





THE BOY WHO BECAME A GIRL

As far as I can remember, it all started
when I was 14. I went to a boy's boarding
school, and I was chosen to play the part

of a girl in the school play. It was 'The
Importance of Being Earnest': I was Gwen-
doline. Mrs. Sayer--the wife of the Bri-
tish master who was directing the play--
was responsible for helping those of us who
were playing the girls' parts with our dress
and make-up etc., and I can still remember
the feelings I had the first time I saw my-
self in the mirror fully dressed and made-up
as a girl. I looked so pretty; not only that,
I felt so pretty. The brown wig, the pink
lipstick, the mascara on my eye-lashes, my
cream calf-length silk dress, the stockings
(even though they were a thick denier), the
high-heeled shoes. all made me feel so soft

and femin.:e Mrs. Sayer came up behind
me and said--I remember her words to

this day: You losk so levely it's impossible
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to believe you're anything but a girl'. And
at that moment I suddenly felt that that was
what I wanted to be: a girl. I felt somehow
that the reflection in the mirror was me,
in a way that it had never been before.

I don't remember very much else about
that first year, except that Mrs. Sayer
several times said how pretty I looked, and
somehow seemed to sense my feelings--I
can't explain how I knew this, but I did. The
following year I was again the only one who
came under Mrs. Sayer. The play had
been written by Mr. Sayer himself: it was
set in an army officers' mess, and I play-
ed the commanding officer's daughter, for
whose attentions there was supposed to be
considerable competition among the young
officers. I had two scenes: one at a tea-
party, and one where I was at home about

to go out to a party with a young lieutenant.
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Since the play was in modern dress, Mrs.
Sayer invited me to come to her flat to

try on some dresses belonging to two young
cousins of hers who lived nearby. I can
remember going not once but three or four
times: Mrs. Sryer would put on me the
lovely long blonde wig I was to wear, to-
gether with some light make-up, and I
would then spend an hour or so trying on
different clothes, and practising walking and
sitting in them. It couldn't all have been
strictly necessary: the previous year the
dresses had simply arrived out of the blue,
and any alterations had been made on the
spot. Whether it was at Mrs. Sayer's in-
stigation or at mine that I came back so
many times, I can't remember: all I know
is that we seemed each time to find an excuse
for another session. Eventually we decided
that for the party scene I should wear a
bright red cotton dress with a bouffant-
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style skirt, under which Iv culd have to
wear several pink net petticoats;and that
for the tea-party scene I would wear a
white wool skirt with a pink aagora wool
Jjumper. Both made me look quite stun-
ning, and I particularly loved the feel of

the petticoats as they swirled beneath the
red dress,

The most exciting moment though came
on the evening of the dress rehearsal. UP
to that point I had always kept on my own
Pants and had worn a very plain white bra

to shape my figure. But this time, after
she had put on my wig and make-up, Mrs-
Sayer left the room for a moment, and
came back with a beautiful pink nylon
slip with several inches of lace at the
breast and hem, and matching lace-trim-
med bra, panties and suspender belt.
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"How would you like to wear these?''she
asked. I was speechless, and blushed fur-
iously. ""Well", she said, 'if you're
really going to act the part of a girl you
ought to feel like one -- from the inside
out'. She helped me slip them on, and
then, instead of the thick-denier stockings
to which I had become accustomed, rolled
on to my legs a pair of sheer nylons. 1
have never forgotten how it felt to wear
beautiful lingerie for the first time: it
was so silky, so sensuous against my skin.
And once I had put my jumper and skirt
over them for the first act, I had to pull
up the skirt t o pull the slip into place.

I could feel the silky nylon clothes rust-
ling against each other, and as Mrs. Sayer
had turned away to do something else, I
took a quick look at myself in the mirror.
The sight of the lacy hem on my panties
and slip, the golden brown nylons attach-
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ed to the pink straps of my suspender
belt, and the thought that it was me in-
side all these sexy undies, sent a thrill
of excitement through me that I had never
experienced before--it was, I suppose,
the first time I had an erection.

Eventually I was ready to go down to the
hall for the dress rehearsal. 'It might
be a good idea for you to come up here

to do your change at the interval'', said
Mrs. Sayer. "It will save any embarass-
ment''. This made me suddenly realise
how important it was that the other boys
shouldn't find out what I had on underneath,
and as we walked down the stairs of the
block of flats and across the deserted
yard into the gym where the play was to
be held, I felt very self-conscious. It
was just as well I did, because when

we entered the gym and joined the rest of
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the boys the hubbub of voices that had been
so loud as we crossed the yard suddenly
stopped. They all turned round and look-
ed at me: two or three of the younger
boys started sniggering, and two or three
of the older boys looked me up and down
in obvious amazement.

Looking back on it--and looking at the

- pictures I still have of the play --I can
see that for virile adolescent boys who
didn't see a girl from one end of a term
to the other, my appearance in a long
blonde wig, soft pink jumper, long ny-
lon clad legs, and stiletto-heeled shoes,
must have been rather disturbing. Once

I had got over my initial nervousness I
started to enjoy their obvious interest in
me. I was conscious of the nylon and lace
of my slip and panties rustling against my
skin beneath the soft wool of my jumper
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and skirt, and when I sat down I rested my
hands on my knees, revelling in the silky
texture of my nylons. My body felt alive
with new and electric sensations.

Once the first act was over Mrs. Sayer .
took me over to the flat, helped me into
my petticoats and red cotton dress, and

touched up my make-up. She told me

to keep on my slip so that the net of my
petticoats would not ladder my sheerny-
lons, and when I was ready we returned
to the gym. This time I was even more
conscious of the older boys' interest in
me: as I moved across the stage, allow-
ing the petticoats to move gently around
my body in the way Mrs. Sayer had taught
me, I could see one of the boys in par-
ticular watching every movement. Again,
for some reason that I couldnt understand
at the time, I was excited by his interest,

10
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and--I suppose--played up to it.

The play ran for three nights, and each
night I went through the same delicious
routine. On the second night, though,
Mrs. Sayer was busy during the interval,
and she gave me the key of her flat so

that I could go up there and change on my
own. As I walked across the yard I noticed
that Mark Jones--the boy who had kept
looking at me during the dress rehearsal--
walking a few yards behind me, but I kept
going, entered the block of staff flats, and
started to climb the stairs. I had gone up
one flight--Mr. and Mrs Sayer lived on

the second floor--when I noticed Jones at
the foot of the stairs. I suddenly realis-

ed that he could see right up my skirt. I
hurriedly started moving up the second
flight, but on my stiletto-heeled shoes I
couldn't walk too fast, and before I could

1
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get into the flat and shut the door he had
caught up with me. He burst through the
door, banged it behind him, and then
turned towards me.

By now I was feeling really frightened.
"Don't worry', he said, "I won't hurt
you." He began to put his arms around

me. ''You make such a beautiful girl,"
he whispered.

I started to struggle and would have
screamed if Jones hadn't put his hand
over my mouth just in time.

"I wouldn't do that', he said firmly. "If
you do that I'11 tell all the boys that you

wear girl's underwear.' I blushed fur-
iously. 'There's no point denying it',

he said, ''I saw your pink slip as I follow-
ed you up the stairs. Lots of lace on it

12



THE BOY WHO BECAME A GIRL

too. Not the sort of thing you expect to
find a boy wearing. "

I was trembling by now, but when he
took his hand away from my mouth I didn't
make a sound.

""That's better', he said. 'Several of the
boys have been talking about you, and how
you're much more like a girl than a boy.
They could be very nasty if they got to
know. But if you're good, I won't tell
them. "

He began to run his hands over my pink
angora wool jumper, and then I felt them
go up beneath it and stroke the silky ny-
lon of my slip. At first my body was
taut and rigid. But as he continued to
stroke me, I began to relax, and slowly I
started to realise that I was actually en-

13
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joying the new sensations. He moved me
down on the sofa, and gently moved my
skirt up to my thigh, until a few inches of
pink lace and a pair of pretty fluted pink
suspenders came into view. He ran his
hands greedilv over my nylon-clad knees.

"It's impossible to believe you're not a
girl", he said softly. "You're so pretty.
And you wear such sexy clothes. You
love wearing them, don't you?"

I blushed again, and tried to turn away,
but he took my chin and forced me to look
him in the eyes, and eventually I nodded
bashfully.

"I thought so. And I'm glad you do."
He moved towards me and started kissing

me. I didn't understand what was happen-
Ing at first, but he was so powerful as he

14
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leant over me that I felt all the strength
go from my body. As I succumbed to his
kissing, and to the hands moving over my
body, I started to feel a warm glow inside
me tha! I had never felt before. We must
have lain like this for a full ten minutes,

before I suddenly realised that time
was going by, and that I only had 15
minutes to go before the third act start-
ed. '

"I must go'', I said weakly. 'I must go."

He lifted his head and looked at his watch,
and then after a minute or so reluctant-
ly moved away from me, allowing me to
get up. I looked at myself in the mirror
and was horrified to see what a state I
was in, with my lipstick smudged and
my clothes in disarray. I hurriedly
pulled my skirt into place.

15



THE BOY WHO BECAME A GIRL

"There's no point doing that', he said.
"You'd better change.' He sat back

on the sofa, and obviously had no in-
tention of leaving. I tried to persuade
him to go, but eventually I realised

that I would 8imply have to change in
front of him. So 1 slipped off my jump-
€r and skirt, stepped into my pink petti-
€oats and red dress, tidied up my hair
and make-up, and put on the necklace
and bracelets J wore with the dress. All
the time I was conscious of Jones ogling

at me, but I had no time to be discon-
certed by it.

At last I was ready, with about four
minutes to go.

"Look, " he said. '"'Before you go. 1
want to see you tomorrow night. Up
here, immediately after the final act.

16
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Mr. and Mrs. Sayer will be bound to

be talking to various parents then, so

it'll be all right. And make sure you're
here: otherwise, don't forget, I'll
spread some stories about you."

I said nothing, but dashed out. But

that night, as I lay in bed, I could

think of nothing else: and the following
evening, whether because of his threat,
or because I secretly realised how much
I had enjoyed it, I did as he had said.

This time he forced me to walk around
for him and then turn round and round,
swirling my dress and petticoats around
me as I did so. He watched me for a
couple of minutes, then beckoned me to
come and sit on his lap, and started to
kiss and caress me as he had one the
previous night. This time I was more
responsive, and started to move my

17
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body in tune with the stroking. This en-
couraged him, and eventually I felt his
right hand reach beneath my silky pan-
ties. At first I tried to push the hand
away, but as he stroked the silky nylon
of my slip and panties against me, I
started to feel a throbbing sensation that
I had never felt before. I heard myself
moan deeply, and then suddenly I came.
For a moment, I didn't understand what
had happened, but as my breathing be-
gan to return to normal, I realised that
I must have had my first orgasm. Jones
had meanwhile been moaning and throb-
bing himself while he continued to run
his hands against my nylons and my lin-
gerie, and eventually he too came, in a
hankerchief which he had considerately
managed to lay his hands on at the right
moment.

18
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At length he moved away from me. I
looked down at my pink lace-trimmed
nylon panties, and saw them covered
with a thick white fluid.

"What am I going to do?"

"You'll just have to wash it off as best
as you can. I''ve got to go now. But
remember: not a word to anyone about
this'' He got up, and then bent down
and stroked my knees for a final time.
"You're very beautiful'', he said. Then
he got up and walked out.

After he had gone I took off my clothes,
cleaned the panties as best I could, wip-
ed off my make-up, and eventually went

back to the school. What Mrs. Sayer
thought when she found the panties, I
never knew: she never said anything.

19
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And I never spoke to Jones again after
that: he was in the senior school, so
I was able to avoid him. But every
night as I went to bed I dreamed of
those few days, of the silky lingerie
and nylons caressing my body, of
Jone's hands stroking me. I longed
for it all to happen again. '

20
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11

The following summer I went to stay
with my aunt at Bournemouth. My
mother had died when I was about 8,
and I didn't get on very well with my
father: he was a big, extravert man,
and was clearly disappointed that I
wasn't more like him. So I enjoyed
going down to stay with my aunt, who
was divorced and now lived on her own,
her only daughter--Sandra--having
been killed in a car crash a year prev-
iously.

I took with me a copy of the school .
magazine which contained some photos
of the school play. When she saw
them she couldn't believe that the girl
in the photos was me: ''But you look
so pretty', she kept saying. She par-
ticularly kept looking at a photo of me
sitting down in my red party dress, the

21
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hem of m, pink petticoats plainly vis-
ible around my slim n,lon-clad legs.

'""'You remind me so much of Sandra',
she said. She hesitated. '"Would you
dress up as a girl for me: I would s0
love to see you in the flesh, as it were."
My heart missed a beat. ''You could
wear Sandra's clothes: they're all
still in her wardrobe upstairs. '

She spoke in a very matter-of-fact

-voice, but I could sense the emotion
behind her words. She missed Sandra
desperately, and had left her room

exactly as it had been the day she had
been killed. I had several times been
tempted to go in there to see her cl

otheS ’

but Fad always resisted it--partly becaus®

I felt it would be rather creepy to dres®
in a dead girl's clothes, and partly be-

22
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cause I felt my aunt would be angry and
hurt if she found out. Now, however she
was inviting me to do it, and I just couldn't
believe my luck.

"Please', she said earnestly, taking my
hand. "I would love you to."

"All right,'" I said, trying to sound as
decently reluctant as I could.

We stood up, and walked upstairs to-
gether. She opened the door of Sandra's
room, and I was amazed at how fresh
and pretty it still was, with her make-up
still laid out on the pink dressing-table,
and some frilly pink curtains drawn back
to let the sunlight stream through. My
aunt opened the wardrobe, and revealed
about a dozen dresses and suits hang-
ing up, as well as shelves full of

23
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blouses, jumpers, scarves and shoes.

She ran her eyes up and down me. 'l
think they should fit very well,' she
said. "Try them on and see."

"All right, auntie,"I said. ''But 1'd
rather do it on my own, if you don't
mind. "

She smiled, "I understand,'' she said.
"I'1] leave you to it: you come down
when you're ready.' And she walked

to the door and shut it quietly behind

her.

Left all alone in the room, I started
to examine the clothes more closely-
I pulled out several of the dresses
one by one, holding hem against MY i
body and looking at myself in the mi¥

24
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ror. I could hardly contain my excite-

ment as I swirled around, and imagin-
ed myself wearing them.

But just wearing a dress was no good. I
walked over to the dressing-table, and
opened the drawers one by one. It was
more than I could have hoped for. In

the top drawer were lots of stockings,
suspender belts and bras; in the second
were several frilly petticoats, and beau-
tiful lace-trimmed slips and panties; and
in the bottom drawer were a few nighties
and negligees. At first I just stared at
these riches in wonderment, not daring
to even touch them. Then, having quiet-
ly locked the door, I started to pull them
out one by one, to feel their silky texture,
and to hold them against my body.

At length I could bear the suspense no

25
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longer. I quickly stepped out of my
trousers, shirt and pants, covered my-

self in scented talc, and slipped into a
pair of lavishly lace-trimmed light-
blue nylon panties. The sensation a$s
they settled around my hips was ex-
quisite. Then I slipped a matching lacy
light-blue bra around my shoulders an
put some stockings inside it to fill it
out. Already I was beginning to look
amazingly like a girl, and 1 combed mY
blonde hair over my forehead to accent-
uate the effect. Next I picked outa
lacy pink suspender belt, affixed to 1t ;
the sheerest dark stockings I coul.d find,
and then stepped into a beautiful light~

blue slip, with about five inches of lace

3 +
trimming at the hem, which matched

the panties and bra perfectly.

Now came the moment of ¢ruth:apply”

26
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ing make-up. I had never put on my
own make-up before, but I had watched
Mrs. Sayer very closely, and remem-
bered her saying that for other than
stage purposes the important thing was
to wear as little make-up as possible.
So I simply put mascara and blue eye-
shadow on my eyes, a full pink lipstick
on my lips, and a little rouge on my
cheeks. I made some mistakes, and it
took quite a bit of time, but in the end
I felt the result was pretty good--not
as professional as Mrs. Sayer's had

‘been, but perfectly passable. I also--

for the first time--painted my nails
pink to match my lipstick.

Having completed this, I got up, walked
over to the wardrobe, and after a cer-
tain amount of deliberation picked out

a black silk party dress with a slightly

27
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flared skirt and chiffon sleeves. It

was ravishing to look at, and ravish-
ing to wear. Finally, I put on some
bracelets and a pead necklace, picked
out a pair of black open-style stiletto-
heeled shoes, and put some French per-
fume behind my ears and under my
neck--as I had seen my aunt do.

Then I went over to the mirror and
looked at myself. A1l the feelings I
had experienced during the school
Play were flooding back to me: the
Sensous feelings of the soft silky clothes
against my skin;: the narcissistic feel-
ings of the soft silky clothes against
ings of being attracted and aroused by

the pretty girl in the mirror, and then
realising that the Person inside that
silky black dress, those soft sheer ny-
lons, that pink lipstick, was me. I

28
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swirled around, and caught a glimpse

of the lace of my slip as the black dress
moved against my body. I ran my hands
up and down the front of my body, so that
I could feel the nylon lingerie rustling
beneath the silk of the dress.

I must have stood admiring myself like
this for about a quarter-of-an-hour. At
length I realised that I must go down to
my aunt: she must have been waiting
for me for well over an hour. I sudden~
ly felt very nervous, but eventually I
summoned up my courage, opened the
door, and gingerly began to walk down-
stairs, feeling a little unsteady on my
stiletto-heeled shoes. My aunt must
have heard me, because she came out
into the hall. She watched me descend-

ing, and then, when I at last stood at

29




THE BOY WHO BEACME A GIRL

the foot of the stairs, stared at me
for what must have been a full minute.

"Y-you're lovely', she said at length.

"I just can't believe you're a boy. You
look so pretty, and so feminine.' I
blushed. '"Walk up and down a little, SO
that I can see you." I walked through
into the drawing-room and then moved
around for a little while: on the level
floor I was able to walk much more con-
fidently and naturally. I took care not
to allow my dress to swirl too much and
reveal that I was wearing beneath--1
was worried what my aunt might think
if she found out.

At length she beckoned me towards heT
to hook up my zip, which she said was

beginning to slip down. I turned round
to allow her to do it, and then as I wa$8

30
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about to move away she slipped her
hands down to my hips and moved her
hands against my dress in such a way
that she could feel what I was wearing
beneath it.

She gently turned me round towards
her, so that she could look me in the
eyes. 'I thought so,' she said.
"Those aren't boys' pants underneath.
You've gone the whole way, haven't
you: undies and all?'" I blushed fur-
iously. "There's no need to feel asham-
ed; you look so feminine that you deserve
to feel feminine. Do you mind showing
me what you have on underneath: I'd
like to see''.

She sat down on the sofa, and although
I tried to stall, eventually I resigned-
ly lifed up the skirt of my dress so

31



THE BOY WHO BECAME A GIRL

that she could see my light blue slip
and panties and the tops of my nylons

attached to the fluted pink straps of my
suspender belt.

"My'", she exclaimed. ''You've PiCked
out some of Sandra's prettiest undies,
too'. At the mention of Sandra's name,
her face suddenly dropped, and her SUpP~
pressed grief began to show. ''She s©

loved her clothes. And you remind mé€

so much of her.'" She touched her nos€
with her hankerchief, and then smiled
rather wanly at me. "You've all I've
got now, ' she said. ''Perhaps you can

make Sandra live again for me. Come€
and sit down next to me. "

I gently lowered myself on the sofa, tak-

ing care to keep my nylon-clad legs tO°
gether as mrs. Sayer had taught me to

32-
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dc. She looked at me for a little while,
smiling gently, then ran her eyes up
and down my body a couple of times,
and then looked me in the eyes again.

'"No one looking at you could think you
were an 'thing but a girl. Even with
your own hair you look competely fem-
inine. And if we bought you a long blonde
wig you would look quite ravishing. How
would you like a long wig? "

I hesitated, and then asked: ''Like the
one I wore in the play?"

She looked again at the photos, which
were on the coffee table. '"'Yes, but
perhaps a bit longer, and with lots
of curls in it. You'd look lovely."

I blushed, and ran my fingers nervously
over my nylon-clad knees.

33
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She smiled. 'You really enjoy being
dressed as a girl, don't you? I didn't
reply. '"It's all right, you don't have
to tell me: I know you do. " I looked
up at her, feeling suddenly very fragile
and vulnerable. 'Look, so far asl
am concerned, you can wear Sandra's
clothes as often as you like. Iprefer
girls to boys anyway."

So I spent the rest of the day in the
black silk dress, and whenl went to
bed that night I couldn't resist wearl-
ing one of Sandra's long pink double-
nylon nightdresses, which was lavish-
ly trimmed with white lace. It felt so
sensuous that I woke up several times
in the night, excited by the sheer

feel of its silky texture against my
skin. I was though fast asleep when
my zunt came in with my early-morn-
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ing cup of tea, and althoughI tried to

stay beneath the blankets until she
left the room, she insisted that I
should sit up and drink the tea before
it got cold.

When I sat up, revealing the thin pink
straps of the nightie against my slim
boyish shoulders, she laughed. 'It's
all right: I knew you wouldn't be able
to resist wearing a nightie. And even
without your make-up, you still look
just like a girl."

I sipped my tea.
"Look, if you want to dress up as a
girl again today, you can. We'll go

out into the car later and drive over
to Southampton to buy you that wig:
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there'll be no chance of anyone recog-
nising you there. And after that, you
can live as a girl while you're here

if you like; I'll say that my nephew

has gone home, and that you're my
niece. "

I couldn't believe what she was saying:
it was just too good to be true. But
she was good as her word, and after
breakfast she drove me to Southampton.
When I first got out of the car, and
walked down the road dressed as a

girl in public for the first time, I was
convinced that everyone must be notic-
ing that I was really a boy, and giggling
behind my back. I felt very vulnerable
it my white blouse, short black skirt
and white high-heeled shoes, and con-
scious of the soft breege against the
gap between the top of m; stockings
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and my silky pink lace-trimmed pan-
ties--I had chosen to wearl all pink
lingerie beneath the blouse and skirt,
and the lacy outline of the slip was dis-
creetly visible under the blouse. Cer-
tainly I noticed several men staring

at me not because they realised I was
a boy but because they were attracted
by me as a girl. Two boys in a car con-
firmed this by giving me a loud wolf-
whistle as they drove past.

"This is something you're going to have

to get used to'', my aunt said with a

smile. '"'Pretty girls tend to get a

lot of attention.'" I smiled back at her,

and suddenly felt new confidence. I

looked down at the two long slim legs

in their sheer nylons moving forward

in short steps on their high-heeled
shoes, at the right hand clutching a
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pretty white handbag in its pink-enamelled
fingers. And it didn't seem at all

bizarre or strange. It was as though

I had been a girl all my life.

TV BOUTIQUE

WIGS, CORSETS, LINGERIE
STILETTO HEELS, make-up, padded
girdles, maids uniforms, plus over 300
publications. Visit our shop or shop by
mail. Catalogue $3. Lee's Mardi Gras
Boutique, Dept. 3357, 565 10th Ave.,
2nd floor, NYC 10036. 12 noon-6 p.m.
onlyC Mon. thru Sat.
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MANUSCRIPTS WANTED

Lee's Mardi Gras Enterprises is always
interested in discovering new writing
talents. We are currently seeking more
ORIGINAL novel manuscripts and short stories
for future publication. If you want to LTY
your hand at writing, do so without hesita-
tion.

Please send your manuscripts to:
LEE'S MARDI GRAS ENTERPRISES * P 0 BOX 12
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10009
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