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ST. VALENTINE’S DAY

PRANK

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO


Chapter One

This morning I received a Christmas card from Spencer. I receive a card like this every year which means every year I feel sad. My barriers come crashing down as I recall those awful, awful events of the late Fifties which started with an innocent practical joke and ended up by altering the whole course of my life. 

The dust has finally settled on those painful events that took place some fifty-odd years ago in 1955. I feel it is finally time to put pen to paper and tell the whole horrible story. 

First, though, I must ask you to excuse my writing. I am not a man of letters and I got little in the way of qualifications at school so I apologise for any ill-fitting phrases or badly strung-together or clumsy sentences. Such as it is, the story will out. 

My name is Kenneth Staunton and I was born in 1937 to a middle-class family who re-sided in Surrey, England. The Second World War was raging as I grew up; Mother retired to the country to live with relatives during the war so we escaped, as a family, largely unscathed. I had an older sister, Susan, who was two years my senior; we weren’t close. 

At the end of the war, the family got back to normal. Father returned from doing his bit in the RAF (he had a desk job) and went to work in the City. Mother, meanwhile, went back to baking and cleaning and keeping the house tidy – the traditional British housewife. 

Then came 1955 – Elvis Presley and the birth of Rock ‘n’ Roll. Susan worked as a secre-tary and spent all her pay on clothes. Every Saturday night, she was down at the Lacarno Page - 3
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Club and danced the night away with a string of admirers, each competing for her favours. Inevitably she would wind up getting into trouble with Father for coming home late. On more than one occasion, I crept out of bed and peered through the banisters when Susan returned home. Father would always wait up for her and bellow as soon as he heard her key in the latch, 

“SUSAN! Get in here!” 

Susan would walk to the study, not a care in the world. She would then be subjected to the most awful scolding and occasionally a sharp smack, slap or spanking that sent her scurrying to her room in tears and me back to my room to play with the one-eyed snake. I know it sounds perverted but I actually enjoyed it when Susan got into trouble. She was so bossy and full of herself, I just loved it when Father took her down a peg or two. Susan was slim, blonde, flirtatious. She had a lot of admirers; maybe I was a bit jealous of all the attention she got, how lads would pretend to be my friend but would really just want to meet Susan. In short, I didn’t like her and she didn’t like Father. That is where the story begins. 

I was rather gawky and self-conscious; I worked as a telegram boy for the Post Office –

the GPO - delivering telegrams around town. When my story opens, I had been employed there for three years, having left school at fifteen. 

Mother wasn’t particularly fashion conscious so it was Susan who opened my eyes to a new world of female clothing and behaviour. Hair curlers, perms, nail varnish, girdles, stockings and suspenders, perfume, the dents her stilettos made in the lino. It all intrigued me, as did the rustle of her skirts, the smoothness of the silk of her slips that hung on the dryer by the open fire or the nightdress and negligee she sometimes wore on a Sunday morning when having breakfast after a late night out. Not that I got to see her more inti-mate things, you understand but I did get to smell her shampoo and perfume and soap. I would know where she was by the rustle of skirts and gaze amazed at her small waist constricted with a large waspie belt. I got to see her coquettishness and experience her moods, her crying on the bed, her passion for boys, he bossiness, her rudeness, her slamming of doors, her selfishness. Her tantrums. 

Mother and Father soon came to the conclusion that they had one of those new-fangled

“delinquent teenagers” on their hands and tried to rein her in. Mother supported Father but always stood behind him as she was too mousy and timid to get involved. Father doled out the punishments: verbal warning, slipper or hand spanking, banishment to bedroom, no food – it was fairly common fare for a Fifties family. 

Out of all her admirers, two were the most persistent. First was the brash and boastful Danny, who was tall and good looking and with whom she had a few dates. Second was Spencer who was 21, just down from Oxford University and a bit of a geek. Spencer and his parents went to church every Sunday and we would often meet in the congregation and talk to him. Spencer would look admiringly at Susan who, of course, loved the attention. Father didn’t like Danny who he blamed for leading Susan astray and wanted her to form an attachment with Spencer who was the “right sort of boy.” Apart from flirting, Susan had no intention of dating Spencer. 
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In contrast to Susan, I was liked by Mother and Father. I did as I was told, I did not answer back, I did not have mood swings or throw tantrums. I was a good boy – albeit one who had a carefully honed sense of humour – a product of reading Beano when younger. 

By the time I was a teenager, I loved Marvel comics and I used to lay on my bed reading Crimefighters  and  Spythriller,  not realising that my world was about to turn into its very own comic strip. 

To be honest, the practical joke was not something I thought up on my own. Quite often, my friend Frank would come around on a Saturday after we had finished work at mid-day. We would get together to make models of World War Two aircraft. Because Father had been in the RAF, I loved flying and reading books about planes. Anyway, we were in my room and I was telling Frank about “sis” (who I must admit, fascinated me with all her comings and goings and tantrums). Frank said:

“Why not send this Spencer character a Valentine’s card and pretend it's from her?” 

This seemed like a great hoot; planning the joke took up the rest of the afternoon. We went out and bought a card, then Frank wrote it, putting a number of little “clues” in the card. One was that it was from “the girl who lives behind the big brown door.” Another was, “You’ll see me again when the bells are pealing”. If that wasn’t enough, I secretly popped it into Spencer’s jacket pocket when it lay folded up on the pew in front of us at church that Sunday. 

Frank had come up with a little phrase to really get Spencer’s hopes up; it went, “On Saturday, 19th, knock on the door at 7 PM and I will be in heaven!” 

Monday was St Valentine’s Day and Susan got about three or four cards (one from Spencer). The week passed and I had forgot about the card sent to Spencer – or at least Frank’s invitation. 

That was until Saturday night. I saw Susan sitting on her dressing table stool making up her face – she was going out. My heart missed a beat as I recalled Frank’s invitation and looked at my watch – 7 PM. 

Dead on time, Spencer knocked on the door. Mother opened it with a cheery, “Hello, Spencer.” 

From my vantage point on the landing, I watched as he was welcomed into the house and Father offered him a drink. 

Susan was still busy in front of her mirror, the wireless was on and she probably had not heard the door. As she got up and took her coat and handbag from the bed, I scurried into my bedroom. I heard her slow descent and another knock on the door – Danny. 

I don’t know how shocked Susan was to see her two admirers, one emerging from the dining room and the other by the front door but it must have been a moment of total confusion. As I tried to cover my head and ears, I heard the shouts, 

“What’s  he  doing here?” Danny asked. 

“I was invited!” Spencer retorts. 

“SUSAN, have you been two-timing these gentlemen?” Father shouted loudly. 

“NO!” Susan bellowed. 

Page - 5

ST VALENTINE’S DAY PRANK

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Then it happened. A punch was thrown, there was a scuffle, there was the sound of a smashing vase. Father was shouting, “GET OUT! GET OUT! GET OUT OF MY HOUSE

THIS INSTANT!” 

A door slammed. Danny said something rude to Father. There was peace at last, until... 

“SUSAN! COME HERE!!” 

I sneaked out of the room and looked over the landing. Spencer and Danny had gone. 

Father had hold of Susan by the wrist and was leading her to the study. Mother was standing by the front door in tears. 

It wasn’t long before Susan was over Father’s knee, receiving the spanking of her life. 

She howled in pain and screamed and fought like a tigress but Father was having none of it. He held her down over his knee and spanked her beautiful white bottom until it became crimson, blotched, red and raw. Father was in such a rage that he left the study door open

– something he never normally did – and Mother and I could see poor Susan receiving the punishment. Not that Mother watched; she was so distressed she ran to the kitchen in floods of tears. 

I watched the spanking unfold. If I’m honest, I'd have to say I enjoyed it immensely. 

Oh, I felt guilty, of course I did, but Susan was such a little minx, I knew she deserved it. 

Maybe not for two-timing Spencer but certainly for stringing the poor chap along. Though Father was strict, she wrapped him around her finger with her flirtatiousness and female charms. She often got me into trouble, which was one of the reasons I liked the idea of the hoax card. 

It wasn’t long before she was pulling her skirt down and running to the sanctuary of her bedroom. She was so distressed she gulped air and panted through the tears as a young child does. Once she landed face down on her bed, she fairly howled with pain. 

After a while, I approached her door and slipped in. 

“Are you all right?” I said softly. 

“No, I’m not ALL RIGHT! GET LOST! GET OUT! GO ON, GET OUT!” And she threw her stiletto at me just in case I hadn't gotten the message. I left the room but as the night wore on and the sobbing subsided, I could not resist going to see her again. I had sat in my room listening to her sobbing, knowing I was responsible. The guilt of what I had done started to hit me. I was beginning to feel uneasy. What if the truth came out? 

“Susan, look,” I said when I crept in for a second time, “I’m sorry for what’s happened, really sorry.” 

“What do you have to be sorry about?” she said, her voice calmer. 

She looked up at me and the penny started to drop. She then sobbed, “You don’t care if Father punishes me_ normally.” 

“I_I do care,” I said. 

“GET LOST!” This time a flying hair brush followed Susan’s words. 
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After the second aborted mission, I spent the rest of the evening in my room trying to concentrate on making models. I fell asleep against a back drop of sobs coming from Susan’s bedroom. The next day at breakfast, her face was red from all the crying. Still, she had chosen to wear a very tight-fitting skirt, teamed up with a thick white jumper. I couldn’t help but notice that her buttocks kept moving on her seat as if she was trying to get comfortable and that her face lacked the normal potions she applied to it. Everyone was quiet. 

“You’ll go to church this morning, Susan.” 

“Oh, but I can’t, Father. I’ll see Spencer.” 

“That was not a question, Susan, that was a statement. You  will  go to church this morning. Do I make myself clear?” 

Susan dropped her head and stared at her empty cereal bowl. “Yes, Father.” 

“Perhaps when you see Spencer, you can apologise to him for sending him a Valentine’s Day card and suggesting he knock at 7 PM. I suppose you thought Spencer would not know it was you but he’s University educated, is intelligent and has prospects. You could do far worse but you are too blind and stupid to see it. And another thing, my girl, you will not see Danny ever again.” 

Susan released a little sob, took her handkerchief from her sleeve and pressed it to her eyes. 

“I didn’t send the card, Father,” she said. “Please believe me, it wasn’t me” 

Father stared at her long and hard. I think he was seriously considering belting her. Instead he released a sigh. 

“If there’s one thing I can’t stand, it's liars. You wrote the card, you will live with the consequences.” 

I suppose the guilt I felt must have started to show in my face as I blushed and was decidedly uncomfortable. Mother was looking at me in that strange way of hers. I tried to eat my Shredded Wheat as if all the commotion had nothing to do with me. 

Some moments later, Susan looked up and her mouth dropped. She stared across the table at me; in that moment she had an epiphany. “You!” 

I didn’t have to say anything. Both Mother and Father turned to look at me, my red-dening face, my sweaty hands. 

“Kenneth, is this true?” 

“It was a joke,” I said. “It was all Frank’s fault.” 

“I’ll talk to you, young man, when we return from Morning Psalms,” Father said. 

We set off for church; all the way there I was scared to death. Once in the church, I sat as nervous as a ferret on the pew, knowing I was for the high jump on our return. Fortunately, Spencer and his parents did not attend, which meant the only worry for Susan was how to sit on the hard wooden surface without actually touching it. She wriggled continu-ously throughout the service. Father gave her such a look, I thought she might actually be in for another good hiding. 
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But no, it was my turn. On our arrival back home from church, I was taken to the study, bent over and given six of the best with his cane, a harsh implement Father rarely used. I was then told to go to my room and write a letter of apology to Spencer. With wet eyes, I wrote a long letter to Spencer which I showed to Father for his approval. I was then sent down the road to post it (the road being over a mile in length). By the time I finished, I had missed dinner and was sent to my room for the rest of the evening. 

That should have been that. End of story. Nothing further to report. Over the next few days, Susan and I didn’t talk and sat at dinner with daggers drawn. There was such an atmosphere between us that Mother often sent one of us up stairs which set off howls of protest from the other about the malingerer who had managed to skip the dishwashing duty. 

The week passed by in such an atmosphere. Susan and I had never got on well but this incident tipped the balance. We really despised each other after the events of the weekend. 

About ten days later, Spencer paid Father a visit and was shown into the study. They must have been in conversation of over and hour. Both Susan and I were mighty curious as to what Spencer had to say. Of course, neither of us would show the other how interested we were in Spencer’s visit. Eventually, he left and shook hands with Father at the door. 

“Susan, Kenneth come down here. You too, Eileen, if you like, for it concerns the whole family.” 

Mother, Susan and I stood in Father’s study. 

“As you know, Spencer has come to see me. He is still most distraught at the way young Kenneth played him for a fool.” 

I went to speak but Father held up his hand. 

“He feels that Kenneth should be punished further and he feels that you, Susan, should be party to the punishment as you, too, suffered at the hands of this prankster. He has per-suaded me, perhaps against my better judgement, that a good way for Kenneth to be punished is for him to take on the role of the St. Valentine’s Day card writer. That is to say, Spencer naturally assumed the writer of the card was Susan. But it wasn’t Susan, so who was it? 

“Kenneth?” Susan tried. 

“No, not Kenneth but Susan’s younger sister. Surely no man would send a St. Valentine’s card to another man? Would they, Kenneth?” 

“No.” 

“Can we assume you are a girl then?” father asked. 

Slowly, I nodded, not daring to look up. 

“Spencer certainly thinks so. He wants to humiliate you by taking you out and parad-ing you around town dressed as a girl. And I have given my consent.” 

Mother was perplexed but Susan was smiling

“I am happy to help in any way I can, Father,” she said. 
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“Spencer thinks you should be allowed to dress him up. We have agreed that the punishment will commence at 7 PM next Saturday when he comes to call. Before that hour, you will put Kenneth in a frock and do what you have to do to him. You, Kenneth, will take your punishment like a man.” 

Nothing more was said about i. All week my heart pounded with fear at the thought of Susan dressing me, painting a clown’s face on me and sending me out on the street with Spencer who would drag me around town whilst everyone laughed and poked fun at me. 

I was actually physically sick and could not eat or sleep. 

I dare not tell anyone. I knew my fears would play into Susan’s hands and I knew that once Father made up his mind, there was no turning him. Mother would have been my only salvation but she was so meek and mild that once Father had made his mind up, she would not listen to my fears. I could not even tell Frank for fear of ridicule from my colleagues at the GPO. No, I was all alone. 


Chapter Two

That Saturday, Susan set to her task with great diligence and gusto; I was called to her room at 5 o’ clock precisely and told to strip down to my pants and sit at her dressing table. I was shaking like a leaf. Father had warned me that another dose of the cane awaited if I disobeyed Susan’s instructions so all I could was follow her orders. But what would she do to me? The face that stared back at me from the reflection in the dressing table mirror was pale and very smooth; despite being eighteen, I was only shaving once a week and had few hairs on my body. 

Soon the powder brush was being whisked across my face. Then came the rouge, the eye shadow, lipstick and mascara. My face wasn’t my face at all but that of a female that emerged before my eyes. Little had I realised how dextrous Susan was with her makeup brushes. Those years spent practising in front of the mirror had certainly paid off. I sensed her enjoyment at her artistic flair. Sometimes she would mumble under her breath, debat-ing what colours to use, but never once did she speak to me; it was as if I was a manne-quin. 

When she finished, I was made to stand up and take off my pants and slip into a pretty pink pair of silky French knickers. Then Susan attached a suspender belt to my waist. I sat on the bed and pulled up tan-coloured stockings which she attached to each suspender in turn. Next, she brought forth a girdle which I was told to hold as she fastened it around my thin waist. She managed to trim off a few inches for it pulled me in and made it diffi-cult to breathe. A bra was added and rolled-up stockings formed the breasts, then petticoats were laid on the floor. I stepped into them and she pulled them up and tied the stiffened nets onto my waist. My heart was racing. I started to feel something strange. My body shivered but not because of fear. No, the fear had dissipated and I started to feel a strange, quirky pleasure. I was eighteen, a virgin, naïve about sex; now I had soft girl’s clothes on my body and I felt something I had not felt before. A feeling of warmth enveloped me. I wanted to tell Susan to stop. I knew it was wrong to feel what I was feeling, to actually like the sensation of being dressed in girl's clothes. Doesn’t the Bible tells us that, Page - 9
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 A woman must not wear men's clothing, nor a man wear women's clothing, for the LORD

 your God detests anyone who does this. (Deuteronomy 22:5) Hadn’t the vicar once preached against the modern fashion for men to care for their appearance and put Brillcream in their hair? Such acts, the vicar concluded, could only lead to effete behaviour and homosexuality. 

Yet Susan seemed less concerned about the devil taking my soul than ensuring my waist was nipped in. She was so professional and so entranced by her task, I knew it was not possible to stop her. All I could do was surrender to her will. At last, she took a beautiful blue silk dress with full skirt from her wardrobe. She placed the skirts on the floor and I stepped into the circle formed by the waist of the dress. Susan manoeuvred it up over the petticoats. The bodice was tight against my chest and newly-formed breasts. Once in place, she drew up the zipper at the back and fastened the eyelet. The dress pulled back my shoulders and made me stand straight. 

Then, Susan straightened out the skirt and fussed with the hem. The warm sensation I felt earlier grew ever larger. From the end of my toes to my finger tips, I felt a tingling, a feeling of being alive and wanted and loved. I could smell Susan’s perfume on the dress and feel the softness of the large bustling skirt. I started to feel aroused. 

I had not looked at myself, I had not dared, but now I turned and saw my image in her long, stand-alone mirror. The mirror reflected a boy? A girl? With short back and sides, I looked manly but the feminine face and the wondrous dress told a different story. Susan went to her cupboard and pulled forth a black item which she started to shake – a wig. 

“Sit down,” She ordered. 

I sat on the edge of the bed, the glorious skirt crumpling beneath me as I compressed the petticoats that itched my legs. She pulled on the wig and adjusted it , hooking hairs out with a comb and patting it down. The wig was jet black and in the form of a bun which was fashionable. She applied some more lipstick and retouched my eye makeup. Then she painted my nails and added jewellery and perfume and gave me a pair of high-heeled court shoes to wear. Fortunately, I have small feet. 

“There, now you are ready for your date, “she said. For the first time that evening, she smiled. 

I sat on the bed nervously glancing at my reflection in the mirror; was that really me? I felt nervous at the thought of leaving the warm confines of Susan’s bedroom. Susan went to her wardrobe and took out a black coat, gloves and a handbag. Slowly, I realised the true horror of the sentence that had been passed upon me: I was to go out, dressed as a girl, with Spencer. I was eaten up with fear for I felt certain I would be mocked. My mouth was dry, I wanted to cry. 

Soon there was a knock on the door – Spencer. 

I could hear him speaking to Father, then Father called upstairs. 

“Come on, Kenneth. It’s time to go.” 
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Susan helped me on with the coat and I followed her downstairs. My steps were tenta-tive in the shoes. Slowly, I made my way down stairs; my face was like a furnace beneath the thick, heavy powder. I was scared to look up from the stairs for fear of tripping but when I reached the last step, I looked at Spencer, dressed smartly in a black jacket and matching trousers. He let out a low whistle. 

“Kenneth, before you go out, I want a word,” Father said. 

Spencer and I exchanged smiles, his smile was one of warmth and my spirits lifted. 

Perhaps this was not a punishment; perhaps he did not want me mocked? Perhaps he would protect me? 

Once in the study, Father had different ideas and my newfound confidence quickly evaporated. 

“Kenneth, you look like a clown in those ridiculous clothes of Susan’s and that is what Spencer intended. It is your turn to be punished. You will be mocked and humiliated tonight, rest assured. Take it like a man and we’ll say no more about it. Spencer is a fine, upstanding, intelligent man from a good family and, in normal circumstances - if I saw you dressed like you are tonight – my God, I would thrash the living daylights out of you. 

Spencer has devised this somewhat ingenious punishment for you, though, and I feel that you owe it to him, to your sister and to your family to be brave, not cry and accept the ridicule that is to come your way.” 

With that he shook my hand and said, “That’s my boy.” 

I followed Father out into the hall and soon I was leaving the sanctuary of the house, walking very carefully towards Spencer’s car. Already my ankles ached and my feet felt sore. Spencer opened the door of his MG for me and, very carefully, I manoeuvred myself onto the soft leather seats, I pulled my skirts inside and when ready, Spencer closed the door. 

“I say, Kenneth,” Spencer said once he was in the driver’s seat, “you make a remarka-bly fetching girl but – dash it - I can’t call you Kenneth all night, so what’s it to be?” 

I was amazed; he wanted to call me by a girl’s name! 

Spencer clicked his fingers. “What about Elizabeth, after our dear, young Queen? Yes, Elizabeth it is! Such a pretty name.” 

I nodded. The engine of his MG ZA Magnette sprung into action and soon the car was moving away from our house. 

He drove to the main road and instead of turning into town, where I had imagined he would take me to maximise his entertainment, he turned left and we drove out into the country. As way of explanation he said, “I’ve booked a table in a small restaurant in a village called Lindhaven. I thought there might be too many hawks in town.” 

Too many hawks? But wasn’t this supposed to be my night of punishment. 

After a half-hour, Spencer stopped outside a small restaurant. Taking exceedingly good car not to rip or tear my dress or spoil my appearance in any way, I lifted myself from the low car seat and stepped out. My feet sank into the gravel of the car park. Spencer took my arm and guided me to the restaurant door. 
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“Can I take your coat, Madam?” The Maitre d’Hotel asked. I handed him my black coat and he led the way to a small table at the rear of the restaurant. One or two diners looked up but no one really stared at me and I could hear from their continued conversations that my presence had not caused any disquiet. 

The waiter pulled out my chair and I sat down. The serviette was whipped across my lap in that professional way of waiters. I sat, trying to calm my erratic breathing, trying to take in the fact that I was wearing a dress in a high class restaurant. Spencer was talking in hushed tones and soon a bucket of ice and Champaign was served. I took a few sips. The bubbles made me feel quite giggly. 

Fortified by drink, I started to relax – especially as Spencer kept telling me how pretty I looked and that I made a “damn fine woman.” He said this in a fake American accent as if imitating the films we all used to watch. It was strange. Here I was, eighteen years old, a boy or young man, dressed as a woman and no one seemed to take any notice. The bodice of my dress felt tight against my chest, the girdle constricted my waist and I could not get used to the mass of material which lay around my chair. 

It was funny being a woman, so unnatural. Yet in the dreamy way that Spencer looked at me and in the odd glances I picked up from other, male diners, I realised something else

– a woman could hold a man in her spell by her attractiveness. Amazingly, I was doing just that! Me - gawky, skinny, Kenneth Staunton who had never had a girlfriend or even kissed a girl! Suddenly, I felt wonderful! To be the recipient of nothing but smiles, good-natured nods and looks having been convinced that I would be stared at, mocked and teased was such a relief, I was almost ecstatic. 

As I settled into my role and let Spencer talk endless about himself and the plans he had to make a “name for himself” in the City, I started to feel very happy and very alive. I let Spencer’s words wash over me like a warm breeze, just like a good girl should. As he spoke, I sipped my wine and contemplated that I had achieved something quite remarkable. I had passed in public as an attractive woman. I had a talent for female impersona-tion. 

Spencer sent for the bill and the night was over. Before we left, I went to the Ladies bathroom. I inspected myself in the mirror and realised that I actually did make a “damn fine woman.” I was slim, the dress I wore was stylish and my makeup perfect. Susan, far from punishing me, had actually done her level best to make sure I came through the ordeal unscathed. Being in skirts for the first time is such a peculiar experience; the rustle of the fabric, the soft scent on my skin; the ache in my ankles caused by my high heels (Susan had actually given me a low pair to wear!) which I was trying walk in without bending my toe to grip the sole the whole time – it was all so wonderful! The stockings felt itchy on my smooth legs, yet despite the discomfort, I felt a blanket of security encompass me. I ran my hands down the bodice of my dress, felt my smooth, slim body beneath, ran my hands over my full silk skirts. I glowed with pleasure. My ardour was checked by the restricting undergarments I wore, but fortified with Champaign, I stood to attention, feet together so my dress swung about me. I shivered, ran my hands over the front of the dress. And, in that beautiful moment, standing in front of the mirror in the Ladies room at La Cage restaurant, looking at my reflected image – the image of “Elizabeth” – I experienced the most amazing orgasm ever. I shivered with delight. 

Page - 12

[image: Image 3]

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

I came back to the table. 

Spencer was waiting for me. I

followed him out of the restau-

rant, smiling at the other diners

as I passed. When I reached the

door, the Maitre d’Hotel got my

coat and helped me on with it. 

He smiled at me as I mouthed a

“thank you.” I felt his eyes mov-

ing up and down my body and

for the first time, I knew what a

woman means when she says

that a man is mentally undress-

ing her. 

Spencer was too much of a

gentleman to be lecherous. He

took my arm and guided me

back to his car. Once inside, I

smiled; the confidence and feel-

ing of relief that came over me

was enormous. I had not slept a

wink all week for fear of what

would happen to me, yet here I

was back in his car, having sur-

vived the test. I knew I would

sleep well, I knew that! 

“Thank you, Spencer,” I said, 

“That was not as bad as I ex-

pected.” 

He laughed. “What did you

expect?” 

“Mockery, ridicule. Father

told me so.” 

Spencer turned to me and lifted my chin, like they do in the movies. “Elizabeth, my dear, your Father is a very kindly man, but he doesn’t understand, for his eyes are blind and he doesn’t see what I see, what Susan sees and maybe what your Mother sees. You were born to be a girl.” 

I shivered. My spine tingled. Such a heretical thought! 

Then, Spencer placed and arm around me, pulled me to him and kissed me – on the mouth! His tongue wrapped around mine and he kissed me, snogged me, as they say in the flicks. And I’m afraid to say I responded. And, he just went on kissing me! 

I got out of the car as elegantly as I could. With a fluttering wave to Spencer, I walked up the drive. They were all there to meet me; Mother, Father, Susan. 
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“Did you get laughed at? Did anyone recognise you? Were you teased?” Susan said grinning from ear to ear. 

I smiled and shook my head. 

“Oh, thank God you’re all right, I’ve been worried sick,” Mother said. 

“Be quiet, woman,” Father interjected. “He deserves everything he got. He’s not going to tell us that he was mocked. Fortunately, he seems to have taken it like a man.” 

“Did you, Kenneth?” This was Susan. 

A sparkle in her eye told me that she knew I had not had the horrific time Father had expected. I thought about Spencer’s words; did Susan think I was born to be a girl as well? 

Father certainly didn’t! 

“Kenneth, get to the bathroom and wash that ridiculous paint off your face. There will be no more of this, do you hear? You’ve had your punishment. I expect the whole town knows about it and you’ll just have to live with it. But be warned, if I discover that you or Spencer have in anyway besmirched the good name of this family, you will be sent from this house and disowned by this family. Do you hear?” 

I said that I did. Slowly, I climbed the stairs with Susan close behind; on the landing she pushed me into her room and slammed the door. She fell onto her bed and gazed up at me. 

“Now, tell me, what really happened?” 

So I told her, everything – except the last bit. 

“And no one thought you were a man?” 

“No, not a soul. I couldn’t believe it.” 

“That, Kenneth, is all due to my skill as a makeup artist and my taste in clothes. YES!” 

She let out a loud holler as if my passing in public dressed as a woman was some how a great achievement for  her. 

“What did he call you?” 

“Elizabeth,” I said. 

“KENNETH! Stop talking to Susan and get that muck off your face!” Father shouted upstairs. 

Susan ushered me out of the door and accompanied me to the bathroom with all sorts of lotions and creams in her hand. 

“You’d better do as Father says or he’ll be lifting your skirts and belting you like he did me.” 

I’d never felt such a warmth and friendliness from Susan. It was as if an invisible thread joined us. I felt really happy and content. And, as she helped me undress after I had removed the makeup, I even found myself apologising to Susan for the St. Valentine’s card and getting her into trouble. She hugged me and there were tears in her eyes. For the first time in my life I felt a real closeness to my sister that I can’t describe. 
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“I can’t believe you’ve worn my clothes,” she said as she broke free. “Next time we’ll have to buy you your own dress – otherwise mine are going to get ruined.” 

I said goodnight to Susan and went to my bedroom. Before I got into bed, I looked at myself in the long wardrobe mirror. I was a boy again, a teenager becoming a man. My hair was dark and I had always had a “short back and sides” haircut. My face was pale and thin and I was dressed in an old brown dressing gown and blue striped pyjamas. 

It was hard to believe that just hours earlier, I had been an attractive young woman. I felt disappointed. Suddenly, Susan’s words came back to me, ‘ Next time we’ll have to buy you your own dress'  and Spencer’s words, ‘Y ou were born to be a girl.’  Despite my tiredness, I could not sleep. My heart pounded. Susan  knew  I would dress as a woman again_ and Spencer thought I was born to be a woman. Did they both know something I didn’t? 


Chapter Three

For there wouldn’t be a next time, would there? Spencer had had his “revenge” and now everything was back to normal. Except three days later, Spencer sent me a big bou-quet of flowers with a card attached_ he wanted to see “Elizabeth” again! I couldn’t believe it; my heart leapt with excitement. Would I be allowed to dress again? Father immediately took control. I was to have no contact with Spencer until he had decided what to do. 

The next day when he came home from work, he asked to see me in his study. When I had closed the door, he announced, “If I didn’t know that Spencer was a fine, upstanding, young man I would think there was a hint of homosexuality in his request to date ‘Elizabeth’ whom your sister tells me is you. As it is, I know no reason to doubt either you or Spencer and I can only conclude that he perhaps felt you took the punishment a mite too well and wants to make you feel inferior and see you teased and punished properly.” 

Father pulled himself up to his full height. He often gave these hectoring monologues, barely pausing for breath and saying ten words where one would have sufficed. 

“Now Kenneth,” he said, addressing me as if he were Winston Churchill. “I have today telephoned Spencer and have had a very long conversation with him. The upshot of the conversation with Spencer is that I have agreed that you will go out dressed as this “Elizabeth” which is what he likes to call you and you will take your punishment like a man. 

“But I have explained to Spencer that this is the very last time he will so punish you. 

Spencer is a model of politeness, education and manners. He comes from a family of excel-lent breeding. Indeed, only recently he has been sent down from Oxford University with a First Class Honours degree and he has a fine career before him in the City. For that reason, I have agreed. However, I am conscious of the foul stench of homosexuality in his request. 

I have made it clear to Spencer that I will not tolerate homosexuality in any shape or form. 

Therefore after Saturday night, these antics will cease. 

“Spencer has given me his solemn word that there is no hint of homosexuality in his request. He feels you acted so bravely when last he took you out that he merely wants to put you to the sword of mockery on one more occasion to test your melt, as it were. After which he will forgive you for the cruel, cruel hoax you played upon him. Therefore, you Page - 15

ST VALENTINE’S DAY PRANK

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

will go out with him on this last occasion. You will be dressed as a woman once more but you will act like a man and take your punishment. After which, if I see you in a frock again, I dismiss you from this house and neither I, nor your Mother, nor Susan will have any further contact with you. DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?” 

I told Father that he did and though I didn’t want to be further punished in this manner, I would take my punishment and be done with it. Father told me I was a good type and he was pleased with my fortitude. 

You may feel that Father was a little naïve about Spencer’s intentions and that this whole saga is very far-fetched in which case let me explain a little bit about the time in which we lived. This was Fifties Britain, homosexuality was illegal and anyone guilty of homosexual acts could be arrested and charged with Gross Indecency. A man who dressed in women’s clothes would be thought of as a homosexual and that could bring a charge of Gross Indecency. 

No one, bar a few academics, had ever heard of cross dressing or transvestism and there was no distinction between a man who dressed in woman’s clothes and a homosexual. Any man who dressed in women’s clothes was automatically deemed to be homosexual (the word ‘gay’ was not used until much later). At that time, homosexuality was classed as a deviance and it was treated as a mental illness, as was a man who dressed in the clothes of the opposite sex. 

Father had grown up never having (knowingly) met or heard anything about homosexuality; all he knew about such “deviances” came from the Bible. It was a sin, as simple as that. The idea that someone like Spencer who was “fine and upstanding” could be a homosexual was just too ludicrous for words. Therefore, though Father may have felt Spencer’s invitation to be odd, he would certainly not have ever thought of Spencer as a homosexual. Indeed, I never even considered it myself – despite the long kiss. 

No, it was Susan who first raised the idea of Spencer being a homosexual, which I must say shocked me proudly. She smiled knowingly at me, because of course she had known all along, as women often do. She knew too that Spencer was only interested in her because he felt he ought to show willing; it was what his parents and everyone else expected. 

And, it has to be said that, looking back on the whole incident, I realise there was some self-interest in Father’s capitulation to Spencer’s demands. We were a Middle Class family, but Father had high expectations; Spencer and his parents were Upper Class. Nothing would have pleased Father more than a marriage between Susan and Spencer which would mean our family would rise up the social scale. 

Susan and I had disappointed Father academically, both of us failing to make it into Grammar school. Susan’s marriage held the key to social mobility. You may also wonder why Father was willing for me to be mocked and for other people in our town to know that I had been taken out dressed as a woman – which was illegal. To this charge, I can only say that I think Father was naïve and had a very large opinion of himself. He believed that no one would report me to the police, because I was his son. He also believed that any embarrassment caused to the family would be short-lived and that people would understand that I was being punished for a misdemeanour; it was impossible that George Staunton’s son could possibly enjoy dressing in women’s clothes for their own sake, just as it was impossible that a fine, upstanding man like Spencer could be a homosexual. 
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This time Susan did buy a dress for me; it was gold and tight and ended just below the knee. The routine was the same: I went to her room, she applied the magic paints and potions and the transformation took place before my eyes. How different I felt! How completely at ease. And how satisfied I was with the knowledge that I could pass in public dressed as a woman – an ambition I had never had until a week or so ago when I feared being mocked. 

I came downstairs, dressed in my finery; I held the banisters for support due to the height of my heels. Mother stood at the bottom of the stair. Her mouth fell open and her face turned white. She tried to speak but the words didn’t come out. She turned to Father who smiled and looked at his watch. 

“Come now, Elizabeth, faster on your feet, you don’t want to be late for Spencer!” Father laughed his big hearty laugh and Mother looked from him to me and back again. In her wide, opened-mouthed way, she was silently trying to tell Father something – pass on an invisible message – which he was too blind to receive. Father was pacing the hall and feeling pleased with himself – for Spencer would soon be in our house again. Though he would be taking me out, he would know the Staunton family were very accommodating and that Susan was available and single and marriageable. But Mother knew. I knew that Mother knew. 

This time, Spencer took me to a dance and his hands gripped my waist which was constricted by Susan’s girdle. We danced and I trod on his toes and he laughed as he tried to steer me around the dance floor. When I went to the bathroom to reapply my powder and rouge and lipstick in the way Susan had shown me, an elderly gent patted my backside. I turned, smiled and told Spencer who laughed and squeezed my backside and pushed himself against me. If I had any doubts about Spencer’s sexuality, those doubts were put to rest by the throbbing, pulsing erection that pressed against my gold dress as he took me in his arms. We danced the night away. 

“I want to see you again,” he said as he dropped me off that night. 

I recalled Father’s words about this being my last soirée into the world of femininity. 

Somehow, I didn’t want it to end. I had enjoyed it, Goddamn it! I knew it was wrong but I had liked the looks, the stares and the attention Spencer had given me. I’d never experienced anything like it before. 

“Thanks, but Father won’t let me... you know... see you again.” 

“I’ll find a way,” he said. With that, I scrambled out of the car and tottered up the drive, my tight dress restricting my legs' movements. 

Susan ushered me in, “Quick, Father’s fallen asleep; how did it go?” 

I started telling her, then Mother emerged from the kitchen, tea towel in hand. I followed Susan upstairs and lay on her bed; I told her about Spencer, about the dance and I giggled and blushed as I told her about his erection. As I spoke, I kicked my feet in the air girlishly. I could feel the softness of the quilt against my body and the hardness of my own arousal. I could not explain it, but a feeling of relaxation and ease enveloped my body. 

Tears formed in my eyes. I felt so happy. So ecstatic! So alive! 

“He wants to see me again, but Father won’t let him see me,” I said. 
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“You  will  see him again, “Susan said. “You  will, Elizabeth.” For the first time, she used my female name. 

Time went by. Spencer again tried to woo me with flowers and a card. Father was having none of it and he told Spencer to stop playing his stupid games. Spencer went quiet for a couple of weeks, then a card and flowers arrived for Susan. Father was delighted and Susan, far from being dismissive, was actually quite keen to go on a date. She had not been on one since that fateful Saturday when my mischief-making had brought such unin-tended consequences. 

“This little scheme to get you to wear a dress, Kenneth,” Father said over dinner. “I can see it all now. He was testing us. You, me and Susan. He wanted to know if we were a suitable family – he is eyeing marriage. Spencer is a clever one, no mistake.” 

So that Saturday, Susan got ready and went out on a date with Spencer. I went to bed early and dreamed of the evening when we had danced together and I felt sad; I was jealous of Susan, pure and simple. Spencer was my beau, I wanted to date him again and be whisked around the dance floor in a lovely floaty dress. I was sound asleep when Susan came home. I was awakened by her voice in my ear. 

“Kenneth, Spencer and I have a plan.” 

“Wer_wher_ what?” I said drowsily. 

“We have a plan. He wants to see you, not me, silly.” 

It was like a dream, was I still sleeping? 

“What is it?” 

So she told me. She would continue dating Spencer. On nights when she went out with him, I would get dressed in foundation garments and stockings and say I was meeting up with Frank and some other friends. I would ride off on my motorbike. At a pre-arranged rendezvous, I would meet Susan and Spencer whereupon Susan would help me dress and apply makeup, using clothes and makeup Spencer had bought. She would then meet up with Danny (who was going to be told about the plot) and I would go on a date with Spencer. At the end of the evening, all four of us would meet up and Susan and I would change places. I‘d change and ride home on my motorbike. Susan would follow behind with Spencer in his MG. 

So that’s what we did. Once, twice, three times. Not one person thought I was male. I lived for those nights with Spencer, the restaurants, the pictures, the dances, the quiet country pubs. 

Then, one Saturday night, Spencer I were walking through the town, holding hands. It was a warm sunny evening and I was wearing the gold lame dress I had worn on my second date with Spencer. Susan had smuggled it out of the house, as Spencer had said how much he liked it. We turned a corner and I came face to face with Father; he had been in town for a Squadron reunion. Typically, Susan and I had taken no notice of what Father was doing and had just assumed he would be home as usual. 

On recognising Spencer, he smiled, then his glance turned to me. He knew Susan was supposed to be on a date with him and I wasn’t Susan. At first he looked puzzled, curious. 

Perhaps he recalled my uncertain step coming down the stairs in that very same dress on Page - 18
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the occasion of the second date with Spencer for he looked me up and down, then fixed his gaze upon me. His jaw dropped and his eyes rolled as recognition dawned. Deathly recognition. 

“Ken_you_” he stuttered. He made a vague attempt to point. He never finished the sentence. He keeled over, grabbing at his throat. His head cracked the pavement, blood trickled to the kerb. I bent forward. 

“Father! Father!” I cried. 

Spencer dropped to his knees, loosened his necktie and supported his head. A crowd began to form around us. Spencer straightened up. 

“Come on!” he said to me. 

He grabbed my upper arm very tightly and steered me away from the gathering throng as men hurried out of the pub and a couple ran across the road to help. 

“But Spencer, we can’t leave him!” I cried. 

“Come!” His hands dug into my bare arm as he dragged me to his car. 

He opened the door and practically threw me into the passenger seat. I was in a deep state of shock and kept mumbling something about not meaning to do anything wrong, not meaning to hurt Father. There was no time to change. Spencer drove me home. I ran upstairs in tears and locked my bedroom door. Mother came up and knocked and banged on my door but I would not come out. 

“What’s happened? What’s happened? Why are you dressed like a homosexual?” she shouted hysterically. “Why are you dressed as a girl? Please Kenneth, don’t do this to me!” 

The phone rang. It was the hospital. Father was dead. 


Chapter Four

Of course, I had to confess to Mother and Susan, tell them the whole sorry tale of how Spencer and I had been out on a date and bumped into Father on the way back from the reunion with his Squadron. Mother was distraught and would not stop crying; she was lost without Father who had made all the decisions in the house. She blamed me, of course. I was treated like a leper. 

“You are a bad one, Kenneth Staunton. A bad one. You can cook your own dinner, pay me a decent rent, wash your own clothes. And I want you out by the end of the month. Do you hear?” 

I’d never known Mother so angry. It was a complete nightmare. 

The funeral was the worst part; friends and relatives arrived at the house, including Spencer and his parents. People kept telling me that I needed to be the man of the house now. Susan would look at me and frown, knowing that I would soon have to move out. 

The brief closeness we had enjoyed when she dressed me up in her clothes had evaporated; I knew she blamed me for Father’s death. The silence was the worst thing. At least Mother shouted at me from time to time; Susan just gave me the silent treatment. Sometimes I caught her looking at me and I would feel tears well up in my eyes. Spencer did Page - 19

ST VALENTINE’S DAY PRANK

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

phone to see if “everything was all right” but I was a bit frosty to him and I think he got the message. 

The funeral passed and afterwards I found myself isolated. I ate my dinners in the kitchen away from Susan and Mother. I did my best to wash my own clothes which meant taking them to a laundrette, as well as keep my room tidy and get my own meals. The worst was the times I would see Mother dabbing her eyes with her apron and not being able to comfort her; I knew she would tell me to “go away.” 

As I said at the beginning, I worked for the GPO as a telegram boy; delivering telegrams around town on my motorbike. Going to work and being with Frank and the boys became the only thing that kept me sane in the weeks that followed Father’s death. 

Then, one day Susan broke her silence to announce, “I see your boyfriend has bought a big house some way away from here in a small village called Pevington!” 

I didn’t respond. 

“Has he?” Mother asked. 

“Yes, he must have inherited some money. By all accounts, it is quite a size and very secluded. Perhaps Spencer will invite you to be the lady of the manor!” 

I went crimson from a mixture of rage and embarrassment. “Lady of the manor! It was a joke, all right? A joke that went wrong!” In that moment I really wanted to slap Susan, I felt so angry. 

Susan laughed and faked an accent like Vivien Leigh in Gone with the Wind, 

“Gee, and I thought you and this Spencer were so right for each other. You in all your pretty gowns an’ all, isn’t that right, Mother? And half the neighbourhood thinks that wedding bells will soon be a ring-a-ding-a-dinging! Surely, Elizabeth, you can’t let the good folks down and go back to your dirty manly clothes, can you?” 

Boy, was I in a rage. I was shaking uncontrollably. The skin was burning off my face. I wanted to explode. Instead, I ran to my bedroom, locked the door and obliterated the contents of my room – all my Airfix models and then some. 

The end of the month arrived and Mother didn’t say any more about me leaving home. 

I had looked at a few places to rent but they had been really grim. I did not have a lot of money to spend as I was not well-paid so I could only afford a box room. As time passed, Mother started to do chores for me again, though our conversations were limited. Susan continued dating Danny – with Mother’s permission - and was out most nights. Maybe Mother liked the thought that there was someone else in the house, for she didn’t put any pressure on me to leave and I didn’t say anything about it either. 

Months passed in this way. My nineteenth birthday passed almost completely unno-ticed – one card from mum and Susan and one from Frank, no presents. Even so, things improved. I enjoyed my job and it got even better when I started dating a young blonde telephonist called Margaret. I brought her home and Mother was actually quite civil to her, though Susan remained distant. One night, Susan came dancing into my bedroom, chew-ing bubble gum. 

“Have you told her yet?” she said. 
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“Who?” 

“Margaret.” 

“Told her what?” 

She lay on my bed. “That you’re a homosexual.” 

“I’m not.” 

“Yes you are, Kenneth. You and Spencer had a thing for each other.” 

“No, it’s not true!” I yelled. Susan ignored me. 

“Mother likes the fact you’re dating because she’s hoping you’re not a homosexual. 

She’s in denial about it.” 

“I’m not!” I buried my head in my hands. It was too much to think about. Why had I agreed to dress in Susan’s clothes? Why had I enjoyed it so much? Susan seemed to read my thoughts. 

“I’ve seen you look at my clothes; tell me you don’t want to wear them again.” 

“I don’t want to wear them again.” 

“You’re a liar, Kenneth and I won’t talk to you when you lie to me.” With that, she was gone. I knew she had a point. Margaret had worn a silky pencil skirt the previous night when we were out on a date and I had really loved it. Loved it so much I wanted to wear it! And then there was Susan - a tingling ran down my spine when I heard her swish down stairs in her petticoated skirts as she came to meet Danny at the front door. There were times when I 'accidentally' brushed against her Angora jumpers – they felt so nice. Maybe I was in denial, maybe I was a homosexual. 

Margaret certainly thought so when I told her about the incident that had killed Father. 

It just sort of came out. One Sunday, we went for a walk and I decided to take her to the cemetery where Father was buried to show her his grave. After we had looked at it, we sat down on a bench nearby. I bowed my head and sobbed, 

“I killed him,” I cried. “I killed him!” 

It just sort of spurted out. I’d never talked to anyone about it and it gushed forth like a volcano spewing lava. Margaret wasn’t very sympathetic. 

“Yes, you did kill him, didn’t you? You horrible little_ Oh, I don’t know! Weirdo!” she shouted and stormed off. 

I walked around for hours, deep in thought, distressed. What had I done? When I finally returned home, I told Susan. 

“You did well, Kenneth, you did the right thing. It was not fair on Margaret,” she said. 

“You’ll feel better now you’ve got it off your chest.” 

I didn’t feel any better, I felt really confused. 

Susan continued. “I think you and Spencer should meet up. You’ve not seen him since Father died and I think you need to see him and discuss things. I’ve told Mother that that is what is going to happen eventually and though she doesn’t approve, she understands. 

You just tell me when and I’ll arrange it.” 
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I was stunned. She wanted me to meet Spencer! To discuss things! I couldn’t understand it. Susan had kind of become the de facto head of the house since Father’s demise and made all the decisions; she really enjoyed being in control. Mother asked her advice on almost everything and could not make a decision without first concurring with Susan. 

I don’t know if I would have agreed to meet Spencer again if it had not been for Margaret walking out on me the way that she did. Of course, she told all her work colleagues –

who happened to be my colleagues as well - and soon the word went around that I was

“Nancy Boy” and I started to get teased. It wasn’t long before I started looking for a new job. I had no social life and no friends and I was confused about my sexuality. One evening, I told Susan to arrange a meeting with Spencer – I wanted to have it out with him. 

So, a few days later, Spencer arrived at our house with flowers for Mother. He looked really different. He seemed to have grown older, aged years in a few short months. His voice had mellowed. He wore a blazer and smart trousers. He followed Mother into the sitting room and sat in Father’s armchair. 

“I’ve missed you,” he said, when Mother closed the door. 

I didn’t know what to say. 

“Weren’t our dates just so dreamy?” 

I said they were. 

“Wouldn’t it be wonderful if you dressed as a girl all the time?” 

I shrugged. “I guess so.” 

“You did enjoy it; tell me you did enjoy it, Elizabeth?” 

I told him that I did. 

Gradually, the ice was broken and we started to talk. I’d never really had a proper conversation with Spencer and it was strange how little I knew about him. He told me he used to be a “swot” and never used to go out of his room but when he went to university, it really opened his eyes. He had joined a drama group and often boys would play the part of girls and he had enjoyed it. Really enjoyed it. He was often the leading man as he had a talent for mimicking accents and acting so he had played opposite some of the boys in drag. Then, after the St. Valentine’s Day practical joke, he had spied an opportunity for me to dress as a girl and was surprised when Father agreed. 

“I hope so much that you enjoyed it too, Elizabeth,” he said. 

It felt so odd hearing him use my en femme name, I blushed. I told him I felt guilty and that people at work were now saying I was a “Nancy boy.” 

“Look, Lizzy,” Spencer said. “I have a plan.” 

He leaned forward and rubbed the palms of his hands together. He started talking about the house he had recently purchased. He had come into some money , left to him by his grandmother as he was an only child. It was some distance away and very isolated and secluded. Spencer said he needed a housekeeper and asked if I would take on that role; just looking after the house and getting the meals ready while he was at work. He agreed to pay me a princely sum for my labours which was more than I earned from the GPO, Page - 22
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plus my board and food. All he would expect in return was that when he came home from work I would “dress” for him so that we could dine together. 

“Look, don’t answer now, I’ll give you time to think about it.” With that, he stood up and said his goodbyes to Mother and Susan and left. 

His departure left me in a quandary; I hated my job since Margaret had blabbed to everyone and Susan and Mother weren’t exactly pleasant to me. I didn’t know what to do. 

The job of housekeeper would mean I could dress again. 

Susan rushed in; she wanted to know the full story. I told her and she quickly relayed the story to Mother who was shocked. 

“Look, Mother, it’s the only way,” Susan said. “Kenneth has just got to go and live with Spencer and pretend he’s a girl. He makes a very fetching woman; even you said so yourself. No one will ever suspect anything. Please Mother, say yes and let him live his life happily with Spencer.” 

Mother wanted me to see our family doctor; little did I know but Mother had been on tranquillisers since Father’s death and had already told the doctor about my role in his death. Dragooned by Mother, I went to the doctor a few days later. He felt I was a homosexual as I liked to dress in women’s clothes and he sent me to see a psychiatrist who tried to cure me with electroshock treatment. 

The funny thing was there was nothing to cure as I did not get aroused when I saw photographs of nude men. Even so, the facts spoke for themselves; I liked to dress in women’s clothes, therefore I was a homosexual. About this time, whilst Spencer was still waiting for his answer, I got called up for National Service - and promptly failed the medical on psychological grounds. I was of “unsound mind.” That finally decided me – I would live with Spencer as his housekeeper. 

My story now turns to Christmas 1955 – such a lot had happened since 14th February, 1955, St. Valentine’s Day. Just prior to Christmas, I packed my bags and got into Spencer’s MG. He whisked us off to his house. Mother cried buckets as I left, but Susan said it was for the best. They were going to tell the neighbours I had been called up and sent abroad. I felt nervous, of course, as I had no idea what the future held. If I knew then what I know now, would I have got into that car so readily? I somehow doubt it! 

Spencer finally came to a halt on a gravel drive outside a splendid-looking house; it had sand stone walls, a little turret and ivy clinging to the walls. High hedges made it the perfect retreat. I clamoured out of the car and stood on the gravel drive, looking in awe at the large building with its dark Tudor looking windows. This was to be my new home. 

Spencer made no move to help me with my bags which were in the boot. 

“Come, follow me,” he said. 

“What about my things?” I protested. 

“You’ll have no use for them, Elizabeth,” he said as he showed me through the old oak front door of the house and up the wooden stairs to the bedrooms. 
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“This will be your room!” he announced. It was glorious. A large bed dominated the floor and all around the walls were dark wardrobes, a dressing table and chest of drawers. 

It was amazing. And the view was just perfect. It overlooked a field and deer and cattle were grazing nearby. There were no neighbours for miles around. 

“Here, look,” Spencer said excitedly. He flung open the door of one of the wardrobes. I turned and again stared in amazement at the contents of the wardrobe. It was full of the most wonderful dresses! My heart missed a beat, my mouth fell open. I reached out and touched the fine silk of a ball gown, then felt the softness of another skirt. They looked so narrow around the waist. Surely they wouldn’t fit me? I knew my hands were becoming clammy and I was almost apprehensive of touching the dresses for fear of marking them. 

“For me?” was all I could utter. 

Spencer stood back and I

knew he was watching me, 

drinking in my wonderment. 

“Yes, for you. Susan told me

your sizes and I’ve had plenty of

time to stock up while you’ve

been dithering. I say, Lizzie, I

had expected a quicker response

than I got. Still, women can never

make up their minds, can they?” 

Smiling, he pulled open a

drawer – rows of silky knickers

and girdles were displayed. I

could hardly believe my eyes. I

blushed. 

“My male clothes?” I asked. 

“What of them?” Spencer

said. “The rags you have on will

go in the bin and from now on

you will dress  en femme.” He

made an elaborate gesture with

his hand. 

“But_ these are my Sunday

best.” 

“Not any more, my girl. Look

here.” 

He pushed on a wooded

panel to reveal a door to a small

bathroom fitted with a tub and a

sink and toilet; on the shelf above
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the sink were displayed all manner of feminine potions and hanging on a peg on the back of the door was a negligee. 

“You see, you have total privacy,” Spencer said. “You will find your perfumes and lipsticks and powders in the drawers of the dressing table.” 

It was all too much to take in. My heart beat with anticipation but I was also fretful of the future, as well I had cause to be. What was I getting myself embroiled in? What was happening to me? I could not understand it all. Hadn’t Spencer originally said that I would only have to dress for him at night? Now, it seemed he wanted me to live as a woman. 

We ate dinner in silence. I was still dressed in my male clothes as Spencer said he wanted to explain the schedule to me; my female life would start on the morrow. After the meal Spencer, explained that he had hired a cook to come in and teach me how to cook his favourite meals. Also, a lady he knew who worked in the theatre would be staying with us for two weeks to teach me how to apply makeup and how to walk, talk and act like a lady. 

“You’ve got to be good,” Spencer said. “And by the way, I’m away on business from tomorrow. That’ll give you a chance to settle down and get used to the place on your own.” 

So I had a week of intensive voice coaching, make-up and cookery lessons. When the week was over, Spencer phoned to say he needed to be away another week and asked the two ladies to continue their labours. Neither seemed to mind that I was a male. Gloria was the thespian who taught me how to act as a female and Edith was the cook who showed me how to prepare Spencer’s favourite meals and how to “housekeep” and budget. 

For the two weeks, I hardly had time to myself; everyday I woke up at 6 AM and took a bath, I then breakfasted in my dressing gown, by which time Gloria had arrived to help me dress and do my makeup. My lessons would commence. For the whole two weeks, I never saw male clothing (mine had been discreetly removed from the house and disposed of. Apart from a few things from my suitcase, all memory of Kenneth Stanton was erased.) I was so pleased when Spencer returned home on Saturday, 24th December 1955 –

Christmas Eve - loaded up with presents. 

After Spencer had carefully placed the presents under the tree (which Edith, Gloria and I had put up), he went back to his car and gave me a big box. 

“Lizzie, for Christmas Day I have bought this for you. Open it in the morning and wear it all day. It’s your Christmas present.” 

I must admit I was too excited to sleep. I kept imagining the most glorious dress in the world; a dress with a tight bodice, fully skirted with yards and yards of material and coarse netting to lift the fabric. Was it red with gold braid or a flimsy silk woven with intri-cate embroidery? 

The next morning – Christmas Day – I arose at 5 AM and opened my present. I was too excited to wait and I was not disappointed. It was red and had the most gorgeous silky full skirt and tight bodice. I hurried to the bathroom and ran a bath. When the water had poured in and was to temperature, I added soap crystals from a jar and stepped in. 
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Having shaved my legs and body hair, I dried and then got changed into my foundation garments, remembering what Gloria had taught me. This was my big test, my first time dressed in front of Spencer since I had taken up his job offer. It felt so much nicer to dress for myself. First came my girdle with its hanging suspenders, then my stockings and then my bra – I actually blew into a tube to raise my cleavage! Then I tied on my stiff nets and pulled over my head the beautiful dress with its masses of material. It was like pulling a tent over a frame. I felt so gorgeous, so feminine. I sat at my dressing table and applied my make-up – again, just as Gloria had shown me. 

When I finished, I pulled on my black wig and slipped into my high-heeled stilettos. I was ready. I pirouetted in front of the mirror. I looked wonderful. The makeup and dressing lessons had certainly paid off. Looking at me in the mirror – or rather looking at an attractive young woman in the mirror - brought about a stirring in my nether regions. Thank goodness the girdle was tight and held me in completely. The dress was so thick that nothing was revealed. My breathing was staccato – fast and unsteady. A tingling sensation ran down my spine. I felt so excited, so gloriously happy. 

I don’t know why, but I felt an overwhelming feeling of fulfilment and. Before that childish St. Valentine's Day prank, I had near once thought of so dressing. It was very strange. Kenneth had ceased to exist and a girl called Elizabeth had risen from the ashes. 

And I rather liked that. I pulled out material of my dress as if it was bats' wings and dropped it back into position. I walked around the room in my high heels, allowing my dress to swish against my nyloned legs. Then I made the unsteady journey down stairs to join Spencer. This was going to be the best Christmas ever. 

My heels sunk into the soft carpet as I walked along the hall to where I could see Spencer labouring in the kitchen. When he saw me he stood up, his long butcher’s apron covering the whole of his body. He wiped the back of his hand across his brow. 

“Lizzie, oh Lizzie, you look divine,” he said, and there were tears in his eyes. “You are my perfect dream girl!” 

He held out his arms and I went to him and he hugged me, lifting me off the ground. 

“I’m just starting dinner. We’ll forgo breakfast as we must get to church.” 

“To church?” 

“Yes of course, Lizzie, my family always attends church on Christmas Day.” 

“But how can I go?” 

Spencer laughed. “You’ll be fine, Lizzie. No one will know the difference.” 

So I turned on my heel, got my coat from the cloak room and Spencer lead me to his sports car. I slipped inside, both legs together as Gloria had showed me, then we were ready. Spencer started the engine and we roared out of the drive. A few minutes later, Spencer pulled up outside the church. 

The vicar greeted us at the entrance and Spencer introduced me as his girlfriend. The vicar smiled and took my gloved hand very delicately. Then I walked into the small confines of the knave, my heels clip-clopping on the stone slabs. It was so strange. We greeted his parents and found a spare pew to sit on. The church was packed. I decided I did not have enough confidence in my voice to sing, so I just mimed the words. Before long, the Page - 26
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service was over and everyone was saying “Happy Christmas.” Spencer led me back to the car. 

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” he said as he opened the door for me. 

I agreed it had not been the ordeal I had expected. 

As he drove back, Spencer became serious. 

“Elizabeth, today is Christmas Day and you’ve had to get ready and look beautiful for me. I understand that so I’ve done the cooking. In the future, though,  you  will cook. Edith has taught you to cook so you will prepare a varied menu for me each week and ensure that it is served when I come home. I expect my meal to be ready for me once I have changed out of my work things. Is that clear?” 

I said it was, though it felt like an order. Was I to be a passive housewife? It seemed that I was. 

“Good, when I return home, you will be dressed and ready to greet me. You will change every day into a new frock so you are fresh and radiant and ready to welcome me into the bosom of our home. You will look after my needs during the evening; after all, I will have had a hard day at the office.” 

I told him I would try to be as good a housekeeper as I could, though it seemed to me that Spencer saw me as his wife! 

“Good girl,” he said and patted my knee. Seconds later, we pulled into the drive of Spencer’s house. He jumped out the car, then helped me out. It was if the chiding meant nothing to him but I felt like a naughty school girl; tears welled in my eyes; Spencer had never been so demanding before. I knew now that my role was to serve him. 

He continued. “I have hired a lady to do all the cleaning and washing so your only chore is to cook and play hostess. Do you think you can manage that?” 

I said I thought I could. 

That first Christmas we were together, Spencer cooked a fine roast turkey meal. We pulled crackers and listened to records playing on the gramophone. It was all so delight-ful; I opened my presents and Spencer opened his gifts from his parents. Unfortunately, I had not been able to get him anything as I had not been out of the house. Also, I had no money, a situation Spencer seemed rather glib about, though he promised to pay me each week once I started work. He further promised that my first payment would be made in the New Year when I was fully trained. Susan had sent me a full frontal swim suit and some pretty lingerie. Mother sent me a book on planes, as in my previous life as Kenneth, I had loved them. 

Later, I sat by the fire, spreading my beautiful dress over my legs; Spencer knelt beside me, stroked my hair and played with the zip on the back of my dress. Frank Sinatra crooned softly in the background. It was just ideal. We sat on the rug for hours, drinking and talking. Then we kissed and it felt so romantic and natural. Spencer extinguished the fire, put out the lights and gathered me up in his arms. He carried me upstairs to bed, Time moved on and gradually we settled into a routine. I would get up first and, after applying a little makeup, run Spencer’s bath and prepare his breakfast. When he had gone Page - 27
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off to work, I would wash and change into my day clothes after which I would visit the town for groceries or shopping, becoming well-acquainted with the butcher, the baker and the other small shopkeepers who eked out a living in our small village. 

The cleaning lady would call every morning and tidy the house, so on my return, I had a few hours to wily away, ironing and listening to the wireless before it was time to start my afternoon ritual of preparing the evening meal and changing into my prettiest frock. 

Spencer gave me money each week in cash for housekeeping but I never received any more than that; there was no spare money I could use for myself. I didn’t feel I could ask Spencer for my wages as he was always coming home with perfume or jewellery or pretty lingerie; I would appear mean-spirited to demand money from him as well. 

When Spencer came home, he would kiss me fondly on the forehead and I would remove his shoes, bring him his slippers and pour him a drink. He would then retire to his bedroom to change. On his return, I would serve the meal. Sometimes Spencer would comment that it was not well-cooked or not suitable cuisine and I was made to re-cook it, but I learned from those experiences and developed into a moderately good cook. 

After I had washed up, we would relax for the rest of the evening; perhaps on a Friday night we would visit the local pub. It was quite fabulous to be treated as a woman; it was amazing how the men folk flirted with me and how other women were jealous of me! 

Spencer quite enjoyed me receiving compliments from other men as it cemented my place as a female – a pretty one at that. 

Oh, Spencer could be jealous and controlling; the funny thing was, his jealousy emerged when I spoke to other women rather than to men! I think he was secretly frightened that one day, I would rip off my female clothes and go back to male breeches. Many a time, I had to reassure him that I loved dressing as girl and loved living with him and I could not be happier. Even so, on occasion, Spencer became morose and said I would leave him and go back to my old life. 

I suppose because of that fear and insecurity, he exerted a huge amount of control over me. He would tell me to change if I wore an unsuitable dress when we went out and he would tell me to recook meals. Spencer explained that he was “training” me and that I needed to “learn.” He also said that this was how a modern man in Fifties Britain would behave towards a young, inexperienced spouse. 

At other times he would act as if he was totally besotted with me and would take me away for the weekend or to scrumptious balls or on a flight to Paris to see the Eiffel Tower or on a train journey through the Alps. It was all so wonderful as I had never flown or been abroad before. I experienced so many new things whilst I was with Spencer, things I knew would never be repeated. Of course, for each trip, I had a new wardrobe which Spencer would buy. 

When we were at home, he would buy me necklaces, diamond bracelets and dresses and take me out for meals or to the theatre or the cinema or on holiday. Though Spencer worked in the City of London, he seemed to be able to take holidays at short notice and was always planning surprise trips for me. 

This went on for six months or more. Yes, I was bored at times during the day but I put up with it because the other times were so good; the plays, the meals out, the trips abroad Page - 28
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to exotic places. Back then, in the Fifties, Paris, Rome and Venice were exotic places as so few people travelled overseas. 

Sometimes, though, I got bored with dressing every day and felt a bit trapped in my new role, especially as more and more people got to know me as Elizabeth. She was the character I became, the role I had to play. Sometimes the thought of being Elizabeth for the rest of my life was quite disheartening, for underneath the fine frock and jewellery and silky French knickers was a nineteen-year-old virgin, wide-eyed and innocent, who still fancied girls and dreamed of having a wife of his own! 

Sometimes I felt guilty about the deceit. On a number of occasions, I met Spencer’s parents whilst dressed; the first time we visited them, I was dressed in a tight tweed pencil skirt, stiletto heels, stockings and a thick jumper. I was introduced as Spencer’s fiancé. 

They were a lovely, elderly couple who could not do enough for me. I knew that if they found out I was a young man, it would cause them deep distress. 

Then, on one occasion, we went for Sunday dinner with Mother and Susan. Susan loved the fact I was now a girl but Mother was apprehensive. I’d dressed to the nines on the first occasion and wore a lovely full New Look-style dress with the obligatory stiletto heels and filmy stockings. Susan absolutely adored how I looked. She took my hands and said how wonderful it was to have a sister and there were tears in her eyes. After dinner, whilst Susan and I were clearing the table, Spencer and Mother went off to the study for a talk. Later, Susan and I sat on her bed and chatted like bosom friends. She asked me all about my new life and gasped in wonderment at the jewellery Spencer had bought me and at my stories about the places we had been together. 

“Oh, Lizzy, you are so LUCKY!” she said. “I’m so,  so  pleased it has all worked out well for you. You are so pretty as a girl, yet you were so scrawny, awkward and unpleasant as a boy. How I wish you had been born a girl and I had had a younger sister to play with!” 

Susan and I had never been closer. Her plan – if a plan it had been – to turn me into a girl had come to pass. 

On the way home, I asked Spencer what he had spoken to Mother about. He laughed and rubbed a hand through his hair. 

“Nothing to bother your pretty little head about, Darling.” 

“But I want to know!” I demanded. 

“You’re not going to throw a tantrum are you, my Dear? If you are, you’d better be warned that I am not averse to stopping this car, getting out and giving you a good, hard slap.” 

I bit my lip. 

“Please tell me, Spencer.” 

“No. Now that is my final word on the matter. It was adult talk and not for your ears. 

Now, no more.” 

So, I didn’t find out why Mother and Spencer had been deep in discourse just then, though it all came out later. 
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Eventually, though, Spencer did tell me something. We had been together about six months when he dropped his bombshell. It started as a typical day; Spencer came home from work as normal on the 5.15 PM train and I was ready to greet him. Makeup, lovely, tight-fitting gold and black dress, stilettos. 

Instead of his normal greeting and compliment on my appearance, on this occasion, Spencer looked ashen. 

“Elizabeth, I have something to tell you.” 

“What?” 

“Come to my study, please?” 

Once we were in the study and I was sitting, knees together on the couch, he said, 

“Do you want a drink?” 

I said I didn’t but he poured two whiskeys anyway and added ice. 

“You’re going to need one,” he said, handing me my drink. I swirled the light coffee-coloured liquid around the glass. 

Spencer strolled back and forth across the carpet. I rarely ventured into the study, having been told it was “out of bounds” and was intrigued by the leather-clad books on the shelves. Finally, Spencer came to a stand in front of me. 

“Darling, you know I love you and would do anything for you,” he said. 

“Of course.” 

“Well, these last few months have been the happiest of my life. I never dreamed_ not with a boy_ not one_ I don’t know. Anyway, I rather lost control.” 

Spencer placed his hand to head. “I’ve ruined everything_ I really have. You have been my passion – my reason for living and now I find_ we are in debt.” 

I smiled, for it wasn’t as serious as I thought. “We can make economies; I don’t need so many clothes.” 

He kneeled down in front of me. “No, you don’t understand. There’s more to it. I’ve lost my job. I got sacked for taking time off without asking my manager.” 

“Can’t you just get another job?” I asked, with all the flippancy of youth. 

“What do you think I’ve been trying to do these past few months?” 

“Months? I thought it happened today?” 

“No, silly, I lost my job three months ago. I’ve been keeping it secret from you. I didn’t want to hurt you. I’ve been travelling to and from the city each day to make it look as if I was at work. I’ve been sitting in the library, looking through the papers and calling on old contacts to no avail. Word has got around the City that I am lazy and take time off and that I am besotted with my beautiful young fiancée. We have been living on tick these last few months. What makes matters worse is that we were already spending over our budget when I was working. We owe thousands.” 

I was stunned, flabbergasted. Surely it could not be true? Spencer had been deceiving me by going to work and we had run up huge debts? 

Page - 30

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

He sat, head bowed. “Of course, it’s all your fault. I knew I should never have gotten involved with you. You’ve made me lose all track of financial management with your constant demands for pretty frocks and to be taken out to smart restaurants. You are like a spoilt child. A pet that needs constant pampering.” 

My mouth opened and I made gulping motions as if I were a fish. Surely Spencer could not  really  think that I had caused his downfall? His next words confirmed my worse fears. 

“I’m sorry, Elizabeth, but you are going to have to pack up your dresses and your fine lingerie and go back to your Mother. I just hope she takes you back in.” He started to sob like a baby, resting his head on my knee. “I just can’t afford to keep you.” 

I stroked his hair and tried to comfort him; the girdle I wore was so tight, I had a constant nagging ache in my stomach. I was glad of it for it reminded me of my shame. I thought of a return home to Mother’s. Would she take me back? No, I could not give up the lifestyle to which I had become accustomed. For what? To be a messenger boy for the GPO? No, I suddenly realised just how much I liked the lifestyle Spencer had given me. 

“I told your Mother that we would be together forever, that you would never come back home. Now I feel such a heel. You have spent us into oblivion. I’ve not told you before this for fear of hurting you, but your Mother has disowned you. Written you out of the will completely. She wants nothing more to do with you.” 

He looked up as he spoke and there was a certain amount of glee on his face. That was the secret conversation then – Mother disowning me. I found out later that Spencer had arranged the visit to Mother and Susan as he thought it would be the last time they saw me. 

He was determined to make it clear to Mother that I had started a new life. 

“You’ve spent me into oblivion,” Spencer repeated. 

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I will do anything to make amends. Please, Spencer, just tell me what I can do to help!” 

Following his revelation, Spencer gave up any pretence of going to work and stayed home with me. We would have a leisurely breakfast after which Spencer would go to his study and read his mail. He would study the vacancies section of the paper and apply for jobs – or so I thought. 

One day, he announced that friends of his family, Lord and Lady Edger, were holding a little soiree and we were invited along to the gathering along with his parents. 

“Of course, you will need a new frock,” Spencer said, seemingly having forgotten about the dire financial straits we were in. I must say, I found Spencer’s attitude rather an-noying as having disclosed our situation to me, he ceased to involve me in any financial talk. When I brought the subject, up he would just say, “Leave it to me, leave it to me. I have a plan formulating.” And that was it. 

On one occasion when we were listening to the gramophone, snuggled up on the sofa together, I mentioned that we would no longer have any money for records; Spencer Page - 31
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moved his arm off my shoulder, wrapped it around my head and placed it firmly over my mouth. 

“Promise me that there will be no more financial talk, Lizzie dearest,” he said. 

I nodded as best I could. I could have understood Spencer’s attitude if I had been a real woman and his wife. It was right that man was in charge of woman, for God had so or-dained it, but I was a man just as much as Spencer was. Therefore, I was equal to Spencer though he seemed to have forgetten that. He treated me like a woman all the time or a spoiled child, which he sometimes accused me of being. 

Anyway, I digress, Spencer claimed I needed a new frock, so I was to have a new frock. 

Spencer seemed to be without any notion as to how it would be paid for. When I asked him, he looked at me rather sternly. He said we were not paupers and it would be paid for somehow. So there it was! 

We were to go to the party and I was to have a new frock and was not to ask about how it was to be paid for. That was it until one day over dinner when Spencer raised the issue again. 

“Elizabeth,” he announced. “You know we must be seen at Lord and Lady Edger’s party. I have bought you a ravishing new frock so that we can attend and look the part of a well-to-do couple though we are as poor as church mice. I need you to do something for me whilst at the party.” 

“Of course, Dear. I’ll do anything to help; you know I will, Spencer.” 

“Well then, you need to go upstairs, enter Lady Edger’s bedroom and walk over to her dressing table. There will be cheap gems and knick-knacks on the table itself. Do not concern yourself with those. No, look to the drawers. Pull them open and see what treasures Lady Edger has; what bracelets and necklaces and pearls she owns. 

“When you have seen them, just take one or two. Surely she will not miss them amongst so many. Just take what you can fit into your handbag, then make your way back to the party.” Spencer continued to eat his dinner as if oblivious to the enormity of the crime he had just proposed. 

“But Spencer, that’s stealing.” 

Spencer looked up, sat back in his chair and stared at me. His face was thin and his eyes deep and dark and perturbing; in recent months he had grown a moustache which made him look older than his years. 

“Do you want us to get out of this financial mess or not?” 

“Of course,” I said. “But not by stealing other people’s property. It’s not right, Spencer. 

And I will not be party to it.” 

“WHAT?” He hammered his fist on the table. “You spend so much on yourself and on your dresses that you bankrupt me and then you will not help me, help  us? You sit there like a little princess with high and mighty moral values when you are the author of our misery!” 

I was stunned; I’d never seen Spencer in such a rage before. 

“I could have you arrested for gross indecency. Do you know that?” Spencer stormed. 
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His words and his red-faced anger frightened me. I got up from my chair and tried to run in my high heels and my tight black skirt. Spencer gave chase. I tripped on the stair and fell. Suddenly, Spencer had hold of my ankles and drew me back down the stair. He grabbed my arm, pulled me to my feet and pushed his face close to mine. His face tensed up with anger and rage. Then he frog marched me into his study. 

“You ungrateful little minx!” he shouted as he threw me towards his armchair. I was sobbing then, uncontrollably. I glanced around and through misty eyes, I saw him un-buckling his belt. My heart pounded. 

“Spencer! No!” I yelled. 

It was too late. The belt was off and doubled in his hand. He made towards me with long strides. I cowered over the arm of the chair as the belt was brought down on my back side. I had worn that evening a tight pencil skirt, the obligatory stilettos and a white jumper. Unfortunately, my clothes afforded no protection against the relentless blows that rained down upon my body and backside. At last, Spencer threw down his tawse. He stood before me, his shirt undone, his tie discarded. His heavy breathing filled the air, every sinew of his face burst forth sweat. 

“I’m sorry, Elizabeth, but you have driven me to madness! I’ve done so much for you and you won’t do this one, small, small thing for the man who adores you so.” 

And with that, he crumpled into a heap on the couch and cried. As he cried, he kept repeating that he was “so sorry” for what he had done as if he was record stuck in a groove. 


Chapter Five

And so I did it. Dressed in a gorgeous white long flowing evening dress, I went to the party and was introduced as Spencer’s fiancée. For some reason, I felt light-headed and silly. It was Spencer who appeared nervous. He could not drink, of course, as being my beau, he had to be in a fit state to drive me home. I had convinced myself that the whole thing would be fun – like a game - and in that way got over my moral objection to stealing; though God knows I knelt on the floor in my bedroom the night before, my hands joined in prayer as I begged for forgiveness for the crime I was to commit the following evening. 

When the party was in full swing, I made an excuse that I had “ladies problems” and needed the toilet quickly. My Mother and Sister sometimes used to whisper to each other that they had “ladies problems” and I knew it was a good reason to exit company –

though in truth I was pretty naïve and had no idea what those were exactly! 

Having made my excuses to Spencer and his friends, I gathered up my skirts and made my way up the great swirling staircase. I felt like Vivien Leigh in Gone with the Wind and Spencer was my Clark Gable, perhaps not as handsome or as manly but by the same to-ken, I was hardly Vivien Leigh! 

I stepped up the stairs, taking my time. Sometimes I looked back at the hall where guests were mingling and smoking and talking. Drink was flowing and everyone seemed in good spirits. Spencer had told me that once I got to the landing, the bedroom door was the third on the right and so it proved to be. I twisted the handle and walked in. 
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By this time I was nervous but somehow I found comfort in the skirts that swirled around me; in a strange way they seemed to offer me protection. My high-heeled shoes sunk into the soft carpet as I steered a course around the bed and found the dressing table. 

My heart pounded. Would I get caught? What would people say? 

I opened each drawer in turn until I found some boxes with pearls and bracelets. As Spencer had predicted, Lady Edger kept her more expensive jewellery in the drawers and had worn cheaper jewellery to the party. I took the jewels from the boxes, gathered up what I could and forced them into my small handbag which contained nothing more than a handkerchief and lipstick. I snapped the handbag shut and made my way back across the floor. I listened for a few moments outside the door to ensure I had not been heard, then I opened it and walked out. Within moments, I was back at the party. 

“Are you feeling better, 

Sweetheart?” Spencer asked

when I returned. 

“Yes, thank you. I seem to be

in the clear.” 

This last line was a code

Spencer and I had invented to in-

dicate that I had the gems and

had not been seen. About a half-

hour later, I complained to

Spencer about having a headache

and demanded to be taken home. 

Spencer and I made our

apologies and we left. It had gone

like clockwork. Spencer was de-

lighted when he saw what I’d

managed to steal. He kept hold-

ing the gems up to the light, ex-

amining them and repeating, 

“You beauty, you bloody

beauty.” 

“How did you know where

they would be?” I asked. 

“You remember Ralph from

the party?” he said. “Well, he’s

Lady Edger’s son. I used to work

with him in the City. One day he

told me all about his Mother’s

jewellery and how they weren’t

insured and how he would urge

her to get insurance. He told me

that she didn’t even keep the
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stuff in a safe but in the drawers beside her dressing table. He even told me which side. 

Unbelievable. People do talk after wine and Port and things.” 

For the next few days, I was worried sick and didn’t sleep, expecting a knock on the door and the long arm of the law to apprehend me. I anxiously scoured the papers for reports of the theft but nothing appeared. I awaited phone calls from Spencer’s friend Ralph, but there was nothing. Spencer took the gems and sailed to Antwerp, then travelled to Amsterdam where he sold them. He never told me how much they were worth. After all, I was merely a woman and as such was not to be bothered with such trifles, even though it had been me that had put my pretty neck on the line! I do know that it paid off a large part of our debts. Our staff was kept on and Spencer seemed happy and good-natured again. 

Then, over breakfast one day he announced, “Elizabeth, I want you to do it again.” 

“What?” 

He munched on his toast without even looking up from his copy of the  Daily Telegraph newspaper. 

“Steal some gems.” 

“But I can’t_” 

He looked up from his paper to give me a quick rebuke. “Now, Elizabeth, we don’t want a repeat of the histrionics we had last time, do we?” 

I shook my head slowly. I was trapped. There was nothing I could do. Spencer didn’t have to spell it out but like a Venus fly trap that caught a fly, I had been trapped and the jaws had closed. I was now at Spencer’s mercy. 

Spencer went out for a long walk that day; I just lay on my bed and cried. It seemed such a long time ago that a simple, boyish trick had landed me in a situation where I was stealing jewellery. A gem thief. 

It was another party. There was no inside information so I just took what I could from the jewellery box. 

On the next occasion, I took a large handbag to a garden party and helped myself to our hostess’ jewels. Because I was in finery and frills myself, no one suspected me and certainly, no one suspected Spencer. We were a couple of swells, as the American films used to say. It was easy. So we did it again and again and again for a seventh, eighth and ninth time. On one occasion, I actually got caught in a bedroom on my way back from pilfering a boxload of jewellery. 

“What the blazes are you doing in my wife’s bedroom?” a drunken Lord in collar and tie blasted. 

“Fire,” I said. “I thought I could smell fire.” 

The Lord seemed satisfied but as I passed him, his tentacle-like arms wrapped around my corseted waist and he pulled me to him. 

“Come here, my Sweetie,” he said. “I know what you are really up to! I’ve seen you looking at me in that sexy way of yours. Now, my pretty little darling, I’ll give you fire!” 

He pulled me to him and gave me a big slobbering kiss as his hands ran all over my body. 

“Don’t tell the wife, eh?” he said when he released me. It really was insufferable but I had Page - 35
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had to put up with the slobbering kiss for fear of him discovering his wife’s jewels in my bag. 

And so it went on. We even stole a bracelet from a jeweller's shop. I went in and Spencer chose one for me. The elderly jeweller placed it on my wrist and clipped the clasp shut. Spencer distracted him while I slipped my hand into my bag and pulled out a bracelet of inferior quality. 

My black-gloved hand placed it back on the counter. 

“I’m sorry, dearest,” I said to Spencer as I began to sob. “You can’t make it up to me by buying me trinkets and things. I saw you with her, you keep seeing her. You don’t love me!” 

With which I ran out of the shop, in floods of tears. 

“But Darling!” Spencer called as he gave chase. 

Our car was parked around the corner and we were quickly away. We tried the same trick in Vienna and in Paris. By now, we had paid off our debts and were actually living quite well again. Spencer even employed a lady’s maid to accompany us on our trips around Europe. Lottie would put out my clothes and make sure they were ironed and ready for wear. We travelled all across Europe with our ill-gotten gains. 

Every so often, Spencer would pawn or sell what we had stolen to a jeweller or break them down and sell them. He had a good eye for jewellery and what its value was so he would get maximum profit for the items. We were making a handsome living as a latter-day Bonny and Clyde. We travelled all over Europe, Scandinavia, Turkey, Egypt; it was a fantasy, an adventure. 

You may wonder how I travelled across Europe as I would have needed a passport for border controls. Well, the truth is, I didn’t have a passport at all. While we were at home in Britain, Spencer had used false documents to obtain me a passport in the name of Elizabeth. It was surprisingly easy. 

The advantage of being out of England for a while was that it meant the heat was off us. 

After a few months, we would come back to England and await an invite to a party or some social event. Not all invites resulted in the theft of jewels or gems – in fact very few of them did- as we did not want to attract attention to ourselves. We heard the odd whispers about Lady so-and-so losing a necklace but there was no big scandal. I think those involved tried to play down the thefts. Though they reported them to the police for insurance purposes, the police did not follow up by interviewing all the guests (and of-fending the great and the good.) Hence, Spencer and I got away with it and were lured into a false sense of security. 

Though I felt bad about the thefts and knew I was doing wrong, somehow it wasn’t me. It was Elizabeth. Elizabeth was the thief. By thinking in such a way, I could absolve myself from any responsibility. In some ways, I enjoyed my part in the thefts; prior to the scheme, I had been a bit bored. Spencer was at work all day and all I had to look forward to was cooking him a meal and wearing a fancy gown. Now I was part of something really exciting and Spencer and I were closer than ever. 
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He began to explain what I should look for in regards to the value of a necklace or stones. He hoped my thefts from parties would not be random but targeted. He started to tell me how much he could sell items for and drew up an enormous ledger with every single piece we had stolen listed in it. I was surprised how much money we had made from the thefts. 

I also discovered that I was a great actor – or should that be actress? I had really taken the role of Elizabeth to heart and thought of myself as a woman most of the time. The only time I didn’t was when I was locked safely in my room at night and I was stripped to the male; though I wore a nightie, with the girdle or corset removed along with makeup and wig, my male features came to the fore. I kept a diary and would try to make sense of the day. I would describe what I wore and explain what we had done. Most of the time the days were quiet, even when travelling. Spencer would plan a robbery and we would go to work. The rest of the time we lived off the proceeds of our crime. 

The only times I felt unhappy were when I got up in the morning and looked at myself in the mirror. Before me stood a dishevelled young man in a nightie and not a pretty woman. Becoming a woman each day took time, probably two hours and it was the worst bit. I had been lucky as a teenager in that I did not have to shave every day as my hair was light. I did have to shave now that I was dressing as a woman as even fine hairs could be a give-away. Of course, shaving made the hairs stronger. Fortunately, the makeup I used covered any blemishes and was rather thick. Once ready for the day, dressed in the finest lingerie and wearing a wonderful silky dress or a tight skirt, my face would light up and I would simply become Elizabeth. Through the aid of voice coaching, I had softened my voice and could pass very easily in public; once I was in my role as Elizabeth, my whole character changed. Elizabeth was confident and flirtatious, saucy and sassy and I loved being her. 

Lottie knew I was a man of course, as Spencer had to let her into the secret when he hired her. I loved Lottie; she was small, only about 4 foot 5 inches tall, and small boned with it. She often had to stand on a chair to get down boxes and cases but she was as strong as an ox and would pull me into tight corsets. She loved to chatter and we would talk and discuss things. I would find out about the outside world. The little castle where Spencer and I lived most of the time was so distant from the rest of society I sometimes forgot about the news and what was happening in the rest of Britain. Lottie loved our house and garden and I treated her like a friend rather than an employee. 

Time passed. Days turned to weeks, weeks to months, and months to years. Occasionally, I received letters from Susan but Mother did not wish to know that I still dressed as a woman and lived with a man; she had disowned me and had written to tell me so. “Nothing good will ever come of you,” her letter concluded – and she was right. 

Within no time at all, it seems, I had been with Spencer for two years. Two years living as a woman. 

Then Spencer announced another “derring-do” as he would call it. This one was slightly different as he had arranged for us to go to the opera with friends – George and his fiancée, Christina. I would pretend to be sick and leave the opera whilst insisting that the other guests remained behind. Spencer would send me home in his MG motorcar but I Page - 37
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would drive to George’s flat. Spencer gave me driving lessons and I soon learnt to drive reasonably competently; after all, I had ridden motorbikes for years. 

I had a duplicate key Spencer had given me for his friend’s flat, as Spencer had managed to get the key whilst they were in their club drinking together. Spencer made an im-print from which a key had been made – without George being any the wiser. The plan was that I would enter the flat and steal some money his friend boasted he had won at a casino, with which he was planning to pay for his wedding to Christina and place a de-posit on a house. There was apparently 2,500 pounds sitting in a drawer in his flat – a large amount of money in those days. 

Spencer bought me a glorious creamy white dress. It was lined with net and full-skirted with a nipped-in waist. As usual, Spencer drove, we picked up George from his flat and drove to Christina’s parent’s house. Little did George know that I had a key that fitted his front door in my hand bag. As planned, I didn’t speak much other than pleasant-ness to give the impression I was “off colour.” 

We were shown to our box and the ballet Swan Lake got underway. I started to hold my head in my hands and was soon whispering to Spencer that I was unwell. Annoyed at the interruption, he told me to be quiet and acted as though irritated. This was part of the plan. At the intermission, I told him in no uncertain terms that I wanted to go home. He told me not be so stupid and to pull myself together. George volunteered to take me home but I insisted that I go on my own. Finally, Spencer relented and asked if I was well enough to drive. I said I was (though in truth, I could barely drive his car and had no licence!) He then gave me the car keys and said the rest of the party would take a cab. 

I had rehearsed the route a couple of times with Spencer so I knew which way to drive

– just to be safe, he had left a detailed map in the glove compartment. Slowly, I made my way across London to Earls Court and George’s flat. I knew that, as a woman driving alone at night, I was unlikely to get pulled in by the police and was unconcerned about my lack of licence or insurance – I was about to commit a bigger crime! 

I parked up in a side street and walked the short distance to the flats. I made my way up to George’s second floor flat, my skirt billowing as I walked up the stairs. I found the key in my small handbag and went in. The flat was small, tiny in fact. A desk took up a lot of space in the middle of the floor. I went to it and started to search through the drawers. It wasn’t long before I found an envelope containing the money. I stuffed it into my hand bag. 

Then I heard a key in the lock. A cold chill ran down my spine. Surely, George could not be back so early? I closed the drawer, turned off the light and stood behind the long curtain that covered the main window. My heart beat like a drum but I placed my legs together and tried to remain still. I could hear someone moving around, undressing, and running a bath. Perhaps, I could still make my escape. 

Suddenly, the curtain was drawn back and George stood before me. 

“You!” he said. 

He reached for my wrist and pulled me forward, into the lit room. 

“What are you doing in my flat?” he hissed. 
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I blushed to the roots of my wigged hair, I tried to speak but nothing came out. 

“What?” he repeated, “are you doing?” 

Without really thinking I said, “I love you. I wanted to see you. Spencer’s told me so much about you_” 

Spencer had said nothing about George except he was a great hulking idiot he knew from university. George’s grip on my arm relaxed. At first, I thought my ploy had worked, that he believed, me even though we had only met a few times. I had not shown any interest in him considering him to be a terrible bore. 

The slap he delivered to my right cheek brought me to my senses. 

“You must think I’m daft, young lady, really daft to believe a concocted fairy tale like that. Now tell the truth or I’ll call the police.” 

He had said “or I’ll call the police.” There was a chance, a glimmer of hope. I unclipped my handbag and passed back the money I had stolen. In hurried tones, I told George that Spencer and I were broke, that Spencer had sent me on this miserable errand after he had learned about the money George had in his drawer. I apologised, I cried, I begged, I pleaded. George just stood in front of me, his arms folded. 

His reaction surprised me. He inflated his chest as if it were a ball and let out a great bellowing laugh. 

I was stunned. Was he mad? 

“I know what to do with you, young lady,” he said. “Something Spencer or your Father should have done years ago.” 

He grabbed me by the arm and pulled me further into the room. He pulled a chair from under his desk and dropped onto it. His bulk covered the whole seat. 

“Right, this is the cure, my pretty little thief,” he said as he tugged me forward. I dropped over his lap. Then he felt underneath my skirts, my nets, my silky knickers. He threw my skirts up and exposed my knickers. One tug and they were down. SPLAT! His heavy hand came down on my bare buttock. Then another. I was to receive a spanking for my misbehaviour! A spanking! 

I lay still, knowing that a spanking was far better than being reported to the police. His great hand came down again and a third splat whacked my bare bottom, then another and another. Soon George was warming to his task and I found myself receiving a thorough beating. Tears formed in my eyes as more and more smacks rained down upon me. 

“Take that, you bitch!” he yelled as he walloped me with all his might. All the time he was laughing. I knew from the hard object that strained against his leg and pushed against my tummy that he was thoroughly enjoying himself. 

Then he stopped. Suddenly. A thick hand delved between my legs and grabbed at the dark – until he got hold of my penis. 

“What on earth is this? A boy?” 

Page - 39

ST VALENTINE’S DAY PRANK

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

He could not take it in, could not believe the fate that had befallen him. The beautiful backside he was smacking with so much relish and which was making him aroused, be-longed not to a beautiful young woman but to a young man. 

The spanking was as nothing compared to the terrible beating I received that night. 

When the police found me, I was huddled in the corner, my dress ripped and bloodied, my wig discarded, my eyes black, my body bruised and battered. I was grateful to the officers who came to my aide. As I was lead away to an ambulance, I heard George relating his side of the story. He too had not felt well and had left, leaving Christina and Spencer in the box alone together. 

He had come back to his flat to find an envelope that contained his life savings in my hand (there was no mention of the casino win.) I had tried to make a run for it and had fought like a tigress when he tackled me. I had put up a “bloody good fight” and he was amazed how strong I was. He had to punch and kick me as I had attacked him. He had realised, of course, the very first time he had met me that I was a man masquerading as a woman but had been too polite to say anything. 

“It’s all right, Sir, you caught the culprit red-handed. You did what you had to do,” the police officer who had first arrived on the scene told him. When I left hospital later that night, I was promptly arrested and charged with Gross Indecency and theft. 


Chapter Six

And so the nightmare began. When I was released from hospital, wearing a suit that Spencer had brought me, I was taken straight to the police station and questioned. At first it seemed I would only be charged with the theft but as I had been arrested dressed as a girl, the Detective Inspector was determined to pin a charge of Gross Indecency on me. 

The following day, they arrested Spencer as well and searched our house, looking for proof that we had been involved in an illegal liaison. My clothes, my beautiful dresses, were brought in as exhibits. Of course, Lottie and Edith and Gloria were questioned as material witnesses. The entire police investigation seemed to centre on the relationship between Spencer and me; the robbery seemed to be secondary. 

Three days after the trip to the opera, I appeared in court charged with robbery and Gross Indecency. Spencer was also arrested and charged with Gross Indecency. We were both remanded in custody. 

Then that they found them. Spencer’s ledger and my diary. There were also receipts and pawnbroker tickets which Spencer had stored in a box in our loft. An eagle-eyed detective put two and two together; I was brought from prison to the interview room again and questioned about my part in a number of jewellery thefts. Did I know anything about Lady so-and-so’s gems as there was a receipt for sale of gems in Amsterdam which were similar to her things? Of course, Spencer was questioned, too. Slowly, by degrees, we confessed. I didn’t know until much later that Spencer blamed me for leading him astray. I didn’t realise that I would be the scapegoat. 

But of course, I was. Six months later, Spencer and I stood trial charged with Gross Indecency and a string of robberies. I don’t know if they found out about every one but they Page - 40
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certainly knew about a lot of them. It wasn’t until the detectives read out the charge sheet that I realised just how many crimes we had committed. 

The trial was the talk of the papers. Lottie, Gloria and Edith all gave evidence for the prosecution. I suspect they felt they had to betray us to avoid a charge of aiding and abet-ting. A lot of attention was paid to what I had worn during each robbery and my dresses were paraded around the court room to “ohhhs” and “ahhs” from the public gallery. 

Spencer took the stand and admitted we had gotten into debt so I suggested the scheme to rob the wealthy to recoup our losses. It had gone so well, we continued doing it whenever we had been short of money. According to Spencer, I was so demanding with my constant need for frocks and feminine things and to be taken out that Spencer had lost all his moral bearings and allowed me to steal when ever the fancy took me. 

On the night in question, I had left the ballet early as planned and gone to George’s flat. When George followed, Spencer decided it was impossible to warn me. He hoped I would be gone before George arrived. Making his excuses to Christina, Spencer said he wanted to check that I had gotten home safely and he went to the foyer to phone George’s flat. When it rang and wasn't answered, he assumed I had made good my escape. I had heard the phone ring but I hadn't dared pick it up, thinking it was for George. 

The trial went on. I took the stand, wearing a pale lounge suit, my hair neatly cut and looking a dapper man about town. 

I explained the whole story as I have here but it seemed unbelievable that a simple St. 

Valentine’s Day prank could lead to such a destination. Surely I was a homosexual who wanted to be a woman. It was hard to explain that I wasn’t, that it had been a silly teenage prank that lead me to liking being dressed as a woman and to my relationship with Spencer, which had been more or less platonic (that last elicited laughter and smirks from the public gallery.)

It took the jury less than two hours to find us both guilty on all charges. 

The judge turned to Spencer first. 

“I accept you are a fine man who has been corrupted by the immoral behaviour of your associate. You come from a good family, have a degree from Oxford University and you had a brilliant career in the City before you. Though you did not steal the goods yourself, you did sell them and live off the profits. You are also guilty of Gross Indecency. You will be sent down for two years.” 

He then turned to me. 

“You are an immoral and depraved creature that has corrupted this poor young man and wilfully set upon a path of wickedness. You are responsible for the theft from more than 68 homes, homes to which you were invited as a guest. You are guilty of Gross Indecency. You will be sent down for ten years.” 

Of course, in 1958, ten years meant TEN YEARS. I was twenty-one years old. I would be thirty-one when released. As it happened, I got time deducted for good behaviour and was released after eight years in 1966. Life on the inside was Hell; I was called a “Nancy boy” and was constantly bullied as everyone knew who I was . The warders just stood by and let it happen. I was moved from prison to prison. Eventually, people forgot or didn’t Page - 41
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care. When asked, I said I was in for robbery which had a certain cache as I had stolen from the wealthy. 

I was twenty-nine years old and was starting life all over again. The Beatles were in the charts with Paperback Writer and fashion had changed from long flowing New Look dresses to mini-skirts and boots. Mother had died, of worry, most probably, and Susan was married with a family. She was really good to me while I was in prison. She visited and looked after me when I got out. In prison, I discovered that I had a talent for art; I used to draw other prisoners and trade the pictures for cigarettes and other contraband. 

Not only did it pass the time but it also made my life a lot easier. I gained respect – and protection. 

After being released, I moved in with Susan and her family. Then I moved up to Scot-land and got a job as a cartoonist for a war comic. I loved drawing the comic strips and putting into pictures the story lines that had been written for me. It was great work. 

One of the young secretaries who worked for the publishers was called Elizabeth and she really caught my eye. She had long brown hair, a lovely figure and wore mini-skirts that exposed her lovely, long legs. We were soon dating. Before we got married, I showed her the newspaper clippings from the trial. I felt I had to. It brought us closer together somehow. It was the Swinging Sixties, homosexuality had been legalised and things were more liberal. 

“We all make mistakes,” she said softly. 

We got married in 1971 and had three children. I liked seeing what Elizabeth wore and sometimes gave her fashion tips or would buy her clothes. 

Then the Christmas cards from Spencer started to arrive. He got my address from Susan. He’s happily married now; he only spent two years inside and was able to get on with his life. 

Every year the message is the same. “I’m sorry, Kenneth, please get in touch. I’d love to see you again.” 

There’s a scribbled phone number on the side. Lizzy says I should call him as she’s really interested in the period I spent as a woman. I would often tell her stories about it late at night when the children were in bed. She thinks it did me good and made me more feminine and caring. 

“It was a long time ago,” she says in that warm East Lothian accent of hers. “Why not give him a call and let bygones be bygones?” 

Every year, a tear comes to my eye as I recall the two and a half years I spent as a woman and the fun we had together. Then I think about the hell that followed; I place the card on the shelf with all the others and try to ignore it. But not this year. This year I re-solve to ring him. It’s time we met up again. A reunion – like war vets_for old time’s sake. 

 The End
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