especially when she got to
work with beautiful young women like Madeleine. Audrey has
discovered her own sexuality whilst at an all girls boarding school
and her warm manner and naturally inquisitive nature meant that
some of her clients had opened up to her about their own sexual
leanings.



Madeleine seemed so innocent to Audrey that she wondered whether
any personal questions might make her very uncomfortable. As Audrey
was friends with Susan, Madeleine’s mother, she didn’t want to
jeopardise anything.



“Well, Madeleine. I don’t know if you’ve done this before but I
need to take your measurements before I can do anything else. I
just need you to pop into the changing room and strip down to your
underwear, then I’ll be in to join you with my tape measure!”
she explained.



Madeleine was a little dumbstruck but nodded nervously with a
forced smile. Her mother didn’t mention anything about stripping
down to her underwear! She was a shy young lady with a typically
self-conscious attitude towards baring her flesh for a girl that
age. She timidly walked into the dressing room and undressed down
to her pink cotton panties and white cotton bra. If she’d known,
she would have worn white, she thought to herself. Pink seemed so
immature and girly....



Audrey grabbed her tape measure, intrigued to see how this
beautiful young lady would look nearly naked. She pulled back the
curtain and Madeleine smiled shyly, her face already a light shade
of crimson. Audrey asked Madeleine to turn round so that their
close proximity wouldn’t be face to face, to spare Madeleine’s
awkward embarrassment.



Audrey told her to stretch out her arms and then began taking
measurements. Madeleine could see Audrey in the full length mirror
opposite and it felt decidedly sensual as she lined up the tape
measure along her arm, then across her shoulders.



She then told Madeleine to raise up her arms and measured from the
base of her arm down to the floor which meant getting on her knees
and pressing the tape measure down the side of Madeleine’s leg.

 


Madeleine
gasped a little as Audrey did so, and the obvious sensuousness of
the moment created an undeniable sexual tension in the air. Audrey
was in seventh heaven, Madeleine was one of the most naturally
gorgeous girls she’d ever had the pleasure to deal with and her
mind was full of questions she wanted to ask her.



“So....do you think you’ll miss seeing boys when you go to
Queens or have you found them an unwelcome distraction?” asked
Audrey, still taking more measurements.



“I don’t think I’ll miss boys that much at all...I’ve never had
a boyfriend and I’d rather just keep concentrating on my studies to
be honest....” replied Madeleine, a little relieved that Audrey
had broken the awkward silence.



“It was around your age that I realised the reason I didn’t feel
attracted to dating boys was simply because I preferred girls! In
those days, it was something to be ashamed about and something you
kept to yourself. It’s so nice in this era that we’re so accepting
of different sexualities, don’t you agree?”



Madeleine felt herself blushing hard and knew it was going to show
almost instantly. Audrey had just confessed she’s a lesbian! Surely
her mother didn’t know about this! Audrey most definitely noticed
Madeleine looked decidedly embarrassed, her cheeks now a deep shade
of crimson.



“Yes it is. I don’t know anything about sex though. My friends
all think I’m such a square. I’ve just been so obsessed with school
and exams that I feel almost years behind some people my age. But
yes, I’m glad you can talk about your sexuality without being
criticised now...” responded Madeleine, finding this intimate
line of questioning both uncomfortable and strangely
exciting.



Audrey felt like Madeleine wanted to say more but was being held
back by her shyness. “Well, these teenage years are good for
exploring and experimenting. After all, how do you know if you like
something if you’ve never tried it? I was very fortunate, when I
was your age I was still at a boarding school and there was a lot
of experimentation amongst the girls....”.



Madeleine took this in and replied, “Do you think there will be
much experimentation at Queen’s?”



This question was music to Audrey’s ears, showing that Madeleine
was curious but just shy.



“Oh, I imagine so darling...perhaps you’ll meet a nice girl like
I did and have fun together....” said Audrey, her mind filling
with happy memories.



“Yes, that would be nice....” replied Madeleine, then
realised what she had said.



Audrey felt her nipples start to harden at Madeleine’s Freudian
slip.



“To meet new girls I mean...some new friends....” said
Madeleine, trying to dig her way out but only digging deeper.



Audrey put her hand on Madeleine’s shoulder and spoke to her face
via the mirror.



“It’s ok if
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