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My Life

 DRESS CIRCLE

By Charlotte Mayo

 CHAPTER ONE - 1971

Picture this. Two girls standing in front of a dressing table mirror in a suburban, semi-detached house in Surrey. It’s early afternoon and the small bedroom is bathed in sunlight. 

The two girls are dressed as if they’re going off to a children’s birthday party. Both are wearing pretty pink frocks, with skirts layered with stiff net. The net pushes the skirts up and out so the fabric hangs away from the legs of the girls, the skirt of the younger girl is particularly voluminous. The stiff net underskirt tickles her bare legs. The bodice is tight. 

The girls are holding hands and by the protective way in which the older girl holds the hand of the younger it is clear that they’re sisters. The older of the two girls is considerably taller than the younger, for there is a five-year age gap. 

The younger girl’s dress is silky and pink and she’s wearing little white socks and her face has been powdered and ruby, red lipstick has been applied, very neatly - far too patiently for a seven year old child. 

It’s warm in the room and the younger girl’s face feels a little constricted and prickly under the thick powder she is wearing. A bow has been tied into hair and it makes her head hurt, it all feels a bit uncomfortable and strange but then again it’s the first time she’s worn make-up or had a bow in her hair or, for that matter, worn a party dress. 

Pots, brushes and lipsticks are strewn on the dressing table. Clearly, there have been many attempts at getting the make-up just right; but now both girls seem satisfied with the result. Very satisfied. It appears that the older girl is just getting into make-up and she’s enjoyed this opportunity to dress her younger sibling and practise painting her face. Now, like an artist who has completed a canvas, she stares into the mirror and admires her creation. She’s smiling; the result is beyond her wildest, playful dreams. 
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The younger girl isn’t smiling, she’s entranced by the mirror’s reflection as well, not her sister’s, in fact she hardly notices her, it is her own appearance that enthrals her. Her eyes move up and down her mirror image, from her little white socks up her bare legs to the edge of her skirt. The dress that makes her feel, well so funny, so alien, so awkward,  so exposed. She studies the broad, red ribbon around her waist. It is tied into a bow behind; the tight bodice lifts up and down with her staccato breaths. Finally, her eyes reach her made-up face whereupon she peers deep into her reflection.  Is this me?  She can’t quite comprehend this image of herself. She's confused. This pretty, pretty girl that stands before the dressing table mirror on this sunny, August day, isn’t really her, is it? 

Her sister squeezes her hand tighter. Neither speaks, the younger child is still bathing in the narcissistic enjoyment of her reflection, and yes, she is enjoying what she sees, just as the older girl is admiring her handiwork. The smile on the older girl’s face grows broader …she has done a fantastic job. Her grip grows tighter on the younger girl’s hand. 

At last she says, 

“What do you think?” 

The younger girl’s voice is dry; she can’t seem to articulate her emotions, she feels nervous. “Good,” she says shyly. 

The older girl laughs, she’s always wanted to turn her cheeky, pain in the neck kid brother into a pretty little girl! 


CHAPTER TWO

To this day I’m not completely sure how I came to be standing in my sister’s sunlit bedroom, dressed in a pretty, pink party frock, holding my sister’s hand and staring, all agog, at my reflection. That is, I’m not sure whether it was my idea or hers. All I know is that my sister took on the role of dressing me with some relish and went to great pains to ensure the make-up looked right before zipping me into that dress. When she had finished we stood before the mirror – for all the world like big sister and little sister off to a birthday party. That image is one of my clearest early childhood memories. I was seven years old. 

Though I don’t remember how I came to be wearing the dress I do recall exactly how we came to have it. All three of us – that is my sister, my older brother and myself were members of the Cub, Scout and Guide movements and my Mum used to help out at fund raising jumble sales. The Saturday before the dressing incident we had been to my Aun-tie’s who had given my Mum a big bag of clothes for the next sale. 

It was the school holidays and, with time on our hands, naturally my sister and I rummaged through the bag. As I said I can’t be sure who found the dresses and who decided that the smaller one would fit me – but some how I found myself in my sister’s bedroom being made up and dressed as a little girl. 

My sister was so pleased with the result that when my Mum came upstairs she showed me off to her. Mum cuddled and kissed me and, in fact, she made quite a fuss of me. 

It was a glorious summer. I loved that dress. If it had been my sister’s idea to dress me the first time, in the days that followed it was very much my idea to get the dress out of Page - 4
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the jumble sale bag and wear it. I climbed trees in it, ran around the house in it and wore it whilst I rode my bike around the back garden. No one seemed to mind. 

Until, that is, the day I bumped into my Dad whilst dressed. My brother and sister had walked off up the road – leaving me behind in the house – wearing the dress. Feeling left out I ran after them. Out the front door and down the street. I didn’t go far. They were too far ahead and anyway, I felt a bit strange in the dress, I suppose I sort of knew by then I shouldn’t be wearing it. Anyway, I turned and went home. 

I had no key to the front door so I had to walk around the side of the house. My Dad had taken a day off work and was sawing wood by the shed. I ambled slowly through the side entrance and passed the garage. 

He stopped sawing and looked up. There must have been several thoughts running through his head.  He’s in a dress! He’s been outside! What the Hell’s he up to?  I walked forward. My Dad laid down his saw. I could almost make a dash for the back door…a hand grabbed me. 

“Where have you been?” 

“After Rob and Claire,” 

“Up the road?” 

“Yes.” 

At this point the finger wagging started. “Listen, you don’t wear frocks, you’re too old for playing those games, do you hear me?” 

I nodded like an oil donkey. 

“And you certainly don’t go out of the house in a frock, understand?” This was said with real feeling and underlying menace. 

I nodded again; I was already close to tears. 

“If I catch you dressing in your sister’s clothes again, I’ll give you a good hiding. Is that clear?” 

I started crying. Suddenly I was free. I rushed inside the house and stomped up to my room. I couldn’t wait to take the dress off; I threw it on the floor. Stupid dress, stupid, stupid, stupid dress, I would never wear it again. 

And I didn’t. When I rummaged through the jumble sale bag the following day the dress was gone. My poor, little pink party dress. I never did find out what happened to it –

the jumble sale was still some weeks away when the dress disappeared. No one said anymore about me ‘dressing’. It was put down to childish games. Though, I’ve got a feeling that a neighbour up the road had seen me in the dress and when she came around to collect my brother for his piano lesson she mentioned it to my Mum. 

“I saw your James in a dress the other day, Mrs Marchment, I don’t like to … you know… pry…. but other people… along the street… people talk.” 

It’s not entirely my sister’s fault, though, for I must have had a feminine side to my nature before the dressing incident. The mid-wife was convinced I’d be a girl. 

“In over thirty years experience I’ve never been wrong. It’s a girl, Mrs. Marchment.” 
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She was wrong, partly at least. Nature or Nurture? It’s impossible to say. Certainly, my mother was over-protective and had a deep maternal instinct for all three of us children. 

And I was the youngest and there had been an older baby girl who had died before my sister was born which possibly made my mother even more protective. My brother, Rob, who’s a ‘normal’ heterosexual male, has told me that he has quite a feminine, caring side and girlfriends have commented on it. Still, the mid-wife believed I’d be a girl…

The family I was born into was fairly conventional. Thrifty, honest, hardworking. Mum worked as a dinner lady in a school kitchen and my Dad as a draughtsman. We didn’t, as a family, have a lot of money. Dad drove old cars and patched them up and Mum would shop at the jumble sales she helped at. Both Mum and Dad cycled to work – Dad to save the car and Mum because she couldn’t drive. The house we lived in was a three-bedroom semi with an extensive rear garden where my brother and I would play football or my sister would teach me to ride a bike. I shared a bedroom with my brother whilst my sister had the box room. Mum and Dad were in the main bedroom at the front of the house. 

Dad loved his garden and at weekends we would tend to stay in, making our own enjoyment in the house – writing stories, playing with toy soldiers or making up fantasy games. I played a football game with a marble on the living room floor for years, using the pattern on the carpet as a pitch I would flick the marble with my fingers and use the chair legs as goal posts. My brother and I also made Airfix models and I fantasised about being a pilot in a bi-plane or a captain of a sea galleon in the days of Drake. I always loved fantasy games and daydreaming that I was somewhere or someone else, be it a wartime pilot, a footballer or captain of an old sea galleon. We had a swing down the bottom of the garden and sometimes I would swing on it wishing I could fly away. I never wanted to be me. 

Saturday evenings were reserved for visits to my Grandma and Granddad. Every week Dad drove us over to their small council house in Mitcham. The three of us children would go and watch the old black and white television in the front room whilst the grown-ups talked. The room was crowded with old books and antiques and souvenirs from my Granddad’s travels in the marines during the First World War. Sometimes, Granddad would tell us stories whilst we drank Nan’s strong tea and tucked into her cakes. 

As children we were very much at the centre of out parents lives. On Sundays we would go swimming as a family and afterwards sit in the car drinking coffee from a flask. 

At other times we would go to London museums, but no matter where we went Mum would always cut sandwiches and at some point in the day we would find a bench or a grassy patch and have what was always a fairly elaborate lunch. Our holidays tended to be camping holidays in Britain. 

My parents often told us tales over our evening meal or whilst on holiday or on day trips to London. My Dad had had a chequered employment career and would say, 

“Never forget, who ever your employer is, you always work for yourself.” 

But the biggest thing I learnt from my Dad was to have an utter indifference towards authority. He didn’t much care for the capitalist system or the rat race and keep himself aloof from the materialistic society. My Dad and grand parents both had strong streaks of the loner in them. All three liked their own company – something, again, that I inherited. 
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Quite often on a Saturday, we, as a family would go shopping in Croydon. I can remember trawling around the market stalls on Surrey Street market with Mum and Dad whilst the radios that each stallholder seemed to have wedged against his produce, poured forth fuzzy, out of tune football commentaries. 

“And over to Selhurst Park,” Crackle, crackle. “Where the Eagles are one down.” 

Crackle, crackle. 

“How’s the Palace doing, mate?” a customer would ask. 

“Losing again. Four for a pound, four for a pound.” The traders would call. 

We did everything as a family as my parents preferred to keep themselves to themselves. Mum and Dad shared conventional views; men should be men, women should be attractive. The division of labour was very traditional and, despite my mother’s protesta-tions about the amount of work she had to do, she felt women should be the main carers of children and do all the housework. Both of them lacked confidence, something that Claire, Rob and I inherited, though, ironically, I became the most confident member of the Marchment family and that was in no small measure due to my delving into the world of transvestitism with a recklessness and abandon that seemed to be at odds with my parents’

timidity, caution and working class conservatism. 

At school I was painfully shy and sensitive. I was also slightly agoraphobic, dyslexic, as skinny as a rake and naïve and innocent to boot – in fact, I was the original ugly duckling –

but in my case I grew up to be an ugly duck. My physical and social ineptness made me prone to bullying throughout my school days and that was just by the teachers! 

The fact that I liked the softer, feminine side of life didn’t mean I didn’t fight for I had an awful temper when I was young and got into one or two playground scrapes. Nor did it mean I hated sport and rough and tumble games. No, in fact from an early age I loved football and really enjoyed a ‘bundle’ with my friends or a game of British Bulldogs when I graduated to Scouts. Even so, the girls’ world seemed softer and simpler and I looked in on it from across the Grand Canyon of the great sex divide, not with a longing to join the other side but with a curiosity. I was curious about the anoraks girls wore that seemed so shiny. Curious about the dolls they brought to school and the things they said. There was never any desire to be a girl, just a less than idle curiosity about what it must be like to be a member of the fairer sex. 

Sometimes, when young, I would play fantasy games where I was ‘forced’ to wear girls’ clothes as a punishment for some misdemeanour or other – though I never actually wore them. In reality, I did get into trouble on more than one occasion at my primary and junior schools. I was turned over the Headmaster’s desk and soundly spanked for throw-ing stones at front doors, regularly given lines for talking in class or sent outside the room or down to the Head’s office for misbehaviour in the classroom. And once I received a painful smack on the back of my legs from my class teacher, Mrs Allen, after I had brought some alum crystals to school and told her I had found her in a jar! Despite this I enjoyed my childhood – children, growing up in the Seventies had far more freedom than children of today who have to cope with the spectre of paedophilia and massively increased road traffic. Even though my Mum was protective she thought nothing of letting me go out all day to play in the woods at the back of the house or to the park with my friends or, from Page - 7
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the age of eleven, go across to North London with some friends to watch Arsenal Football Club play from the vantage point of the North Bank terracing. 

I had one or two brushes with femininity when I was young but I don’t recall any major incidents during those early years after that pretty pink party dress went AWOL. However, I do recall that my rather agitated mother came into the bedroom I shared with my brother once at night-time and said, 

“Who’s hidden Claire’s slip?” 

No one owned up. 

She went away but my sister’s slip was still missing so, when she returned to the room, she pulled down my bedclothes to expose me wearing a silky white slip. I tried to laugh it off – with great difficulty. 

I also remember feeling insanely jealous of a girl named Mandy when our class audi-tioned for the pantomime, Sleeping Beauty, for Mandy landed the lead role and on the day of the play she was led around the hall by two helpers - dressed in a glorious pink evening dress. 

There were other clashes with femininity too – occasionally induced by my Mum. Like the time we were on a family holiday and I stepped in a puddle. When we returned to the car I was given a pair of white, girls’ socks to wear because they were all my Mum had. 

Then there was Annabel. Annabel was a shy, rather plain girl whose Mum happened to be friendly with mine. Every year, without fail, up to the age of eleven, I was invited to Annabel’s birthday party. I was always the only boy who was invited and I was delivered to Mrs Predstone’s door wearing a flowery shirt and unfashionable trousers and sent inside holding a wrapped present. Annabel’s friends played girly games and I was treated as one of ‘the gang’. 

But the one incident that stands out in my memory occurred when I was ten or eleven years old. Dad had driven to Oxford to see our Aunt and Uncle. They had four children but only one, the youngest, Rachel, was living at home. It was a hot day and someone decided that it would make a pleasant change to spend it on the beach – which happened to be an area of sand on the banks of the Thames. Problem. We had not packed swimming costumes. Claire was easy to sort out; she just borrowed one of Rachel’s. My brother and I were more problematic. Mum suggested we both wear one of Rachel’s full frontal costumes. My brother was not amused. He moaned and said he wouldn’t go. After a while a compromise was reached - Rob would wear a pair of Rachel’s navy blue knickers. He danced off, happy to have achieved an amicable settlement. I was next in line. I edged into Rachel’s bedroom. My Aunty stood with the top drawer of the chest of drawers open. 

“What about James?” she asked my Mum. 

“Oh, he’ll wear one of Rachel’s costumes; he’s not such a fuss-pot as Rob.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes, yes,” my harassed mother said. 

Aunty smiled as she handed me an old fashioned, deep red, ruched swimming costume. 
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I was too shy to speak. Dutifully, I went away and pulled it on, putting my clothes on over the top. We arrived at the beach area and gingerly I undressed. It was a warm day and Rob and Claire were soon in the river, splashing around with Rachel. I stood around, conscious or so it seemed, of many eyes upon me. However, looking back, I’m sure this must have been the first time I passed in public  en femme  for I was in my anti-barber stage at the time and my hair had begun to grow, added to which I was very skinny; ingredients which would have made me look girlish. I spent most of my time on the beach – close to my Mum. I felt awkward and self-conscious all day. 

Yet, despite these incidents, I don’t remember ‘borrowing’ my sister’s clothes for a long while after ‘that dress’ – I really don’t think I did it for a while but that’s not to say I wasn’t interested in dressing. I loved looking at skirts and boots and ballgowns, and, from an early age, had a sense of the enormous variety of different fashions women wore. I developed my own particularly likes (femininity) and dislikes (frumpy, utilitarian clothes). Pictures of dresses in magazines and books or on television would attract my attention; I loved those nylon jackets with elasticised wristbands, which were so popular in the Seventies – also A line skirts and silky puff sleeve blouses. When I watched Charlie’s Angels it was the clothes rather than Farrah Fawcett which fascinated me and, when I read Janet and John books, it was Janet in her full, white dress with whom I empathised, not John. I also liked looking at pictures of nineteenth century women with their huge bustles and I liked the pictures of Lulu advertising Freeman’s catalogues. She was always attired in a tasteful dress. I would cut out the pictures and keep them in my drawer. I was an avid reader of James Bond and I would imagine myself as the secret agent… only James had to wear drag… as I read the books I would look at pictures of Lulu in her glorious dresses and imagine that was how poor old James was attired. And then there was Miss World –

I’ve always liked Miss World. The eveningwear section was pure paradise for me. How I wished I could be a beauty queen in a lovely, floaty dress dabbing a finger to her eye as the crown is placed upon her head. Years later, when Miss World returned to our screens I would record it and then fast forward to the ‘evening wear section’ – bugger the bathing beauties! 

As a teenager, one of my favourite TV programmes was a weekly game show called Gambit.  The hostess, who I think was called Michelle, used to wear a glorious evening dress for each programme and, as she lifted the enlarged playing cards she would often be the victim of the compere’s barbed wit. Such blatant sexism wouldn’t be allowed now but through it I formed one of my earliest ambitions – to be a game show hostess. 

That was at about the time I realised the truth. I was at secondary school by then and just starting to become aware of my sexuality. It wasn’t long before I heard the word, though, in reality, I didn’t know what it meant, even though I knew it applied to me. There was no doubt about it, for better or worse, I, James Marchment was a transvestite. 


CHAPTER THREE

It was their skirts that first caught my attention. Though they were uniform black cotton they came in all sorts of designs and styles - long, tight, knee length, ankle length, Page - 9
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pleated, plain. I was eleven years old and at a comprehensive school close to where I lived. 

The uniform was white shirts and black trousers for the boys and black skirts and white blouses for the girls – and blazers for everyone. In fact, the girls were not allowed to wear trousers which proved quite controversial. At one point our class debated the issue, 

“Can’t we at least wear trousers in the winter, Miss?” one girl pleaded. 

“If the girls are allowed to wear trousers in the winter can’t the boys wear skirts in the summer!” one wag interjected (not me!). Imagine having that debate now? Boy, how things have changed! 

I loved the skirts, and I, for one, was delighted that the school rules banned girls from wearing trousers. I especially loved the way the skirts creased over pert bums that had begun to wobble into puberty – and how different all the skirts were. 

My sister had a similar skirt to the most popular school uniform skirt – a plain, pencil skirt which was brown cotton. I saw her wearing it one day, traced it to her wardrobe, eased it off the hanger and slipped into it when no one was about. The skirt was too big on my bony frame so I took the loop for hanging it on a hanger and hooked it over the button

– yes, it really was that big! 

There was something else in my sister’s wardrobe that caught my attention. A powder yellow, seventies-style, puff sleeve blouse. I slipped that off the hanger too and tried it on. 

It felt so soft against my skin and I loved those puff sleeves. I used to wear it under my Tshirts and jumpers and take great delight in withdrawing the sleeves of the blouse from underneath my jumper as if some magician drawing silk scarves from a hat. 

I got in to tights too, they felt a bit awkward and restrictive but I found a strange pleasure in wearing them – especially when accompanied by a pair of knickers. Although they irritated my skin I persisted with them and wore them under trousers, sometimes even when out with my friends – if ever I needed the loo it was always the cubicle. 

By this time I was planning ‘dressing days’. I was still not familiar with what the word

‘transvestite’ actually meant and associated what I was doing with some kind of homo-sexuality which I found at odds with my sexual drives and my longing to have a girlfriend. For, from the age of eleven, there was always a girl at school I fancied although I was always too shy to act upon my lust. 

Soon, though, the ‘dressing days’ became a regular part of my routine. These were days I would take off school claiming to be sick and then dress in my sister’s clothes. The

‘dressing days’ were planned weeks in advance. Before the event I would fantasise about what I would wear. Then, when the day came, I would pretend to be too ill to go to school. 

Usually, I would have prepared the ground beforehand by claiming to be ill the night before and retiring to bed early (not a great hardship for me as I’ve always liked my bed). The next day I would insist that I had a headache or stomach ache and act as if I was ill. Sometimes, Mum took a lot of persuading but she usually relented. One time, I nearly gave the game away by smiling broadly from my ‘sick bed’ when my Mum had said the magic words, 

“All right, you can stay off school today, James.” 
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Once she had gone to work I was out of bed in a trice and into my sister’s room. I would open her white wardrobe doors and look at the clothes on the hangers, pulling them out, smelling their strange, musty scent and finally trying them on. Unfortunately, my sister was something of a frump and she didn’t have an extensive wardrobe and certainly few feminine garments. That meant I had to make do with the brown skirt and blouse – and a long frilly seventies style dress until, that is, I discovered a glorious pink evening dress hanging on her bedroom door, concealed by a quilted dressing gown. 

I can never remember my sister wearing it and haven’t got a clue where it came from, but as soon as I saw the skirts protruding from beneath the quilted dressing gown I knew I was onto something. I carefully slid the dress off the hanger and took it back to my room –

laying it flat on the bed. 

The dress was divine: a nylon affair with a tight bodice and a long flowing skirt that reached down to the ground. The sleeves were long and puffy and the whole dress enveloped my small frame leaving only my hands and head uncovered. The nylon felt fantastic against my skin, even though the silver braiding was woven onto the bodice made my skin itch and I could never do up the hooks on the tight, round collar; I simply adored that dress. 

What I needed were some shoes. I knew my Mum had some evening shoes and so, although we were always given strict instructions not to go into our parents’ bedroom, I went in. Worse still, I started rummaging in my mother’s wardrobe and through her box of shoes. I found a silver pair of evening sandals – and, more to my taste, a pair of black, zip-up boots. Though too tight, I loved wearing them under my sister’s dress. The evening dress and boots became my number one ensemble of choice on my dressing days. 

Once, I was off school for two weeks with flu. It had been a particular cold winter and I really went down badly with the bug. I was bedridden the first week but during the second week I was well enough to get up. That meant wearing the dress and boots every day. 

After my mother had gone to work I would dress, and, as it was cold, zip my tracksuit top over the bodice - an odd combination if ever there was one! I would then go downstairs and watch TV, sitting, all cosy and snug in my glorious dress by the gas fire. I remember the Winter Olympics were on television so it must have been Innsbruck in 1976, which would have meant I was twelve years old. I loved just sitting there watching the TV, eating the plate of sandwiches and crisps that my Mum had left out for me and feeling as if I was in heaven. I didn’t want go back to school but I had to. Back to the bullies and the noise and the shouting teachers – the only compensation was looking at the girls in their tight skirts. 

Not that it was much compensation for from the very first day to the last I hated school. The first secondary school I went to was mixed but the second was an all boys affair so that ruled out looking at girls and what they wore. Most of the time at school I would daydream. In fact, I was so much in a world of my own I would leave the lesson not knowing if I had been in an English or Maths lesson - the teachers didn’t seem to have much of a clue either. 

That’s how I spent my time - in a never-never land of day-dreams and fantasies. I used to do a paper-round and one time I was called into the back of the shop by the newsagent. 
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There had been complaints about papers being put through the wrong doors. I stood by the newsagent’s desk as he went over the house numbers. 

“And what happened to number 42’s paper?” he asked. 

I didn’t have a clue. I used to love reading the papers though. I recall an article about a glamorous transsexual called Romy Haag (I think) – anyway, I remember her photo in the paper. As the newsagent went through the list of ‘missing presumed lost’ papers the kettle boiled. 

“Shall I turn it off?” I asked. 

“No, leave it. What happened to number 69?” 

Little did I know that this was to be a familiar pattern throughout my working life: called into the bosses ‘office’ and told off for not paying attention. 

“Shall I turn the kettle off?” I asked again as it started to boil. That was me, always with my mind on something else, never on the immediate issue. 

“No, it’ll flick off when it boils. What happened to number 84, son?” 

A favourite fantasy of mine during my school days was about a girl I fancied called Melanie. Melanie was blonde and lively and sat next to me in English. I fancied her like crazy but she was way out of my league, though she thought I was cute. My fantasy? Well, Melanie would ask me if I wanted to go to a party one Saturday. I would of course say, 

“Yes, yes, yes…” Melanie would then ask me to come to her house during the afternoon. 

When I arrived there would be no one else in the house and Melanie would show me up to her bedroom. As I walked through the door I would then be set upon by a gaggle of girls who would strip me and tie me to the bed. Then they would dress me in Melanie’s clothes, panties, tights, blouse, skirt – once I was subdued they would add make-up and do my hair. Result? I would go the party, only as a  girl. 

My ‘dressing days’ led me to discover a great British institution – the old black and white film. During the seventies and early eighties there was no such thing as daytime television and the schedules were filled with old ‘B’ movies. Sundays were the same. Soon, preparation for a ‘dressing day’ meant scanning the  Radio Times,  which my Mum bought religiously every Wednesday ,  and deciding what film appealed to me. The essential ele-ments of a good thirties, forties or fifties film, to my young mind, were glorious gowns, attractive females and another element, for I soon discovered something that occasionally happened in old films that fascinated me, sometimes the temperamental leading ladies got their just desserts by being spanked by the wholesome heroes. The first film I ever saw with such a scene was a very old twenties or thirties film. The hero is sitting on the ve-randa talking to the heroine at a party. She is wearing a slinky, silvery evening dress; slowly he removes his gloves, tells her he will do something to her that her father should have done years ago, turns her over his knee and spanks her. I still don’t know the name of the film. Later, I would write them down,  The Iron Maiden; Donavan’s Reef; The Romantic Age…  I noticed that John Wayne cropped up in one or two films where females were spanked. Always the hunky, macho hero he would quite often drape his leading lady over his knee. Clearly, that was the way to win a woman’s heart. 
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I started to develop an infatuation with all things Fifties, particularly the clothes and the films and this in turn led me to become an avid fan of Marilyn Monroe and Sophia Loren. Scenes would stay in mind: Monroe when she walks into the cloakroom in  How to Marry a Millionaire  in that glorious figure-hugging scarlet dress and Loren in that scrump-tious gold dress when she played the housekeeper in  Houseboat.  She also had her butt slapped in that film. I went to the library and took out biographies of both. Loren and Monroe are still my favourite actresses. 

One of the best films I ever saw for a New Look dress, however, was an obscure Fifties film called ‘ The Broken Horseshoe’.  The white floaty, New Look dress, worn by the leading lady, in one scene is simply divine. 

Having dressed, I would sit downstairs in my pink gown, my legs crossed, my black booted foot kicking out nervously, absorbed by the screen, waiting and hoping that the heroine wore some gorgeous dress and that, ultimately, she was turned over her lover’s knees and soundly spanked. Whether this was a psychological transference I don’t know, for one thing is certain, if my Dad had ever caught me in a dress at that age I would have felt the warmth of his slipper on my backside. 

Never-the-less, as I grew older my ‘dressing days’ became more adventurous. I would sort through the drawers beneath my mother’s dressing table and discover…. slips and suspender belts and knickers and, open both doors of my Mum’s large brown wardrobe where I discovered my Mum’s lacy wedding-dress and a pink, silk bridesmaid’s dress. 

Over the years I damaged them both. The lace on the wedding dress was very stiff and tore like paper. The straps on the bridesmaid’s dress parted company with the bodice on the first wear. That meant urgent repair with a needle and cotton. 

My Mum’s wedding dress, when lifted with stacks of half-slips to give it, quite literally, a ‘New Look’ and finished off with her silver, high-heeled evening sandals, would eventually become my favourite outfit but for years it was my sister’s pink, evening gown. 

By this time I hadn’t had a haircut for some time and had a wedge of blonde hair which earnt me the nickname at school of ‘Purdy’, after Joanna Lumley in the New Avengers. It was a nickname I secretly liked. 

Friday nights were Scout and Guide night for my brother and sister and that meant I had the upstairs of the house to myself – Mum and Dad being downstairs. I would go to bed early and then slip out along the landing in my pyjamas. I had a phrase for it, 

“Out of the darkness and into the light,” 

It didn’t mean anything profound, just a way of saying I was moving from my dark bedroom into the lit hall. 

I planned my raids into my sister’s bedroom like a military operation, listening for every crack, every loose floorboard. Eventually, I’d reached the comparative safety of my sister’s bedroom, where I would hole up for a while whilst listening for sounds downstairs, like 007 on a spying mission. For the funny thing was that from a young age I adored war and adventure books; I read all the James Bond novels and books by the great-est children’s adventure writer of all time, Robert Louis Stevenson, as well as stories about Biggles and RAF Biggin Hill. True escape stories and tales of derring-do from the two world wars absolutely captivated me.  The Tunnel  and  The Wooden Horse  were for a long Page - 13
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time my favourite books. Every week I would invest in the Commando comic books along with the football magazines,  Shoot  and  Goal. It was hardly the stuff of femininity but I worked the subterfuge of dressing into fantasy games. Often, when on a ‘dressing mission’, I would imagine I’d been sent on a special, highly secretive task, and part of the pleasure would be in pitting my wits against ‘the enemy’. History is littered with tales of men escaping their captors by donning female garb: Bonnie Prince Charlie escaped the English dressed as a woman and there have been escapes from the Tower of London by men dressed in stays and skirts. Then there was the time I inadvertently read a Dorothy L. 

Sayers story at school: Lord Peter Whimsy discovers that the maid who stole a dowager’s diamonds is in fact a man! Even one or two Allied POW’s escaped from the clutches of the Nazi’s in female disguise. I absolutely wallowed in such tales. For me they combined everything I could possibly wish for: adventure, danger, recklessness and, most of all, dressing. Even so, on the odd occasions when my Mum and Dad came upstairs to use the toilet and I was trapped in my sister’s room, I would cower behind my sister’s bedroom door, frightened and praying I wouldn’t get caught. It was all a long way away from the hero (or should that be heroine?) of my imagination. 

When the coast was clear, I would carefully unzip the pretty, pink nylon evening dress and remove it from the hanger, a difficult job as there were many items of clothing on the door and the dress was right at the back. Rolling it into a ball, I would make my way to my bedroom, where, in the dark, I would try on the dress and zip it up. Often, I would put my pyjama jacket on over the top and get back into bed. 

Once I was nearly caught. Ironically, I’d gone for a change and it was the brown skirt I’d taken from my sister’s wardrobe. I was back in my bedroom when my Mum came upstairs very quietly. My bedroom door edged open and, in a mad rush, I took the skirt off and threw it under the bed – all in the time it takes to open a door! 

I was quivering like a jelly. My Mum came in and asked me what I was doing. I sat down on the bed, stark naked. I tried to explain that I thought Claire and Rob were back and that a noise had awoken me. 

God knows if she believed it. I doubt it. Both my sister and Mum knew I wore their clothes even though, at the time I thought that my planned forages were foolproof and I could remember exactly where every item of clothing was kept. Of course, I couldn’t and I know I put things back in the wrong place: even in the wrong room on occasions. Transvestitism is an illicit business that requires a degree of deception and cunning that would not be out of place in the SAS. 

There were more obvious slip-ups. The time I had a day off school and dressed in my sister’s evening dress, only for my Dad to return at lunchtime, with a work colleague. Fortunately, I was still upstairs and Dad didn’t know I was off sick. I got undressed and back into bed, which is where Dad found me when he left after his lunch. 

On another occasion, the rest of the family had gone out for the day. I said I didn’t feel well and stayed at home to dress, again in the pink dress and boots. 

My family returned sooner than I expected and my brother came running upstairs shouting my name! I grabbed my male attire from the bedroom and ran for the bathroom, locking myself in. Turning on the shower, I quickly dressed in my male clothes. I then Page - 14

[image: Image 3]

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

bundled all the female clothes up into towels and threw them into the top of the airing cupboard, put my head under the water and said I had just got up and had a shower. 

However, during the rest of the evening I had to relocate my sister’s dress, my mother’s boots, my mother’s slips, my sister’s knickers all into the appropriate wardrobes and drawers - and with my sister, brother, father and mother in the house. 

I graduated from my middle school to an all-boys’ school that was marginally better despite the absence of girls. I became more confident and, as I was as skinny as a whippet, I joined the school cross-country team. I was a good runner because I was so thin but, like everything else in life, I failed to show a great deal of commitment to running and was half-hearted in my training and in competitions. Even so, I ran reasonably regularly until I was nineteen and, at one point, joined Croydon Harriers. Serious runners, it came to my attention, shaved their legs. 

Unfortunately, I didn’t take up

the opportunity, despite my

growing despair at the length

and thickness of my develop-

ing body hair. 

I was still dressing and

eventually, of course, I was

bound to get caught - espe-

cially as I was increasingly

reckless with my dressing es-

capades and would wear my

sister’s brown skirt under my

trousers and, at opportune

moments, remove my jeans to

my ankles so I could feel the

air circulating around my legs

and the freedom that only a

skirt gives. 

It happened when I was

about fourteen. I was sitting in

the dining-room doing my

homework, trousers to ankles, 

brown skirt so revealed. My

Mum and sister were cooking

Sunday dinner in the kitchen

next door. (I told you I was

reckless!) My sister walked

into the dining room to collect

some wine glasses. I jumped

up, made a desperate bid for

my trousers, made some fee-

ble, feeble excuse that the skirt
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I was wearing was in fact a T –shirt, pulled my trousers up and legged it. 

My sister told my Mum but no one else. This time the skirt didn’t go AWOL but I did notice a strange coincidence: every time I was off school, if my sister was around she’d wear that skirt to work. Selfish, I call it. One time when she was so attired we were having our evening meal in the kitchen when my Dad issued a brief tirade about ‘gays’ and said he wouldn’t tolerate one in his house. My sister, who was sitting opposite me, squeezed my leg with her knees and said quietly, 

“Nor anything else, James.” 

There were times she tried to talk to me about my dressing, bringing up odd subjects like the story of a man who came to London, couldn’t find a job and so ended up dressing as a woman so he could work as a barmaid. I didn’t like to listen. I was confused and embarrassed by other people knowing of my habit and couldn’t talk about it. 

On another occasion, I was in Marks and Spencer with my Mum and sister; it was the school holidays and we were shopping. My Mum had a basket and as we walked trough the lingerie section my Mum stopped and turned to Claire, 

“James likes women’s clothes. What about us getting these for him?” she said. 

She held up a pair of frilly women’s knickers. 

My sister laughed and said Mum should buy them for me. My Mum promptly placed them in the basket. Both my mother and sister were clearly enjoying the pantomime. 

Not me though. I was fifteen, maybe sixteen, and I hated such ridicule, I stormed out of the store and walked home. It was the only time my mother ever made a direct comment on the ‘dressing’ to me. 

For the truth was I still wasn’t sure what the dressing meant. I remember one time going on a visit to the British Museum with my parents and seeing a display on the Chevalier De Eon Beaumont, the French spy in the court of Louis X1V who dressed as a woman and spied on Catherine the Great of Russia, pretending to be a courtier. I was fascinated and looked him up in encyclopaedias when I got home. This was long before I’d heard of the Beaumont Society – the transvestite support group that took its name from the honourable De Eon Beaumont. So there were other people who dressed, too, and some of them buried in the annuals of history. I though about boys at school. One always seemed to take the female part in school plays – perhaps he was a ‘dresser’? Then, there was a conversation I over heard about one of the tough lads in the school called Neil: another lad said that he was around Neil’s house when he had taken him to his sister’s wardrobe and said, 

“Look at these clothes. Aren’t they great?” 

Sometimes, I would test friends out to see if they dressed – whilst giving nothing away myself. No one confessed. I felt quite alone. 

As time went on I became more adventurous and experimented with make-up, which left me with the awful prospect of how to remove nail varnish and mascara without the appropriate wipes and fluids. The latter was removed by soap and water, which didn’t work, and the former was removed with a razor blade, which was crude and painstaking. 
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Despite the knowledge that I’d not so much been ‘read’ but ‘seen’ by my sister dressed in women’s clothes I couldn’t stop. When dressed, such a feeling of serenity and calmness came over me that it was almost on a par with a religious experience. 

However, the pink dress had unfortunately disappeared into the jumble sale bag long before I reached my late teens. A couple of years later I was watching a school play at the second school I attended. The play was in collaboration with the local girls’ school and the dress made a starring appearance. The performance was set in Edwardian times and I have a feeling it was the  Winslow Boy  by Terrance Rattigon. The dress suited the period ad-mirably. 

I sat in the audience looking enviously at the young actress in ‘my’ long, pink evening dress. It didn’t seem right that someone else was wearing it. That dress was rightfully mine. But wow! If only clothes could talk, that dress would have some stories to tell, and I wonder what that teenage girl would have thought if she had known that it was the favourite attire of someone in the audience – someone who just happened to be male. 


CHAPTER FOUR

I stayed on at school until I was eighteen, more through a lack of a clear career path than a desire to obtain A’ levels. The school, though part of the comprehensive system, was very strict, and run like a grammar school; indeed it once made the headlines in  The Sun  newspaper as it had the highest caning rate of any state school in the country. In the main I was taught by grey haired men with some pretty shady ideas. 

Although my experience of school improved as I got older and became more confident, I was never content. Those who say that their school days are the happiest of their lives must have had some pretty sad, miserable existences. 

By this time I was only too aware of my transvestitism, I’d read passages on it in books, seen it on the aptly named TV and read problem page letters from ‘dressers’. 

Once I heard a discussion programme on the radio called, “So you think you’ve got problems!” The whole show was devoted to a transvestite and his wife. And then there was Woman’s Hour, which featured a journalist going shopping dressed as a woman to enable him to compare and contrast the male and female experience. 

Occasionally, I would read a novel and unexpectedly come across a character who was a transvestite. I once read a book by Rona Jaffe called  The Fame Game  and was fascinated by the character of Bonnie, who was a transvestite and a model. 

Apart from my secret dressing fantasies I enjoyed “normal” pleasures such as football, running, reading, and, like most teenagers, I loved music; after a brief infatuation with punk music and the Sex Pistols, the Clash and the Damned etc I started to learn about, and listen to, Sixties music. This happened because of the Jam who were my favourite group. 

The Jam were Mods and I became aware that The Who were  the  Mod group. I started to buy their back-catalogue albums which lead me into Sixties music. What a revelation! 

Soon I was listening to Beatles, Kinks, Dylan and The Stones. I would devour biographies of the groups and imagine myself as one of the group members. Someone I particularly Page - 17

DRESS CIRCLE

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

wanted to be was Debbie Harry of Blondie, who were a Punk/New Wave group. I had a crush on Debbie and I wanted to make love to her as well as wear some of her clothes. Indeed, it was whilst gazing at a photograph of her that I had my first orgasm. I used to concoct fantasies around me, as a bloke, wearing her clothes and looking as feminine as Debbie Harry whilst being a male rock star who had taken the gender-bender thing to its ultimate – as, in a way, Boy George’s side kick, Marilyn did. Then there was Olivia Newton-John and the two girls from Abba who wore those glorious white evening gowns on the  Voulez Vous  album cover. My Abba and ONJ records were stashed away in a box under a wardrobe so the prying eyes of my brother didn’t discover my softer side. When no one was about I would stare at the album covers and the photos I bought from the music press and think, “wouldn’t it be nice…wouldn’t be nice... to look like that”. 

When I was in the Sixth form we were allowed to go out of school in the lunchtime and sometimes I would come home and eat my sandwiches in the kitchen. Quite often I would use these opportunities to raid my mum’s wardrobe and slip into a black dress she had. I would then have a quick pull on the one-eyed snake before going back to school for, once I had discovered the joys of masturbation, it came something of a habit and for a long time I could not go to sleep unless I had had a wank first. 

Even so, one of my big problems was that neither school nor home had provided me with any sex education and, as it was a single sex school, I had no experience of being with the opposite sex. I left school, at eighteen, still incredibly naive about sex, women and sexual fetishes. This made me shy around girls and reluctant to chat any up (unless drunk and doing it to impress my friends); in some respects I was sacred of sex (as in fearing the girl would realise that I had no idea what I was doing) as well as a fear of being rejected by girls I fancied. Add into the mixture my worries about being a transvestite and you can see it was quite a cocktail of teenage angst. 

All the carnal knowledge I did have came from my regular reading of a magazine called  Forum.  I was on a camping holiday with a friend of mine (who died, aged twenty, in a motorcycle accident) when I was about seventeen and he bought  Forum  from a newsagent and then threw it away in disgust as there were no nude pictures in it. I picked it up and browsed through. One story intrigued me; it was about a French transvestite who had come over to London to learn English and during his stay he had dressed as a woman and had even gone to his language class dressed to the nines in feminine French chic. 

After that I read  Forum  every month – or, at least, I tried to. I liked its ‘everything goes for mutual pleasure’ philosophy and it taught me a lot about transvestitism and other deviations off the mainstream. I even introduced my brother to the magazine. 

On leaving school I got a job as a salesman in a gas showroom for a short period. I remember one time a customer came in and asked for some sort of valve. The manager, Alan, went out the back to the storeroom and, when he returned, he said they were out of stock and he would have to order one; with perfect timing I removed a valve of the type that the customer wanted from my pocket. I had absent-mindly picked it up and fiddled with it, pulling it out of shape. After the customer had gone, the boss said, 

“Those things cost thirty quid. What the Hell’s one doing in your pocket?” 
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I didn’t know, I’d just picked it up and fiddled with it. To me it looked like a bicycle valve. 

Another customer complained that I had been rude to him when he had come in to pay his gas bill because I made some cheeky remark. Tactless and cheeky remarks have always been something of a hallmark of mine, particularly when I was in my late teens and early twenties. 

At one time I went on a training secondment to another, bigger showroom, which was a lot better than working with Alan and hearing his endless tales of womanising. The blonde, deputy manager at the larger showroom, Catherine, was very friendly and I probably became a bit over familiar. One day I bumped into her in the lunch break and we walked back to the shop together. I made some crack to her as we walked in together, which she obviously found offensive for she turned to me and said, 

“You deserve a good spanking.” 

Unfortunately, she did not carry out the deed! 

Working full time meant I had money so on one of my Wednesdays off I went up to a shop in London, called Victoria’s Secrets that sold corsets. I had found out about them through  Forum.  I remember talking to a bearded gentleman who explained in some detail the pros and cons of each corset on display and that some were ‘actually meant for women.’ What a strange conversation it must have seemed to any eavesdropper; a thin, blond haired, spotty, eighteen-year-old lad having a discussion about corsets! Strangely, I’ve always had a contradictory personality, for whilst being painfully shy and lacking in confidence when I was young, I also had fearlessness when offered challenges like walking into a shop and asking about corsets or buying female garb. It’s a strange paradox but buying the clothes has always given me a slight adrenalin rush that I enjoy immensely. 

Anyway, I bought two very well made corsets for about £120. 

Despite my fun loving exterior I was very unhappy. By this time I had started buying small bottles of rum, whisky, gin and vodka which I would swig before work and when I got home. I couldn’t square my intense desire to dress in women’s clothes with my heterosexual drives and constant fantasies about women. 

In an attempt to stem the sea of loneliness that engulfed me, I placed a personal advert in Forum which read; “Tasty TV, 19, seeks friends.” Soon brown envelopes dropped on the door mat of my parent’s house filled with reply letters. I told my parents I was looking for a flat, squirreled the envelopes away and then read the letters in private. All the replies were from men and none of them from other TV’s. One guy sent me a picture, from a catalogue, of some lingerie he wanted me to buy for me. But I never replied to any of the adverts. 

I also wrote to the Beaumont Society (the main TV self help organisation in the UK) but the reply I got suggested I “come out” to friends, family, the baker and the candlestick-maker – no way Jose! 

After the sales job, which lasted four months, I got a job in the City as a claims adjuster for a Dutch re-insurance company which meant I worked Monday to Friday. I had friends, rode a motorbike, played pool and snooker and indulged in normal laddish pursuits – but I just couldn’t seem to make it with women and was deeply unhappy. Also, at times I Page - 19
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hated my desire to dress in women’s clothes and toyed with the idea that I must be bi-sexual – I just could not fathom what was wrong with me. 

A typical weekend would mean a lunchtime drink at work on a Friday, followed by a trip to the Vegas Bar in the evening. The Vegas bar was attached to a pub in South Croydon. There, my friends and I would sit and drink pints of lager all evening – and then go and ride our motorcycles home. Drink gave me Dutch courage and because the Vegas bar was popular with a younger crowd and had a disco on a Friday that meant there were always plenty of girls about and, if I felt brave enough, I would chat them up. One time, I asked two girls if they wanted a drink, they said they did so I walked off to the bar. By the time I got back from the bar two of my mates had muscled in, I was surplus to requirements. I passed the girls their drinks and walked off. Despondent. I always felt like an outsider, a loner. I felt like there was a party and I was not invited. 

By this time, my sister had moved out taking her less than glamorous wardrobe with her. The last dress of any note that she owned was one that I called the ‘Chinese dress’. It was a silk dress, dark navy in colour and, on the right person, gloriously tight. It had an Oriental pattern, a high neck and splits up both sides. I was still painfully thin and the dress was too big for me, so I used a belt around my waist, thus ruining the dress. I think my sister had only worn it once. 

Although opportunities to dress became fewer I could afford to buy clothes and indulged myself by buying lovely lacy knickers to add to the clothes stolen from mum’s jumble sale bag. However, because I was at home it was difficult to create an extensive wardrobe. 

Naively, I felt it was time for my first solo walk in public whilst being dressed. Twelve years before on a similar bright, sunny August day I’d run out of my parents’ house and down the street dressed as a little girl. Now I walked out of the same house, dressed as a woman; the difference was that I was far more convincing as a seven year old girl than a nineteen year old teenager. 

The opportunity for such a jaunt had arisen because my parents were on holiday. By this time I was the only one living at home. My sister had bought a flat and my brother was at University. 

I was working, so I took a day’s annual leave and planned my attack. My delightful sister had left some of her old clothes at my parents’ house and this included a brown velvet-een suit – a jacket and skirt – that, in the absence of more feminine clothes, I became particularly attached to. I removed all my hair the night before using a mixture of Immac –

which produced blotchy skin – and razors. I had then gone to bed wearing one of my corsets and a nightdress to get me in the feminine mood. 

The following morning I arose early and prepared. I put on stockings, suspenders and knickers taken from the drawers beneath my Mum’s dressing table. I then moved to my sister’s room and put on a bra, filling it with rolled up tights for breasts. Next, I unlaced my tight steel boned corset and laid it flat on the bed. I wrapped the corset around me with the laces at the back and hooks to the front. I fastened each of the silver hooks in turn and pulled the laces using the two in the middle. Next, I pulled out individual loops, before grabbing the two central laces and pulling for all I was worth; the tightness made me Page - 20
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feel secure. When the corset was done up completely there was no more slackness around the loops and eyeholes and I was held in its vice-like grip. I wrapped the now seemingly endless laces around my waist about five times, each time pulling them tighter and tighter. 

Finally I tied them at the front. I took deep breaths. I was already beginning to perspire. I rubbed my hands over my ultra-slim body, measured the size of my waist with a tape measure – a staggering 21 inches. When my breathing had subsided enough and I had grown used to the constriction around my waist, I pulled my sister’s full piece blue swimming-costume over the top of the corset and bra. Then I put on one of my Mum’s slips and buttoned up a red silky blouse, which also belonged to Mum. Then for the suit. 

I’ve always loved pulling on skirts, the pleasure is immense, just pulling up the skirt, doing up the button and zipping it up makes me feel blissfully happy. 

I applied make-up – very badly - and when I had finished I pulled on my reddish, curly haired wig and slipped into the jacket. Lastly, I put on a pair of my Mum’s low-heeled sandals. My heart was beating like a drum, I shook with nerves. Would I do it? Did I have the courage? 

For the first time I looked like a proper woman. I prepared my handbag (my Mum’s); keys –very important, cigarettes – I didn’t smoke but I’d bought a packet to calm my nerves, lipstick, powder... 

I admired myself in the mirror and then walked around the house, from room to room, trying to build up the courage to leave. I swigged some rum from one of the bottles of spir-its that were constantly in my drawer and looked at myself in the mirror for the hundredth time. Would I pass? 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I told myself. 

As soon as I’d slammed the front door I felt exposed. Naked. But something told me to take a step off the doorstep and up the drive. Though the shoes I’d chosen were low-heeled sandals, the heels felt high and I could feel every speck of gravel under the sole. 

The skirt seemed tight against my legs as I walked and the wig and make-up made me perspire. 

I turned left out of the house and down a quite street that ran beside our garden towards a school. Luck was on my side, there was no one about. My step became less hur-ried; I started to observe my surroundings. I passed some council property and then turned right onto a path, beside the primary school’s playing fields, overhung by trees. 

With every step I took my confidence grew, yet I felt so exposed and awkward, was I really convincing? 

Riddled with doubt, I walked on, along the rough, white concrete path, past the crab apple trees and the back of the council houses that formed the edge of an estate. 

As I neared the middle of the path I saw a group of lads – eleven, twelve, years old, perhaps younger. There were four or five of them. They were playing near the path. There was a mound of earth and one of the lads stood on it. He stopped and stared. Then, like Red Indians coming to the edge of the mountainous ridge in a Western film, another joined him. And another. And another. Soon, they all stopped and stared. I drew closer to the lads, telling myself to walk on, to walk on. Not to hurry but to walk on. I noticed older men too. Staring. There was silence. Someone said something, Page - 21
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“It’s a bloke!” the first lad shouted. 

“Can’t be, she’s got tits,” another replied. 

Those scrunched up tights pushed into my sister’s bra had saved me. I walked on, past the lads, back to the street, where I stopped to light a cigarette – very unladylike I know but I needed to calm my nerves. I went on passed two women who took no notice of me. 

Back up the hill and home, I’d done a circuit. And probably walked over a mile in broad daylight! 

When I came home I felt frustrated and depressed. I undressed quickly and showered. 

I felt a combination of anger and self-loathing. How could I have been so stupid? So reckless? 

When my parents came back from holiday my Mum wondered why there were long, red hairs on her hairbrush. She asked me a couple of times if I’d been alone in the house. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that instead of having a girlfriend around I’d actually bought a wig and had been for a walk, dressed as a woman. Fortunately, there were no repercussions. 

Even so, that walk bought to the surface all my anxieties and doubts about my dressing, my sexuality and myself. Sometimes, I wondered if I was gay or bi-sexual and thought maybe I was and I just didn’t know! I thought women could perhaps detect it and this accounted for my lack of success with females. During the days and weeks that followed I felt confused, alone and deeply depressed. At one point, in a feeble attempt at self-mutilation, I stabbed my leg with a kitchen knife and on another occasion my brother found me behind the garage sobbing my heart out. Why did I have this strange urge to dress in women’s clothes? What did it mean? I was dressing in women’s clothes when my friends were dating girls and experiencing that mystical thing called sex. I had no girlfriend, no ambition, no sexual interaction; nothing but a hideous desire to dress in my Mother and sister’s clothes. It was sick, utterly, utterly sick. 

Over the next few weeks I threw away my small wardrobe of female clothes as well as some books I’d collected. I loaded them onto my motorbike and drove to a bomb crater that had become a fly tip. In they went, my small collection of blouses and a couple of skirts, stolen from the jumble sale bags, the lingerie I had purchased for myself out of my first wage packets, the electrolysis machine that hadn’t worked, the books I’d picked up on the way, including an excellent study on transvestitism. The expensive corsets were the only things I kept back; I wrapped them in brown paper and tape and stored them in a cupboard in the bedroom I shared with my brother. Together they’d cost over £100 and I felt loathe to throw them away. 

I hated the word that described me. It sounded so scientific, so cold, so strange. Transvestite. I couldn’t explain my urge, except in terms of the calmness I felt when dressed; for it wasn’t a sexual experience (although I did become aroused more easily), it was a desire to escape the harsh, male world I inhabited. It was a desire to feel softness under my skin, a desire to be, briefly, someone else, and a desire to… I don’t know. 

Riddled with anxieties about my sexuality my next big mission, as a nineteen year old, was to lose my virginity. 
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CHAPTER FIVE

I’d seen a programme about Amsterdam on the television and knew its reputation for legalised prostitution, so I decided that was the place to go to lose my virginity. Ironically, shortly before I left (I had already booked the trip) I started dating a girl called Catherine who was a good Catholic girl and would kiss and nothing else. She was still at school, in the sixth form, and her dad was quite strict. 

Catherine resisted my tentative early fumbles and made it clear that there was to be no sex before marriage. (To my mind, girls that don’t like sex before marriage are invariably none to keen on it afterwards). Dating Catherine only added to my frustration as all my other friends were experiencing their first sexual encounters. Clearly, something had to be done. Not only Catherine, but also other girls I had met had labelled me ‘a-date-you-don’t-have-to- sleep-with’. So, partly due to my innocent looks and partly due to my shyness I was caught in the ‘Nice Guy Syndrome’. 

To test the water, in regards to the Amsterdam jaunt, I took my camping equipment and my loaded-up motorcycle to Antwerp one weekend. I camped in the town for two nights and did a walking tour of the city. Antwerp smelt of wet sandstone. Circular metal-lic symbols screwed on to walls of shops advertised makes of beer and cigarettes. 

On the Sunday I set off for Brussels but was thwarted because I couldn’t find the place. 

I believe Hitler had more luck. Still, I’d proved I could cope with being on my own in a foreign country for three days and with driving my motorcycle on the Continent. 

A month later, just after I’d started dating Catherine, I set off on my Kawasaki Z400cc motorcycle for Amsterdam. 

It was a freezing November day when I left Britain for my weekend away. Once in Amsterdam I checked into a small, friendly hotel called the Napoleon and paid 150 gilders for two nights. I then went out to explore the city. Having completed a boat tour of the ca-nals during which we were shown Mr Tripp’s Coachman’s house, supposedly the smallest house in Europe, (though the same claim is made by the owners of a house in Llandudno) I walked to the train station where I met a long haired, Dutch man who was probably in his thirties. We got chatting and he asked me if I wanted a drink of coffee. I said ‘yes’, thinking he meant we would go to a coffee shop. Instead, he took me off to his barge where, after making me a cup of strong Dutch coffee, he sat on a chair and I lounged on his sofa. After a few minutes of idle talk, quite unexpectedly, he pulled out some porno-graphic magazines from under his chair and threw one over to me. 

“Do you like women?” he asked. 

I said I did. 

“I do too.” 

He then proceeded to draw down his trousers and masturbate in front of me. 

“Shall I suck your cock?” he asked. 

In reply, I ran. I got to the door of the barge and pulled it open, fled across the deck and scrambled back onto the street. I saw a tram approaching so jumped on it. Fortunately, it Page - 23
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took me to the Van Gogh museum where I spent the afternoon in the quite confines of the gallery. 

That evening found me out and about in the Damrak, the red light area of Amsterdam. 

I’d never seen anything like it. There were ‘Live Fucky Fucky’ bars on every street and I was offered ‘hash’ and ‘acid’ by Africans who would sidle up to me and hiss in my ear

‘acid, hash, man - real good shit’. The whole thing made me feel decidedly uncomfortable. 

Still, I wandered up Beautiful Street and gazed, amazed, at the windows full of stunning women. Each window of the three-storey gabled houses was occupied and I pitied the girls who had chosen to sell their wares in the top windows for they were out of view from the street; ground level did more business. As I strolled around the Damrak other men or groups of young lads from all over Europe were viewing, sniggering or weighing up where to spend their fifty-odd gilders. Every now and again someone tapped on a window and after a short, hushed conversation the punter would go inside; a red curtain was drawn across and I knew, a few feet from me someone was having their very own ‘Live Fucky, Fucky’. 

Not me however, I didn’t have the nerve to enter into the arena until the Sunday morning when I happened to stumble upon some ladies of the night who were doing some extra daylight hours. I tapped on a window and went in to meet Helen. The room was small, neat and perfectly furnished with a bed, which could have been transported from a school nurse’s office – except for the red plastic sheet that covered it. Helen, a dusky and curvaceous brunette, said she was from South America. I think she felt sorry for me because she gave me a blowjob and full sex as well as a mouth-to-mouth snog, something prostitutes never normally do. Anyway, the main thing was I had performed and proved to myself, at least, that I wasn’t gay. 

On the Monday morning I had to chase across Holland and Belgium to get to the port of Zeebrugge to catch my ferry home. It was so cold that my hands became dead as I clutched the handgrips of my motorcycle. At one point, I stopped at a service station to wrap my hands up with toilet tissue and put my gloves over the top to try and keep them warm as I rode my bike. Eventually, I made the port and caught the ferry, which happened to be Townsend Thoressen’s  Herald of Free Enterprise. A few years later it sunk in Zeebrugge because some idiot had not closed the doors properly. 

Going to Amsterdam for the weekend scuppered my relationship with the prudish Catherine; not because of what I did out there (she never knew about that) but because on the Friday night I had been due to meet her in a nightclub, along with her friends. Before I went to the club, I had met up with some friends from work. We had had a couple of drinks in a wine bar before strolling up to the disco but the bouncers on the door wouldn’t let three, apparently single, males into the place. 

“But my girlfriend’s in there!” I protested. 

“Heard that one before, mate.” 

We went back to the bar. The following day I had to get up early to catch my ferry to Zeebrugge so never had a chance to explain to Catherine why I had apparently stood her up. I wasn’t back until Monday night, by which time it was too late. The relationship was Page - 24
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over. I phoned Catherine to apologise and was met with a tirade of abuse from her furious dad. 

So, it was back to work in the City. I quite enjoyed it, especially as I sat opposite a dark-haired beauty called Belinda. She was slightly Egyptian in appearance and I fell madly in love with her. She was from the Northeast and had come south because she had had a baby as a teenager, adopted by her parents. She lived in rented accommodation and would tell me endless stories of her adventures with boyfriends and flat-mates. Not to mention tales of her strict home life. Apparently, her dad, who was some years older than her mum, was an old-fashioned disciplinarian. He believed that the father was the head of the household and expected obedience from his wife and three daughters, of whom Belinda was the oldest. Her dad, ac-cording to Belinda, spanked or

slippered all three girls, over

his knee, if they were naughty, 

right up until they were teenag-

ers. Belinda used to boast that

she had usually been spanked

the hardest for, when the three

sisters had compared bums af-

ter a communal punishment, 

she always had the reddest

arse. Such tales kept me occu-

pied through what was a very

dull job indeed - that and the

brokers who came in and chat-

ted to me about football. 

For years I would describe

the job as Claims Adjuster on

my CV as “assessing re-

insurance claims made via bro-

kers or the post”. Eventually, 

this, my second full-time job

since leaving school, dropped

off my CV as the Marchment

employment record grew. 

I can’t ever remember doing

much work in the City. If I

wasn’t talking to Belinda, the

brokers or the other claims ad-

juster, Wilfred, who said he

had shot a man dead whilst

working for the Nigerian police

force, then I was down the pub. 

Because everyone arrived on

the train there was a big drink-
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ing culture in the City. Fridays were spent in a pub called Dunster House. At other times we would go up to a pub where unsuspecting customers had their ties cut off by the landlord. The ‘trophies’ from ‘Jack the neck-tie ripper’s’ exploits were stapled around the bar. 

Sometimes, the drinking spree would extend into the evening and we would end up at the Punch and Judy in Covent Garden or the Sound and Vision off Oxford Street. By this time I was brash and less sensitive and would crack jokes, particularly when I’d been drinking. 

Once I was in a pub with a bunch of rowdy mates and gave the barmaid a twenty-pound note for a round. She asked, 

“Have you got anything smaller?” 

“Only my dick,” came the impertinent reply. 

I couldn’t hold my drink, though, and there were many occasions when I would throw up or arrived home from work drunk. Sometimes, when drunk, I was really stupid. Once, I threw a wine bottle off London Bridge, it missed the river Thames and shattered on to the road below. On another occasion, my friend, Keith, and I threw light bulbs out the window of train carriages as the train sped south – again, after a night out on the beer. 

When we were both nineteen, Keith and I went on a Club 18-30 holiday to Majorca. 

Years later Keith was tragically killed in a road traffic accident and I discovered, at his fu-neral, that he was gay. Where did the transvestite and the gay guy go on holiday? To Majorca on a Club 18-30, of course! Keith’s short life was tragic. He left the insurance company we both worked for, became a journalist, worked his way to up to an editorship, 

‘came out’, got rejected by his parents, started drinking, lost his job and stepped out in front of a motorcycle on Brighton seafront. At the time I knew him he was either in denial or hiding his secret in the same way that I was hiding mine, for he had girlfriends, too, and Catherine, with whom I had had the bouncer-interrupted relationship, happened to be a friend of his girlfriend. It’s strange to think I wasn’t the only one with a secret life when I was young, though when I was nineteen I felt as if everyone else was ‘normal’. 

Club 18-30 had a game of cross-dressing, which unfortunately did not involve me but was good to watch from the audience. This was 1983 and the age of the New Romantics: Spandau Ballet, David Sylvain of the pop group, Japan and, of course, Boy George. I recall trying to chat up a girl on the holiday who was a huge Japan fan and liked men in make-up – my problem was I just wasn’t trendy and could not compete, my clothes were old fashioned and I had no sense of style – I was very far from the image of the New Romantic that she had in mind. The 18-30 holiday only exasperated my feelings of frustration and isolation. I just did not fit in at all. Once again I retreated back to my day-dream world where I was in control. To add to my unhappiness opportunities to dress were few and far between because I was working full-time and still living at home. Occasionally, I got away with wearing a pair of knickers to the office, just as I occasionally had a wank in the toilet at work, over Belinda, but dressing fully, a la my ‘dressing days’ when I was at school was not possible. To overcome my frustration, I continued to consume great quantities of spir-its at home – bottles of rum, gin and vodka were always stored in my drawers and I drank before I went to work in the morning or before I went out in the evening. It’s fair to say that alcohol has been the biggest, single influence on my life, after, of course, transvestitism. I also used to listen to records endlessly; I was through my Punk period by this time and would listen to a mixture of music: The Beatles, The Stones, The Who, The Jam. My Page - 26
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brother and I weren’t allowed to play music too loudly so I used to turn the stereo up loud and listen to it whilst wearing headphones. Result? I now suffer from tinnitus. 

The frustration over not dressing was made worse by one of the good things about working in the City: there were a lot of attractive girls about and they were usually well dressed. When Wilfred left the company he was replaced by Angie, a married woman; she was quite popular and I soon found that other woman would congregate in our office at lunchtime, talking to her about their relationships. Strangely, despite my lack of self-confidence and social ineptness, and my lack of sexual experience, I would end up giving advice to them, a la Marge Poops! This advice extended to Belinda, who would always have her lunch with me down at a local café and tell me tales of woe about boyfriends and previous partners. 

It was fantastic to be around attractive women, especially after my dark days at an all-male school. And, when not giving advice, I would sometimes play to the gallery – especially if there was an eye-catching audience. On one occasion, I arrived for work to find the lifts weren’t working properly. I got in and joined the crowd already there. The lift went up and down, not stopping, unable; it seemed, to go much beyond the fifth floor. I worked on the tenth. Sluggishly it rose up through the shaft. There was a girl in the lift who worked for a different company but on the same floor as me. 

“I don’t think it wants to go up to the tenth,” the distressed girl said. 

“Can’t blame it for that,” I replied. 

Another morning Keith and I got into the lift to go up to the tenth floor and just as the doors were about to close a girl of, I guess, sixteen or seventeen edged in as I fumbled for the ‘open door’ button. She was a stunner. She wore a tight, tiny black skirt, which skimmed her curvaceous bottom. Her clinging, low-cut T-shirt revealed her generous breasts and her fluffy blonde hair spelled sex symbol. For someone who was gay Keith made all the right gestures to me, eyes raised, slight smile. 

“Good morning,” he said to the girl – ever the gentleman. “What floor would you like?” 

She smiled seductively. “Hiya, seven please.” 

It was the extent of the conversation but it was typical of life in the City; there was always a promise of sexual activity. One Christmas I caught Angie and a married man who worked in the next company making love on the floor of our office, I had inadvertently returned to the office to collect my coat after the Christmas party. 

Then again, one company on our floor would only employ girls who were blonde. 

And, not because I particularly wanted a job there but because I lamented the passing of my own blonde locks I started to get my hair highlighted or dyed regularly. 

Still, despite my outward image I was confused and unhappy with still not having a conventional sex life, with my lack of success with women, my social ineptness and my lack of any meaningful career – in short my life! My dream was to be a rock star; then, I fathomed, with a Hollywood mansion as part of my portfolio I could wear women’s clothes to my heart’s content. Didn’t Mick Jagger enjoy cross dressing parties? And then there was David Bowie - he was a real ‘gender bender’ – and that’s not to mention the Page - 27
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New Romantics; Duran, Spandau, Japan and the rest. They’d made it ‘cool’ for lads to wear eyeliner; clearly that was the life! When I was about sixteen I had bought my first acoustic guitar and started hammering out a few songs. By the time I was working in the City I was able to afford an electric guitar and an amp. I persevered at playing the guitar and even started having lessons but my attempts to play were somewhat negated by the fact that I was tone deaf and couldn’t sing, which prevented me from progressing to join-ing a band. Despite that, for years I had a fantasy that I would make it as a rock star. I would then (I figured) shag loads of women and wear women’s knickers before coming out as a fully-fledged, dress- wearing transvestite. Deep down, I knew it wasn’t going to happen, but I could dream, couldn’t I? 

Another, more realistic fantasy, I had, was a tad more obtainable. In it I was actually a normal person who lived in a downstairs flat and worked at some God-awful boring job (as I’ve done most of my life). The difference was that in the fantasy I was a bit of a womaniser but also a transvestite (hence the down stairs flat- so I could leave dressed without the neighbours seeing.) In the fantasy I would have women back to my pad after a night on the pull in the local nightclub, where I was renowned as a bit of a stud, and have sex and them. They would depart in the morning leaving the way clear for me to go out dressed - and no one would know. The transient relationships meant I never had to explain my shaven state or my evenings in the bathroom shaving or doing my make-up. This fantasy persisted for years. In fact, my whole life has been about trying to transform fantasy into reality. 

By March, of the following year, I was deeply depressed; Belinda had given her considerable favours to our newly married manager, so I left my City job and went travelling around Europe on my own. I took a coach to Paris and holed up in a Youth Hostel for a while. Here, I hoped, I could make some sense of my life and resolve my inner turmoil. Instead, on the first night I thought I was experiencing an earth tremor – I was on the top of a bunk bed in the Youth Hostel when the whole thing started to shake violently. I peeped over the sides to see an Iranian lad below having a wank. He was actually holding a picture of a woman dressed in the full Moslem garb. Pity poor transvestites in those countries. 

Walking the streets of Paris back in 1984, my eyes were filled with the wonderful, beauty of the place; I could not believe what a fantastic city Paris was and to some extent still is. I remembered my history lessons about Napoleon 111 and the wide streets and boulevards (built to stop the peasants building barricades). I’ve always loved French history and Paris just bowled me over. The colour and culture of the place was amazing to the eyes of a naïve nineteen year old who had only been abroad once and who was used to the litter-strewn and graffiti-infested streets of Lego-set London. Napoleon 111’s wife, Em-press Eugenie, had made the crinoline dress fashionable in England by wearing a crinoline on a state visit to London in the 1850s and, one hundred and thirty years later, Parisians had clearly not lost their fashion sense for I could why the world stood back in awe at French chic; it was everywhere, in cafés, metro stations, shops and most of all-just window-shopping on the Champs Eleyses. I wrote in my diary, 

 “The women in Paris are unbelievable. They’re in a class of their own. They dress with such style, flair and imagination and they are really nice looking even when mature. Never seen so many Page - 28
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 tasty women in one day and they all seem to go in for make-up and fashionable clothes like PVC and leather – it’s a real thrill.” 

It was too! Leather skirts, leather jackets, and stilettos – I’d never seen anything like it. I spent my time idly watching these adorable creatures swan by. Watching the way the leather creased around their buttocks, the way it seemed to gleam – I was hooked. 

I spent over a week in Paris, admiring the scenery and looking in the shop windows at the glorious evening dresses. There were boutiques filled with stunning eveningwear and the most fabulous gowns – such a contrast to tacky old Oxford Street. Of all the cities in the world I have visited since Paris still remains my favourite and I will never forget my first impressions of its magnificence as a teenager. Now, though, Paris has become dirty and dowdy like most cities; and, although it still has enormous character, the women no longer dress to the high standards of 1984. Jeans, trainers and sweatshirts have taken over. 

We live in a dress down age and unfortunately Paris has fallen fashion victim too. A great pity. 

When I finally tore myself away from Paris, I travelled down to Spain, Portugal and back to Spain. I returned from my jaunt around Europe some two months later having been mugged in Valencia by a knife wielding German drug addict and his Swiss accom-plish who had got chatting to me, asked me where I was staying and then followed me (naively I had taken them for fellow backpackers). I got home using my last traveller’s cheque and phoned my mum from Victoria coach station to say that I was back; she cried with relief. 

The next few months were to be all quiet on the TV front as I drifted between temporary jobs, working for British Steel, as it was then, as a Post Boy and after that in a factory mending electrical appliances. I was part of an army of temporary staff who were given a host of household goods to repair ranging from hairdryers to food mixers. If possible we would repair them and they would be re-sold as ‘reconditioned’. Quite early on we realised that it saved time to break them rather than repair them so we used to get up to all sorts of antics (like placing one’s hands over the back of hairdryers) in an effort to avoid repairing to many items. I made friends with a lad called Steve, who was a bit of a character and used to say, 

“I left my bum in the fridge over night so my boyfriend had something cool to slip into in the morning.” 

We had to clock in and out and one day Steve arrived five minutes late. The supervisor told him he would lose fifteen minutes pay because it was the second time he had been late that week. Steve promptly took a pork pie from his pocket and started eating. 

“What are you doing?” the supervisor asked. 

“Having my breakfast.” 

“Get to work.” 

“In ten minutes time when I get paid.” 

The supervisor went to fetch the manager whilst Steve munched on his pork pie. When the manager arrived he sacked Steve on the spot and threatened to call the police if he did not leave the premises. 

Page - 29

DRESS CIRCLE

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Another person I worked with was a Vietnamese lad called Ta who could speak very little English. One day, whilst on our afternoon tea break, a young Scots man and I had a stilted argument with Ta about the musical merits of Rod Stewart. 

“But Mr Stewart is berry, berry talented,” Ta insisted. 

“No his not, he’s fucking shite,” the Scotsman groaned. 

“He should know, he’s Rod’s countryman,” I interjected. 

“Cunt – tree –man,” Ta said. “What’s cunt –tree –man?” 

Fortunately, we didn’t have time to continue this high level, intellectual debate as we were called back to our workbenches. Every day, Ta used to carry a ‘bag’ to work, which consisted of two pieces of wallpaper stapled together along the side. God knows what he carried in it, obviously nothing to heavy. 

One day, on my bench, I cut my hand and had to go to First Aid for a plaster. 

“My, what small hands you’ve got!” the supervisor said as she placed the plaster around my finger. “They’re just like a girl’s.” 

I smiled. I liked such ‘compliments’ but knew I was not in a position to say anything that could be deemed as being suspicious. 

To pass the time, in the evenings I undertook a writing course. My interest in writing had begun with writing lyrics when I was in my pop star phase. Occasionally, I had written a short story or two and, when I had been hitch-hiking, I had dabbled with poetry. 

Eventually, I ended up at a polytechnic, as it was then, in North London studying for a Sociology degree. In between going to Poly, and throughout the first year of my degree, I wrote a short novel based largely on myself and my lack of anything that could be remotely described as a sex life. The book was called ‘Bitter Contentment’. 

I was twenty years old and I guess I was still pretty feminine-looking, for a large black girl on my course, called Daphne, used to joke about dressing me up as a girl and at one time even offered to let me share her student house. An offer I rather stupidly declined. I did start dating, though, and for most of the first year had a girlfriend called Sara, a Black-burn lass, who was also a first year student. 

Whilst at Poly I bought my first car, a Cortina Mark 3 for £50, off a fellow student. The car got me in a whole heap of trouble. After I had purchased it, I drove it home to Croydon and, on going through the City of London was stopped by a policeman who had come up to me whilst I was in a traffic jam and knocked on the roof. I was given a seven-day ticket to produce my documents. The following week I was driving the Wasp back home (I called it the Wasp because it was yellow and black and rather than having a sting in the tale it had a huge dent in the boot) when another foot patrol stopped me. I was ordered onto the pavement on the corner of Fenchurch Street, close to where I used to work. The young PC turned to the WPC next to him and said, 

“These are the bastards we want to get off the road.” He then radioed for assistance from the Scotland Yard Traffic Unit. Whilst they waited the WPC completed details in her notebook. 

“How would you describe your ethnic origin?” she asked. 
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“Afro-Caribbean,” I said. 

She looked up. “You look white to me,” she said without smiling. 

Eventually, the Traffic Patrol from New Scotland Yard arrived; two police officers in a Land Rover, one bearded and jocular and the other thin and pale. The one with the white beard looked at the car. 

“How much did you pay for it, mate?” 

“£50.” 

“You got ripped off.” He laughed. 

I explained my situation to him: I was a student, I was short of money and it was my first car. He seemed to understand but that didn’t stop him going over the Wasp with a fine toothcomb. 

“What are these for?” he asked, holding up a pair of tweezers he had found on the back seat. 

“Plucking hairs.” 

“That’s the sort of comment that’ll get you nicked, son.” 

The traffic officers checked everything, tyres, battery, tax disc, they even tried to open the boot but it had been smashed in when the previous owner had backed into a tree whilst stoned and it couldn’t be unlocked. 

“If you had a car like that,” the bearded wonder said to me, pointing at a BMW, “and it was in this God-awful state then I’d throw the book at you but as it’s your first car and you’re a student I’m going to let you off. Just get those tyres changed.” 

Relieved, I got into the car and tried to start the engine. Nothing. 

“You couldn’t give me a bump, could you?” I called to the bearded cop as he got back into his Land Rover. 

Whilst his colleague stopped traffic in the middle of the City of London, he and the young PC who had first stopped me, pushed the Wasp down the street to re-start the engine. 

My problems weren’t over, however; my insurance cover note didn’t extend to the period when I had been stopped the first time and that meant I had to do some gentle doctor-ing of my cover note before handing in my documents at Croydon police station. The eagle-eyed civvie on the front desk spotted the forgery and went to get a sergeant. He questioned me for an hour but I just would not admit to having altered the note. Fortunately, it was Friday night and the brokerage that had issued the cover note was closed so there was no way of denying my story. Eventually, I was let off. A few months later I sold the Wasp and bought another wreck that gave me yet more trouble. Someone had put Polyfiller in the wheel support; I quickly sold the car on; after that I went back to motorcycles. 

When I returned home for the long, summer recess, and my parents were away on holiday, I would often give my mum’s wedding dress an airing, buoying the skirt up with dozens of slips and half-slips. With the pink dress in the school’s amateur dramatic box Page - 31
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this was my favourite dress. I would concoct a New Look fantasy by lacing myself into one of my corsets and then raiding my Mum’s underwear drawer and removing as many half slips and slips as I could. I would then wear the slips on top of each other and do the same with the half slips – they were nylon and felt gorgeous against my skin. I’d perhaps wear fifteen slips and half slips! Then for the white, lace wedding dress. As my mum was short the dress didn’t reach the floor when I wore it, so with the skirt puffed out, it really did look like a New Look dress. Especially, when complete with my Mum’s pair of high-heeled silver sandals. 

I loved swishing around the house in my New Look dress for, from my early teens, I had a fascination with Christian Dior’s New Look. That noblest of Frenchmen had given the world true perfection in female clothing. I absolutely adore Fifties dresses, for me they combine every feminine feature a TV could desire: a tight bodice, a nipped in waist – using, of all things, a corset; bundles of fluffy skirt, under yards of stiff net and high stiletto heel shoes. It took me back to my childhood, when I would watch those old black and white movies and love the swish of the skirts. They seemed to embody old-fashioned val-ues and a sense of time, place and security. 

Once dressed I would quite often play a game where I would stand on a chair and open the loft hatch. We didn’t have a loft ladder so once the hatch was open I used to scrambled up into the loft in all my finery and then hang over the edge of the loft, the skirts falling around my legs, the rough wood of the loft pressing against my constricted waist. And that was it! I would just hang over the edge gaining an intense masochistic thrill by being so attired and in such a vulnerable position whilst really loving the feel of the full skirts around my legs and thighs. I just loved to dangle! 

Going to Poly was quite an enjoyable experience as, being a naturally lazy person, I found I could lie in bed till 10am, go to the cinema or football at weekends, play snooker with a friend I met on the course called Balco, have long weekends at home and occasionally study. In a lot of ways I didn’t fit in with the normal student crowd; for one thing I was too conventional and didn’t like the habit of sitting around smoking dope and putting the world to some sort of socialist rights. Student parties were some the worst I’ve ever been to – and I’ve been to some bad ones: music by the Smith’s, air polluted by dope and girls in cargo trousers and T-shirts made for a truly miserable environment. Also, I found most of the students were middle class and totally out of my social sphere. I tended to mix with other working class students like Balco and later Dusty, a Welsh lad from the valleys, with whom I had more in common. 

During the first year at Poly, Julian Carey, in the guise of Joan Collins Fan Club, did a revue and I also went to see Danny La Rue at a London theatre. 

Towards the end of the first year I moved into a house close to the Poly with a ginger haired student called Jimmy Gunn. Gunn was a pleasant, quietly spoken young man who rated himself something of a womaniser. One time Balco, Gunn and I were down the pub. 

Gunn was full of boastful bravado about his sexual prowess and how quickly he could see action. 

“It hasn’t got far to come,” I quipped, intimating that he had a small dick. 
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At other times the three of us would go to a local pub at lunchtimes and have beans, sausage, chips and a few pints of IPA. Balco and I would rib Gunn. We used to have a rich banter and any trip to the toilet would be described as ‘siphoning the python’ or ‘filtering the wilter’ – depending on whether it was Balco, Gunn or myself who went for the 'lav break'. The result of lunchtime drinking was that we were pissed for the afternoon lectures, which made for some interesting exchanges, especially in the philosophy seminars. 

One morning, whilst still sharing a house with Gunn, I was just about to go downstairs to have breakfast when I spotted Gunn at the front door. He was ushering someone out of the house. Soon, a girl called Sally (we nicknamed her ‘Sally the Viking Line’ because she looked like an old tug) came waddling along the hall. She tried to kiss Gunn goodbye but he pushed her through the door. 

“Don’t tell anyone,” he said in a hushed whisper as he slammed the door shut behind her. 

Despite my ribbing of him over his liaison with Sally the Viking Line, I had nothing to boast about; my own relationships with women were still not good, I didn’t really fancy Sara and though she clung on to me like a limpet to the hull of a ship, I was always on the look out for another girlfriend. My quest was fruitless for I experienced more blowouts than the Michelin Man rolling around on a bed of nails. Once, I dated a girl who pushed out her false teeth after a snog (I’d asked her what was in her mouth as I could feel plastic). 

She was only 24. On another occasion I bedded a Chinese student only to be given an upper body massage. Sex was definitely not on the take-away menu. 

Quite often, Balco and I would skip lectures and go and play snooker at a local club. 

Like most things I’ve done, I wasn’t fully committed to the educational advantages of doing a sociology degree and never treated it at all seriously. 

At the end of my first year I went to the USA with an old friend of mine from Croydon, called Dave and two of his friends. We landed in New York and drove across the States to the West coast. Whilst walking down a street in San Francisco, my blonde hair blowing in the breeze and wearing a white, canvas jacket, some lad on a tram whistled at me – something that resulted in me being the butt (excuse the pun) of many jokes. The big joke in

‘Frisco was that if you dropped a dime on the sidewalk, you shouldn’t bend down to pick it up. 

Still, in Frisco I did have the ‘come on’ from a garage owner’s wife. We had gone out to the States primarily so Dave could see his dad who lived out there. Dave wanted to buy a car and so we went out to a remote garage, which Dave’s dad knew, to inspect an old Ford Mustang. Whilst Dave, his dad and Dave’s two friends were concluding the deal for the car the owner’s wife, who must have been in her forties, started chatting to me and lured me to an office at the side of the garage. She then phoned her mum who was English and lived in Bristol. 

“Gee, Mum, I have an Englander here with me. Do you want to speak to him?” 

She thrust the phone at me and whilst I said ‘hello’ to this anonymous woman, the garage owner's wife took it upon herself to thrust her hands down the front of my trousers and fiddle with my far from erect cock. I was scared that her husband would conclude the Page - 33
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deal and come looking for his wife so I quickly terminated the phone call, pushed the good lady away and ran back to join my friends - and to think I had to pay for it in Amsterdam! 

I was still as skinny as a fishing rod and, although brash, I was socially inept. Despite the lunchtime drinks and snooker games, most of my days at college were spent alone, for I had few friends and tended to like doing things by myself anyway. I would come back to my parents’ house at weekends and go to see Wimbledon FC with Dave and, in the evenings Dave, my brother, Rob and I would go to a nightclub near to where Dave lived in Sussex. It was called De Vinci’s and was a pokey place, often filled with air stewardesses because of its proximity to Gatwick airport. Dave and I would play various nightclub games such as ‘Rota's’ where we did a sweep of the nightclub on our own then met back at the bar and decided on a target number of girls to chat up. One time I went up to three very attractive girls and asked them to dance, one was a slim blonde wearing a black leather skirt. The girls didn’t reply, again I asked, again I got ignored. Later, Dave tried his hand and I went up to him and said in a loud voice, 

“Don’t worry, Dave, they’re slags.” 

The blonde wearing the leather skirt turned to me and told me to ‘fuck off’. 

Later, in the evening I saw her walking in front of me. It was too good an opportunity to miss. I grabbed her arse. Again she turned, spitting venom. A bouncer came over and dragged me to one side. 

“Next time, mate, and you’re out.” 

I got the message. 

On another occasion I met a girl in De Vinci’s Nightclub and we exchanged phone numbers. That Sunday evening I met her at Clapham Junction station and she took me to a pub with her New Zealand flat mate and her boyfriend – all of us squeezing into a tiny Mini. In the pub, an ex-boyfriend bumped into her and they spent the whole night talking, ignoring me completely, I would have left but didn’t know where I was as she had driven. 

To make matters worse, the ex-boyfriend contrived to tip a pint of beer all over me. Not surprisingly I never saw her again. 

I did date one airhostess I met at Da Vinci’s though, whilst my brother dated her sister but the relationships soon fizzled out. 

Then there was the occasion I was in Hammersmith Palais with Balco and two of his friends. I had driven over in my second car, a Morris Marina, and at the end of the evening was impatiently waiting for Balco and one of his friends as they were chatting up two girls they had met earlier. As I waited, a girl came up to me and put her arms around my neck. 

She started kissing me but I pushed her away. A few minutes later I saw her give her services to a tall, black guy. 

Often, during the week at college I would go the cinema or theatre on my own. I loved the theatre and became a huge fan of Oscar Wilde and Joe Orton. I also joined a writing circle, which used to meet once a week in the attic of an old terrace house. I had, by this time, completed the correspondence course I had started before I went to Poly. At other times I would do evening jobs to earn extra cash, I worked in a cigarette kiosk at Tesco and in a pub, until, inevitably, I got sacked. 
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The second year started with the Freshers’ Ball and unlike the first year, it was a black tie affair. Some of the evening dresses on display were gorgeous and I would have spent all night drooling over them if I hadn’t been running to the toilet to be sick – a result of too much alcohol. At one point I was darting to the toilet, my hand over my mouth, sick spraying out like water from a watering can. 

On another occasion I went to see a display of genuine Victorian dresses in a hall in En-field. They were modelled by teenage girls, which literally bought the dresses to life. To hide my embarrassment, when I had booked the seats, I had reserved two – and then explained to the woman next to me that my partner was ill. Such is the devious mind of the transvestite. At the end of the show, the lady who had put the collection together shook each person’s hand and thanked them for coming. As she shook my hand she eyed me suspiciously, or so it seemed; did she spot a male ‘dresser’ in her midst? 

The Wimbledon supporter at a home game one Saturday, when I was back from college, certainly thought he did. I was standing next to him when he decided that a player in the opposing team, the aptly named ‘Peacock’ – (can’t remember if it was Kevin or Gavin), was a transvestite because he had long, flowing hair. Every time Peacock came near a Dons player, Moron would yell, 

“Transvestite on!” 

He thought this was the funniest thing ever and continued his absurd yells throughout the match, howling with laughter along with his chocolate-for-brains mates. What he didn’t realise was that the transvestite was far closer to him than he could ever have imagined! 

Something I liked about football was standing on the terrace, for I discovered early on that by placing my toes on one step and my heels on the other I was able to mimic what it would be like to wear a pair of three-inch high heel shoes. Whenever, I was at football I used to stand this way, thereby strengthening my thigh muscles ready for the day when I would be able to wear proper shoes. 

During my second year at college, on Sunday nights I used to visit a local pub with a student friend of mine called Snail with whom I shared a house. It was a small pub and quite intimate. Every Sunday I would admire a very attractive blonde woman who was, I guess, late twenties. She would sit on a bar stool at the bar drinking her glass of wine and exchanging the odd word with the publican. Her husband would play darts and talk to his friends and appear not to notice her but woe betide any male who spoke to his wife – he was over like a shot. The blonde usually wore a waist-length, white fur coat and a little leather mini skirt and high heels for it was 1985 and England had begun to import the French fashion. I would always ensure that Snail and I sat near to the bar so I could get a good view of the beautiful creature – then, when I got back to the room in my student accommodation, I would masturbate whilst thinking of the lovely lass. 

Like wise, the landlord’s daughter, Yasmin, in Dave’s local pub, had started to wear leather mini’s and whilst she was on her cigarette break she used to sit on a bar stool at the front of the bar, talking to her boyfriend. I loved looking at her red stilettos, her long, slen-der bare legs and her red, leather mini skirt. Bliss. She was only eighteen and a real stunner. 
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That summer Dave and I worked in a hotel in Devon as night porter and day porter re-spectively. There was a lad who worked down in Woolacombe called Andy who was a bit of a womaniser. Andy had worked in the same hotel the previous year doing the same job as me and stories abounded about his ‘pulling’ prowesses. One of the manageress’ told me of how she would see girls walking out of the side entrance of the hotel in the early hours of the morning after a night spent with Andy. On one occasion he had bedded two sisters in a threesome in one of the rooms. Unfortunately, Andy was still about, working at a hotel just up the road, and still bedding girls. 

One of his conquests was a waitress called Debbie who was incredibly attractive in a Sun page three-model kind of way and, for some reason, Debbie took a bit of a shine to me. She was mixed up and confused as every lad wanted to have sex with her and she didn’t know if it was her or her body they liked, I befriended her, as is my want, receiving no sexual favours in return but, instead, heard all sorts of muddled confessions for my pains. She told me about how she had tried to kill herself after her dad had died; she had been having sex up stairs when he had had a heart attack. Still, it was nice to be seen with a very attractive girl. One night she suggested that we got out for a drink around town. 

When ready I went to her room. 

“Do you think I look too tarty?” she asked as she opened the door of her chalet. She was wearing a blue denim mini skirt and white boots, I said she didn’t. Taking her down to the town centre for a drink was a nightmare as other lads kept trying to muscle in and at one point Andy appeared and started chatting to Debbie, I got fed up with it, saw some other people who worked in our hotel and went to talk to them. Later, I noticed that Debbie and Andy had disappeared. I went back to the hotel and, wondering if Debbie was all right, I knocked on her door and tried the handle. Muffled sounds emanated from within. 

“Who is it?” 

“James.” 

“Go away, James,” Debbie called. 

I could hear giggling. There were no prizes for guessing whom she was embracing. 

After her night of passion with Andy, Debbie was full of remorse. Andy actually had a girlfriend and although Debbie wanted to continue the affair Andy didn’t want to know after his one nightstand. She told me how sorry she felt for his girlfriend and that she re-gretted sleeping with him. 

Even so, Woolacombe was good fun. One night another lad, called Joe, who worked in the hotel, decided to ambush Dave with my help. Joe and I stood on the roof of the chalet Dave and I shared with buckets of water in our hands. When Dave returned from work at midnight he came up to our chalet door wearing his clean white shirt and black trousers. 

In unison Joe and I emptied the contents of the buckets all over him - what followed was a massive water fight. Not surprisingly, Dave and I were sacked before the end of the season. Joe was a Scouser who had spent most of his youth in detention centres. He once told us that he thought Dave and I were the craziest people he had ever met – and we were both graduates, or in my case an under-graduate. 

After we were dismissed, Dave and I bought a car, a Mini Clubman Estate, and drove it around Devon in search of other hotel jobs. The problem was that the car had a leak in the Page - 36
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petrol tank. The first time we bought petrol we became alarmed by the stream of petrol pouring forth from the tank as we bumped along. From then on every time we saw someone smoking a cigarette in the car following us we pulled over and let them pass just in case they threw the fag butt out the car window and we became charcoaled. 

We couldn’t find a job in any hotel so headed for home. It was actually quite fortunate that we did as I went to the Jobcentre in Purley and found an admin job at the Croydon Family Practitioner Committee which managed primary services in the NHS. The third year of the course was a placement year and so I kept going off for “interviews” at various charities and libraries. I got on well with my manager in the FPC and one day she said, 

“Why don’t you do your placement here?” 

Excellent. A paid placement meant I could buy a season ticket for Wimbledon, live at home and go out and enjoy myself. Also, I dated three girls who worked at the FPC; a brunette, secretary called Nina; a clerk called Susan and a blonde, Irish girl, named Tracey. I felt a lot more confident and was far happier. One day going to work on my motorcycle I was knocked off and ended up in hospital for eight days over Christmas. The night before my accident, a dramatisation of  North and South  by John Jakes was on the TV and when I came to in hospital I kept having visions of Southern belles wearing gorgeous dresses. 

I finished my placement in the summer and went on holiday with Dave; my brother and Snail, with whom I had shared a house in the second year. We went on a tour of Northern European red light districts as we travelled across Europe to Copenhagen for a wedding. 

Just before we set off I dyed my hair blonde and it went terribly wrong; I ended up with bright orange hair. I put a hat on and went to my hair salon. The stylist laughed when I asked her to ‘cut out the dye’. 

Loretta, my hairdresser said, “But there’s nothing to cut out!” 

She encased my head in foil, as if it were a jacket potato, and tried to tone the orange down – without a huge amount of success. 

En route to Copenhagen we stopped in Amsterdam where I re-acquainted myself with the Damrak. 

Every time I saw a tram in Amsterdam I used to say, 

“What do you call a tram that wears a skirt?” 

“Not got a clue, Marchment.” 

“A tram - vestite.” 

In return for my stupid jokes my brother, Dave and Snail used to sing, 

“Da, da, da, da, da, da, da, FATMAN!” to the Batman tune every time that I walked in the room. For the truth was I putting on weight (alcohol induced) and, having given up running, was getting no exercise. 

After Amsterdam, we drove on through Germany until we reached Hamburg. Not surprisingly, the four of us soon discovered the Reperbahn. Teenage girls came up to us and said, 
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“You want sex, ya?” 

Everything in Hamburg was extraordinarily clean. The city administration had even reserved a small area for legalised pros, reminiscent of Amsterdam. The hooker that caught my attention, though, was a blonde beauty who stood on the corner of the road by our hotel. Every day she wore a different leather suit with matching stilettos. The skirts she wore were knee length and the matching jackets reached down to her waist. She looked extremely smart and tasteful. Every evening as we went back to the hotel we passed her. She would wait for the commuters on their way home to their wives. Finally, I could resist no more. I said to my brother I was going to fuck her and, as soon as we got back to the hotel, I skated over to where she was standing. 

“You want business, ya?” she asked. She was wearing an electric blue, knee length leather skirt and matching jacket – finished off with four-inch stiletto heeled shoes also in blue. Boy, was she gorgeous. 

I nodded nervously. We agreed a price and then she turned on her high heels and went into the hotel. I followed. We walked upstairs. The hotel was lavishly decorated in reds and maroons, the carpet was thick and rich and long curtains hung from the walls; the place was not at all seedy – in fact it was clean, well furnished and seductive. We went up to her room, which was decorated with crimson drapes. A large double bed dominated the floor area, with an ottoman and a small table to one side. She took off her jacket and threw it onto the ottoman. She told me to strip. I took my T-shirt off and unbuckled my trousers and placed them on a small chair. She kicked off her shoes and put her hands behind her to unzip her skirt. 

“Keep your clothes on,” I said. 

She looked at me, completely unfazed, then smiled. 

“I take more money, ya,” she replied nonchalantly. 

She was probably the first whore in history who has been asked to keep her clothes on (but then again, perhaps not). She went to my trouser pocket, took out my wallet and grabbed a handful of D-marks. 

“This much, ya?” 

“Whatever, I’m only a poor sociology student.” 

She took some notes from my wallet, then pulled off her top and un-hooked her lacy black bra. I laid on the bed. Then, hitching up her skirt, she knelt on the bed, her knees either side of me. She slipped a Johnny onto my erect penis. Her head went down and she begun to suck. Her large, braless breasts rubbed against my chest, her leather skirt tanta-lised my skin. I came quickly. I bet she wished all her customers were so easy to please. 

We finally arrived in Copenhagen where we tried our luck in a nightclub. We got chatting to a gaggle of girls who kept calling me “Banana-hoe” and giggling. It turned out this meant “banana head” and was a reference to my dyed locks. 

The fourth, and final year of my course was the best. I lived in a house with a Welsh lad nicknamed Dusty. Dusty and I were on the same course and we both enjoyed socialis-ing down the student bar and going to a fantastic Italian owned café where the cappuccino was outstanding. The place was like a throw back to the Fifties with a proper silver cylin-Page - 38
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drical boiler, which produced piping hot frothy milk - the ‘real thing’. I’ve never ever tasted cappuccino so good. 

Throughout my Poly years I collected magazines, papers and pictures that I kept under my bed at home or else in my student accommodation. A particular subject for my scissors was a person whose face often appeared in the press in the Eighties and whose dress sense and glamour were world renowned – Princess Diana. Every time I saw her image I bough the paper or magazine to see what she was wearing. The pictures fed my feverish imagination. They were images I could fantasise about, deprived, as I was, of dressing opportunities, though, of course, I still had my corsets all bound up in brown paper at my parents’

house, discovered, accidentally, one day by brother. 

One advantage of doing my degree was that it gave me the opportunity to investigate old films I’d seen as back and white movies. The media library at the Polytechnic was extensive and there was a plethora of academic books on films, which had some very interesting plates. As part of my degree, I also studied ‘gender issues’ which gave me an insight into transvestitism. At other times I would go to the library and look at books and pick things out that were of interest. I read books on the Marquis de Sade; My Secret Life – the autobiography of a Victorian philanderer and countless other obscure, but interesting texts. I still keep a look-out for unusual books and once read a review in the Daily Tele-graph of a biography of Basil Liddell Hart, published in 1998, entitled ‘ Alchemist of War’ . 

Hart was a strategist of the First World War and what attracted my attention to the book was that Basil loved corsets and insisted that his wife and daughters wore them – to improve their moral well-being. Liddell’s second wife, Kathleen, wrote a letter to a friend about the regime that her husband imposed upon her and her two daughters, Jennifer, sixteen, and Judith, thirteen; 

 “We have an impressive schedule for each day with our various jobs, and also certain rules that have to be obeyed… He (Basil) is very keen that they (Jennifer and Judith) should grow up to be charming and elegant; so certain nights a week they have to dress and wear stockings, and when we have guests they are expected to take their place as the daughters of the house.” 

“Dressing” embraced not only stockings but also hats, gloves, high heels and, of course, corsets. Basil even measured the waists of Jennifer, Judith and Kathleen. His wife’s waist measured 25” without a corset and 22” with one. 

Wouldn’t you just love to be a transvestite with Basil as your dad? Unfortunately, the two girls didn’t appreciate Basil’s fine eye for femininity and rebelled. Judith was the more compliant of the two sisters and she, at least, bowed to her father’s wishes and, along with her mother, Kathleen, modelled New Look dresses on a visit to Germany in 1948, to the delight of Liddell Hart. 

I’ve always found such texts intriguing and, being an avid reader, I scan second hand bookshops for old, out-of-print books. 

I developed a theory that sexual deviance is like the first tap of a domino that sets the rest tumbling down. For I believe that when a person has come to terms with the fact that they are gay, TV, or whatever they are, they are far more likely to investigate alternative sexual pleasures. This is borne out by the number of posters in gay clubs advertising bond-age nights, leather and S&M evenings, etc. This is how it was with me and my embracing Page - 39
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of spanking; for whilst there is a subtle link to the transvestitism and maybe I, like quite a few TV’s, become submissive when dressed and then perhaps to counteract my feminine side become more aggressively male when ‘in the male’, I feel the willingness to explore fetishes such as spanking was partly due to the fact that by my mid-twenties I completely accepted that fact I was a transvestite. I felt very comfortable with my ‘dressing’ and, with the aid of Forum and my Sociology course, understood a great deal about sexual behaviour. For example, from studying gender issues I began to realise that ‘men’ and ‘women’

were conditioned, through masculinity and femininity to be exact opposites of each other. 

So everything that was masculine had its opposite point in femininity. Therefore, a man could be rugged and rough and physically strong whereas a woman would be weak and feeble and her body smooth and soft and the clothes the two sexes wore were just exten-sions of masculinity and femininity. Female clothing represents an exact opposite to male clothing. Therefore, traditionally, male clothing would be light and utilitarian whilst female clothing would be frilly, fancy, delicate and decorative. Even the buttons and other adornments on men’s and women’s clothing were (and still are) opposites; hence men button to the right and women to the left. The most interesting book I read at Polytechnic was Simone de Beauvoir’s ‘ The Second Sex’. 

After I finished my degree I got a job in a factory in Croydon packing pay phones whilst I applied for other jobs. The factory work force was ninety- nine percent Asian, which meant there was little English spoken. I didn’t mind as I used to stand at my bench day dreaming about starting a new TV life in some or other part of the country. Most of the employees came from the same area of India and were inter-related. Three cousins used to amuse me because they would go off to Clapham Common after work and return the following day with tales of sexual encounters with prostitutes. Curious, I accompanied them on one trip and was surprised when they approached normal-looking women at bus stops and asked about sex. The women obviously knew the lads and chatted to them quite openly. Next we went over to Clapham Common where a vibrating bush intrigued me –

until, that is, a scrawny woman crawled out, her bare arms covered in tattoos and her ears multi-pierced. A red-faced punter followed a few minutes later. 

“You don’t want the fucking bush women, man,“ Vimal informed me, “they’re fucking slags, man.” 

In fact, I didn’t fancy indulging at all but it was a real eye opener to see just how many hookers worked the streets of one small area of London on a Friday evening at 5.30pm. 

An older Pakistani man in the factory was always trying to fix me up with one of the few white girls that worked there. 

“You buy her a drink, you fuck with her,” was the sum limit of his advise. 

I never asked him how he knew. Sometimes, he used to regale me with tales of his sexual conquests. He had worked in Germany for a while and he claimed to have bedded an air stewardess on his way back and forth to Pakistan to see his wife; I fear he was yet another person who lived in a fantasy world. 

Frequently, I would have hair-brained schemes or fantasies about dressing but the reality was shelved. Until, that was, I finally got myself a proper job away from home and Page - 40
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had my own private accommodation for the first time. It was time for the dressing to start in earnest…


CHAPTER SIX

My first “proper” job, after completing my degree, was as an employee of the NHS. I was based in a portakabin and worked as an Assistant Planning Officer. The job was as boring as it sounds. It was made all the worse by my manager who was rude and sarcastic. 

Mr. Smarts was a tall, moustached man in his late forties, married with no children but a house full of pets. Having appointed me, he seemed to take an instant dislike to me once I started and would swear, shout and bawl if I did the slightest thing wrong. He would laugh uncontrollably at the most juvenile incidents, like someone spilling custard down their shirt in the hospital canteen and make up silly names for people and write them on a flipchart and then equate them with characters from Dallas – the popular American soap. 

When we went to meetings together he’d hoot his horn insanely at other motorists and thought everyone had a Machiavellian motive for whatever they did. The most memorable line this ‘brain surgeon’ ever came out with was, “Fawk Off!” – that was about the limit of his meagre intellect. Later, when he sacked me, he said I needed to see a shrink! I mean, moi? 

Early on in the job I saw an example of his sarcasm. We were driving to a meeting and he was telling me about his car. 

“Do you buy a new car every year?” I asked in all innocence. 

“Well, I bought a new one last year and a new one the year before that, so it seems like it, doesn’t it?” 

That type of comment was typical of the man. Mind-blowingly annoying. 

My compensation for such a dreadful working environment was that the accommodation provided to me by the NHS was a cheap, spacious and very private room in a hospital in Slough. Also, meals were available in the canteen at lunchtime, and breakfast was obtainable in the morning at Upton Hospital, where I lodged. That meant I never had to cook, which in turn meant that the nights were very much my own. Upton Hospital was, at the time, a geriatric hospital, and although the nurses had a nice new building at the front of the grounds we, that is the admin staff and assorted others, were given rooms in a large turret-like block to the side of the hospital. This old part of the building had rattling water pipes and creaking stairs. The good thing was that in Linden House, where I lodged, there were only three of us – and I was the only person on the third floor. The poet, John Benjamin, wrote the following couplet about Slough, 

“Come, friendly bombs, and fall on Slough

It isn’t fit for humans now” 

As far as I was concerned it was. This place was the making of both me and my en femme creation, Caroline. 
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When I first arrived I decorated my room with pictures of Marylyn Monroe plus posters of a model in a gorgeous Fifties evening dress, as well as a model in a shrink wrapped PVC number and high heels. What my friends thought of this display I don’t know but it must have seemed pretty weird – all those clothed models. I also bought a lever arch file and made up my Princess Diana file, something I had started at college and which was to enlarge over the years. 

Now, for the first time I could start dressing in earnest. I shaved my legs and body using the beard trimmer of my electric razor and then I dressed in some of the clothes from my small, dowdy collection of second hand clothes that I had carried with me through my polytechnic days. 

“You need a new wardrobe, my son,” I told myself. 

Years previously whilst still a student, I had walked into a branch of Sock Shop at a mainline London station and bought a pair of fishnet stockings. I’ll always remember the words of the young, female assistant, 

“You’re very brave, most men wouldn’t buy these.” 

Little did she know that they were actually for me. Now, they formed part of a small bag of things I’d built up. Ironically, the first thing I bought in Slough was a lockable case -

to store away all my female clothes. 

Next, I visited the TV/TS shop, Transformation at Euston, London. I’d been there before but this time I made some major purchases and had a make-up lesson. I remember a very attractive sales assistant called Tiffany coming up to me and asking if she could help. 

She certainly could and by the end of my trip I was kitted out with make-up and a pair of breasts – not the silicone ones but cheap things you made up yourself by adding water to powder. I also bought some underwear. 

I had started work in Slough at the end of September and straight away joined a theatrical group and a writers’ circle to make new friends; by the time I had settled in, the festive season was upon us – and I still hadn’t dressed properly due to my impoverished wardrobe. Christmas is a good time for a transvestite. OK, I know the joke, ‘tis the season to be Mary,’ but its also the season when buying female clothes is almost legit. First purchases were lingerie: slips, silky knickers and matching bras and a lovely electric blue, slinky nightdress. 

Then on Friday, 23rd December 1988 I hit the big time. I left work at 12.30pm and went on the prowl around Slough High Street. It was the normal absurd rush of shoppers getting their late Christmas buys but I was transfixed by the idea of purchasing a leather mini skirt. I found a shop called ‘She’ and walked in. I asked the manager if he sold such clothing. He said they didn’t but selected a black vinyl jacket and matching skirt for me. It cost

£30 and was my first big purchase. After that there was no stopping me. I bought stockings, suspenders, more knickers and a red silky blouse in Richards Shop. Finally, I hit Chelsea Girl where I purchased a pair of black three-inch stilettos, despite the giggling of the two girls in front of me in the queue at the check-out. 

These early purchases were all about nerve. What a wonderful feeling to have con-quered your inhibitions and walked into a shop and purchased goods of your own choice. 

Now, I would do those things without the slightest hesitation or thought but back then it Page - 42

[image: Image 5]

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

was a real test of inner strength. Remember, the shopkeeper wants your money not your embarrassment and, as long as you know what you want, and keep your nerve you’ll be fine. 

That night I couldn’t dress because I was out with my girlfriend, a girl called Emma who I had met at the Writers Circle, after which I went home to see my parents for Christmas. In fact, it wasn’t until the 13th January 1989 that I was able to dress properly. Out came the red, silky blouse and the black vinyl suit, all topped off with wig and make-up. 

The wig was the old reddish one that I had used on my first walk-about some years before. 

I felt fantastic, all my sexual and work related frustrations drained away as I pranced around my large room dressed to the nines. I loved rubbing my hands over the blouse and feeling the two little bumps

that were my breasts and then

stroking my vinyl skirt and

feeling my shaven legs be-

neath. I would sit and admire

my reflection in the dressing

table mirror and look for areas

of improvement in terms of

make-up and clothes. 

That first night I slept in

my nightdress but woke up at

12.30am with a sudden urge to

go for a walk. I dressed again

and ventured out of my room. 

The wind was howling

through broken windows

along the corridor as I placed

one high heel in front of the

other. I stepped nervously

along the hall. Fortunately, 

there was a fire exit at the end

of the landing which ran down

to the car park. I edged to-

wards the door. It was so dark

outside and uninviting, my

stomach churned. What if

someone saw me? 

I turned on my heels and

headed for the sanctuary of my

room. Locking the door behind

me, I undressed and got into

bed but I was too excited to

sleep. 
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The following morning, which was Saturday, I woke up at 9am and walked the short distance into Slough town centre where I bought a TV aerial, posted a short story I had written for a magazine and went shopping in Slough market. I found a stall selling leather goods; the Sikh trader asked me if I needed any help and soon I found myself parting company with £90 for a gent’s black leather jacket. 

“I suppose after laying out all this money on myself I’d better buy something for my bird,” I joked, my eyes meandering to the rail of leather mini-skirts. “Those skirts look nice.” 

“What colour, sir?” 

“She wants a black leather one.” 

“Sorry, all out of black, I can order one…” 

My initial confidence waned. “It’s all right…I’ll leave it.” 

“You can have any other colour for £15, howazat?” 

Certainly not out. I bought a blue leather mini skirt for fifteen quid. Size was an ambitious ‘small’. 

Again, there was a time lag between buying and trying on the clothes due to dating Emma. But on the Monday evening, after another boring day at work, I came home and dressed – make-up, soft, sensual lingerie, suspenders, fishnet stockings and silky red blouse. Now for the skirt. I loved saving any new item I had purchased until last, hanging it on the door and anticipating wearing it, imagining the feel of it against my skin. Pleasure suspended. I pulled on the skirt. Popped the button, slid up the zip. Bliss. I looked at myself in the mirror; the skirt fitted like a glove, though a red blouse and blue skirt was hardly the height of colour co-ordination. I ran my hands over the soft leather, felt the hem, the black nylon lining. I’ve always loved looking at myself in the mirror when dressed, and then thinking of the cock that is concealed by the skirt or dress. For me that is part of the fun of being a transvestite – knowing that the female clothing conceals a penis. I slipped into my high-heeled court shoes and pranced around the room. Of course, I had had to lace myself into my corset, purchased all those years ago from Victoria’s Secrets, to be able to wear the skirt and the tightness around my waist and the restrictive pull of the corset meant my breathing was gulped and irregular. As I walked around the room my step had an involuntary wobbly and my hips shivered. My face felt hot and my hands felt clammy but I was blissfully happy and relaxed. I stopped tottering around my room and again ran my hands over my blouse and over the skirt; my cock was erect by this time and it felt wonderful to rub the leather and feel the hardness beneath. I lay on my bed. The mini-skirt had other unforeseen advantages for it granted easy access to my privates, which were now very much ‘on parade’. I tensed my leg muscles, caressed my body and closed my eyes…

It felt unbelievably good to have my own meagre wardrobe of clothes. I was twenty-four years old and I was buying women’s clothes for myself and experimenting with make-up. It was pure heaven after all the years when dressing had been suspended all together or had been achieved through stolen moments – and stolen clothes - when my family were out of their house. Now I slept in my nightdress every night, often with a corset on underneath, I found a security and a peace in sleeping in the corset and nightdress, Page - 44
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which negated, to some extent, my frustrations about my horrific job and Smarts, the manager from hell. 

The irony about living in Slough was that just as I was emerging into the light visa vie the transvestitism, buying my own clothes, dressing properly and beginning to get a wardrobe together - I also became something of an accidental womaniser, for I actually managed to bed three girls in as many months. Up until that time I’d been very shy around women and a little scared of them (if truth were known) but emergence from four years at polytechnic had done me a power of good. Not because of the course I had followed and the fact that I now had a largely irrelevant Sociology degree but because I had to earn money through the four years at college so had taken on a series of temporary jobs. 

I’d worked in pubs, supermarkets, offices and factories and done such diverse jobs as motorcycle despatch rider, postman, phone packer, day porter in a hotel in Woolacombe, post boy, admin assistant, buyer for a computer firm – all of which had introduced me to a large number of people and helped me develop my self-confidence and ability to get on with almost everyone, (I say ‘almost’ because there are exceptions, notably managers who have been the scourge of my life). Added to which I completed my degree by obtaining a largely undeserved 2:1 and a month before my finals I had won £1,600 after having tipped my team, Wimbledon FC, to be winners of the 1988 FA Cup. I had backed them after every round (£10 e/w at 40/1 – 3rd round etc). So, from having low self-esteem I was full of beans and something of a cocky little git. I bought a car – a Rover STI 3.5 off my friend, Dave -

and a stylish watch and for the first time I had my own private accommodation. Indeed, if it hadn’t been for the God- awful job my life would have been complete. 

My first sexual conquest in Slough was an Irish nurse called Bernadette who lived in the new block of flats at Upton, I happened to meet her in a local pub, The Queen of England, one night and we got chatting. The next evening I went around to her block to see her and we ended up in bed. My second conquest was Emma, who I met through the Slough Writing Circle and who had been the person who had inadvertently stopped me dressing just before Christmas and my third was Helen, a secretary who worked in the King Edward V11 hospital, just along from the portakabin which housed me, Smarts and the rest of his team. 

So whilst trying to date (a very time consuming process) I was also trying to juggle my TV side. Thank God for those meals at work. The funny thing was that technically at one point I was actually dating all three girls at once. I say ‘technically’ because I’ve never been good with finishing with girls and tend to leave people hanging on, which, of course is far worse in the long run. Anyway, Helen emerged as the front-runner for my affections and would do so for the next two years, although Emma hung on in there for some time. Helen never knew about the competition though Emma knew about Helen, and Bernadette knew about both girls as she saw me with them in the Queen of England and in the hospital grounds. It was as complicated as it sounds – for a while at least. In retaliation for being dumped and/or jilted, Bernadette took to stealing my mail from the pigeonholes at Upton and told the attractive, blonde barmaid at the Queen of England pub where I took both Emma and Helen that I was a ‘rat’. Following my sexual ineptness during my teens and in my early twenties hearing that I was thought of, as a ‘love rat’ was praise indeed – crumbs of comfort from Casanova’s table. 
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The thing about Slough was that I had an excellent social scene in close proximity to my door. I could walk up to the glorious Queen of England pub and the town centre was two minutes away which housed the Maybox ten screen cinema; whilst just up the road from the Queen was an Italian owned and run restaurant called ‘Pizza and Pasta’ (now sadly no more) where I organised many meals with friends and girlfriends. Being able to walk everywhere (and therefore drink) makes an enormous difference to your social life –

which is how I wooed Helen. 

She was twenty, slim, dark haired, large breasted, submissive and innocent – and, amazingly, a virgin. Her parents were strict, old and religious. Helen didn’t go out much –

until, that is, she met me. 

I’d been dating her for a couple of weeks when I handed her a present – a lovely, blue leather mini-skirt. She was surprised by my choice of gifts but tried it on anyway. After she had taken it off she told me that her mother didn’t approve of mini-skirts and said she would have to hide it. When I next picked Helen up from her house she told me she had smuggled the skirt out with her so that she could wear it that night. She came back to my room to change and then we went down to The Queen of England pub. 

“When I went to the toilet someone stroked my bum,” Helen said. There was a cheeky smile on her face. 

I really shouldn’t have given her my cast-offs! 


CHAPTER SEVEN

Helen was a sweet, well-meaning girl but she had three faults: firstly she was amazingly temperamental and used to throw tantrums if she didn’t get her own way, secondly she was very childish and immature and thirdly she developed into a major league flirt. 

The third fault was partly my doing, for Helen was something of a frump when I met her but under my careful guidance, she became quite sexy. She was very slim, petite and big busted so I built my transformation on a good base. Soon after meeting me her glasses were exchanged for contact lens, her straight, black hair became permed and then layered and her ears became pierced. 

I loved going shopping with her and telling her what to wear, whilst adding to her collection of leather minis, purchased from the friendly Sikh trader on Slough market. This was pure Transvestitism-by-Proxy and I really loved it. At college I’d been presented with girls wearing jeans and trainers and citing the ‘rights of women’; in such an openly hostile female environment any suggestion that you might find a woman’s body, and the clothes that accentuate it, attractive would have been met with sarcasm or worse. Now, back in the real world, it felt perfectly natural to tell Helen what I liked her to wear. 

Quite early on in the relationship I realised that Helen was very submissive and that she looked to me to take the lead. In return, this elicited a controlling urge in me I hadn’t previously realised that I had. Once, we were driving back to Slough after a shopping trip when Helen undid her safety belt and started searching in the back for some items she had bought. In the process she jogged into the steering wheel. I’m normally quite placid but on this occasion I was annoyed and shouted, 
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“You’ll be the death of me, Helen!” 

Chided, she returned to her seat, put her seat belt back on and sat quietly. “Sorry,” she said, and to my amazement she was smiling. 

A month after meeting her I wrote in my diary, 

 “Helen talks a lot but is very good natured, I think I should put my foot down a little bit more with her.” 

Indeed, Helen loved to talk and whenever we went out she would chatter inanely about pop groups, make-up or her friend, Tanya, who was something of a tart. On one occasion she was chatting to me whilst we sat on my bed in my room in Upton Hospital. I was trying to watch something important on TV like the football results. My arm was around her shoulder so I moved it up and placed my hand over her mouth. I left it there for a few minutes until I had heard the last result. 

“Sorry, I shouldn’t talk so much” Helen said when I removed my hand. 

Her Mum, to whom she was very close, and her older sister were both quite bossy, indeed her sister had phoned me up at Upton when Helen had stayed for the first time, asked to speak to Helen, and then told her off. 

I was Helen’s first serious boyfriend and there was an unspoken battle between her Mother and me over Helen’s affection. Her Mother didn’t really like me as I wasn’t a churchgoer and I was dragging her daughter away from the family home. 

“You’re getting too big for your boots!” Helen told me her Mum had shouted at her one day during an argument. 

Eventually, all her mini-skirts and her spiky high heels were closeted away in my rooms at Upton Hospital for Helen feared her Mother seeing her ‘dressed like a tart’. Ironically, this gave me the opportunity to take even more control over what Helen wore for I would take her back to my room and make her to change into the clothes stored in my wardrobe. Helen loved it. The frumpy days were well and truly over. 

Early on in the relationship I took Helen to Weston-Super-Mare for a weekend. On the Saturday night she wore her blue leather mini and a black top. We were walking back along the promenade after a night out in a club called ‘Stars’. It was a lovely evening with the sea crashing against the seawall and the smell of salt in the fresh air. As usual we were messing around and I threatened to spank her. She dared me to try, so I put her over the wide concrete wall and whacked her arse a few times. 

Of course, I was still going to the Writers’ Circle and was still seeing Emma on odd weeknights when I wasn’t out with Helen. On one occasion Emma’s parents had gone on holiday for the week and Emma invited me around to her parents’ house for a meal. I arrived straight from work. It was a Thursday night. Emma had gone to great efforts making me a lasagne and when I arrived at the door with my blue holdall she was dressed in a tight black pencil skirt and lovely silky red blouse. 

After a candlelit meal we sat on the sofa listening to soft music. Soon my hand was rubbing her large breasts, covered by the silky blouse, and the other hand ventured up her skirt, feeling the softness of her stockings, her suspenders, her flesh. It wasn’t long before I had her skirt up and we were making love on the sofa. I’ve always enjoyed making love to Page - 47
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a woman whilst she is wearing sexy clothes – feeling the material beneath my body. Later, we went upstairs and continued the session, even making love in the morning before I went to work. The following evening I went out with Helen for a quite drink in the Queen of England and then back to my room for another night of passion. 

One of the pleasing things about dating Helen and her metamorphose from frump to siren was that she started buying and wearing very soft, sensual lingerie and would always wear a night dress in bed, normally a peachy silky affair or a long white one. I loved going to bed with her and pulling up her nightdress and then making love. Especially in the middle of the night when Helen was still sleeping! This brought allegations from her that I just “helped myself” – I must confess all true. 

Although, I guess, it was a bit unkind to both girls I did enjoy the thrill of cheating. 

Sometimes, if I saw Helen during the week, I would have to drop her off at home, because of work the next day. On those occasions, I would pull up by some garages at the top of her road and we would make love on the back seat of my Rover. Then, perhaps, the following night, Emma would call for me so we could go out for a pre-arranged drink. Emma had an aversion to making love in the back of cars (something Helen enjoyed) so we would always end up back at my room for a steamy session. Emma lived in hope that I would ditch Helen, and I think Bernadette secretly hoped I would ditch them both and go back to her, for we had made love a couple of times after I had started seeing both Helen and Emma and occasionally I still saw her in the Queen, but having three women was too much for me and I soon stopped seeing her. 

Not surprisingly, dating both Helen and Emma meant that dressing was curtailed. Still, I managed to buy a camisole and the odd piece of lingerie and, slowly, I was developing my make-up skills with practice in front of the mirror on the odd nights when I wasn’t out with Helen or Emma. I bought a book on make-up to help me and enjoyed experimenting with different colours and shades. Often, after a make-up session I would dress. It was a fantastic feeling - prancing around my room dressed as a woman. 

Neither Helen nor Emma knew anything about this, of course and Emma never mentioned it but once when Helen and I lay in bed together she said, 

“Where’s all your fur gone?” 

“I don’t like hair,” I said dismissively. 

She never pursued the subject. I suppose, as she had met me shaved, she expected nothing else than to see a baldicoot body. I never really gave her an explanation as to my missing ‘fur’ and why I shaved and this was partly helped by another of Helen’s com-ments, 

“If I was blonde, I’d be a bimbo,” she once told me for poor Helen wasn’t the sharpest knife in the cutlery drawer. One evening I was sitting in a pub with her - as always she was dressed to the nines – when she looked down at her nails, which she was growing and had been manicured. 

“They’re like medallions,” she said. 

I picked up my pint and gulped down some brown liquid. “Say again?” 

“My nails are like medallions.” 
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Suddenly it dawned on me. “TALONS, Helen, not medallions!” 

I suppose Helen just accepted my hairless state as she accepted that I knew best when it came to women’s clothes and what she should wear. 

Still, on nights when we didn’t see each other – and I wasn’t seeing Emma - I was dressing. Typically, I would lock my bedroom door, get my case down from on top of the wardrobe, hang-up all my clothes in the wardrobe and fluff up my wig. Then I’d apply the make-up. Fortunately, the desk provided in the room was a bureau-type with a lift-up lid that had a mirror on the inside. Once, I had completed my make-up I’d put on a pair of knickers and suspender belt and stockings. Then for the corset I’d pull the laces tight, taking each hole at a time and

drawing the lace out bef-

ore moving on to the next

hole until the two sides of

the leather corset met in

the middle. Eventually, I

would reach the centre of

the corset and have two

long laces on either side. 

Then, I would grab hold of

the long laces as firmly as I

could. With my hands out

beside me I would pull... 

and pull and pull. As tight

as I could. I loved seeing

my waist constricted and

to add to the tightness I

would wrap the laces

around my body and tie

them at the front. In some

ways it was uncomfortable

and I couldn’t remain long

in the vice-like grip of the

corset but I loved looking

at my slim body and feel-

ing my pinched-in waist. 

Then for the blue, silky

camisole… I described one

very memorable occasion

when I dressed in my di-

ary, thus, 

 “I had everything on; 

 mascara, lipstick, the whole

 beautiful works, my waist

 was tightened into a waist

 clincher and the tape measure

Page - 49

DRESS CIRCLE

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

 that encircled it read ’28 glorious inches’. I pulled on the black vinyl skirt over the fishnet stockings and then buttoned up my silky, maroon blouse. Finally, I put on my vinyl jacket and shoes and that was it! 

 I paced up and down the room looking like a real girl. It’s difficult to lose a sense of yourself –

 your own feelings and who you are but looking at myself in the mirror I thought I had cracked it –

 even if the make-up was slightly over done. I felt so confident and alive that I picked up my key and placed it in my black handbag and walked to the door of my room, my heart fluttering like a spar-row’s wings. It was an impulse thing, completely unplanned – to walk – to walk.” 

For that night, for only the second time in my life, I left my room and stepped towards the fire escape door - dressed. The corridor was light with a number of windows, some of them broken. On reaching the fire escape door I opened it and left it on the catch. I started to trundle down the rusty iron stairs to the gravel at the bottom, my stilettos echoing off the metal. I walked passed the porter’s room. My shoes scuffed because they were too big. 

Still, I carried on walking, past the Red Cross hut and towards the back entrance of the hospital. A dog was sniffing around on a grass patch by the Red Cross hut and I knew, not far behind, would be the owner. I walked passed him with no more than a foot to spare. 

He took no notice of me. I kept my head down and scuffed on. I turned down the quiet side road that ran along side the hospital. A car drove passed, then reversed back up the street towards me, but fortunately its occupants didn’t bother me. I scuffed on. Then, three or four youths appeared around the corner, no doubt they had left the Wheatsheaf pub that was near to the front entrance of Upton Hospital. I was entrapped by parked cars, which meant I had to pass them at close proximity, my shoes scratching along the hard surface of the pavement as I had difficulty in picking up each loose shoe with my foot. My head was down, I wanted to run. Somehow I passed them. 

“Hey, chick!” one of them shouted as I cleared the last youth. 

I was terrified; I walked on, turned the corner and scuffed by the Wheatsheaf pub and then back into the grounds of the hospital. As I approached my accommodation block I thought I saw someone watching me from the laundry room but it was just a bag of laundry hanging in the window. Back up the clanky, iron staircase and home. 

Relief, relief, relief! I took my make-up off and undressed. All the time I feared a knock on the door – dreading that someone had seen me and followed me. I didn’t relax until I was back ‘in the male’ and could open my door and sidle up to the fire escape door to close and lock it. I thought ‘never again’ – but knew I would walk again – the adrenalin rush was sensational, better than anything. 

The next day at work I was constantly touching my face and looking in the toilet mirror to see if any make-up was visible. Fortunately, I had cleaned it all off. Years later, in another job, I absently wiped my face at work after a night of dressing and looked down at my hands in horror – there was flesh toned foundation all over my fingers, but, on this occasion, no one called, no one said a word. I had got away with it, just as I had got a way with my en femme debut all those years ago. 

If, socially, things were looking decidedly rosy with Helen and Emma and my dressing antics, then the party was spoiled by Smarts who was getting increasingly irritable and called me into his office one day to have a ‘serious talk’ with me. He had told me the night Page - 50
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before as I had left work (always on the dot of 5pm – understandably I never wanted to do overtime with so much going on in my social life) that I was in trouble and he wanted to see me the following morning. Of course, he done this to intimidate me and to give me a sleepless night. Tragically for him, the only sleeplessness nights I was getting were caused through my sexual and dressing antics. Me, worry about work? Never! 

By the time I went to the Smarts’ room I had been in post for eight months. I sat down at a chair beside his desk and waited for the tirade of abuse. It was delivered in his typically caustic style. He constantly rocked back and forth in his chair, threw pencils, rubbers and pens at invisible targets on the wall, pushed his chair violently away from the desk and shouted. Smarts loved to shout. And swear. He made accusations that I was in no position to deny. He said that I was a useless worker and I had absolutely no interest in the job. After this tirade, he said, 

“If you don’t find another fawking job then I’m going to take disciplinary… fawking…

action against you and make your life hell for you whilst it’s going fawking through.” 

“If it’s not already,” I thought. 

Smarts continued. “The best thing you can fawking do, is fawking leave. I’ll give you two months and then the disciplinary action starts, is that clear?” 

I was tempted to say, ‘As fawking clear as fawking crystal’ but I didn’t. I said nothing. 

Smarts hadn’t finished with me. “You’re fawking useless at this job and I think you should see a fawking shrink because I can’t believe you’re a fawking graduate. God, what do they do with degrees nowadays, give the fawking things away? Go back to your fawking room and start looking for another fawking job.” 

Here I should have been quick and said, “Fuck you very much, Smarts!” 

But the witty response deserted me. In fact, I slithered out of my seat, slightly disturbed by the ferocity of his anger and resentment and hoping I could gain alternative employment quickly. 

To be fair to Smarts, I had been a poor employee. I wasn’t at all interested in the job and I loathed the other people in the office; a sarcastic, immature Asian girl, two ex- consultants who sweated arrogance and an upper class twit with John Lennon spectacles. 

Once, I had fallen asleep in an important meeting where I was supposed to be taking the minutes after having had a steamy sex session with Emma the night before, just after I started dating Helen. You can imagine the ear bending I got from Smarts after that little misdemeanour and on another occasion, as secretary of a large committee (God Knows what – ‘The Paper Clip Collectors Sub-Committee’ or some such crap) I had been asked to invite a private consultant to one of our meetings and was given some dates by the Chair. I wrote the letter of invitation requesting the pleasure of Private Consultant Chappie’s pres-ence at the next meeting and had then promptly forgotten about it. Result? A bumptious private consultant turned up to the committee meeting with his secretary but he wasn’t on the agenda. This caused problems as Private Consultant Chappie demanded to be heard and said he had a letter, fortunately not with him, inviting him to attend the next meeting of the Paper Clip Collectors Sub-Committee. I sat next to the Chair (an NHS Consultant who worked in the same portakabin as me) denying all knowledge of any letter in true politician style. 
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“Well, someone, bloody-well invited me!” the Private Consultant Chappie fumed. 

In the end he had to leave the room whilst the rest of the committee voted, by a show of hands, on whether or not to let him have his say. Fortunately, the Private Consultant Chappie was allowed to speak but by this time he was so flustered he gave a brief outline of ‘life (and/or death) in the private healthcare sector’ and then left. 

I could almost hear him mumbling, “Fucking National Health Service, couldn’t organise a blood transfusion in a donor centre.” 

And the funny thing was it was all my fault! And then I wonder why I was sacked! 

As luck would have it, Balco, my friend from polytechnic, told me about a job in the North-east of England setting up a training venture for a union. 

Within a month of my conversation with Smarts I had left the NHS portakabin where I worked and my room in Slough and gone up to Middlesbrough. I persuaded Helen to leave the abysmal National Health Service as well. She found a far better paid job as a secretary in a more amenable and professional private sector company. Helen’s change of jobs provided me with the opportunity to assist her in updating her work clothes. I selected two suits for her, both strictly tailored and tight; one was in red and the other in black. 

So off I went. I packed my bags and set off for the Northeast in my company car. I was to be my own boss, travelling around engineering companies and meeting personnel and training managers to discuss training requirements. I rented out a large, ground floor flat in Stockton-on-Tees, which, I felt, would be ideal for dressing. Every new lodging I’ve ever looked at has been weighted up in terms of dressing and proximity of neighbours, etc. The flat had a dining room, hallway leading to a kitchen and a bedroom. At the back of the kitchen were a bathroom and a back door leading to a courtyard and alley. The flat was in an old terraced house and the rooms above were single bedsits, mostly occupied by young people claiming benefits. The place was quiet enough but the communal hall meant that the other occupants regularly stole my mail (something that’s been the bane of my life) and flooded my kitchen by forcing up the stopcock in the upstairs lavatory. I think they were jealous of someone with a job and a company car. 

By this time I had a blonde wig as well as the reddish one and I had space in my bedroom wardrobe for all my clothes – and during the week at least no one was going to see them in their so I didn’t have to keep them in the suitcase anymore. 

When I moved up North, the relationship with Emma fizzled out though she still kept in touch. However, I was still dating Helen even though the distance meant I could only see her weekends. That meant I could dress in peace during the week! 

For the first time I had my own bathroom and I could lie in a hot soapy bath tub until my digits became wrinkled as I shaved with a safety razor – pure, unadulterated luxury. 

The first weekend that I didn’t see Helen I drove into Middlesbrough and went on a shopping spree. First, I walked into a leather shop that was having a sale and purchased a black, knee length leather skirt (size 10) for £60. Next to Principles where I bought a white, silky blouse (size 14) for £25 and then on to Safeway for stockings and tights. I returned to Stockton, dropped off my goods and then went to Stockton town centre where I saw an Page - 52
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old fashioned little shop called ‘Undercover’. The bell jingled as I walked in. The lady behind the counter was matronly and friendly. She didn’t bat an eyelid when I asked for panties and a bra set, plus a creamy coloured negligee. I came back to my flat and ran myself a bath and added bubble bath. I then stretched out in the water and shaved my legs, arms and body. For the first time in my life I was properly shaven as trying to shave with the beard trimmer of my electric shaver had never been satisfactory. Having dried myself I wrapped the beautiful negligee around me and made myself up, using the bathroom mirror. I then went to the bedroom to dress. Perfect. Leather skirt, white blouse and blonde wig. A beautiful night. 

During my first weeks in Middlesbrough two work colleagues came up to help me sort out my office. First up was Balco who introduced me to a number of shop stewards in the engineering companies I was trying to sell training to. After work we went out for the night in Middlesbrough and, on the first night, we ended up taking a couple of blondes we met in a pub in Middlesbrough down to a nightclub in Redcar. Anyway, having paid for these two girls to get into the nightclub they vanished – only to return at the end of the night and invite us back to ‘theirs’. Balco and I joined them in the taxi, once again paying for the ride. We went inside ‘their’ house and had a coffee but the girls were acting strangely and kept leaving to make phone calls ‘down the road’. They weren’t on the phone, they said, and this was before the age of mobiles. Eventually, Balco and I got suspicious, realised it wasn’t going anywhere anyway and so went off and phoned for a mini cab. On the way back to my flat the driver said he knew the girls and they were a couple of

‘toe rags’. Apparently, neither of the two girls lived at the house he had collected us from. 

Strange. I wonder if they were setting us up to be mugged? 

Next to stay with me was the union’s computer boffin, a young, good-humoured Brummie lad called Neil. He fixed up my office computer during his two-day stint at my flat. One night, we went to Roker Park to see Sunderland play and the next went to the Mall nightclub in Stockton. I was instantly attracted to a thin faced, brunette woman in her mid twenties wearing a knee-length, black leather skirt. I got chatting to her. She said her name was Kate and she didn’t want a drink or to dance so we went and sat in a quiet booth and chatted. She told me that she worked in a shop, had married too young and was now very unhappy as her and her husband argued all the time but she had two children and didn’t want to break up the family. I told her about my own situation with Helen and suggested a mid-week affair; unfortunately, she didn’t take me up on the offer. 

I purchased my weekly shopping from Tesco in Stockton and that was where I encountered the first hostility to my transvestism. One day I slipped a pair of stockings in with my food purchases and the cashier, a rather obese woman with a shag of brown hair, must have guessed I was a TV for she rang the bell and held the stockings aloft. 

“Price of these?” she called. 

It could have been a coincidence but the next time I went in I smuggled Immac into my food pile. A different cashier said, 

“It’s a bit cold for shaving your legs.” 

Those embarrassments aside life in the North-east was good. Every evening I spoke to Helen on the phone and pretty much every time I spoke to her I was dressed in my full re-Page - 53
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galia –silky blouse, leather skirt, blonde wig, make-up... An advantage to having my own flat was that I also had my own phone, which meant I could trawl the local paper and look at any small ads that took my fancy. In Middlesbrough there were none of the ‘lady callers only’ phrases that are attached to so many adverts for ladies clothing in the London area. 

Once, I phoned a woman about a pair of boots. 

“What are they like?” I enquired. 

“Excuse me! That’s a question a lady should ask,” she responded rather sharply. 

I apologised and rang off. On another occasion I went to see a black taffeta ball gown. 

An elderly lady was selling it. She lived in a bungalow on the outskirts of Middlesbrough. 

I had gone to considerable trouble to view the dress as I had had a business appointment in Durham earlier, which had meant I had to rush back down the A1 (M). I arrived at the house and the grey-haired, respectable woman showed me to a bedroom where the dress was hung from a hook on the door. I felt the material between my fingers; it was beautiful, reminiscent of the black, strapless ball gown Princess Diana wore on the evening she attended her first official engagement with Prince Charles. 

“Is it for you?” the woman asked. 

“No,” I said, all affronted. My confidence drained, I didn’t buy the dress. 

Even so, I did make some big purchasing mistakes when it came to the small ads. I saw a wedding dress in the local paper and went around to a homely terraced house where the husband showed me photos of his wife on their wedding day whilst the wife unzipped the packaging that enclosed her wedding dress and their young child played on the living room floor. The dress was strapless and silky and the skirt was full, just my cup of tea. 

“Everyone said she looked beautiful,” the husband beamed. He was really proud. 

Great, I thought, but how will I look in your wife’s bloody dress? 

Of course, I couldn’t try it on, I just said I wanted it for a part I was playing in a local theatrical group. Anyway, I paid my money (£60) and took it home. Placing the dress on a hanger in the wardrobe, I got dressed; make-up, corset, wig – then for the dress. Too small, the zip wouldn’t budge up the back of the dress. I took it off and the next day took it to a charity shop. 

“I wore that black, leather mini-skirt you bought me to work the other day,” Helen proudly announced one Saturday evening whilst we were sitting in a pub in Stockton. “I had to wear a long coat over it so Mum wouldn’t see.” She paused for effect. “I got a lot of attention at work though.” 

“Yeh, I bet you did!” I rubbed my hand down my pint glass, I could hear the clatter of coins as someone fed the fruit machine; Helen was enjoying this male attention a little too much. Once, she told me a story about her new manager. Apparently, he was a womaniser and was having an affair with his secretary. His wife was pregnant and he used to phone her up and was very concerned about her welfare, whilst all the time sleeping with his mistress. One time, Helen and the rest of the employees went down the pub at lunchtime. 

The manager was sitting next to his mistress and opposite Helen. The manager started playing footsie with Helen, much to the annoyance of his mistress who gave Helen dirty looks so Helen said, quite loudly, 
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“Shall I move my foot, Mark?” not realising the manager was really playing footsie! 

Helen always told these stories as if she was the victim but I was beginning to have my doubts. 

Sometimes, when we went out together, she wouldn’t wear knickers or a bra. On one occasion we were holidaying in Scotland and one of my work colleagues, McFadden, invited Helen and I to stay at his house in Glasgow. After we had arrived we all trooped off to a Working Men’s Club: Helen, me, my colleague, his wife and two of their friends. 

Helen wore a tight fitting top and matching skirt – minus knickers and bra. When we came back from the club Helen was feeling tired and went up to bed. Our host, a big, burly Scotsman, followed a short while after whilst I munched on some chicken legs that his wife had prepared. I went up stairs a little later to catch McFadden leaving the guest room where Helen and I were staying. 

“She couldn’t work the light,” he explained, but when I entered the room Helen was sitting on the bed, forlorn. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“He came up behind me and groped me,” she said. 

I reacted quite angrily and had a muted, drunken exchange with McFudden on the landing – muted because his wife was downstairs. McFudden, who could hold his drink, didn’t rise to the bait. He told me it was nonsense and that I should go to bed and sleep off the whiskies he had plied me with. 

Although he shouldn’t have done it sometimes Helen’s clothes were too provocative. 

Once when I was back in the south for the weekend I promised to take Helen out for a meal. I collected her from Slough and took her back to my parents’ house where we got changed before going out. Helen came out of the bathroom dressed in a leather suit, a combination of a minuscule tan coloured mini-skirt and a matching jacket. 

“I bought it last week. What do you think?” 

Stunning. We went for a drink before the meal and everyone seemed to be leering at Helen, which made me feel distinctly uncomfortable. Helen made a play of pulling down her skirt – as if there was enough material to allow her to cover her knees. She smiled broadly at me. God, I’d really let the genie out of the bottle! 

Then, just before Christmas Helen gave a demonstration of her temperamentality. She came up to the Northeast with her Mum to go shopping in the Metro Centre, Gateshead. I collected Mother and daughter from Sunderland station, as Helen’s Mum intended staying with relatives in the city. I then drove them both up to the shopping complex for a day of dull shopping. Dull because Helen’s Mum was there to curtail our purchases. We spent ages shuffling along behind Helen’s Mum who seemed to take an inordinate amount of time in each shop. Finally, Helen lost her temper and there was a sharp exchange of words between Mother and daughter. The whole thing happened so quickly I could scarcely believe it. The next thing I knew, Helen had turned on her high- heel and was walking across the concourse – without me. I had to run to catch her up and when I did she insisted that I take her back to Stockton – leaving her Mum in the shopping centre! I did as I was told. 

Life has taught me that there is no point in reasoning with an already angry woman –
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though it was a fantasy of mine for years after the incident that I stayed with Helen’s Mum and we discussed what should happen to Helen. We then met Helen back at my car, I took her back to my room in Stockton and soundly spanked her – with her Mother’s approval. 

Helen phoned her Dad to tell him about the row with her Mum and to say she was staying with me for a few extra days (I think she feared the wrath of her mother!), that meant Helen and I got our opportunity for Christmas shopping after all. We wandered around shops in Stockton and Middlesbrough browsing at clothes. Helen wanted a party dress to wear to her office Christmas dinner/dance. Unfortunately, it was to be held on a workday evening so I couldn’t attend because of the distance. Still, I enjoyed looking at her in different dresses and visualising her at her office party. It was especially nice when she came out of the changing room and said, “What do I look like in this?” or “Does this one suit me?” 

Eventually, I found her a lovely, bluey green silk dress in Debenhams. It had classic styling, strapless with a tight bodice and full skirt, lifted by layers of net. 

“That’s the one, Helen,” I said as soon as I saw it on the hanger. She tried it on and came out of the changing room looking wonderful. She pirouetted and smiled; clearly she liked it too. I waited for her to change then took the dress to the counter. How I wished I could wear it. 

As a sort of compensation, whilst touring the Ladies Department of Debenhams with Helen, I’d spied a lovely black Danimac coat which I purchased a few days later. The coat was fantastic even though it was slightly large. The funny thing was, I didn’t have to pay for it as the in-store card that I had signed up to as a way of getting a discount off the coat was stolen by one of the people in the flats above mine when it was mailed out to me. He or she had then used it and run up an enormous bill. I told Debenhams I had never received the card and the whole debt was cancelled. 

What with Helen in her party dress and me in me Danimac coat, my black leather skirt and white Principles blouse, it was going to be a great Christmas. That was until I got myself embroiled in the infamous ‘Stockton Taxi Incident’. 


CHAPTER EIGHT

It was just like the old days. I planned to have a day off work and go to a village called Guisborough where I had located a small dress shop called Philippa Jane’s that sold cocktail, and evening dresses. The aim was - and this was ambitious to say the least - to go to the shop dressed as an attractive, young lady and, after trying on half the stock in the shop, actually buy a ball-gown. Such a scenario had always been a dream of mine and one of my favourite ‘dressing’ fantasies. What about the voice? I hear you say. What about the deportment? What about  everything?  That didn’t figure in my madcap, off-the-wall, zany, wild, mental, foolish, deranged scheme. The fantasy of going into a changing room and trying on a lovely dress completely transfixed me and the fact that I would, in all certainty, be read by the assistant and assorted others along the way and probably not be served at all didn’t even cross my mind. 
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It was late November 1989. The day before the ‘big day’ I creamed my legs and arms with Immac to make them perfectly smooth. I then prepared my clothes. I tried on my new pair of black patent shoes with 3” heels, they were a perfect fit. Fortunately, I’ve been blessed with small feet (size 7) so can I buy women’s shoes off the shelf. I got my Danimac coat out of the wardrobe and I then laid out all the other things I intended wearing: my silky blue camisole, white blouse, skirt, bra, panties, stockings, suspenders and corset. On the day itself I awoke at 6am. I bathed and then I greased back my hair. I wet-shaved, moisturised and then powdered my face. It took two hours to apply make-up. Next, I pulled on my blonde wig. I’ve always liked looking like a girl before I start dressing; so, having finished in the bathroom, I wrapped my negligee around me and walked to the bedroom where my en femme clothes were neatly placed. I took each article of clothing that was either laid out on the bed or hanging on a hanger in the wardrobe and watched my reflection in the mirror as I dressed. 

I put on my panties, pulled up my stockings, attached my suspenders, tightened myself into a corset, fixed my bra, added fillers into the two pouches, pulled on a blue silk camisole, buttoned up my white silk blouse, stepped into my black leather skirt and popped the button before pulling up the zip. Finally, I slipped into my shoes. Then for the finishing touches; I applied false nails, earrings, jewellery and perfume. 

After many glances in the bathroom and the bedroom mirrors I put on my Danimac coat, buttoned it up, tied the belt, picked up my handbag and opened my door. Having locked it, I walked out into the communal hall, down the short corridor and out of the front door onto the path, bathed in warm winter’s sun. 

I strolled to the end of the path not feeling as nervous as I had expected. A woman pushed a pram around the corner and a car was reversing. Neither seemed to take much notice. I walked on. A sense of calm and tranquillity enveloped me. I’d convinced myself I looked good. I made my way along the street to a cab company called Jet Taxis who had a corner office. I had decided that a taxi was a better option than my white company car as it had a logo on the side, clearly identifying the union I worked for. Anyway a taxi was more fun. I walked up the steps of the taxi office, pushed open the door and walked in. Two Asian men were playing pool. They stopped. Gapped. Amazed. Mouths dropping to the green beige of the pool table. A small, plump, pimple-faced blonde girl of maybe twenty-years old stood behind the customer service hatch; her eyes never left me as I made my slow, deliberate approach, walking, I hoped, like a model on a cat walk. I reached the hatch. She looked me in the eye, holding my mascara covered eyelashes and immaculately made up face in her sight, drinking in my feminine beauty – just as the two Asians were doing. She smiled, I smiled. Then, in a coarse Northeast accent asked, 

“Where do you wanta go to, Mister?” 

Downfall, downfall, downfall and so early. “A horse, a horse, my kingdom for a fucking horse,” I felt like saying in true Shakespearean tragic fashion. In fact I said, 

“Guisborough.” My voice was so soft it was almost inaudible. 

“To where?” 

“Guisborough.” 

“Where?” 
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“Guisborough,” I squeaked. 

The younger of the two Asians, who had been playing pool, said he’d take me. 

“Thank you,” I said in a malish voice which sent the other, older Asian and the girl controller into fits of laughter. The Asian’s hands slipped down his pool cue as he covered his face to conceal his mirth. I felt like crying. 

I followed the first driver out to his car and got into the back. I wanted to go home. To abort. Mission abandoned. But the car was speeding out of Stockton with me sitting pas-sively on the backseat, shaking with fear and perspiring like an Eskimo in a Turkish bath during an Istanbul heat wave. All I wanted to do was pull my wig off, ditch my nails and my stupid clothes and dive for cover behind the thickest shrubbery on the planet. And I couldn’t even grip the door handle to release some of my tension; those nails, those damned stupid false nails. 

All the time the young, slim driver was making furtive glances in his rear view mirror. 

I wondered if I would end up being taken to Guisborough or a police station. A police station seemed more likely because the driver had not a clue where Guisborough was and constantly asked me directions. I replied in a mincing voice -mimicking a kind of camp Kenneth Williams on speed. 

When we finally reached the outskirts of the town I told him about the shop and he couldn’t find that either and had to jump out of the car to ask pedestrians the way. The problem was it was now lunchtime and the streets were packed with school children and shoppers. Finally, we arrived in the High Street but couldn’t find Philippa Jane’s dress shop. In the end, the taxi driver told me to get out and try and find it myself. Fearing he might drive off and I would be marooned in this tiny market town with no way back, I told him to wait. I eased out of the car seat and ran along the street looking for the shop. 

And yes, I do mean ran – 3inch heels, in a tight black skirt, in a Danimac coat, I  ran. 

My nerves had been shredded by the, “Where to, Mister?” The last thing I wanted to do was to be ridiculed on the streets of this market town in the middle of winter. I ran blindly for a while, then looked at a couple of shop doors whilst a couple of hundred (or so it seemed) people stared at me. The thing with being a transvestite is that there’s no hiding place - if you get caught, you get caught, you get caught - for ‘getting read’ is too tame an expression for what happened to me in Guisborough. Just writing about it now, over fifteen years later, makes my palms clammy and my heart pulsate. 

Having glanced at two or three shops, I ran back to the car and demanded that the driver take me back to Stockton. I was now sweating and flustered and I could hear laughter – lots of laughter - and I could see people staring at me from across the road. So this was what it was like to be a freak. 

The driver, being a friendly sort, became really concerned that he had driven me all this way for nothing and that I couldn’t find the shop. He tried to be helpful. He asked me to tell him exactly where the shop was and so I pulled a tatty advertisement out of my handbag. He took the piece of paper and got out of the car. I buried my head in my hands and prayed. 

“Dear, dear God get me out of here. I promise  never  to dress in women’s clothes again. 

Dear God, I’m so, so sorry,” I prayed. 
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Mr Taxi Driver, meanwhile, had walked up to a bunch of sixth formers, who were standing near the boot of the car. He conversed with them. His window was down and I could hear laughter and the word ‘transvestite’ being bandied about as if it were a disease. 

Obviously it didn’t apply to the taxi driver, who may have looked good in a dress, but at that moment was dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt. He came back to the car and got in. He shrugged. 

“Can’t find. You want to go and look again?” 

“Please,” I said, gripping the back of his seat so tightly four false nails came unstuck from my cuticles and dropped down the back of his chair, “take me home.” 

On the way back, all I could think about was getting inside my flat, locking the door, undressing and lying in a warm bath. The friendly driver continued to make furtive glances in his rear view mirror. At one point the controller’s voice came on the radio, 

“Have you dropped him off yet?” 

Embarrassed silence for a few seconds, followed by, 

“How much did you charge him?” 

“£10,” the driver said softly. 

Again the girl’s voice came back on the radio. She obviously thought he had dropped me off. “It should have been £7. Buy us fish and chips on the way back!” Laughter crackled over the radio. 

The driver looked in the mirror and shrugged as if to say, what’s £3? What he didn’t realise was that I’d have paid him £50,000 and regular instalments of £1,000 a month to be back in doors and lying in my bath. 

Still, when he pulled up outside my Shaftesbury Street address he only charged me £5. 

I guess he felt sorry for me. I got out of the taxi and ran indoors with as much dignity as I could muster – which was none. Fortunately for me, the post thieves from upstairs weren’t on their way out and I was able to walk unhindered to my own front door. Once inside I locked it, undressed and jumped in the bath. Thank God, I was home. Safe. An important lesson learned -  fantasy never becomes reality.  But when it does it’s better than that as you will see later. 

After a while I left the bath, dried myself and then went to my wardrobe to hang up the skirt and blouse. I’ve always loved the warmth that female clothes have after extended wear, the leather skirt felt particularly nice to my touch. Curiously, years later that very same skirt would get someone else into trouble when they went on a shopping trip. You see, it wasn’t me, it was the skirt - it was jinxed. 

I put on my male clothes that suddenly felt so good. As I left the house to go to work for the afternoon (there was no way I could have stayed in the flat) a taxi was parked on the corner. The Asian driver watched me go. I got into my car and drove down to the bottom of the street so I wouldn’t have to pass him. I then turned right along the cobbled path between the rows of terraced houses and back onto the main road. 

When I came home from work there were no taxis near the house and there were no other repercussions from my act of mindless recklessness – except one. When I was leav-Page - 59
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ing the flat just before Christmas and packing up my car to go to a small bedsit around the corner that was cheaper, two working-class men, hands stuffed in donkey jackets, came out of a neighbouring house and walked up their path. When they reached the gate one turned to the other and said, in a voice too loud for my liking, 

“I see the transvestite’s leaving us.” 

I moved to a small bedsit because, by then, I knew my employment contract was going to expire in the February of the following year and that it would not be renewed. So, instead of looking for another job, I had started planning a trip around the world with my brother. Helen was not amused and, as the weeks passed, her mood deteriorated. 

Just before I moved out of my ground floor flat, Helen and I went shopping in Newcastle-upon-Tyne. As we walked around the centre I told her I was keen to buy a pair of leather trousers. We went to a large leather emporium and I asked the young, slim assistant which trousers on the rack were men’s and which were ladies. She said it didn’t matter and handed me two pairs of trousers; one pair were men’s the other pair ladies. Guess which pair I bought? It was a pair of size 14 ladies’ leather strides. Of course, to go with the trousers I needed a pair of boots, so, next we went to a small shoe shop and I picked up a pair of ladies’ ankle boots in a size 7. They were a ‘pixie’ style with winkle-picker toes and a turned down trim. 

“What do you think of these, Helen?” I said in all innocence. 

“They’re ladies,” she said. 

“Yes, but I think they would go…” 

A mature female assistant approached. She had a shock of white and black hair. 

“Can I help?” she enquired. 

“Thanks. Can I have the other one to this, please?” I asked. 

The assistant huffed but took the boot. 

“They’ll look good under the trousers,” I said as way of explanation to Helen. 

“I suppose they’re not much different from men’s,” she said. 

When the assistant came back I tried the low-heeled boots on. They fitted so I bought them. As I paid I was still trying to explain myself to the assistant. 

“I’ve just bought a pair of leather trousers and…” 

The assistant stared straight passed me as she handed the change over. She had sussed out that I was a transvestite, even if my girlfriend hadn’t. Occasionally, Helen would say things like, ‘You take a lot of interest in women’s clothes,’ or ‘I bet your mother thinks it’s me that likes leather, not you.’ (The latter was said with real venom when we were having a row). Or, once when I had made love to her, still wearing my leather trousers, she said, 

‘Was it the leather that turned you on?’

But she never suspected, or if she did, she never said. 

That evening, following the day’s shopping in Newcastle, I saw an example of Helen’s flirtatiousness. We went to a nightclub in Stockton called The Mall and Helen dressed in her tan leather suit and a black top. I went to the toilet and when I came back, I saw some Page - 60
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youth wearing a jacket and a kipper tie chatting to her. I stood watching; Helen was laugh-ing and fiddling with the necklace around her neck. She made no effort to tell the lad she was with someone. In the end, I went up to her and the lad disappeared into the crowd. 

She told me he had touched her bum and asked her where she was from. I suppose I had had too much to drink for I took Helen by the wrist and led her back to my rented flat. 

Once there we argued and she stalked off to the bathroom. I followed her, caught her by the arm, pushed her over the sink and gave her rump a few healthy smacks. I then went to bed. Helen emerged about half an hour later in her peach coloured negligee, rubbing her buttocks, 

“That hurt,” she said. Even so, we still made love. 

I went back to the south for Christmas, after which, Helen, my brother, my friend, Dave and his girlfriend, Louise, and I visited some student friends of mine in North London. Two of them, Gunn and another lad, had just come back from India and were keen to relate tales about what to expect there. We had booked the ‘Global Trip’ by this time and were due to depart in March. Helen spent the whole evening sitting on my knee, not saying a word. I could tell she was in a bad mood. When the dope circulated her mood wors-ened. 

Later, we went upstairs to a messy, single bed. At 4am I heard a noise and awoke to find Helen dressed in her jeans and jumper, packing her bag. 

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked. 

“I’m not staying here, it’s too dirty, I can’t sleep – I’m going to find a hotel.” 

I couldn’t believe it. This was the early hours of the morning in Edmonton, North London, one of the most violent and dangerous places in Europe. 

I jumped out of bed and grabbed hold of Helen before she could get out of the door. 

“Get back into bed before I spank you,” I said. She did as she was told and once back in bed I was aroused so I made love to her. I just loved playing the role of the masterful male. 

It was such an antidote to the ‘dressing’ and the ultra- feminine clothes I liked to wear. The macho posturing was a way for me to compensate for my feminine side. Helen often said she liked macho men: policeman, soldiers and firemen. She had actually dated a soldier briefly before we had met. I suppose, after my years of loneliness at Polytechnic, I wasn’t prepared to give her up because I appeared too soft. I can still recall a girl I fancied telling me that I was ‘too nice a guy to date.’ One of Helen’s biggest, unintentional compliments to me came one night after we had watched something on television. 

“I can’t imagine you being gay; you’re just not a feminine guy at all,” she said. 

Look in my wardrobe, love, I thought. I’ve always been good at hiding my double life and presenting as a ‘normal’ good-humoured, heterosexual male free from hang-ups and problems. Still, I take you back to my fantasy – me, a single guy living in a flat, scoring with lots of different girls and going out dressed. It nearly happened in Stockton, for in truth I chatted up quite a few girls in the North-east but never quite cracked it. 

Despite my threats, Helen’s moodiness continued unabated. She was finding ways of getting back at me for leaving her to go around the world with my brother. In retrospect I can see how selfish I was but back then I saw nothing wrong with it. I expected Helen to Page - 61
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wait for me and then expected that we would settle down together. That was if I could ever find a way to tell her about my dressing. Anyway, she became more and more flirtatious and, that New Year’s Eve, when we were down Dave’s local pub in the Southeast celebrating the mid-night chimes, Helen again showed me she couldn’t be trusted. At the end of the night, when everyone was filing out of the pub, a tall, bearded New Zealander who worked behind the bar came up to me. 

“Hey, mate, don’t keep her all to yourself,” he said. 

He then promptly grabbed hold of Helen, wrapped his arms around her waist and gave her a long passionate snog, at one point even lifting her off the floor – Helen didn’t seem to put up much resistance, in fact she responded in kind. 

Things were becoming very uneasy between us. Two weeks before my brother and I left for Egypt, Helen and I were at my brother’s rented house in Leicester. Helen and I had gone out for a meal whilst my brother had gone to a club with some friends. We came back early in the hope of having sex in the back room which was where Rob had said we could stay. Once again Helen had worn her tan leather suit and I had worn my leather trousers and boots. Neither of us had been drinking and the night went pretty well until we got back to my brother’s rented house and went up stairs to bed, 

“I’m going to sleep with other men whilst you’re going around the world,” Helen suddenly announced when we were alone in the bedroom. 

I slapped her face. Helen was stunned, I said I was sorry and tried to make up to her. 

The next morning she said. “I shouldn’t have said that last night. I thought you were going to make love to me after you slapped me.” 

My brother and I travelled for six months, taking in Egypt, India, Nepal, Hong Kong, China, Thailand, Malaysia, Singapore, Indonesia, Australia and America. In India Rob and I got conned into buying some carpets and gems which added a few thousand pounds onto our credit cards and in Indonesia I nearly drowned on Kuta beach in Bali after being sucked out to sea by a strong undertow. I really thought my number was up. Some Australian surfers glibly told me to swim along the coast and back in to avoid the undertow –

this as I bobbed up amongst them whilst drowning. I swam on but I was getting pulled further and further out and gulping down salty seawater. It’s a strange experience to look at a beach and know you’ve not got the strength or the stamina to make it back, that, in fact you’re going to die. The intelligent part of the brain can assess the information before you logically: too far out, tired, waves too large; whilst at the same time the survival instinct says:  Panic! 

I splashed away aimlessly until my Guardian Angel arrived in the form of an Indonesian surfer who saw my plight and swam towards me with his surfboard. He told me to grab hold of the end and swam me back to the shore. I went to thank him for saving my life but, instead, spewed up several gallons of Pacific seawater. Later Rob and I read the Lonely Planet guide and realised that we’d been sunbathing on the wrong part of the beach and that every year a few people are drowned on the area of the beach we were on. 

If it hadn’t have been for my Indonesian friend I would have been one of them. 
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Other than those two incidents it was a successful trip. The two ‘transvestite’ highlights occurred in India and Thailand. 

In Bangkok I persuaded my brother to see a transvestite show (Holiday Fantasy). Now there were lads who really could pass in public! And in Bombay, India, we saw transvestite prostitutes in saris on Falkland Street. Also, in Bombay, a teenage lad came up to me whilst I was leaning against some iron railings, staring out to sea. The lad started feeling the hairs on my arms as if he were grooming a monkey. Of course, the hair had grown back by then and was crying out for a dose of Immac. 

“You shave your arms,” the lad said. 

It was a remarkably perceptive comment and I still wonder how he knew. At the time I was just pleased my brother didn’t hear. 

Helen wrote to say that she had finished with me but six months later, when I arrived back in the UK, I took her to Tenerife for two weeks and we got back together. She’d been as good as her word though, and had been unfaithful to me with two men whilst I had been away: a policeman and her best friend’s separated brother who was some years older than her and a bit of a womaniser. I never knew the true tale about what had happened with the latter but the story Helen told me went like this. Helen’s best friend, Rebecca, had moved to Bournemouth with her elderly parents who ran a care home. Helen and I had visited Rebecca there once before; anyway, whilst I was away, Helen had visited Rebecca again and Rebecca’s half-brother, Mark, who Helen had never met before, happened to be visiting. Apparently, Mark lived in Bournemouth and offered to take the two young ladies out to a nightclub. He was in his thirties and a builder who lived in a large Victorian terrace which he was renovating, whilst his estranged wife lived on the third floor. Rather than disturb the residents in the care home, he offered Rebecca and Helen a room in his house for the night. Helen confessed to me that she had had a slow dance and a lingering kiss with Mark down the nightclub and that when the three of them came back to his house they had sat downstairs drinking and talking into the early hours. Mark’s estranged wife had knocked on the ceiling because they were making so much noise. Helen also told me that the next morning the estranged wife and Rebecca ignored her and gave her dirty looks – I assumed from this that Helen had been unfaithful. The policeman Helen was less coy about; as far as she was concerned, at that stage we had split up and he was her boyfriend. 

I moved back to Slough when we returned from Tenerife and tried to patch things up but it didn’t work out. Helen thought I was applying too much pressure to her and wanted some time on her own. Finally, when my temporary job in Slough finished, I went to live with my parents. I still saw Helen at weekends and at least once in the week but things had changed. Even so, she still maintained an element of her submissiveness. That November, I went around to her parent’s house to take her back to Croydon for a friend’s firework party. Helen, as was usual, wasn’t ready. 

I went upstairs to use the toilet and saw Helen in her bedroom; she came out, wearing jeans and a thick jumper. 

“James,” she said, “what do you want me to wear tonight, training shoes or boots?” 

That was the Helen of old and I loved it. 
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“Boots,” I said decisively, “wear your boots.” 

Seconds later I heard the zips of her high-heeled boots being drawn up the side of her legs. 

On another occasion we were staying at my parents’ house. I think it was my dad’s re-tirement meal. Anyway, Helen slept in my bed, my sister in my brother’s bed (He was still in the States), me in my sister’s room and my sister’s boyfriend downstairs. On the Sunday morning I was laying in bed waiting for my sister’s boyfriend to finish in the shower. I knew everyone else was up, apart from Helen who was not good in the mornings. On a whim I decided to wake up Helen and pulled on my boxers and padded across the landing into my old bedroom. My bed was closest to the door, the curtains were drawn, I crept in. Helen was sound asleep. I slipped off my boxers and gently lifted the covers. In a moment I was in bed and on top of her. Naturally, she started to stir. I lifted her nightdress and slipped my erect penis into her. 

“Wh…wh…what’s going on?” she pleaded. “Get off me!” 

It was too late. I had my wicked way with her before she was properly awake. 

Later, she came down to breakfast, her hair wet from her shower, wearing tight jeans; she ignored me and just spoke to the rest of my family. As I took her home she accused me of “helping myself” and said she was annoyed as she hadn’t wanted me to make love to her, and what if my mum or dad had come in? 

That Christmas I was working, again temporarily, as an accounts controller for a mobile phone company. Helen had a new job too – as a PA in a large corporation. Her manager really liked her and one day gave her a company coat. It was a large, men’s vinyl jacket with the company logo on it. Helen loved wearing it to work (I suspect because it hid her mini-skirts from her mum!) – she also enjoyed wearing a black bomber jacket of mine which I had left at her house one time. We were in London, Christmas shopping and had stopped for a coffee. I mentioned her liking for these two men’s coats and also the fact she was dressed in jeans that day. 

“You know what, Helen,” I said, biting into a Chelsea cake. “You’re a transvestite.” 

“What’s a transvestite?” she asked. 

“Someone who enjoys dressing in the clothes of the opposite sex.” 

She sat silently for a minute. “You don’t really think that, do you?” 

I laughed. “No, Helen, I don’t.” 

A couple of weeks later it was her company’s Christmas party and she asked me to collect her from work so we could both go back to her colleague’s house to change. The colleague had kindly agreed to let us stay the night there. 

Typically, on a Friday night, the M25 was grid locked and I arrived late at the company’s Slough premises. Helen had left and gone back to her colleague’s house. The security guard gave me directions to the venue for the Christmas party and said it was best if I made my way straight there and meet up with Helen later. This was before the age of the mobile phone and there was no way of contacting Helen, as I had no address or phone number for her friend. . 

Page - 64

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

I got to the restaurant, changed in the toilet and went to join the other guests who were filing in. I found our table, sat down and waited; and waited. 

Helen and the couple we were supposed to be staying with were late. Very late. The place was soon full and the people on our round table were asking me whom I was with. 

There must have been two hundred odd people in the company, including the directors, plus assorted partners. We ordered our starters and, as I was eating, I suddenly noticed that the place became quiet, heads started to turn. Someone wolf whistled. A couple were walking down the steps into the restaurant, conservatively dressed. But then I saw her, trailing behind, her hair fluffed up, and a broad smile on her face. Helen came up to our table and stood by the spare chair beside me. She was beaming, milking all the male attention she was getting. 

“This is my Christmas outfit,” she said to me as she stood by me. I was speechless. My eyes ran from toe to head. Red stilettos. Bare legs. Red leather mini-skirt. Thick, red belt around her waist – larger at the front and then tapering behind to a thin, silver buckle. A creamy, white camisole top through which you could see her white, lacy bra and large breasts. She looked amazing, but typical Helen, it wasn’t quite the right attire for a company Christmas meal, not with Directors and their staid wives present. Still, she had come a long way from her days of being a frump – perhaps too far. 

Back at her friends’ house, we sat around talking and drinking; finally I got Helen up stairs. I unbuckled her belt and sat her on the bed. Then I bent down and pushed up her mini skirt - as always with Helen there were no panties to pull down. I fell on top of her, my hands feeling her large breast through her silky top; the soft leather of her skirt rubbed against my thighs. I was in estacy; I knew Helen had been unfaithful, had cheated on me but I didn’t care. I was a transvestite making love to a beautiful woman who was wearing the clothes I fantasised about wearing. I thought about the “Stockton Taxi Incident” – on balance I was pleased I had been born a transvestite. Damned pleased. 

 To be contintued…
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