
 

The Inheritance 
 
Lady Jane Whittingham was a strong-willed and indep endent sort of a 
woman. She always aspired for the best for herself and her family She had 
married Randolph, Lord Whittingham, when she was 18 , and had a baby, 
Charlotte, within a year. But no more children arri ved after Charlotte, and she 

grew more remote from her 
husband as time went on. 
 
 Randolph was rather older 
than she was, and owned a 
large estate in rural England. 
He was a diplomat by way of 
amusing himself – his wealth 
was old money, and he had 
no worries over death duties 
and all that nonsense, he 
employed good lawyers to 
keep his money in the family. 
Of course the main focus of 

his efforts in bed with his wife was to produce a m ale heir, he was on her and 
off her like a jackrabbit, she rarely obtained any pleasure, and he rarely 

produced more than a dribble when he 
came to climax.  
 
She had to resort to the services of her 
maid for her pleasure, and Alice knew 
how to pleasure a Mistress with both her 
hands and her mouth, and enjoyed the 
better conditions and pay which came 
with the post of Ladies (Special) Maid. 
Alice made it her business to become 
indispensible to Lady Jane, always being 
on hand to attend to her needs.  
 
Randolph was deeply disappointed that 
his first-born was a girl. He was even 
more disappointed that no further 

children came along, and blamed his wife. She knew better, she came from a 
long line of fertile women, and she rather suspected that her husbands feeble 
bed performance was linked to a lack of manly sperm. Fortunately, he didn’t 
seem to have any nasty diseases which might account for his failings. 
 
After ten years with no new offspring, he had rathe r given up hope, and he 
had become bored with life on the estate, so decided to take up a diplomatic 
posting which was offered to him. He assumed that h is wife and daughter 
would come with him, but when he explained that the  posting was in darkest 
Kenduckistan, Lady Jane informed him in no uncertai n terms that she and 
Charlotte would not be spending the next 5 years rotting in some obscure 
outpost of the British Empire. If he wished to go, that was fine, Lady Jane 



 

would look after the estate and bring up their daug hter with a proper 
education – after all, Charlotte would inherit the estate after her parents died.  
 
The night before he departed, he climbed on her in bed and did his usual 
rummage around to find his equipment, and five minu tes later, he had 
squirted and departed to his own bed. In many ways,  Lady Jane was not sorry 
that this was the last wifely duty for the next 5 y ears. They saw him off at 
Tilbury Docks, and promised to write. Jane felt sup remely confident about 
looking after the estate, and knew that Charlotte w ould be a great successor - 
she was already showing great competence in the basic skills of reading, 
writing and mathematics and in managing people – fo r a ten year old, she had 
the confidence of someone twice her age, and the staff at the estate knew not 
to disobey her. Much of this capability had been nu rtured by her Governess, 
Miss Birch, and Janes maid, Alice. As Lady Jane often said to her daughter and 
the staff, if Queen Victoria, a mere woman, could rule the country, Lady Jane 
and Charlotte could rule the estate. 
 
It was therefore with a great deal of shock that Lady Jane discovered two 
months after Randolphs departure that she was pregnant. She knew it must be 
her husbands last fling which had brought this abou t, and she communicated 
the news to him by mail. She heard back from him just about the time the 
baby was due, and his response made her fume. “Make sure the little bugger 
is a boy, can’t have the estate falling to a damn girl”. 
 

The baby was born in the privacy of the 
house, with Alice and Miss Birch in 
attendance. No doctor was needed as Miss 
Birch had some midwifery experience, and 
in any event, Lady Jane was a robust sort 
of woman, and she had no difficulty 
dealing with childbirth. The baby was 
handed to her and Miss Birch leaned in 
close and whispered “It’s a boy”.  Lady 
Jane gazed down at the little bundle of 
pinkness and smiled. “There, there my 
little beauty, it doesn’t matter about what 
lies between your legs, you will be such a 
lovely sister for Charlotte.” And being a 
woman who hated waste, all Charlottes 

baby clothes were brought down from the attics for the new arrival. The baby 
was swaddled in fine cottons with generous lace and ribbons and named 
Evelyn. 
 
From that moment on, Lady Jane swore Alice and Miss Birch to secrecy. The 
child was to be treated as a girl, and Charlotte remained the heir to the estate.  
 
 



 

They all knew that this was in their 
best interests, and happily agreed to 
the pact. The new baby was 
presented to the household staff as 
Evelyn, a beautiful girl who must be 
respected and looked after 
accordingly. Lady Jane wrote to 
Randolph and anounced the arrival 
of a younger sister for Charlotte, 
and some months later she received 
a reply from him. Short and to the 
point – “Dammit, I told you to 
produce a boy, now we have 

another mouth to feed and still no son to inherit. This really is too bad, Jane. I 
was due to come home for a break next year, but as there is nothing to see, I 
won’t put myself through the bother.”   
 
Jane was furious – not that he wasn’t coming home, but that he should be so 
damning of his new child, whatever sex it might be.  And Jane fretted about 
her deception. Whilst Evelyn was a baby, it was easy to conceal his sex, but as 
he got older this might be more problematic.  

 
The baby grew into a child and by 
the time he was three years old, it 
was becoming increasingly difficult 
to control his masculine traits. Jane 
would take him imto the garden 
dressed in a pretty coat and dress 
and sweet hat, but his gaze would 
focus on the distant sight of the 
servants children playing down by 
the stables. When she wasn’t 
looking, he would dash into the 
bushes and eventually reappear in 
the distance to join the uncouth 
children throwing a ball around or 
whipping hoops across the meadow. 
When she caught up with him, he 
would have mud all over his skirts, 
and the white lace frill of his 

pantaloons would be smeared with brown filth and le aves would be caught 
up in his hair.  Despite  being trained in the gent le pleasures of playing with 
dolls and  walking daintily, he was becoming more i nterested in running 
everywhere and was often found down at the stables playing with the sons of 
the groom, who treated this child from the big hous e as an equal.  
 
Miss Birch took Lady Jane to one side when Evelyn reached his 4th birthday. 
They watched the child playing in the garden, his p retty broderie anglaise 
bloomers hanging below the skirt of his dress, but with such an umistakably 
boyish look to him. “Its no good Ma’am, we may call  him a girl, but he looks 



 

more and more like a boy, and behaves the same. We aren’t going to fool Lord 
Whittingham when he returns unless we take drastic action.” 

 
“So what do you propose, Miss Birch? 
I’m at my wits end to bring him round 
to a girlish way of behaving, and I also 
fret about his private parts, someone 
will spot that all is not as it should be 
there before too long” replied Jane. 
 “Well Ma’am, I’ve been talking to 
Charlotte about her unruly younger 
sister, and I’m afraid to advise that she 
has already come to realise that she is a 
he. And she is worrying about her 
inhertitance and the possibility of this 
upstart stepping into what is rightfully 
hers. She is all in favour of more radical 
steps. I think we should call her in and 
talk through some plans she and I have 
developed.  I hope you won’t think us 
presumptuous…..”  “Goodness me, no, 
not at all” Jane replied, intrigued and 

excited that someone might have a solution to her dilemna.  
 

Miss Birch left the room and spoke to 
Alice, who was waiting outside. “Bring 
Evelyn in from the garden and prepare her 
for meeting with Mama” she said in a 
whisper. She then  smiled at Charlotte. 
“This is our chance, my dear. Sieze it with 
both hands….”. At 14 years of age, 
Charlotte was wise beyond her years, and 
dressed very formally – in her view, to 
show those around her that she is a person 
of importance and must be deferred to. 
 
She sat alongside her Mama on the chaise 
and kissed her on the cheek, and Miss 
Birch sat on a hard chair to one side. “I 
believe Charlotte has the plan clear in her 
mind, Milady. I will leave her to explain.” 
 
Charlotte smiled and began. “As you 

know, Mama, I am very much looking forward to inher iting the estate, but 
obviously wish you and father a long life first. Ho wever, I have discovered 
that all is not what it seems with Evelyn. I found her playing with the stable 
boys last week, and they were doing something disgraceful as boys do when 
they have too much time on their hands – comparing their private parts. And 
to my surprise, Evelyn, who as a girl should be soundly whipped for her part 
in this, lifted her skirts and showed signs of havi ng something similar 



 

between her legs as the boys had. I immediately stepped in and told her to 
cover herself up, and I castigated the stable boys and told them they would be 
whipped if they ever mentioned a word of what they had seen. They know 
they escaped a sound whipping and I hope will remai n silent. However, I fear 
that Evelyn may come to realise that she is more boy than girl, and wish to 
claim inheritance rights.” Charlotte paused to gath er her thoughts. 
 
“My plan, with the help of Miss Birch, is to instit ute a programme of rigorous 
feminisation for Evelyn, to bring her back to her t rue sex as noted when she 
was born. Physically, the only difficulty is what l ies between her legs. I have 
been reading some interesting books about  the methods used by Arab 
countries to provide eunuchs for safeguarding their  female households, and I 
think the treatment would be suitable for Evelyn. I t just requires the removal 
of two small organs and the rest of her so-called male parts will wither away. I 
also believe this will allow the natural body chemi stry to bring her back to full 
femininity. In addition to this small physical chan ge, we should enhance her 
body shape by a programme of strict corsetting. Mentally, she seems to be 
thinking more and more like a boy, and we must nip this nasty habit in the 
bud. To understand the traditional role of the fema le in broader society, she 
should learn feminine traits and skills. Miss Birch  has some ideas around 
this.” Charlotte nodded to Miss Birch, who stood an d addressed Lady Jane 

formally. 
 
“Evelyn will never understand 
obedience and humility unless she 
starts at the bottom. I propose that she 
be schooled in the arts of domestic work 
by being apprenticed to Alice as junior 
maid. Alice will train her for six days a 
week from early morning to teatime. 
After teatime, I will take on training her 
in the arts of needlework, singing, 
dancing  and deportment. There will be 
no need for broader education, not least 
because we don’t want the child getting 
ideas above her station, and a little 
knowledge can be a dangerous thing. So 
best to keep her education to essentially 
servile and girlish things. On Sundays, 
she will take on the role of Charlottes 

younger sister, and Charlotte will use the day to assess her advancement in 
female skills, and reward her for progression, but punish her for failings. We 
expect that within one year, Evelyn will be properl y broken in as a feminine, 
docile, obedient little girl.” 
 
Lady Jane was amazed at the detail of the plan, and at her daughters evident 
maturity in thinking through the consequences of he r younger sister being 
found to be a boy. “Well, my dear Charlotte, you ha ve truly put your finger on 
the important matters, and your solution sounds per fect. Have you thought 
about how you will introduce Evelyn to her new life ?” “Why yes, Mama” she 



 

replied, “Alice has already taken the first steps o f changing her costume”. And 
Charlotte called out through the door for Alice to bring Evelyn in.  The child 
was dragged into the room protesting, but Alice was  too strong. She thrust the 

mewling child onto a chair and told 
him to hush. 
 
All the women in the room burst 
out laughing to see the tomboy 
Evelyn in his new clothes. Mama 
gushed over his new clothes, telling 
him how lovely she looked, and 
she would soon get used to much 
more pretty dresses, petticoats and 
pantaloons, and she must always 
keep her ruffled and frilled white 
muslin dresses spotlessly clean, or 
Miss Birch and Charlotte would 
punish her. Her bonnet was truly 
adorable, and she must wear a 
bonnet at all times while her hair 
grew longer. Furthermore, Mama 
was going to put her on a special 
diet which would make her feel 
more feminine. And she would be 
visiting a doctor to have some help 

in growing into a pretty little girl. Finally, she sat her befrilled child down on 
the sofa and explained that however she felt, she was from now on a girl, and 
any ideas she had about playing with the stable boys should be put out of her 
mind. Her elder sister Charlotte was now the import ant member of the family 
as she would inherit the estate and Evelyns role was to obey and support her. 
 
 Charlotte was looking forward to totally feminisin g Evelyn, as she wanted 
there to be no doubt about her future riches, and she was already interviewing 
for a deputy governess to support Miss Birch and  w ho would be specifically 
required to educate her little “sister” in all matt ers domestic, and to use 

whatever methods she chose to bring the boy to 
girlhood. 
 
Over the next year, Evelyn underwent a 
campaign of sissification, and the whole focus of 
her life was on becoming truly girly. She tried to 
buck the trend sometimes, but found that this 
resulted in a severe spanking at the hand of 
Charlotte, who seemed to enjoy taking her 
younger sister to task about her apparent 
failings.  
 

She was subject to tight corsetting, and Charlotte and Alice delighted in 
tightening her stays to induce a more feminine prof ile. Her maid duties were 
unrelenting and she  was made to feel like the lowest of low servants in the 



 

house, and always dressed in pinafore and long skirts and petticoats whilst 
she carried out her duties cleaning, washing and ironing clothes, scrubbing 
floors, polishing shoes.  
 

She was given choice over 
some thimgs – for example her 
maids cap was a subject which 
she was consulted on, and she 
was asked to choose what cap 
she would wear. 
 
She chose the topmost image 
from the catalogue, which tied 
in a big bow under her chin, 
not because she liked it, but 
because she felt that Charlotte 

was least likely to object to her choice. If she chose soemthing that Charlotte 
disliked, it meant immediate punishment, and Evelyn  truly wished to avoid 
extra beatings. On Sundays, Evelyn was dressed in clothes which almost 
returned her to babyhood, and Charlotte would choos e her Sunday outfit 

especially to emphasise 
the control she had 
over the child. 
  
After one month of the 
regime, Evelyn was 
dressed for her Sunday 
schedule in a full 
length white dress 
with a satin sash at the 
waist, and frilled white 
bonnet. Her hair had 
grown more and 
flowed out under he 
bonnet. Charlotte 
explained that the 
doctor would be 
coming today to carry 
out a little examination 
and some medical 
procedure to help 
Evelyn feel more at 
home in her new role 
as submissive sister. 
Evelyn tried to protest, 
saying she felt fine, but 
the childs protestations 

were ignored. Late that morning, having spent her t ime doing her embroidery, 
Evelyn was taken to a room in the basement 
 



 

The Doctor, ably assisted by Miss Birch, laid Evelyn down on a daybed and 
strapped her wrists and legs firmly to the bed. Her  skirts were lifted and 
pantaloons drawn down to reveal the problem. “The g irl has unfortunately 
been born with ambiguous parts, and we need to alleviate her of these useless 
organs to help her embrace her true sex”  explained Miss Birch. “Hmm, very 
interesting, and what other traits has she shown wh ich convince you the she is 
more girl than boy” queried the doctor. Miss Birch looked sourly at the man. 
“Well clearly she is a girl, she has a girls countenance, and size for her age, she 
is embracing girlish pastimes such as sewing and crochet, and her voice is 
sweet and clear.” The doctor looked rather strangely at her, and was about to 
comment when Miss Birch cut across him. “And Lady W ittingham whould 
not be paying you such a handsome sum for your specialist services if she 
thought he was a boy…..” 
 
The doctor smiled. “Yes, of course, I see that this poor unfortunate girl needs 
help. We will proceed”. Within half an hour the pro cedure was complete, and 
Evelyn was slowly coming round from her sedation. ” The girl will find that 
what remains will shrink away to nothing in the nex t few years, and she will 
develop small breasts like any other girl. You should ensure she is not allowed 
to become over-boisterous, and should be kept out of the sunshine to ensure 
her skin is suitably pale and fasionable. I’m sure you will manage her delicate 
diet carefully, she will put on weight on her hips and bosom, but not 
elsewhere. She will be sore where we have operated for a few weeks, but this 
will heal and she will forget she ever had the inco nveneince of some 
misplaced organs.“ The doctor  picked up his bag and left Evelyn to be cared 
for by Miss Birch and Alice. 
  
Charlotte visited Evelyn later that afternoon as sh e lay recovering in the 
basement. “Well done Miss Birch, this is just perfect for my little sister.” She 
then addressed the groggy child. “Evelyn, you will thank me in years to come 
for this, and I know you will be a good girl as we train you in the ways of 
being helpful around the house. Now get better quic kly, as we need you back 

helping Alice with her 
duties.”  
 
Evelyn did indeed heal 
quickly, and was back under 
the strict regime laid out for 
her. She had no time to 
consider what she wanted for 
herself, as her whole life was 
controlled strictly by the 
Governess, the Maid and her 
elder sister. A year on, and 
the house grew tense with 
the expected return of Lord 
Whittingham. He had sailed 
from Kenduckistan in the 
Spring and was expectd to 
land at Tilbury some time in 



 

late October. Lady Jane reviewed the progress of Evelyn, and was satisfied 
that the child was unmistakeably girlish. On the da y the ship was due to dock, 
they stayed at an Inn near the docks, and Evelyn was dressed in a long white 
lace dress, threaded with ribbons and lace, with a pretty band in her long 
flowing hair. She was every inch the younger sister  to Charlotte, and no-one 
could deny this. However, there was that wistful lo ok on her face which 
perhaps suggested that she still dreamt of days gone past when she was “one 
of the boys”. But that was history, and Lord Whitti ngham now had two 
daughters. 
 
The End 
 


