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 KNICKERS

By Charlotte Mayo


CHAPTER ONE

Knickers. It all started with a pair of knickers. It was 1985 and I was a bit of a Jack-the-Lad. I was twenty-years-old and thought I was God’s gift. Nothing in a skirt was safe – or a pair of trousers for that matter - if it was a lady. 

At the time, I was a massive Bon Jovi fan and modelled myself on Jon Bon Jovi. Long blonde hair, earrings in both ears, black leather trousers and tight T-shirts. I really looked hot – and I knew it. 

I took work none too seriously and, my story opens, when, for the second time in my life, I had found myself sacked from a job due to lack of effort, lateness, rudeness – and yeah, and trying to goose one of the married managers. My parents were despairing of me

– late nights, womanising, smoking dope… it was all too much. I was forced to move out and find my own place. So I did. I bought the local rag and after a frantic search, I located a small, downstairs flat in Wimbledon, south London – what you Americans call an apartment. Dad was so keen to see the rear end of me he paid the deposit and a month’s rent in advance. Cool. 

I didn’t have a lot of cash; I had to find a job pretty damned quick so I applied for everything in sight. As long as it paid the drinks and entertainment bill at the end of the week, I didn’t care. 

And that was probably a mistake. I got an interview with a small, local company, called JCL, run by a businesswoman called Janet Legier. Janet was a tall, thin woman who dressed in those awful Eighties power suits; all shoulder pads and short, tight skirts. She was blonde and was attractive apart from a masculine, bony face and skinny legs and arms which looked like matchsticks sticking out of a plasticine body. Also, she also had no Page - 3
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breasts to speak of. As I joked to Jimi, my best mate, her boobs were like two fried eggs in a frying pan. 

A few days after the interview with Janet and her sidekick from personnel, I got a phone call from her to offer me the job. 

“Yeah sure,” I said. “I’ll take it.” 

As she rambled on about pay and conditions, I got out of bed and admired my skinny but toned physic in the mirror. Suddenly my ears pricked up. 

“So you don’t mind working for an all female company?” she was saying. 

“No, no not at all, how many women did you say?” 

“Twelve. We’ve a mixture of ages. I think we scare men off.” 

She certainly wasn’t scaring me off, quite the opposite, if my reflection in the mirror was any judge; there was no doubt the thought of working with a dozen birds was causing me to get a massive erection. 

“Oh blast!” she exclaimed. 

It appeared she’d knocked over a bottle of milk that had been standing by the phone. 

“So you don’t mind working for a scatty female who knocks over milk?” 

“No, no, not at all,” I said, admiring my erection. Twelve beddable women, ah? Wasn’t I the lucky one? 

I started on the following Monday. Suit, tie, hair in a ponytail, earrings out. Private Turner reporting for duty, Sir! Only in this case it was Miss Legier. Janet showed me around the company, introduced me to all her employees, more than one of which was worth an once-over. Alison, the blonde who dealt with computers, was worth lingering on, as was Emma, the sweet, naïve sixteen-year-old – oh, and Sarah, the tall mouthy bru-nette in the typing area. I thought I had died and gone to Heaven. 

My job, it turned out, was to do some admin stuff, arrange meetings, phone through orders, chase orders, general office bits. The company (it was Janet’s own company) bought accountancy books and then sold them. She had a warehouse where the men worked in north London and the operations centre was run by the twelve women and me at the head office in south London. CHAPTER TWO

It took me the best part of two weeks to bed Sarah. She was twenty-four and lived with a friend. A group of us went out for a drink after work. Having so many women around me was fantastic; they all flirted like mad and tried it on with me. Anyway, after the drink I ended up back at Sarah’s for a night of passion. 

Alison was next; she was actually married with two kids but up for a fling. We met after work and, after a couple of dates, she found her way back to my flat. 

Emma took a bit longer; she was very shy, and, it turned out, a virgin. I worked on her for a couple of months before she succumbed to my dastardly charms; I took her virginity at my flat one Friday night after a pepperoni pizza. I saw her a couple more times after that just to teach her a few ropes and then quietly dumped her. And that was where the Page - 4
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trouble started. Unlike Sarah and Alison who knew FUN when they saw it, Emma was in love with me and wanted more. Unfortunately, that led to an embarrassing standoff between her and my girlfriend, Claire (did I mention her? Sorry, must have forgotten. She was my main squeeze whilst I’d been bedding the other two; she was a nice girl but a bit naïve and submissive—just how I like them). Anyway, back to the story, one Saturday morning Emma came around to see Claire and me answered the door in her dressing gown, thinking it was the postman. (I’ve never been good at getting up early.) Emma was hysterical and Claire stoic. She knew I was a flirt and she probably thought I was “all mouth and no trousers” as we quaint little Englishers say. She got a shock, I was definitely more than “all mouth” and Emma told Claire in no uncertain terms that she was the third bird from the JLC that I had bedded. The upshot of it all was that Claire ditched me on the spot and Emma told Janet she was resigning because of me. 

“Look Rob, cards on the table, you have made an appalling start to this job,” Janet said the following Monday morning after I had strolled in, late as usual. We were seated in her office. She continued, “You’re very likely to fail your three-month probation and get fired if you don’t pull your socks up. You don’t seem at all interested in work. You just want to chat up and bed MY staff.” 

Her thin, red-pursed face went bright red with anger. She pulled a file from her drawer marked “R. Turner.” 

“I’ve had two reports of bottom pinching. Alison tells me you plagued her so much she slept with you to keep you quiet. Sarah says you harassed her!” She banged the desk. “I could sack you, on the spot. INSTANTLY. Do you understand?” 

“Sorry.” 

“You’ll be more than sorry when I’ve finished with you, young man. You’re a sexist pig, Mr Turner, and I’m going to curb your ways.” 

And that’s where the knickers came in. Ms. Legier, as she liked to be known, suggested that I wear a pair of knickers to work under my suit. This, she said, would make me feel embarrassed and feminine and not want to have sex! It was an idea, not a very good one, but an idea all the same. I thought the whole thing was some sort of sick joke at first but then Janet started banging on about a sexual harassment rap and firing me so, suddenly, wearing a pair of knickers to work seemed like a good idea. There was one small hitch however. 

“I don’t own a pair of knickers,” I said. “Though there have been one or two pairs on my bedroom floor from time to time.” 

“You don’t have to worry about that, I’ll buy you some and deduct the expense from your salary.” 

With that, she called in her secretary, the sultry, dark haired Belinda and asked her to buy me a pair of knickers at lunchtime! 

And so that’s what happened. The next day I came to work in a frilly pair of girlie knickers and found a bag of silkies of all shapes and sizes awaiting me on my desk. I had to wear knickers to work every day. And just to make sure I was wearing them, Janet made me undo my fly to check I had them on. Then, at least once a week, Belinda would Page - 5
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arrive back from lunch with a small bag which she plopped on my desk, a huge Cheshire Cat grin on her face. They all knew, of course, and I started to receive some male-type teas-ing. 

“Show us your knickers, Rob!” 

“What colour have we got on today? Red?” 

“Do you find thongs and G-strings go right up your crack?” 

Or I would be walking down the corridor when a female voice behind me would shout. 

“Hey, Rob – VPL Alert!” 

When I turned around, bemused, Alison or Maxine or Sarah or whoever would explain. 

“Visible Panty Line,” and they would walk off chuckling to themselves. 

I suppose, in a way Janet was right. I felt far too embarrassed to linger, chatting up girls and I would hurry back to my desk. I knew the joke had gone too far, though, when the cleaner started to ask me if it was true that Janet made me wear knickers to work. She even wanted to see the frilly pair of French knickers Belinda had bought for me the day before. 

It was just after quitting time and I was packing up my desk. There was no one else in the office so I dropped my trousers. 

The cleaner screamed, laughed, then her hands went to my hips and packet and she massaged the red silk. Hannah was a fattish type but as her hands rubbed my knickers and felt the silk, the old member was up like a shot. 

“Umm, nice,” she moaned. 

She was a single mother trying to earn a bit extra to support two kids. I was a girl-friendless guy who was a bit hard up. We made a perfect couple. Sex on the photocopier with 50 copies of Hannah’s fat arse spewing forth with neither of us noticing. 

The next day Janet was on the warpath. 

“What have you been doing?” she shouted, staring over the desk at me. “Get into my office. NOW!” 

The photocopies of Hannah’s buttocks were lying on her desk. She held one up. 

“Explain.” 

I did as best I could. I was a red-bloodied male who took what was offered and ex-ploited it for his own gratification. 

Janet smiled. “You really are full of yourself, aren’t you?” 

“I know I’m attractive to women, if that’s what you mean.” 

She shook her head. “Do you like working for us?” 

I shrugged. “It’s OK.” 

“Well, Rob. Two things are going to happen if you want to stay in the job. Firstly, I’m going to downgrade you to secretarial work, as you’re useless at admin. You’ll go on a sec-Page - 6
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retarial course once a week and work in the pool with the other girls. There will be no change to your pay.” 

“And the other?” 

“I want you to come to my house, this Friday night.” 

It was my turn to smile; for all her berating me, the truth was, (and I’d secretly known it from the start, which is why I went along with her little knicker joke), Janet fancied the pants off me and wanted to bed me! 

“I’ll be there!” I said. I was delighted; my cock was already rising at the prospect of goosing the boss, because although she was slightly masculine in appearance, there is always a thrill out of having sex with someone who has more power and status than you. 

Bedding Janet would be the ultimate accolade and I couldn’t wait to get her between her silky sheets for a session. 


CHAPTER THREE

Janet lived in one of those huge houses with an intercom on the outside gate which you had to press before you got through to the driveway. The gates buzzed open and I walked nervously up the gravel drive. Her Mercedes was parked outside, by the double garage. 

Two huge white colonnades stood on either side of the front door. As I approached, a se-curity light came on and, in an instance I was bathed in its bright light. I rang the bell. 

She came to the door wearing a silky flowery blouse, belted in at the waist, black, pen-cil skirt and stiletto heels, which meant she towered over me. She was wearing makeup as well. She didn’t normally bother at work and it made her look quite different – that and her hair, which had clearly been given some “body.” 

For my part, I’d I knew I looked smart and was wearing my hair down, blonde, shoulder length – exactly how girls liked it; trousers, not jeans and an open neck shirt, unbut-toned enough to show my hairy chest. Of course I was bathed in aftershave. You see, I knew enough about how to behave in “polite society” and so I knew not to wear my Bon Jovi T-shirt or leathers when visiting a woman like Janet Legier. 

“Hello, Janet,” I said. I hadn’t known what to expect so I had bought her a bottle of wine. She took it from my hand and ushered me down the hall. 

The kitchen was massive; there was a breakfast bar and stools in the middle of the room; the stools were chrome, with black leather seats. Little did I know then that one day I would find myself bent over one of them whilst Janet flexed a cane – but I get ahead of myself. 

“You live here on your own?” I asked. 

She nodded. “My ex-husband is a lawyer. We’re now divorced.” 

I had already heard some rumours about this; apparently, whilst she earned it, he spent it. He was something of a womaniser and had eventually left her for a younger, prettier, model and used his legal expertise to ensure he got half of everything. Janet had been forced to rebuild her empire. 
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She opened the wine and poured me a glass, then we went into the living room where we talked for a bit. It was a casual conversation and I soon forgot she was my boss and had threatened to fire me. 

Finally, she got up and walked up the hall. She placed a foot on the stair and waited. 

I was unsure whether to follow or not but the sight of her stockinged leg turned me on so I walked, as calmly as I could towards the stair. 

“Come this way, Rob,” she said seductively. 

I followed her upstairs into a magnificent bedroom with a four-poster bed. Thought-fully, she’d brought the wine bottle and glasses with her. 

“Wait a minute whilst I prepare myself for you.” 

She disappeared into the en-suite leaving me alone with the wine. She must have been gone about half an hour; when she re-emerged, she was wearing a lovely silky, pink night-dress and negligee. She had removed her make-up but added a sprinkle of perfume. She really was alluring. 

“Do you want me?” she asked. 

“Of course I do!” I gasped. 

“If we sleep together tonight, do you promise me to sleep with me over the weekend? I don’t just want to be a one-night stand, you know.” 

I thought about the Highwayman rock club I went to on a Saturday. Blast it, I would have to miss it. “Of course,” I said. 

“And will you promise to do everything I tell you to do over the weekend?” 

“Sure.” I drained my wine glass. “Listen, what’s all this about?” 

She sat down on the bed and motioned me to join her. She then stroked my face. Her voice softened. “Rob, I fancy you, you know that, I know that, everyone at JCL knows that but I’m worried, Rob, worried that I’ll just be another number in your little red book and I’m worried about the age gap if we continue dating.” 

“You won’t be, because I really fancy you, Janet, and I feel we could really go places together,” I said. “And as for the age thing, you’re as young as you feel, right?” 

She whispered. “I hope so, Rob, because I don’t want to be accused of cradle snatching. 

But what about your reputation?” 

I laughed; I had had to bat that one off many, many times before. I came out with my normal “sinner reformed” bull. 

“Listen Janet,” I said. My head dropped for special effect. “I may have been a womaniser in the past.” Look up. “But Janet, you’re special to me. I won’t ever cheat, honest.” (I used exactly the same line on Emma before I had taken her virginity.)

“If I’m special, will you, Rob, over the weekend, give me a chance to train you out of your sexist, womanising ways? I want to make you a better person, Rob. Do you want to be a better person?” 

“Of course I do, Janet.” 

Page - 8
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“Then tell me you will do everything I tell you to do for the next forty-eight hours?” 

“I promise, Janet. But what do you want me to do?” 

She stroked my cheek again. “You’ll see in the morning.” 

We kissed passionately. I was twenty, she was 42 – a bit of an age gap, I grant you but all that “toy boy” stuff was in the papers and I just loved the thrill of goosing my boss. 

And goose her I did. Three, four, five times - I was a real stud in those days. What a night of real passion we had! The best night I’ve ever had. And in the morning? 


CHAPTER FOUR

I felt fantastic. Absolutely on top of the world. The birds were happily chirping out side as I opened a weary eye so I turned over and settled my head on the satin sheets and smiled to myself. 

“Morning,” Janet said. She appeared at the door with a tray containing a full English breakfast: sausage, egg, bacon, and fried bread. I’d never been treated so well. I sat up in bed, Janet made my pillow comfy and I got to work on the eats. 

“We’ve got a busy day ahead of us, so you’d better get up soon.” 

Busy day? I was ravenous after my night of passion with my boss and I don’t think I quite took the words in until she was knocking on the door of the bathroom, telling me to hurry up in the shower. I was gently massaging the tip of my over-exerted prick and con-gratulating it on another job well done. I couldn’t wait to tell the guys down the Highwayman. “Randy Rob” had gone and knobbed his boss! 

I wrapped a towel around me and left the shower cubicle. Janet had a face like several claps of thunder. 

“For God sake, Rob, get a move on. We have to be there at 11.30!” 

“Where?” I asked. 

“You don’t remember a thing about last night, do you?” Janet said. She was dressed in jeans, a shirt and a body warmer; without makeup, she really did look, well, male. 

“Of course, I do,” I tried to laugh. 

“What did you agree to do this weekend?” 

She’d got me there, I really had no idea… but then again, the bottle of wine I’d polished off whilst waiting for her to finish her abolitions in the shower had probably affected my memory. Yes, I did recall, something about doing whatever she wanted over the weekend? 

“But I thought that was only to do with bed!” I said. 

“Well, you thought wrong. I’ve a little surprise in store for you.” 

And she did too. Within half an hour I was being driven down town (on the way she stopped at a newsagent and told me to get a copy of the  Daily Telegraph) and was lead into a beauty salon. 

“I’m the 11.30am appointment,” she said to the overly made-up, but still bed-able, blonde on reception. 
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Only she wasn’t. The 11.30am appointment, I mean. I was! Whilst Janet sat down to read her paper, I was lead away to a small room by another blonde called Martine. I was told to strip off down to my underpants (they weren’t knickers, darlings, but macho Cal-vin Klein pants) and lay on a couch. Once I was settled, Martine went to work, with first a massage, then a waxing. It hurt like hell but in a strange way, I enjoyed the attention. 

She steamed and shaped my eyebrows, she plucked my nostril hair, she gave my face a pore opening mask; she even waxed the small amount of beard growth I had. Finally, she gave me a manicure and pedicure and generally pampered me as if I were well…  a woman. 

When Martine had finished, I was put in a white jacket and sent outside to see Pauline who managed the joint. By that time, of course I had Martine’s phone number and an agreement to meet up for a date. Janet came over at this point and talked to Pauline whilst Pauline played with my long, blonde hair. I didn’t pay any attention at the time but I suppose, looking back, there was no mirror. Anyway, Pauline worked away as I did my best to work her over with my best chat-up lines; I guess they would think Janet was my mother rather than my lover. 

It was past three when we left the salon; God knows how much Janet had spent but I had certainly been given a makeover. We went back to her car. 

“Right,” she said, “what I’m going to do now is take you to a boutique, a private exclusive boutique. I want to buy you some clothes.” 

“Sounds good to me,” I said. I really was a toy-boy, Janet was a rich older woman who wanted to spend loads on me to stop me straying (some hope!) and I loved it. 

There was something strange about the boutique; it hit me as soon as I walked in. 

“Where’s the men’s stuff?” I asked. 

The mature Chinese lady who ran the show looked at Janet and laughed. 

“He is cute, isn’t he, Janet?” 

Then out came the tape measure. The owner measured me around the waist, and then she and Janet selected a series of trousers, tops and plain cotton blouses. When we got back to the car, I laid it on the line. 

“Look Janet, what’s the game?” 

Janet drummed her fingers on the steering wheel. “Wait until we get home.” 

“No, I want to know now! I want to know now! You can’t treat me like this! Have all my hair done and buy me clothes that I don’t want! You’ll buy me clothes that I want, thank you very much.” 

“You deserve a good spanking, young man!” 

Neither of us spoke, I just sat and sulked. Finally, we drew up in front of the house. I got out and left Janet to carry the bags in doors. She dropped them down in the hall. 

“Robert,” she said. “I want a word. In the dining room.” 

I followed her in. She leaned against the dark, oak dining table. 

“Look, you agreed on Friday night that you would do what I wanted for the weekend. 

Now, what I want you to do is dress in the clothes I’ve bought you. If you go up into the Page - 10
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guest room, you will see some underwear laid out on the bed. I want you to put it on and then we will try on each outfit in turn. It may seem odd, because these clothes are women’s clothes but I want to see what you look like in them. I’m not trying to dress you as a little girl; I just want you to dress in mature, working women’s fashions. I want you to experience what it is like to be a working woman.” 

I sighed deeply. My job was at stake if I didn’t do it. What harm was there? As she said, they were only ladies trousers and shirts. It would be different putting on a skirt; now there  was something I most definitely wouldn’t do! 

So I crept upstairs with Janet behind me. On the bed was a white silk thong. 

“You want me to wear

 that?” I blasted. All the knick-

ers I had worn at work had

been proper French ones or

silky briefs, not thongs. 

“You’ve heard the jokes

about your VPL. Well, it can

be noticed under tight trou-

sers. With a thong or a G-

string, that problem is

solved.” 

“What about my equip-

ment?” I asked. 

Janet giggled. “Rob, 

you’re hardly the biggest boy

in the world, are you?” 

With that, she gave me

cock a squeeze. I blushed. I’d

never been so humiliated in

my life. Sensing my bad

mood, Janet left the room. 

Slowly, I undressed and put

on the thong. Janet returned

with the clothes she had

bought me; she hung them

on a rail and sat on the corner

of the bed, her legs crossed. 

“Try the beige trousers

first with the white jumper.” 

So I did. It was like a

game. Like I was humouring

her. Thoughts flashed

through my mind. Was she

mad? I thought of Diane, or
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Martine or whoever it was in the beauty salon awaiting my call; of Emma, of Claire who still phoned me and wanted to be friends. Janet was jealous of my reputation and wanted to humiliate me. Well, she wouldn’t succeed. I would play her little game, make love to her and then ditch her for a younger, more attractive woman. 

I felt her take my hand. “Come on,” she said. She led me into her bedroom. 

Mirrored wardrobes covered one end. That’s when I saw myself. 

My hair was highlighted and layered, my face was baby soft, and I looked, well, feminine. 

“Androgynous,” Janet said. “You look androgynous; no one will be sure what sex you are.” 

Then she was drawing back the wardrobe. “Fortunately, we’ve got the same size feet, I slipped into one of your shoes this morning. Here, try these on for size.” 

She threw ankle boots and flat shoes at me and as I tried on different combinations of trousers, tops and jumpers, I also tried on her shoes. She added small earrings to my ears, which added to my feminised appearance. 

And when I had tried on the last item, Janet took me in her strong arms and kissed me, passionately. Within seconds, we were rolling on the bed making love again. 

I stayed with Janet all weekend as agreed and on Monday she drove me to work in her Mercedes. We were the first to arrive so I went to my new desk in the typing area and got down to work. Janet had meetings to attend so she checked her diary and left the office. I didn’t see her for the rest of the day. As staff started to arrive, they commented on my appearance. I forgot to mention that I was wearing ladies trousers, the beige ones and a white jumper, and small, delicate earrings in both ears. Girls said how pretty I looked. 

And on a few occasions, I was asked to give a twirl. 

“If I saw you in the street,” Sarah said. “I would think you were a woman, despite the fact you’ve got no boobs.” 

She was right, too, for when I went to the bakers to buy a sandwich at lunchtime, some workmen let me in front of them in the queue; I saw a young girl look at me oddly as I walked back to the office. In a funny way, I liked the attention. I also found it curious how many people at work wanted to talk to me. Before, I’d chatted up girls, bedded them and left them, whereas now they didn’t seem threatened by me and told me some pretty intimate stuff! 

It was an interesting experiment but I must say when I got home from work and took off my ankle boots, beige trousers and jumper, I was pleased that I would be spending the night in scruffy jeans and a T-shirt. I’d even phoned one of my Highwayman mates, Jimi from work, and we’d agreed to go out for a pint. I’d enjoyed screwing Janet but she was way too odd for me and I had no intention of seeing her again – outside of work. I searched for my jeans. They weren’t laying in their normal place on top of the bed so I checked out the wardrobe. All the T-shirts and trousers and work shirts that normally filled it were gone. In their place, someone had hung up all the trousers from the weekend: tops, shoes and boots, neatly racked. I was stunned. I stumbled away from the wardrobe, anxiously looking for my clothes, but they had gone. 
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There was a note on the table, I quickly opened it and read:

 “Rob, I want you to dress like you did today every day. If you disobey me, you will be sacked. If you try anything stupid, you will be hauled up before the courts for sexual harassment (I have state-ments).” 

 PS: You shouldn’t leave your keys lying around. I asked my cleaner to get a copy cut on Saturday whilst we were in the beauty salon and today I’ve been in your flat arranging your new outfits.” 

I started sobbing then. Sobbing for real, like I’d never cried before. She was a bitch, a man-eater and a black widow spider. I fell on the bed and just cried my eyes out. Slowly, I’d been lead into her web and she had ensnared me, wrapped my up in silky chains and now she was going to devour me. 

In desperation, I phoned Claire. I told her the story but she sounded bored. 

“Please, please, help!” 

“Piss off! You didn’t want to be friends with me when I kept phoning.” She put the phone down on me. 

Emma was more receptive. She got in her car and came around to see me. I told her the whole nightmare story. And she told me something too. She told me that Janet had been married to a man, also called Rob, who had been her business partner – he had the legal brains - but whilst Janet had been working eighteen-hour days, he had been sleeping with her staff. She had given him chance after chance but he wouldn’t stop womanising. In the end, he had left her for a much younger woman. 

“I think she thinks you’re like him and wants revenge.” 

She wanted revenge all right! 

“But it’s just not fair!” I cried, “I’ve never hurt anyone!” 

Emma put her arm around me, stroked my long, blonde hair. 

“I love you, Rob,” she said. 

And just for one night, I loved her too. 

So, the following week, I did go to work in the clothes Janet had left out for me. She ignored me, of course, like the bitch she was. I got the complete cold shoulder, but I didn’t care, all the other women in the office were interested in me and they talked to me and asked me about my clothes and even shared intimate details of their personal lives with me. I was enjoying it. 

Then, on Wednesday afternoon. I went to my secretarial course and they assumed I was one of those guys that want a sex change. In fact, I got off with one of the girls on the course, a girl called Victoria and saw her a few times in the evening when the college finished. I found some girls liked my “androgynous look” as Janet called it. It was keeping me in a job and not affecting my sex life, so I wasn’t too bothered. 

Four weeks went by and I’d not seen Jimi or any of the Highwayman crowd so I decided to call them up and get back in contact. I knew they would be surprised to see my Page - 13
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hairstyle and would take the piss out of me but I could handle it. After all they were just a bunch of Muppets and, anyway, I wasn’t going to be dressed in ladies slacks, no way. 

The Bitch, as I now referred to her, had taken away my black leather trousers and all my Bon Jovi and rock T-shirts so I went out and bought some new ones that Saturday. I found a leather Emporium and went into look at leather trousers. I was towing Emma around with me like a sloppy, lost puppy as she insisted she was in love with me and wanted to us to be together all the time. I’d had the devil’s own trying to persuade her that the Highwayman was not for her so, as a compromise, I’d allowed her to come shopping with me. 

We walked into the Emporium, which was a large warehouse-type place. I found some leather trousers on a rail and asked the assistant which were men’s and which were ladies. 

“It doesn’t really matter,” the fair-haired assistant replied. 

Emma laughed. “Rob, prefers ladies, don’t you, Rob?” 

I gave her a dark look, she really was annoying me. At the moment, I would have dearly loved to give her a slap. 

The assistant handed me three or four pairs of trousers to try on and I scooted round to the changing room. 

I knew from the labels which were which, and though I tried all four pairs, I settled for a ladies pair which were size twelve. 

I paid on credit and we left the shop. 

“Why didn’t you let me see you wearing them?” Emma asked as she took my hand. 

“I was annoyed about what you said to that assistant, I could have walloped you, big mouth.” 

“Big mouth, I was only telling the truth, Rob. Janet does make you wear women’s clothes to work. She tells everyone it’ll put a dampener on your wicked ways.” Emma came closer. “But I like them.” 

I was pleased to drop Emma back home and get down to the Highwayman with Jimi and the guys. The music was blasting out and the pub was packed with people. The beer was flowing freely, 

 “Oh ...hoh, we’re half way there; oh... ah ...We’re living on a prayer.” 

And I loved it; I’d really missed the rock scene. With my black T-shirt and leather trousers and earrings, I knew I looked good. My hair, though highlighted and layered, didn’t look too bad and, to be honest, the guys didn’t give me too much stick as we necked bottled beer and shot the breeze together. 

“Where you been, man?” Jimi asked. 

I told him about my latest sexual conquests: Emma, Victoria from college and, of course, the crème de la crème, Janet. 

I felt good and knew I looked good. Later in the evening, I found myself wandering around the edge of the dance area on the eye out for tasty, rock chicks. Suddenly I felt a Page - 14
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hand grab my arse. I paused, thinking it was a female hand but by the size of it I suddenly realized I was mistaken. I turned quickly to see a burly, tattooed biker. 

“Sorry, mate,” he said. “I thought you were a gal.” 

He was bigger than me so I just tutted and walked on. A girl with dyed blonde hair and a dog collar around her neck was laughing. 

“He fancies you,” she said as I walked past. 

“Cheeky sod thought I was a bird. He was lucky I didn’t whack me one.” 

“You  are  rather pretty,” she said. 

We got chatting. Her name was Josie, she was nineteen, and she lived with her mum who was also a rock chick – only a rock chick in her forties. Josie had just started coming to the Highwayman; sometimes her mum came too. By the end of the night, I had a dance, snog and phone number—in that order. 

A week later, I told Emma she really was history this time, as I’d found someone else. 

She cried and pleaded with me to take her back; she even said she didn’t mind me being unfaithful just as long as I came back to her. 

“No, Emma,” I shouted down the phone. “I really can’t stand you, now get lost.” 

To be fair, over the next couple of months, life was pretty good. Josie and I got serious very quickly. Josie, her mother, Diane, and I went to the Highwayman every Saturday. 

Just because I was getting serious with Josie, it didn’t stop the odd, stray hand patting her mother’s buttocks when we were out or me telling Diana, repeatedly, that I couldn’t believe she had a nineteen-year-old daughter because she looked so young. Diane was a widow and I knew she liked me a lot; it was only a matter of time before she gave in to temptation and found herself in my bed. To help her overcome her inhibitions, I told both Josie and Diana that I had just finished an affair with my 42-year-old boss. I concluded the story with a wink in Di’s direction that told her she was next in line During the week, I was still going to work in my ladies’ trousers and one day I wore my black leather trousers to the office along with a white jumper. I was pleased with the comments I received, even from Janet, who said how nice I looked and that she was delighted that I had started buying my own ladies’ clothes. I think, to be honest, my humiliation would have ended there as far as Janet was concerned. 

She had wanted to make a point to me, humiliate me, stop me getting off with her staff

– and she had done all those things. I was by this time a competent secretary and Janet had replaced me in the admin role with another female. Also, a lot of women commented how much nicer I had become. Even so, I wanted to reassert my own identity a bit so I stopped shaving and allowed my beard growth to grow. This of course, instantly made me look male. For in truth, the one thing that annoyed me the most was the stares and second glances from people who were wondering if I was male or female. I wanted my sex to be clear to people. I also started wearing the odd pair of male trousers to work. Even so, I enjoyed the freedom I had in terms of wearing earrings and my hair loose rather than in a ponytail. 
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All in all, things were pretty good. I much preferred the secretarial pool where we listened to music as we worked and chatted between jobs. I was more than happy with my new life, especially as my pay had not been affected. 

It was a chance remark that ruined everything. It was a silly remark really. Just an off-the-cuff thing that lead to a chain of events that put me where I am today. Emma ignored me now which was all to the good. I had noticed, though, that she had started to put on weight. 

One day she came into the pool to hand some documents in for typing. I was working with Donna who was a new girl and Sarah, who was a skinny, blonde secretary, rather mouthy but quite friendly. 

Anyway, Emma came in and walked towards Sarah. 

“Give it to Rob; he’s not got much to do.” 

Emma turned on her low heels and moved towards my desk. I could see she was reluctant to give me the work and so, in an effort to try to make small talk and to show there were no hard feelings, I said, “Emma, you’ve really piled on the pounds over the last month, you should join a gym.” 

The heavens opened. She ran from the office, sobbing her heart out. She was swiftly followed by Sarah who screamed at me as she went by, “You stupid bastard, she’s pregnant!” 

And so, later that day, I found myself summoned to Janet’s office. I sat down and she closed the door. 

“Emma is a valued member of our staff, Robert,” she said, “and you’re treated her dis-gracefully.” 

“I’ll apologise, all right, take her out for a meal or something.” 

“You really don’t get it, do you?” 

“Get what?” 

Janet leaned back in her chair; she was wearing a dark top and trousers. I found it hard to imagine that I had slept with her. Bitch. 

“You’re the father,” she said slowly. 

I must have stared blankly into space. 

“Don’t look so surprised. If you have unprotected sex with someone, you may get them pregnant, especially if both parties are young and fertile.” 

“Why didn’t she tell me?” I asked. 

“Because you wanted nothing to do with her. You told her to get lost, remember?” 

Janet leaned across the desk. “To be honest, Robert, I’ve tried to tame you – with some success – but there seems no end to the mayhem you cause around here. I really think it is time that you and I parted company. I’m happy to pay you what we owe… plus a small severance package.” 

“You can’t. I mean, I need a job! It’s coming up to Christmas and I’ve got presents to buy and now you tell me there’s a baby on the way too!” 
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“Oh Robert, save us the violins, you never cared for Emma, she was just one more notch on your bedpost. Do you know how much pain you’ve caused that young woman?” 

I shrugged. “She could have…” 

“No, she couldn’t. You didn’t want to know. You left her high and dry. She came to me when she found out about it. Her parents kicked her out. They’re Catholics and were furi-ous when she told them she had slept with some worthless excuse of a man and now found herself pregnant! She stayed with me for a month.” 

I was amazed; no one in the office had breathed a word. I guess they had been told to keep the news from me. 

“Her dad beat her, you know, when he found out she had slept with someone before marriage and got pregnant.” 

“I didn’t know,” I stammered. 

“You didn’t know because you didn’t  want  to know! Fortunately, I’ve been able to build a few bridges and Emma is now safely back at home and her parents are more accepting of the fact she’s pregnant.” 

I smiled. “I hope it’s a boy.” 

“I hope it’s a girl, they’re far less trouble.” 

“I’ll have to have a word with Emma, I want the kid to have a proper dad.” In truth, the idea is suddenly appealing to me. It would be great to have a son, taking him fishing and to footie and down to the Highwayman...” 

“You’ll do no such thing!” 

“But...” 

“I’ve told you, Rob, I want you to leave.” 

I pleaded with her not to sack me, promised to mend my ways but she had made her mind up. 

After a sleepless night, I went to see her in the morning. 

“Janet,” I began, “I know I’ve been a real rat and really horrible to Emma, but I want to mend my ways. Everyone says how nice I am now, and you yourself said I had improved. 

Please don’t throw me out on the streets before Christmas, give me one last chance. Please, please, please” 

Janet sighed. “It’s against my better nature, but I do really feel you have changed some-what. There’s certainly been no repeat of the sexual harassment and lurid comments you used to make.” 

I didn’t say that Sarah and Donna now pinched my bottom! 

“I’m going to put you through another test, Robert. If you can pass it you can keep your job.” 

Later that day, I was asked to take the minutes of an extraordinary team meeting that Janet called. I had worn black trousers to work and a white jumper. I sat next to Janet as she went through the agenda; the items were fairly mundane: how well the company was Page - 17
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doing and upcoming orders. The last item on the agenda was where to go for the office Christmas meal. 

Janet proposed different restaurants and we voted on them in turn; a Chinese in the town got the most votes. 

“Right, any other business? I’ve got two items. Anyone else?” Janet asked. 

There was silence from those seated around the table. 

“OK then, here goes. As you know, I’ve asked Rob to come to work in effeminate clothes to try to curb his womanising and make him a gentler person. My feedback is that it has worked and he has not harassed or come on to any staff members over the last few months.” 

There were general nods of agreement and smiles from all the women around the table. 

I sat there, my pen poised, wondering what notes I should take. 

“Except of course, you Emma who has seen him outside of work, despite my explicit instructions not to.” 

 Despite my explicit instructions not to. The words reverberated around my head. Janet was trying to control the lives of her staff. 

“As we all now know, Emma is pregnant with Rob’s baby and the baby is due when, Emma?” 

I looked down at my notepad, blushing to the roots of my dyed, blonde hair. 

“March,” came the squeaky reply. 

“Right, as you all also know, Rob has treated Emma abominably and I have told him I do not want him in this company. He says he wishes to stay and has agreed to some kind of forfeit. My proposal is this…” She paused for greater effect. “That he comes to the Christmas meal dressed as a woman and spends the night as one of us.” 

There was an outbreak of clapping and cheering. 

“Oh, he’d make such a lovely girl. It’s a pity he’s not a girl. He’s so angelic. I wish I had his hair and features. He’s got such lovely eyelashes. ” 

“So it’s decided then? Rob will come to the Chinese meal dressed as a woman?” 

By a show of hands, they agreed unanimously that I should be transformed from a man to a woman. 

“And a name for our new colleague?” 

They thought of names: Michele, Fiona, Rosalind, Gemma, Roberta... 

Finally, again by democratic plebiscite, the name Victoria was decided upon . For one night I would become Victoria Turner. CHAPTER FIVE

On the day of the meal, Janet came and collected me from my flat. I was wearing an electric blue shell suit! Do you remember those? Boy, I must have looked awful but Janet had told me to wear something lose fitting and androgynous. I wasn’t looking forward to Page - 18
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the ordeal but it was for one day only and if I pulled it off, I would keep my job. I guess too, deep down I felt guilty about how I’d treated Emma; perhaps I even thought I deserved the humiliation I knew was to follow. 

Janet drove me back to the high street beauty salon we had visited before. I discovered it was called Dusty’s. I was introduced to Pauline who ran the shop and the young blonde girl, Martine, who had waxed me previously. She was told to look after me for the day. 

Once I was settled down on Martine’s couch, the torture began. And it  was  torture. Do you remember I told you I had started to grow a bit of a beard? Well, Martine used electrolysis to get all the hairs out. It took hours. I mean, really! And it hurt like Hell. Next, she plucked my eyebrows whilst another girl waxed my legs. Then, Martine was on my chest, pushing down hot, wax-filled cotton as if she were resuscitating me. 

“Why didn’t you call?” Martine said as she pressed down on my chest. 

“I’ve not had time; I’ve had a lot on mind lately.” 

“Rat!” 

“Ouch!” I shouted as Martine tugged the strip of hot wax off my chest along with a load of hairs. 

“You deserve all you get,” Martine said as she affixed another strip to my chest. 

“OK, go easy!” I pleaded. 

The other girl, Lisa, laughed and asked if she could join in! Soon the two girls were stripping hair off my torso as if their lives depended upon it. 

By lunchtime, I was as bald as a baby and pink and raw. Pauline, the manager, came in whilst the other girls were at lunch and rubbed oils into my skin; it felt really great and I was soon feeling horny, my erection clearly visible under my white robe. 

“Janet’s told us all about you. You certainly have been a naughty boy... I hope this trip into femininity improves you.” 

I sighed.“I know I’ve been a complete wanker but I wish Janet would just let it go now.” 

“Well, she will,” Pauline said. “After tonight.” 

In the afternoon, I was lead out into the salon and Pauline did my hair. When I say

“done,” I mean she dyed it honey blonde and styled it into a fetching bob. Martine and Lisa came back from lunch very late, carrying loads of bags. It was raining and water dripped from their brollies all over the floor. Pauline was still working on my hair as they came in and she smiled at them as she gripped a pin between her teeth. If I’d have been as late coming back from lunch as they were, I would have had a right rollicking from Janet; it just wasn’t fair. 

When Pauline had finished styling my hair, Lisa came over and gave me a manicure and pedicure, adding false nails to my fingers. There were a lot of other customers coming in and out of the shop but they took no notice. If they did guess I was a guy, they must have thought I was one of those weird ones who has had a sex change or one of those that likes to dress in woman’s clothes. I smiled to myself. It was all a game. Right? 
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When they’d finished, I was lead back to the private room with the couch, where I had experienced the torture of having hair removed with hot wax and electrolysis on my chin. 

I noticed all of Lisa and Martine’s shopping bags lying on the couch and thought how un-professional they were leaving their stuff around. 

A curtain was pulled back at the end of the room to reveal a wall to ceiling mirror – the effect was to make the small area look like a large changing room. 

“Sometimes clients like to dress here before they go to London for a show or out for a meal or to a party,” Pauline said as way of explanation. 

I heard a rustle of bags and turned to see Martine and Lisa going through their purchases. 

“It looks a lot but what we don’t need we can always take back, we’ve got the re-ceipts,” Lisa said. 

“Good girls,” Pauline replied. “Right then, Rob. Step forward and take your wrap off.” 

“What, in front of all three of you?” 

Pauline laughed and clapped her hands together. “Don’t be so shy, Rob!” 

I felt warm hands on my shoulders and my robe being pressed to the ground. For the first time in hours I saw my body – bare, bald, pink, glistening with oil. I saw my hair and my nails. My heart fluttered. I felt faint. Yet inside of me something awoke. My heart pal-pated, my penis grew and I turned deepest crimson; for apart from my body shape and the appendage between my legs and my flat chest, I looked kind of womanly. Then hands were moving at my feet, making me lift up one foot at a time and step into a silky pair of purple knickers with net detail. They were pulled up to my waist. It was a relief to feel them pulled up tight and know my manhood was covered. 

“We’re going to have to pull him in a bit,” Pauline said. “Deep breath!” 

Next, a waist clincher encircled my waist and, with a sudden tug, I was pulled back. 

“No, over there, Rob.” Pauline took my wrist and dragged me over to an open door at the end of the room; I was made to grab the frame as Martine pulled the clincher tight. The funny thing was that under her breath I’m sure she muttered the words , bastard, rat, cheat... 

Within minutes, I was in the corset’s vice-like grip. My breathing was staccato; the thick, steel enforced cloth impounded my chest. 

Then Pauline’s hands were at my waist, a tape measure was threaded around me. 

“Twenty-five inches,” Pauline said, “Not bad, we’ve taken three inches off your waist; a bit more effort and we’ll have you down to twenty-four.” 

Before I could speak, I felt a purple bra with black netting being fastened around my chest; it matched my knickers

Next, Lisa pushed what I can only describe as chicken fillets in the two pouches on my chest. I shivered, for they felt cold. Then Martine’s hands were around my waist and a suspender belt was being fitted. It was almost if they worked away, oblivious to my presence. 

Oblivious to the fact that I was a human being with feelings. That I was a male! 
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“Sit down, Rob,” Pauline directed, pointing to a chair by the couch. As I approached it, I realised the curtains had been drawn back across the full-length mirror – I could no longer see my reflection. 

I sat down. Pauline took some stockings off the couch and pulled them onto her hand. 

“Now Rob, these are ten-denier, about the finest you can get. Do you want to put them on, or shall I? Second thoughts, stupid question, you’re not capable of doing something so delicate.” 

She came behind me, made me stretch out my leg and pulled the stocking up to my thigh. Then the other one was pulled on. I was instantly struck by how they changed the whole shape and look of my leg, even though they were so fine. I was asked to stand up. 

Maxine told me to step into a

dress. 

“Oh no,” I said, “this is

where I get off, no dresses! 

Janet promised me trousers, al-

ways trousers. That was the

deal.” 

“But not tonight, Rob,” 

Pauline whispered. “Tonight

you are becoming Victoria. To-

night you must really look like

a girl. You’ve come so far, is it

worth losing your job at the

eleventh hour?” 

I sighed. She was right. I

just had to play along. So I let

Martine put me into a frock. It

was a silky silver and black

dress with a tight waist and

full skirt, not dissimilar to a

Fifties dress but without so

many petticoats. Fortunately, 

Pauline thought it was over-

the-top, so I took it off. 

“I think she should go in a

mini and high heels to show

off her gorgeous legs,” Lisa

said. 

“No, too tarty, though I

agree she has got legs to die

for,” Pauline said. 

“Who me?” 
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“Who else, darling?” 

“But I’m not,” I paused and said softly, “a  ‘she’.” 

“You are for one night,” Pauline said. “You’ve got to act the part.” 

They tried me in another outfit – a long skirt and blouse but decided it was too old for me. 

In the end, Pauline chose a black T-shirt with Rock Chick written across the front in silver, a beige, leather skirt, not too tight, but tight enough and high-heeled black boots. 

Whilst the other girls packed away the discarded clothes, Pauline took me out to the emptying salon, sat me in a comfy chair, wrapped a towel around me and applied my makeup. 

“We left this till the end so it will match your clothes. Girls never apply makeup until they are dressed; it needs to compliment their clothing colours, not contrast with them.” 

She applied tan eye shadow and a brown-coloured lipstick with a brush. The she applied blusher and painted my false nails. 

Lastly, she picked up a box, like a car mechanic’s box and punted through. 

“You need some jewellery,” she said by way of explanation. 

Rings were applied to my fingers, a chain to my neck and my pierced ears were given large hooped rings. 

“Make sure you give this back to Janet – this is my own personal jewellery, I’ll collect it from her in the morning.” 

“I will, “I said. 

“I’m sure she’ll buy you some more.” 

I laughed. “I doubt it. That bitch hates me.” 

“Be careful, Victoria, Janet and I go back a long way. I’ll tell her you’ve been rude about her.” 

 Victoria, Victoria, Victoria, the name echoed through my head, but I was Rob,  wasn’t I? 

Pauline took a bottle of scent and directed me to lift my head. She spayed some musk behind my ears and onto my wrists. I smelt divine. 

“Right,” Pauline said. “You are finally ready.” 

I had no idea what time it was, for the one piece of jewellery Pauline had not felt fit to furnish me with was a watch. She swung the chair around. 

“Follow me,” she ordered. 

I stood up, unsteadily on feet, like a newborn foal getting used to standing. Carefully, I tottered behind Pauline back to the small, private room which had been my home for most of the day. I followed her back, past the couch. Martine and Lisa broke out into applause; other girls from the shop had come in too. They stood by the door, watching. 

“Martine, Lisa, the curtains please,” Pauline requested. 
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They pulled them back together to reveal the wall-to-ceiling mirror again. And I saw? 

Myself. But it wasn’t me. She was beautiful. I wanted to shag her. It was me. It was she. It wasn’t , was it? 

My restricted heart raced; I felt tears in my eyes. I felt… the leather of the skirt, the height of the boots, the blonde bobbed hair tickling my neck. 

“I fancy myself,” I said. They all laughed and applauded again. 

“No one would ever… “Martine started. 

I knew exactly what she was going to say,  no one would ever believe that I was a man with a penis under my skirt! 

Pauline laughed. “No, they wouldn’t, Martine.” She paused. “Victoria, you have been the most expensive client we have ever had – poor, old Janet. I hope JLC are doing well because she’s paying for all this, but you’ve also been the most rewarding and satisfying. 

You are truly stunning.” 

Stunning. That was the word Janet used when she came to pick me up. She couldn’t take her eyes off me and if I hadn’t known her to be straight, I would have thought she was just dying to whip off my T-Shirt and leather skirt and have her naughty little way with me. I should have known better. 

The entire JLC crowd applauded, whistled and banged the table when I walked in. Or should I say tottered. Janet sat me at the head of the table and then she sat by my side. The Chinese waiters smiled, thinking I was a new girl; one waiter even asked if it was my birthday. 

“Kind of, she’s been reborn,” Sarah said. 

You’ll appreciate that I didn’t eat very much. The constant restriction around my waist, the long nails, the self-consciousness I felt all added up to “no appetite”. 

As the evening wore on and more drink was plied, I was asked if I would start coming to work in a dress. I laughed, 

“This is only for one night, isn’t it, Janet?” 

“If you say so,” she replied. “Melanie’s taken over your old position and I’ve made her permanent so if you stay with us, you are now to work permanently in the typing pool.” 

I leaned back in my chair. “I don’t care, I rather like it there. The girlie chat is quite an eye opener.” 

“That’s what we all thought,” Janet said. 

I can’t remember who was sitting on my right but I do remember we had a cosy little chat and she kept complimenting me on how good I looked. She said my dress sense and make-up were perfect and I really had taste and style. I hadn’t liked to tell her that this was all Janet’s doing and I’d spent the whole day at a beauty salon being plucked and pinched and bathed and waxed and dressed and generally made to look a million dollars by a team of beauty professionals. And to feel? It was strange, because I felt good too. After the initial unease, I had settled down and felt good about myself. No longer was I scan-ning the table for prospective partners, which I would have been doing had I gone to the Page - 23
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Christmas meal as Rob. No longer was I leering after some girl in a short skirt. No, I was enjoying who I was, enjoying being me. But it  wasn’t  me, was it? 

Gradually, the party broke up and the Chinese waiters got coats for those who had brought them and we started to disperse. I saw Emma and Janet talking in hushed tones, standing by my table. Emma said something about seeing Janet in half an hour which I found odd. 

I followed Janet outside; I was growing used to walking in the boots and was beginning to feel comfortable in my new attire. Indeed, when a car hooted at me, I was just a tiny bit thrilled. Did the driver really think I was a woman? 

“I’m beginning to like this, Janet,” I said as we got into her Mercedes. 

“I knew you would.” 

“I can see why girls like to get dressed up for the night; the attention is really amaz-ing.” 

Janet started the car and drove off. “Male or female?” 

I was momentarily nonplussed. “Female, of course.” 

“But there were four young lads in that car that just beeped.” 

“I know but…” 

She placed her hand on my knee. “You enjoyed it, Victoria, admit it, you enjoyed it.” 

I don’t know if it was the thought of the car hooting me or Janet’s hand on my thinly stockinged leg, but I suddenly felt aroused. 

“I admit it,” I surrendered. 

It didn’t take long to get to Janet’s house. As we turned into the drive, I was surprised to see Emma’s little red mini there. 

“Emma’s beaten us back,” Janet said. 

As Janet and I got out of the Merc, Emma clamoured out of her car. Janet unlocked the front door and we all walked through to the comfortable living room. 

“Well, that was successful. Anyone for a drink?” Janet asked. 

She pulled down a drinks cabinet and I asked for a whiskey. Emma wanted a coffee and whilst Janet was making it, Emma and I had an uneasy conversation. Her bump was really developing and I must say I felt really proud of myself. I crossed my legs and kicked out my black boots. Even though I was wearing woman’s clothes, I felt in control of the likes of Emma and knew I could take her again if I wanted to. 

Janet returned with the coffee and sat beside Emma, maybe she was reading my thoughts. 

“Isn’t she glowing?” Janet said, stroking Emma’s hair. 

“I guess she is.” 

“What do think the baby will look like?” 

“His  dad,” I said. 
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“Or  her  mum,” Emma interjected. 

“Rob and I have already had this conversation, haven’t we, Rob?” 

I nodded. 

Janet continued. “We’ve also had a conversation about how badly he treated you, Emma. I’ve told him that your parents threw you out when they found out you were pregnant and that I had to take you in. I also explained that I persuaded your folks to let you back.” 

Emma stared down at the carpet, her hands rubbed her stomach. 

“But what Rob doesn’t know yet is that I’m going to adopt the child when it is born so you, Emma, can get on with your life.” 

“You are?” I nearly dropped my whiskey. I’d never imagined such a scenario; Janet, the adoptive mother? 

“Umm. You see, Rob, I’ve got an underdeveloped uterus and I’m unable to conceive. 

I’ve always wanted a baby and Emma’s child is an ideal situation. Out of tragedy comes some happiness.” 

“It’s hardly a tragedy!” I said. 

Janet exploded. “What? When you get a young girl pregnant? Cruelly cheat on her and then dump her? Hardly a tragedy?” 

“But I didn’t know she was pregnant, did I, Janet?” 

“Would it have mattered if you did?” 

I bowed my head, mumbled a “no.” She was right of course; I would not have stood by Emma. 

“And whilst we are at it, Rob, you are the laziest person who has ever worked for JCL. 

In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you’re not the laziest and sexiest person in the whole of England! The way you treated this poor girl is just abysmal.” 

I downed my whiskey. “Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t know, alright? I’m young; I’m allowed to make mistakes. Just get off my case, won’t you!” 

“But you can’t expect to go unpunished.” 

I stood up. Fuelled by the whiskey, my temper was rising, I felt myself burning up inside, no one had ever confronted me about my actions before – well, only the odd girl I had cheated on, but I hadn’t cared. This was different. Then I remembered my attire and thought of how stupid I must look in a skirt and top, in front of my manager and pregnant ex-girlfriend. I felt ridiculous and it just added kindle to my rising anger. I exploded. 

“This is my punishment,” I began. “The knickers were my punishment; the dressing in, I don’t know, what did you call them? Androg-a-something clothes? That’s a punishment. 

I can’t take anymore! I can’t take anymore of your scheming and plotting against me. You stupid, stupid bitch.” 

I stormed across the room and out the front door. I walked down the drive and opened the gate; I was back on the pavement. Freedom. But, I had no money, no car, no way home… and I was slightly drunk (I had not been given a handbag, purse or money). I Page - 25
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stumbled down the street and then leaned on a post and started to cry. I was a mess, my life  was a mess. 

A car stopped and a rather handsome male leant across the seat. 

“Are you alright, Miss?” 

I was stunned. I’d never thought of people being so attentive. Then I recalled how I must look to him – a pretty young woman - “Fine,” I whispered. 

“Sure? Do you want a lift? You’ve not been attacked, have you?” 

I said I hadn’t, but it was a wake-up call. If I started wandering around Wimbledon in a leather skirt and boots, I was sure to get propositioned. I made tracks back to the house. 

I took a deep breath and pushed open the front door. Talk about trapped. Janet had fairly wound me in threads and I had known nothing about it. 

“I’m sorry, Janet, I shouldn’t have called you a bitch,” I said quietly as I walked back into the living room. “Is it OK if I kip here tonight?” 

“I accept your apology, Victoria, but young ladies should not use industrial language. I think for a moment you forgot yourself. For a moment you thought you were Rob again, and we didn’t like it, did we Emma?” 

Emma shook her head. 

“Tonight,” Janet said, “you can sleep upstairs, there’s a bed made-up for you. But you will be punished, Victoria.” 

“Look, I’m sorry, Janet. It’s the alcohol.” 

“It’s always something or somebody else with you, Vicky, you never take responsibil-ity. Now then, do you want to stay here?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well then, you’re going to have to take your punishment. Are you prepared to be punished?” 

Defeated, I nodded my blonde, bobbed head. 

“Follow me.” 

I followed Janet into the kitchen. Emma was behind us. Janet pulled out the chrome breakfast stool. 

“Bend over that,” she said. “You’re going to be caned.” 

“Do what?” I exclaimed. All right, I’d been caned at school but this was ludicrous. 

“Bend over!” 

This time I did as I was told. I felt Emma lift me up higher onto the stool. The toes of my boots touched the floor and my hands hung loosely by head; my hair fell about my face and brushed the floor. I felt Emma smooth down my leather skirt. Janet emerged from a kitchen cupboard carrying a cane. Emma stood back. I grimaced as I heard Janet take a few practice strokes. Then the cane whistled through the air. 

SWAT! 
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The cane cut right through the skirt and across the flesh of my buttocks. I crossed my ankles to stop myself kicking back against the pain. 

“You’ve been a very, very, very naughty girl, haven’t you, Vicky?” Janet said. 

“Yes.” 

WHACK! 

Another damned hard cut of the cane. It brought tears to my eyes. And a third and a fourth. Tears drops fell onto the floor. 

“No, Janet, no! STOP!” 

My bum felt hot and red and raw. 

“You deserve it; you’ve deserved this for a long, long time.” 

A fifth stroke walloped into my sore buttocks and a sixth. My backside felt as if it had been heated with red-hot pokers. 

Janet paused. I hoped the ordeal had ended. 

“Your turn, Emma.” 

I heard the cane being passed to Emma; she took up the cudgels. 

“This is for being a lying, cheating, rat, Rob. And to think I loved you!” 

The seventh stroke was the worst, really setting my arse on fire. 

“Take that and that and that and that!” The strokes of the cane came thick and fast now as Emma really lost it with me and took all the pain and hurt and humiliation I had caused her out on my poor, leather-clad backside. When she finished, we were both sobbing like a couple of kids, her because of the emotional pain I had caused and me because of the physical pain. 

“Your room’s right at the top of the stairs,” Janet said. “It’s got an en suite bathroom and everything you need to take your makeup off.” 

I ran, gripping my bum as if I was scared the pain would cause it to explode. I ran. Upstairs. Into the bedroom. Locking the door, I fell onto the bed And cried and cried and cried. 

Eventually I got up and took my clothes off, removed my makeup and got into bed. I had to sleep in the waist cincher as I was unable to get it off – that and the false nails. 

The next morning, Janet loosened my stays, took off my nails and gave me a tracksuit to wear. After a subdued breakfast, Emma took me home in her Mini. 

“Where did you sleep last night?” I asked as a way to make conversation. 

“Oh, with Janet, in her bed. She’s a lesbian. I thought you knew.” 


CHAPTER SIX

I guess you’re wondering what happened to Josie, the girl I had met down the Highwayman, and her mum who I was secretly lusting after? Well, I have to say they helped me out of a hole and I then dug myself into an even bigger one. 
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I’d not seen Josie for a while but after the events of the Chinese meal and Emma’s con-fession that Janet was as crooked as a three-dollar bill as you Americans might say, I decided she was a few slates short of a roof or a few sandwiches short of a picnic. To put it in plain English, she was mad! 

I was determined to leave JCL and, as I had already booked some time off work, I was intending to have a short break, sunning it in Spain over Christmas with Josie, her mother and Josie’s brother, then not reappear for work after Christmas. This time I was determined to get another job. All well and good. Except I blew it. Big time. 

Josie’s dad had died of cancer on Christmas Eve some years back ever since when Josie’s mum, Diane, had taken the family away to Spain for Christmas, returning just before New Year. As Josie’s boyfriend, I was invited along for the ride. Being the generous sort of woman Diane Thomas was, she even gave Josie and me the double room in the apartment we stayed at on the Costa del Sol whilst she had a single room; so did Mathew, the thirteen-year-old kid brother. 

An advantage of going away for the week with the Thomas’ was that I didn’t have to see my own folks and explain my rather bizarre appearance because, of course, I had a hairless body, bobbed, blonde hair, plucked eyebrows and a rather feminine appearance. 

The thing was Josie loved it – and so did Diane. When I told them the story of the Chinese meal and the caning back at Janet’s house whilst we drank sangria by the swimming pool on the first night (as well as various bottles of Cervais), they thought it a marvellous hoot and Josie even got me to try on some of her clothes (which were too small). Diane came to the rescue with some of hers, which were too big. That first night, Josie and I went at it like rabbits; obviously Mum approved because she winked at me next morning and I could tell she fancied a bit as well. 

As the holiday wore on, Josie stuck to me like glue and even muttered those immortal words, “I love you” – and she wasn’t drunk. We spent days chilling out around town or sitting on the beach in deck chairs. Then, on the penultimate day, Josie was feeling unwell (she had drunk too much the night before) and stayed in bed all day. Diane, Mathew and I went down to the beach but soon Mathew was bored and went off into town leaving Diane and I on our own. We started flirting and ended up going into the surf together where Diane fell on top of me. The beach was pretty quiet, the weather not being gloriously hot, so when we came up the beach, we went behind some rocks. I took down Diane’s swimming costume and felt her silicone-filled breasts. In next to no time, we were making love. 

That night, I slipped out of the room I shared with Josie and goosed Diane again. Then, on the morning we were due to fly back to England, Diane sent Josie and Mathew ahead to the airport with the cases, saying the taxi wouldn’t be able to take us all. Of course, it was an excuse for one last fling, this time on the double bed. However, Josie must have smelt a rat as she came back with the taxi and caught us at it! 

Suffice to say another relationship ended in tears and tantrums. Diane realised how stupid she had been and turned on me so when we landed at Gatwick, no one was speak-ing to me at all. I took a taxi back to my lonely flat. Once again, my womanising had left me out in the cold. 
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I unlocked the door and walked in. The place wasn’t very Christmassy as I had few cards and hadn’t bothered with decorations. It was New Year’s Eve and I had nowhere to go. 

It took me a while to go back to the door and pick up the junk mail and the free news-papers. There wasn’t much of either to be truthful, but amongst the letters was a large white envelope, with the word “Rob” on the front - it had obviously been hand-delivered. 

I opened it up and unfolded a long, typed letter, from Janet. 

That letter changed my life. Janet told me about her former husband and what a womaniser he was, how after he had left her, she had hated men and started to employ only women in her company and how she had begun to take female lovers. Then I turned up for interview. I was so pretty and boyish and cheeky, she had hatched a plan. She would find a way to transform me into a girl. At first, she had been at a loss to know how to do it but my womanising had presented her with a golden opportunity. She had made me wear knickers. I hadn’t left the company or caused too much of a fuss so she guessed she could take it further, that deep down in my subconscious, the woman’s clothing had fulfilled a desire within me. She had taken my transformation a step at the time, not wishing to push it too far, not wishing to scare me off. My mistakes helped her manipulate me into femininity: the trousers and tops, the change of job and then the full-fledged woman who had been unleashed at the Chinese meal. The plan had worked par excellence. 

The only thing was that, as she had changed me, she had fallen in love with me. Even my womanising was a thrill to her as she enjoyed the thought of me being with other girls! 

(Though outwardly she appeared to be angry). Despite being twenty-two years older than me, she had fallen head over heels in love and now it was time for me to make up my own mind. I could live with her as a housewife, undertaking the cooking, the cleaning, the shopping with her being the “bread winner” who would pay for me to go to Dusty’s beauty salon every week where I would be petted and pampered as a girl. We would live together as two women or I could live as a man and leave the job with severance pay and not see her again. 

That was the gist of it! As I say, it was a very, long, typed letter – I guess she had been writing it over Christmas. What did I do? I drank whiskey, I wept, I thought about my life. 

I rocked back and forth in my chair endlessly. I was twenty years of age, I’d slept with 56

women and girls but yet I had no girlfriend and I had no real friends – the Highwayman crowd never bothered about me if I wasn’t around and no one phoned to ask how I was doing. I didn’t know what to do. Yes, I’d felt good at the Chinese meal but that was a one off. Would it be like that again? 

On New Year’s Day, I packed my stuff in my car, left my keys and week’s rent in the flat and drove up North to start again where no one knew me. 

Over the next couple of months, I lived in cheap hotels and bed and breakfasts and worked in factories or canteens or shops or fast food restaurants doing low-paid, mundane jobs. At night I would lay on my bed and think and drink and think and drink. 

“There’s got to be a better life than this.” 

And there was. The life Janet offered me. So I went back. 
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I called around to Janet’s house one wet evening in March. 

“Rob!” she exclaimed as she opened the door. “Come in.” 

I dropped my bag in the hall. 

“Let’s have a look at you.” She took me by the shoulders and stood back from me like a mother with a wayward son; there were tears in her yes. 

“I didn’t think I would ever see you again,” she said. “When you didn’t respond to my letter, I thought that was the end.” 

“I needed to get away, do some thinking… is the offer still open?” 

Janet’s face lit up, she pulled me to her chest. “Oh, Rob, of course it is!” 

We took things slowly at first. I moved into her spare room as if I was a lodger and I just wore my normal, male clothes around the house. Janet wanted to make sure I was ready for the “big change,” so she let me acclimatise, let me get used to my surroundings. 

One morning, after I’d been there about a week and had sorted out some personal is-sues, I said I was ready to go for-

ward with the transformation and a

day was booked for me at Dusty’s

beauty salon. It was like before, only

it wasn’t. This time I  wanted  the

beauty treatment, this time it had a

purpose. They all worked on me, 

Martine, Lisa and a new girl called

Sara. At the end of the session, an-

other appointment was made for the

following Friday. I was told not to

shave during the week and that all

my hair would be removed through

electrolysis and waxing. The hair on

my face had already become soft and

downy and because I was naturally

blonde, I didn’t notice as it grew

back. 

Just like before, Janet picked me

up at the end of the day. I was

dressed in a track suit and trainers, 

so I looked pretty androgynous –


apart from my face which

Pauline had made-up. When

Janet got me home, she took me to

her bedroom and told me to undress

and use her en suite. I emerged from

the bathroom a couple of minutes

later. Lying on the bed was a waist
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clincher, stockings, suspenders, bra, fillers and matching knickers. Janet slid the clincher around my waist and pulled me in nice and tight. She pulled me in until I felt that warm sensation around my waist. Next were the knickers, the suspenders, the ten-denier, barely black stockings and the bra with the silicone inserts. 

“They’ll do, until we get some real ones...” Janet said. 

“But…” 

Janet held a finger to her lips. 

I did as I was bid. Once dressed in my underwear, I moved to the mirror and looked at myself. I couldn’t stop smiling. I was a woman - except for the tiny bulge in my knickers. 

Janet’s eyes must have followed mine. 

“That doesn’t matter for now – after all it’s small enough, but later, when you go out in some tight clothes, we may have to truss it up.” 

I rubbed my bulge, as if hiding it from Janet’s insult. 

“Don’t worry, Victoria, you won’t have much use for it soon.” 

An involuntary shudder ran down my spine… she was going to make me into a girl and I felt powerless to resist her. 

Janet left the room for a few minutes. I heard her let someone in. There was chatter and laugher in the hall. When she returned, I was still admiring my womanly shape in front of the mirror, admiring how the clincher reduced my waist, how the dark, seamless stockings made my legs look so elegant, the softness of the knickers, the bra, the in-fills. As I admired myself, I noticed that my bulge was getting bigger. Surely I didn’t like being dressed as a girl? 

Janet re-entered the room. “That was Antonio. He’s a chef at an Italian restaurant; he’s going to be cooking for us tonight.” 

Janet noticed my surprised look, reflected in the mirror. 

“You see,” she started, “I thought we would have a girlie night in. He thinks you’re a girlfriend of mine. It will be good experience for you to pass at close quarters. At the end of the night, I will tell Antonio that you’re a twenty-year-old male and see how he reacts.” 

“No,” I said. “I’d rather he didn’t know.” 

“Yes!” Janet said sharply, and then she came up to me and whispered in my ear. “One thing you will have to get used to, Victoria, is that I’m in charge and you will do as you are told!” She paused. “Now then, I’ve decided we will test Antonio at the end of the night, so, to ensure he thinks you are a girl, you’re going to have to act like one and talk softly.” 

I nodded. I had been hoping to unwind, relax with some wine…

“Because you have questioned me,” Janet continued. “If Antonio guesses that you’re actually a man masquerading as a woman, I will cane you, is that clear?” 

I was speechless. 

“IS THAT CLEAR?” 

I nodded my head again, I was close to tears. 
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“Right, now we both have to get ready, I’ll get you dressed, then you can sit down stairs and chat to Antonio as he prepares the food… don’t drink too much wine.” 

Before I could reply, she had left the room. She came back with the most glorious dress. 

It was black satin with a tight bodice and a full skirt. She put it on the floor and told me to step in. She drew the dress up to my middle and fastened it at the back and then pulled up the zip in two movements. I took a deep breath. I loved it; it was beautiful, divine. I wondered if this was how girls felt. The last thing was my 3-inch black court shoes. I pirouet-ted in front of the mirror, pulling out the skirt with my hands and letting it fall back on the layers of tulle. 

“Come on, stop preening yourself and get downstairs.” 

Antonio’s eyes lit up when I walked into the kitchen. 

“My word, Janet never told me she had such a beautiful friend… and so, so young.” 

I smiled graciously and tried to make small talk – I was relieved when Janet eventually joined us wearing a tight-fitting, knee-length purple dress which was and low-heeled shoes because of her height. 

Antonio excelled himself in the kitchen and the meal he cooked was delicious. Janet and I chatted, leaning across the round table like good friends gossiping. 

You will be pleased to know that Janet did not have to resort to use of her cane at the end of the night. Antonio was mortified to learn that I was a man. He kept repeating, “I don’t believe it! I’m sorry, it not true! It cannot be so! It cannot be so! One so beautiful should not be male. No!” 

After that first night, I dressed in female clothes each and every day and over the next couple of months, I became a housewife. I would wake at 6 AM and make Janet her breakfast. Then she would go off to work and I would cook, clean and shop, always dressed in women’s clothes - though sometimes I wore just jeans and T-shirts around the house. Even then, though, I would always wear a bra and fillers always in ladies clothes, for, in fact, all my male attire had mysteriously disappeared from the house. 

On weekend shopping trips, Janet replenished my wardrobe with female garments of her choice, or else she picked clothes out of catalogues for me. When she arrived home from work, I would have her clothes out and a hot bath for her. Then, as she prepared herself, I would cook the evening meal. At first I wasn’t a good cook but with Antonio’s help, I soon picked it up; Janet employed him to give me lessons during the day at her house. 

The following month, I became a mother. Emma’s baby was born, a beautiful girl called Chloe and Janet immediately adopted her, which meant I had to look after her during the day as well as keep the house clean and tidy. By the end of the week, I was knack-ered. Eventually, Janet agreed to the employment of a cleaner, which did make life easier, but it was still tiring being a mother and a housewife! 

A typical day might start with me seeing to Chloe, getting Janet’s breakfast ready and then, when she had left, washing up, and putting some washing on, polishing and then going shopping (in between, feeding, bathing and changing the nappy of my daughter!) Janet always insisted I was well dressed when I left the house as well as in the evenings when she returned from work, so, for a typical shopping trip I would wear perhaps a Page - 32
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tight, denim skirt, black boots and waist-length, black leather jacket with a red T-shirt. I looked like a typical housewife. 

And if I didn’t? Well, I was punished. For example, one evening, before Chloe arrived, Janet came home as usual and had her bath. I had had a rest during the day as I had been feeling tired. Janet saw the pressure marks of my body on the bed sheets and, to com-pound my laziness, I had not really changed for her when she came home from work. So, when she came down stairs, having bathed and changed, she marched into the kitchen, where I was preparing the dinner and, without saying a word, grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me through into the living room. She plonked down on the sofa, dragged me over her knee and spanked me. Hard. 

“Never rest while I’m at work and always make an effort for me when I come home!” 

she shouted as her palm hit my thin, cotton skirt again and again and again. Suitably chas-tened, I went back to the kitchen and finished the meal. There were other occasions as well when I felt the sting of the cane or Janet’s hand on my backside or the paddle or slipper on my behind or a stinging slap on my cheek. But then, on other occasions, she allowed me a treat. I suppose the thing I missed most was the Highwayman and the heavy rock crowd. 

Janet was sympathetic because, as part of my transformation, she had made me write to every woman I had ever had carnal knowledge of with an …  apology –  all of them. It took like, forever! 

Of course, most didn’t reply but Josie and her mother, Diane, did and Janet and I met them in a pub, as they were keen to see what I looked like as a woman. Seemingly, mother and daughter had gotten over the fact that I had bedded them both and thought that Janet dressing me and making me live as a girl was a great laugh and a very suitable punishment. Anyway, at the end of the night, Josie and Diane offered to take me back to the Highwayman. 

It was sometime before I agreed to go despite the frequent telephone calls from Diane, for I was scared that Jimi and the crew would recognise me. Finally, I donned a pair of black leather trousers, a black Jon Bon Jovi T-shirt and a low-hung studded belt and black, leather jacket, with heavy makeup. I looked for the entire world like a rock chick. I pulled on my black leather ankle boots which had three-inch heels and I was ready. Josie came to the door. She was gob smacked when she saw me and she said how beautiful I was as a girl. I just crossed my manicured fingers and hoped to hell that Jimi and my other mates wouldn’t see me, as I felt certain that, if they did, they would recognise me. 

Of course, when we arrived, they came straight over to Josie, as they knew her and her mum through my introductions when Josie and I had been an item. Jimi stood close by me, 

“I ain’t seen you before, chick,” he said, necking a bottle. 

I blushed. “I er...” 

Josie stepped in. “Vicky’s a friend of mine… from work.” 

“Got any more friends?” another one of my mates, Lurch, said. “If they all look like her, I wouldn’t mind working at your place.” 

Surely they must recognise me, I thought - any second now and they’ll realise I’m Rob! 

“What’s your name, chick?” 
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“Vic… Vicky,” I stuttered. 

Jimi’s piercing eyes stared into me; I could feel his hot breath on my neck. 

“You’re a tasty one,” he said. “What type of music do ya like then, babe?” 

I pointed to my T-shirt. He laughed. “Bon Jovi? They’re a bit too girly for me, I like harder stuff - thrash and trash and all that.” 

I was flabbergasted. I nearly said,  but you’re a massive Bon Jovi fan,  then I stopped myself. 

Diane came to the rescue. “We’d better go,” she said.” We’re meeting some more friends.” 

Suddenly, a hand clasped my leather-clad backside – Jimi’s hand. He squeezed, really hard. 

“See you again, chick” he blurted and winked. Then he burped and the others laughed. 

Typical uncouth men! How arrogant of him to patronise me by calling me “chick” and

“babe” and say Bon Jovi were girly! Pig. God, I was beginning to think like a woman! 

Fortunately, the Highwayman was pretty big and we didn’t bump into them again. Josie and Diane thought it fantastic that my cover had not been blown. I must admit I had a superb evening, necking beer and telling jokes to Josie and Diane about the inadequacies of men for, in truth, I felt far more comfortable than I ever had as a man. 

Finally, Janet and I married. It was about six months after my return to her house that rainy day in March. We got married in a registry office. And what did I wear? A suit and tie. For her part, Janet wore a cream-coloured trouser suit. Well, our respective parents were guests and we had to be conventional. The fact that I was marrying a woman who was twenty-two years older than me was too much for my parents anyway. 

It felt odd being back “in the male” after months of being “en femme” but I put up with it for one day. All the people from work were there and were delighted to hear that I was now a “housewife” – though in front of my parents and those that didn’t know I donned a dress on a daily bases, of course, I was a “house-husband.” 

On our honeymoon, we felt no such restrictions and the four days we spent in Scotland were with me dressed as a woman and Janet as a man. She passed easily as a thin, guy as she was tall and bony and flat chested. Chloe was left with Emma who had agreed to look after her whilst we were away. She had recently moved into a flat with her new boyfriend who was good and kind to her and they were planning to marry. 

Anyway, on the last night, Janet and I were invited to a huge black tie ball in Edinburgh as guests of some company whom JCL traded with. Janet rightly concluded that the event was so big no one would trouble us so she dressed as a man in a tuxedo and I went in a glorious Catherine Walker dress with tight bodice and full skirt. The dress had a black velvet bodice falling into a full skirt of green, black and red taffeta plaid; it was simply glorious. During the day we had visited a beauty salon to ensure I was waxed and made-up for the ball. I was guided into the ballroom on Janet’s arm. 

As Janet waltzed and twirled me around the dance floor, I felt an ecstasy of happiness, of bliss, of delight. I knew I had made the right choice and I couldn’t believe that a pair of Page - 34
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knickers had led me to my present euphoric state. I was just so so…happy to be a woman. 

It was divine. That night I felt like a woman in the arms of her strong beau. Janet, though slim, was surprisingly strong and when she pulled me to her and kissed me and snogged me and felt my bodice and my breasts, I was in rapture – the whole night was magical, mysterious, divine…

 Postscript. 

I’m now forty and still marred to Janet who retried in her late fifties when she sold the company. She is now sixty-two. Chloe is twenty. We had a second child, Jack, with Josie as the surrogate mother. He is now fifteen. Janet and I are still very happily married. I have gone through a remarkable change, not just in attitude but also in body, which is now the body of a female. Janet paid for breast implants and hormones. What the hell, in the end I had the little troublemaker between my legs cut off; it had shrivelled to virtually nothing anyway. So we live together as two women. Like the time we danced in Edinburgh, sometimes Janet will dress as a man and we will go out as man and wife. The music is playing, the rhythm is strong, the dance will go on and on and on…


###
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