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Authors note:

 


I wrote this dramatized account based on
some real experiences related to me from a unique person growing up
with an unusual difference to most people on the planet. This is
their story not mine. All names and identities are fictional and
any accidental similarity with anyone known in the public eye is
entirely accidental. To protect the identities of those involved, I
have used my first pen name alongside the purely fictional last
name of Du Clou

 


This is Lauren Du Clou’s story. I hope you
are as fascinated, touched and intrigued as I about this gentle and
unique person and their experience of growing up in a world without
a box to place their beautiful sensual nature and expression. It
will challenge you on many levels and provoke many thoughts but
mostly it’s a gentle tale woven and expanded with care around a
real person’s experiences, who also wishes to remain anonymous. We
felt that while many people from the LGBT community would enjoy and
empathize with this story, we also felt the experiences could be of
great value to others too. Prepare to enter a gentle twilight zone
between the gender norms, a very strange tale indeed.

 


Forward:

 


At times in the course of human existence
there arises a curiosity. A reality which defies a rational
explanation. A bend in the ‘norm’. Some may look at this as an
aberrant mutation, too unique to be taken seriously.

 


I am not good or bad, right or wrong. Like
most of us I have experienced all these dynamics in my own life, in
others I have touched or those who have touched me. I have found
that conclusions and judgments are mostly irrelevant to the natural
processes of life and growth. Things will be what they are by
nature. On top of all these attributes which we share, I have some
that are simply unique, maybe a blessing and maybe a curse.

 


At times I know it may shock you, indeed
there are many times I have shocked myself! At other times you may
hear the faint voice of reason echoing out from the chaos and
confusion that can consume our lives. Mostly, I offer you a ride on
a different path, a chance to see some moments in another way of
being.

 


My story follows the discoveries and
adventures of an ordinary person with an extraordinary tale to
tell, one that you may never have experienced before. Is it true?
Of course, We have changed the names to protect our privacy but the
story is as it stands. Perhaps, you will work it out for yourself
but to be honest I will never confirm or deny it’s truth. It will
always remain my secret. Everything else I am happy to share with
you.

 


This is a story about growth, change and
love of life. Both in my life and society at large. An adventure on
the third side of the human coin and a description of the subtle
events that led up to a most remarkable and extraordinary change in
the order of life.

 


I was born in France in 1973, in a village
overlooking the sea, not far from Marseille. My Mother is French
and my Father is from Ireland. We left France when I was six and
moved to a town in the south of England. Within driving distance
from Gatwick airport, so my father could easily commute. My mother
is an actress and my father, a lawyer in the media industry. I had
a ‘normal’ childhood until I turned 12, well, as normal as could be
expected for the times. Even in my earliest years I was aware of my
difference from others. As events unfolded my path became
clear.

 


So, my story begins in my most innocent
years. As young beings, we are like half blind caterpillars
searching for the day we can change and float away as butterflies.
The saving grace of life is that time always moves forward and any
hurts, fears and failures can fade into the past. The saving grace
of being young is that only the ‘best’ needs to be taken forward on
your journey. The choice between which we take and which we leave
forms the framework for our lives, the path we choose to
travel.

 


This is how I approached my life. With
sensuality, passion and truth. This is what I teach my children,
it’s what they will teach my grandchildren and their children’s
children too.

 


At times, there comes a change in the order
of life, an oddity occurs. Mostly the change goes unnoticed but
sometimes its echoes are heard...

 



Chapter One

 


Natalie was probably the most truly
beautiful woman I'd ever seen but then I was only twelve at the
time! She had blue grey eyes with fine ‘sculptured’ features and
shoulder length platinum hair. She always dressed with feminine
elegance and style. If you hadn’t met her before you would assume
that she was quite conservative, a 1940’s woman reborn, but this
was just one of the many illusions she used to disguise the
broadness of her being. I learnt much from Natalie. She was quite
famous and in many ways she used her appearance to protect her
inner self from exposure to the world. I had little idea then of
the impact she was to have on my life.

 


At the time, my life was becoming stranger
by the day. I sincerely wish that I had known about my true nature
and being from my earliest childhood, rather than to be left with
battles that didn’t need to be faced. You see, I was born with a
difference to most people. It wasn’t until my teenage years that I
finally discovered it’s truth. Rather than tell you now, I think it
is better to let you speculate a little, the way I had to… until
the events explain it by themselves. This way, you may understand
something of the conflicts and assaults I had to face inside me. It
may surprise you to know that I was brought up as a boy, though
even as I say it now, it seems as though I am talking about someone
else. I had no inkling then of how my earliest experiences would
influence my life and those around me

 


My early childhood was actually quite
mundane except for my inner conflicts. My friends have told me
since, how easy it really was for me… I know they are right,
especially when I learnt something of the trials they had to face…
they made my own experiences seem quite superficial, almost a
suburban neurosis. However, when you are growing up you simply
don’t have the knowledge or experience to see past your own
reality.

 


As I look back, I can still feel the pain of
wrestling with myself. Struggling with artificial social taboos
that had nothing to do with nature expressing it’s true diversity.
Battling with a choice of only two sides to a coin, nearly tore me
apart. Even as you read this, I know that you will judge me, you
may not mean to… but inside, your first impression as you read my
earliest discoveries will be to assume that I am just a freak of
nature or yet another disturbed personality. One of the many that
make up the tapestry of life. Can you show me anyone who isn’t? Can
you show me, how anyone who values personal honesty can absorb
their mismatches with the directions of our society and not carry
some of the scares through life? And if you could, I would ask Why?
What for?

 


In any case, in order to understand
something of my personal battles and the way they influenced my
destiny, I think it is important to show you one or two of my
childhood experiences. It would be too easy to say that they caused
the events of my life or even that I attracted them to me. They
were simply the cards I was dealt. Some were good and some were…
well, let us say, a challenge…

 


One night my mother and father were out till
very late at a party and I was on my own. In a strange fit of
adolescent curiosity I wandered into my parents room. I always used
to like the smell of perfume and makeup that lingered in the air
after my mother had finished dressing to go out in the evening.
That night the smell made me unusually curious about gender. Women
dress so differently to men and seem to have so much more fun with
clothes - well most of the time! For some reason, it seemed so
alien from my own relationship with clothes, ignore till they
drop!

 


My mind suddenly interjected with a long
forgotten memory of when I used to play dress ups with some of the
kids from my parents social set. We had only been in England for a
year or two, so I was very keen to please my new friends and my
mother was very keen to see me ‘fit in’ with her friends. We had
always spoken English around the house as my Father’s French wasn’t
so good. Fortunately when you grow up speaking two languages
natively, it is very easy to swap between them. Once I was living
in England I concentrated on picking up the local accent of my
friends. My Mother even changed her stage name to McGuire, though
her accent remained fairly strong. Well, she learned when to use it
to her advantage!

 


On this particular day we were playing a
game about Pirates and Princesses, I was persuaded to swap my
pirates costume with Natalie’s niece, Carolyn. Her dress was a
little too small for her and my costume was a little too big for
me… in any case she wanted to dress as a boy, the other girls all
wanted me to wear the dress too. A fairy princess of all things! I
was generally smaller than my friends, it seemed like an innocent
request and I liked Carolyn, there something about her that I
trusted… so, ‘if the dress fits! etc..’

 


What surprised me most was the amount of
detail I could remember, the swish of lacy material, the softness
of the satin, the strange mixture of scratchy discomfort and
sensual excitement. I remember really enjoying the experience,
while stoically denying it to the boys. The girls were giggling,
but supportive, telling me I looked fine, "Yeah!" chirped Carolyn,
"You’re better looking than Jane". Laughs all round at Jane’s
expense!

 


We played for an hour or so until Carolyn's
mother called us in for something to eat. By then the dress and wig
had become like any other clothes to me, totally transparent, that
is until I rushed into the kitchen to be greeted by Carolyn's
mother.

 


"I'm sorry, I've forgotten your name dear?"
she asked somewhat bemused

 


"It’s me, Julian, Mrs. Waterford", I replied
meekly.

 


"Julie?, Where did you come from? Did you
come with Jane?" she continued.

 


"No JUliAn! Mrs. Waterford" I protested.

 


"Oh Julie, Julie Ann - whatever your name is
- go and sit over there with the other girls and I'll bring you a
drink - Orange alright?" she asked.

 


"Ah Eh.. ", no matter how hard I tried, I
could only muster a pathetic high pitched squeak.

 


With that all the kids in the room burst
into hysterical fits of laughter! Except me (dying with
embarrassment).

 


Mrs. Waterford wheeled around, "What's all
the fuss about?" she demanded. By this time the girls were in fits
and the boys were all singing in chorus "Julian's a girrrrerl!
Julian's a girrrerl!".

 


"Well of course Julie Ann is a girl you
silly children, and she's looks very pretty in that dress" she
replied incredulously.

 


"No I am a boy Mrs. Waterford, really… we
were just playing pirates" I pleaded.

 


"Well you don't look very much like a boy in
that dress… can't one of you boys let her have a pirates outfit… I
think you might look a little more convincing in a pirates costume
rather than a dress! if you want to dress up as a boy!" she
finished a little annoyed.

 


Even more howls of laughter followed, my
heart was pounding and my palms were sweaty with the embarrassment
of it all. Carolyn finally stopped laughing enough to say "No it’s
Julian McGuire Mum! you know, Anna McGuire’s son, he's a boy… not a
girl!!"

 


Mrs. Waterford was duly embarrassed and
apologised to me profusely, only to put her foot in it again by
saying, "You really do look just like a girl, so pretty", then
gasped something that sounded like "I suppose one shouldn't say
that about a boy should one?" - I always thought she was a
feathered brained sort of a person, but she really didn't mean any
harm. The boys and girls mocked support by telling me, "Yeah you
look really pretty Julie." Through their giggles

 


It was all too much for me. I ran to the
bathroom in tears, only to be confronted by a full mirrored view of
myself standing in that dress - staring back at me from the mirror
was a feminine little princess with tears running down her face.
The image was a powerful one - at once I tried to tear off the
dress but something inside stopped me. No damn it I thought - I'll
show them it was only a game. So what if I look like a girl, it is
just me in a dress. I thought it was kind of a complement really,
Johno would have looked completely stupid! The image forced an
unexpected grin onto my tear sodden face.

 


Just then there was a knock on the door and
Mrs. Waterford's voice interrupted my thoughts.

 


"Julian, are you alright dear? I'm terribly
sorry about all that, I've brought your clothes for you, can I come
in please?"

 


I unlatched the door. She immediately gave
me a big hug, "I really am very sorry Julie, oh God! I mean Julian"
she stumbled. We both burst into laughter at the silliness of her
fumbling.

 


"So you’re feeling a little better now" she
asked.

 


"Yes thanks - a little", I replied.

 


"Look here's your clothes" she said
sympathetically.

 


"But the game hasn't finished yet", I
protested softly.

 


"What? so you don't mind wearing the dress"
she asked a little bemused.

 


"Well it’s just that if I take it off now",
I started carefully, "then the game will stop and all everyone will
remember is laughing at me in a dress - and I don't think that's
fair. I only wore it because it didn’t fit Carolyn and no one else
would. So what if I look like a girl, girls look like girls and no
one laughs at them. What's so wrong with looking like a girl? Half
the world are girls!" I finished my speech defiantly!

 


Mrs. W was duly impressed, "Well good on you
Julian!", making sure she got my name right! That's a really
refreshing attitude… I'll make sure they all thank you for saving
the game".

 


True to her word Mrs. Waterford trumpeted my
return and gave everyone a short lecture on not laughing at people
and being grateful for other peoples sacrifices. I couldn't have
been happier as I stood there proudly in my dress as each of the
kids filed past me, muttering apologies and looking at the ground.
Finally Carolyn came past and after apologising finished by saying,
"But you really do look like a girl Julian, could we please call
you Julie just for the rest of the game?" - "Yes please Julie can
we?" the other girls chirped in.

 


"Oh… alright, as long as no one laughs at me
again ok?" I said sternly. "No we'll be your best friends - it can
be girls against the boys, you can be our leader!".

 


Mrs. W ushered us all out of the door and
told the boys to behave themselves "And No laughing at Julie, I
mean Julian! - Oh off you go…".

 


We all went outside and played till the late
afternoon - and for all that time I was Julie and my friends were
all girls. At the end of the day I was sad to take off the dress.
Without exception the girls came up and thanked me for playing,
saying how much they enjoyed their new friend Julie. Jane asked me
if I could come over to her place and play as Julie. Her sister
Anne Marie said "Yeah I've got a whole lot of clothes from our mum
we can play dress ups with". The boys were really quite bemused by
this - they left the room feeling very sheepish and it seemed to me
that in some strange way they felt a little left out, overlooked or
something.

 


Fortunately, Mrs. Waterford forgot all about
the days dramas and talked endlessly to Natalie and my mother about
nothing at all as far as I could tell, so my mother didn't find
out. That is, until, Jane’s mother rang up the following week
saying that Jane had wanted to ask me over. Jane had asked if
Julian could come over as Julie!?". She had asked Jane what she was
talking about and Jane had told her mother the whole story. Jane’s
mother felt, that although it all seemed very harmless, she didn't
feel that it was appropriate behaviour to encourage and felt my
mother should know.

 


All these details were relayed in full to
me, during one of those painful parent/child, "let's have a talk",
sessions.

 


Why didn't you tell me about it? (Isn't it
obvious? now that I've thought about it - I'm terribly
embarrassed)

 


Come on Julian - speak up, I'm not angry
with you, you know? I just want to talk to you about it - that's ok
isn't it? (my mind immediately began to sense that this was a major
incident - I really had stepped off the reality wagon - albeit
temporarily)

 


"You like being dressed as a girl. No?" (Yes
- but I don't want to talk about it!)

 


How much did you like it? (you’re
joking!)

 


No really, I want to know, (ok - It was
lovely, it was fantastic, like discovering a new part of yourself,
I felt free, relaxed and myself in a way I had never experienced
before)

 


Well, anyway, that’s what I would liked to
have said. Instead, I uttered an embarrassed "yes it was ok. I just
wanted the game to continue."

 


My mother replied by saying that If I ever
wanted to talk about it to feel free, and that if I ever wanted to
play dress ups at home she would find some clothes for me. I
feigned disinterest bordering on disgust, hoping that she would
drop the whole issue, which by now had skyrocketed in my mind into
extreme confusion. One side of me wanted to assassinate that little
girls appearance inside me, I was annoyed at her intrusion in my
life. The other side of me secretly longed to know more.

 


The male side won and I was returned to the
ranks of ‘normality’ for most of the remaining part of my
childhood. On the whole I was too busy with school, art and music
lessons to think of anything else. At times though, I would see
something feminine in a magazine or on television and my curiosity
would return. I really hated my school clothes and often wondered
what it would be like to dress like the girls, their clothes seemed
so much more comfortable, user friendly. Boy’s clothes spend so
much time being functional and long lasting that they completely
forget that sensual comfort is part of being human too! I remember
getting annoyed that I spent all day wearing trousers simply to
take them off at night and step into a new pair to go to bed! I
would often strip off my pajamas under the covers so that I could
at least give my body some sensual freedom in bed.

 


My only other feminine experience over these
years was during one fateful weekend spent with Natalie while my
parents were away. I stayed with Natalie every so often while my
mother was working. Mostly these were fun, sometimes Carolyn would
come over too. Natalie didn’t have any children of her own and
cherished these visits. Unfortunately Carolyn’s family moved
overseas and my mother was just doing studio work so she didn’t
need to go away as much.

 


On this particular weekend it was just
Natalie and I. While I was walking through the laundry I noticed
some of her under things sitting neatly in a pile. I couldn’t
resist taking a look. She had excellent taste. Fine slips and
satin. I moved one of the slips, as I did, the pile fell over and
some of the underwear fell to the floor. I quickly hurried to put
it back together, terrified that she might find out. I heard her
footsteps nearby. I put the pile was back together but as I rushed
to get out of the laundry I noticed a pair of panties still lying
on the ground. I had no idea where to put them in the pile so
without thinking I stuffed them into my pocket.

 


A little later I was in my room wondering
what to do with them, how to get them back in the pile. I took them
out. They were so smooth and silky, pale blue with a lace flower on
one side. They were quite large. I couldn’t resist trying them on
to see how they felt to wear. I quickly slipped into them. Oh how
delicious! Soft, like part of my skin, they seemed to melt around
me in a swirl of silk…. Hmm? Should I take them off again? No…they
feel too nice!.. I thought she may not even notice they were
missing so I went about the day as normal. Natalie and I made some
scones together. I had no idea that I had left part of her panties
showing above my pants, they were so much bigger than I expected.
Natalie must have seen them when I was reaching for the flour. She
looked at me quite strangely but didn’t say anything. I had no idea
she’d noticed!

 


A little later Natalie called me into the
lounge.

 


"Come and sit with me Julian" She asked.

 


I sat next to her on the couch. She always
smelt divine and sitting so close to her, while wearing her things
so close to me, was a gorgeous feeling. She had some magazines on
the table and said she wanted me to help her choose some things. It
seemed a little odd but I loved doing things with her so I agreed
eagerly. When she opened one of the magazines she stopped on a
picture of some women wearing some slips and petticoats.

 


"Oh they’re lovely aren’t they Julian…What
do you think?" She asked, I felt no shyness and told her they were
beautiful.

 


"Do you like pretty things Julian?" She
asked

 


I was slightly shocked, but felt as if it
was, just a question, why shouldn’t I like them?

 


"Yes Natalie, they’re really nice. Girls
look really good in them" I replied quite confidently pushing it
onto a girl thing and away from any interest of mine.

 


"I can tell you they feel good too dear!
Girls aren’t silly you know!" She replied laughing

 


She continued browsing through the magazine
stopping on some of the women’s clothes and underwear. She kept
asking me if liked this one or that one. Then quite suddenly she
pointed to one outfit and said,

 


"You’d look lovely in these? What do you
think? I’d love to see you in something like it."

 


I didn’t know what to say! I feigned
disinterest.

 


"I’ve got some things just like these, would
you like to try them on?" She asked as if it was an everyday
occurrence.

 


"Oh No, No. I…. Just think they… look good…
that’s all" I replied starting to squirm in my seat!

 


"Oh go on Julian, it’s ok, admit it, you’d
like to wouldn’t you.. they feel lovely. It’s nice to have lovely
feelings. Well, I think it is anyway… Anyhow, you’re wearing some
of my things now, aren’t you dear?" She replied showing her hand
with a broad smile on her face.

 


"Ah.. No.. No I’m not" I replied in complete
fear.

 


"Sweetie, I’ve seen them! When we were in
the kitchen, they’re poking out above your pants dear! You sensual
little bunny! Don’t worry, I don’t mind. It would be nice if you
asked me but I can understand, I guess it’s not the sort of thing a
boy asks is it!…. Come on, I won’t take no for an answer. I want to
dress you in some girls things.. You’ll love it. It’ll be fun, just
a game!" She finished brightly.

 


With that she took me by the hand and led me
into her dressing room. She made it into a light hearted game,
laughing and giggling as she looked for things that were small
enough for me. It was like dressing up for a play to her. She found
another pair of panties that were smaller and asked me to slip the
others off. At first, I didn’t feel embarrassed at all with her. I
stood briefly naked before her. Her eyes widened a little as she
saw my groin. I felt an immediate pang of shyness, my penis has a
tendency to shrink back into itself when I’m cold and I didn’t
really have any testicles, just a loose little bit of skin that
went down between my legs, with a soft hole inside.

 


I was teased once at school, I had never
even noticed it before and was surprised when I looked at other
boys and saw how different they were to me. It was the first time I
noticed how different I was from others. When I asked my mother
about it, she went quite red in the face. She simply told me that
my testicles hadn’t come down yet and that it was quite common,
‘don’t worry, they will as you get older’. I wouldn’t have worried
about it at all except for her red face and the way she looked away
from me. I assumed that she was just embarrassed and maybe I should
have asked my dad instead. She wasn’t normally like that
though.

 


Natalie gave me the other panties and I
slipped them on. They were much smaller and slightly elastic but
still very soft and quite pretty. They fitted quite firmly around
me, smoothing out my shape.

 


"They fit you really well Julian… even
around here." She said as she moved her hand over her own groin.
"You’re very….umm …smooth, like a girl, you know… Have you ever
asked your mum about it?" She asked with a little caution.

 


I told her about my experience with her. She
said that it didn’t sound like Anna, she’s usually a very open
person.

 


"Yes, that’s probably right, it’s probably
just your age, you’re nine aren’t you? I don’t really know much
about boys bits!" She finished laughing at herself for some
reason.

 


"Ah well, it’s too bad it’ll change some
day, it’s great for dressing as a girl!". She added giggling

 


And that was is it! Nothing ever was a
problem with Natalie, all just part of the ‘to and fro’ of life.
She was delightful to be with, leaving you feeling lighter than
air.

 


Eventually, after searching through her
things she laid a slip, tights, a white cotton dress and a matching
cardigan on the bed. They looked delicious. Before long I was
standing dressed completely as a girl again. She gave me a pair of
Carolyn’s shoes she still had. I felt fantastic. As I looked into
the mirror I saw the Julie side of me smiling back.

 


This time I was really dressed as a girl not
just an old play costume. It felt so much more ‘normal’. Just in
different clothes. The dress was a little loose but the cardigan
sort of held it together. Natalie buttoned it up to my neck,
leaving the skirt to flow out from my hips.

 


"Oh this is fantastic fun. You make such a
good looking girl! I’m really surprised… it really suites you… Do
you like it?" Natalie asked as she clasped a small pearl necklace
around my neck

 


"Mm Yes, It’s really nice… sought of free
and…. Warm at the same time. Don’t tell anyone will you please
Natalie" I asked with worry.

 


"Oh don’t fret, it’s just between you and I,
it’s just a bit of fun… They’re just clothes… enjoy it for awhile.
It’s good fun being a girl sometimes, we can do more things
together!" She enthused.

 


Natalie had a way of putting you at ease no
matter what the situation. Her light hearted manner made it easy to
relax. There was nothing odd about it at all. We were just having a
bit of fun together, playing dress ups. It made me feel much better
about my previous experience at the Waterford’s house. Somehow
being with her was safe and easy.

 


We spent the rest of the day doing normal
things. I really didn’t notice I was dressed any differently after
awhile except that I was really comfortable. We had dinner and
afterwards she put a little make up on me, just for fun. She kept
looking at me with a curious sort of stare.

 


"Are you enjoying being a girl?" she asked
as she squirted a little perfume on me. "It’s fun isn’t it!… you
look so lovely" She commented.

 


I felt lovely too, it was really delightful.
The clothes seemed… well… normal… not dress ups. Just clothes, but
there was something about the way they fitted that made me feel
good… almost like an old memory or something. A part of me that I
had always known… but for some reason wasn’t part of my life.

 


We watched television until my bed time.
Natalie presented me with one of her shorter nighties to sleep in,
though it still reached passed my knees! It was very elegant with
thin straps, more like a petticoat. I eagerly tried it on and slept
in a cocoon of sensual comfort. There was utterly no comparison
between this delicious silky night dress and my scratchy old
pajamas! I would have adored sleeping in it every night!

 


The next day she suggested that I dress in
the same clothes again. It seemed so natural with her, she didn’t
treat me any differently except that it removed a barrier between
us. I felt much easier with myself, easier to laugh and giggle with
her. She had great fun ‘taking off’ some of her actor friends,
particularly the women. She was so funny to be around, full of
jokes. Later in the afternoon she took me upstairs to show me some
of her stage costumes and clothes. Some of the dresses were just
divine. She had some of the most delicious gowns I’d ever seen. We
both tried a few on, Natalie looked stunning in them but they were
far too big for me… I just looked a little silly but they felt
gorgeous, surrounding me in silk and scents. In a strange way they
felt familiar too… as if I had worn them before. However, they
still seemed like ‘dress ups’ and when I changed back into my
cotton dress again I felt quite normal! As though they were my
ordinary day to day clothes… I wished they were!

 


The following day Natalie had to go out and
I had to go to home again, so there was no chance to do it again. I
would have loved to dress again as Julie but to Natalie, that was
‘yesterday’ and today is ‘today’ so the thought didn’t even cross
her mind. However it left a huge impression on my mind. It relieved
so much worry from my inner feelings about my previous experience.
It was just fun, that’s all, nothing to think twice about.

 


I always admired Natalie for her attitudes.
Just her presence could put you instantly at ease and now with
hardly any effort she had put the whole thing into perspective for
me. This is not how I felt with my mother, for some reason I sensed
that it was a much bigger thing with her. The thought of letting my
mother see me dressed up still filled me with horror. It sort of
meant more with her, with Natalie it really didn’t matter one way
or the other. Natalie easily became my favourite adult.

 


Just as my memories were starting to fade I
heard a strange whooshing sound - my heart missed a beat! I was
standing in my parents dressing room looking towards my mother’s
clothes. She had some really beautiful dresses… I loved the way
they looked and felt. I didn't know where the noise had come from
and all at once realised that I was in danger of being caught.
SHOCK, I started to run from the room… out of the corner of my eye,
I noticed that one of the dresses had fallen off its hanger. I
rushed to pick it up fearing that my parents would think I’d been
trying on girls clothes again! My heart shrieked inside my chest,
how unfair that would be!. In a flash of inspiration I realised
that the whooshing sound I’d heard was only the sound of the dress
falling to the floor. My relief was almost instant.

 


As I moved to replace the dress, I began to
think how unfair it was, that I should be so scared of being caught
having these feelings. Wait on, what feelings? Caught? caught doing
what? - but - What WAS I doing standing in my mother’s dressing
room? I didn't have an answer. I was just idly relaxing and being
myself. Yet in some strange way I didn't really understand at the
time, I was looking for something… something that I could sense but
not connect with. Something I knew I had, but had lost or
misplaced. I felt suddenly lonely and scared. I replaced the dress
and hurried back into the lounge room.

 


As I watched the television, my mind was in
turmoil. What's wrong with me!? I'm turning into a weirdo (a
concept I had only learnt after my first experience). I berated
myself. I tried everything to rationalise the chaos of emotions
racing around my head. It’s my age, all guys probably feel like
this sometimes… after all boys are attracted to femininity.... None
of these thoughts were enough to convince me. I knew deep in my
heart that I wanted to be Julie again, I missed her.... After what
seemed like a mini lifetime ago, the part of me that I had lived,
for the briefest of moments at the Waterford’s and especially with
Natalie, was still there waiting to be visited. I broke into tears
as a flood of pent up feelings and repression's rushed through me.
They emptied from my sub conscious into my conscious mind in waves.
The repression of any remotely feminine feeling within me. The
denial when I'd find myself admiring a feminine outfit and
wondering how it would look and feel on me. The times my natural
instincts were held back in favour of not behaving
‘inappropriately’ for my gender. A pressure that came equally from
males and females.

 


I began to realise that for as long as I
could remember, I had seen the world through feminine eyes, then
denied the very feelings and impressions that were part of me. Did
that make me a classified ‘weirdo’, did I want to become a girl -
No, in myself I was already part girl, how much I wasn't sure
because I had never given myself a chance to find out. I didn't
have to become anything other than I was already, this Julie thing
wasn't something I wanted to become, far from it. It was the
constant act of not being ‘part’ "Julie" that caused me so much
anxiety.

 


After the tears subsided I wandered back
into my mother’s room. The dress I had re hung had fallen once
again, it lay there softly. The light playing on the blackness of
the material made it appear to recede softly in and out of view in
the darkness of the corner. Half in view and half out of view, much
like myself it seemed.

 


I picked it up slowly and felt it against
me, it’s perfumed scent surrounded me. I held it up in front of me
and looked into the mirror. There She was again, my feminine self.
The Julie part of Julian.

 


I had to put it on, it no longer made sense
not too. I quickly stripped off my boys clothes, unzipped the dress
and stepped into it. The silky lining of the dress felt cold
against my bare skin as I slipped it over my body. It fitted
perfectly.. or so it seemed! I felt a thrill of self assurance as
the dress warmed to my body.

 


I decided to dress completely as a woman and
had great fun searching out all the things I needed. I opened up my
mother’s underwear draw and took a breath as I saw the sea of
satin, lace and frills greeting my eyes. I just wanted to dive into
the draw and roll around in all that silky fabric surrounded by
lace.

 


Imagine being able to wear these things all
the time! I felt a pang of envy run through me. I felt shut out of
my own feelings, what was perfectly acceptable for half the world
was denied to me simply because I was born male - it really didn't
make any sense to me.

 


I carefully lifted out what looked like some
panties, white satin with lace trim around the legs. I carefully
slipped them on, treating them with utmost care lest their etheric
beauty be shattered and fall apart.

 


I slid into them… what a delicious feeling…
bringing back memories from my experience with Natalie. I tucked
myself inside them and gasped slightly as the extreme silkiness of
the material slipped over the tip of my maleness. Without
hesitating my hands reached carefully back into the draw. This time
returning with a matching satin bra. I reached in again and found a
slip that sort of matched. It was white with a pink floral print. I
placed them on the bed while I slipped the dress off again.
Eventually, I worked out an awkward method of putting on the bra
and fastening it at the back.

 


Getting dressed as a woman is a totally
different experience to dressing as a man. With a man it’s all over
in as short a time as possible so he can get on with the day, as a
woman it can be part of the day’s activities! A part that I felt
left out of before.

 


The bra had a very strange effect on me, I
became aware of the top part of my body. I felt secure, like
wearing armour in a funny way. My femininity was proudly defined
and yet safe and protected. Next, I slid into the petticoat - it
slipped over my panties with an almost embarrassing silkiness as
the two fabrics slid over each other. Every time I moved I could
feel the petticoat slipping over my panties, as the bra emphasized
my nonexistent breasts. It was the most deliciously comfortable
feeling. After briefly admiring my new found feminine reflection, I
slipped the dress on again and with some contortion managed to zip
it up all the way. I was reminded again of the curious mixture of
comfort and discomfort from the clothes.

 


I still didn't feel quite complete. My legs
were a little cold and my feet were bare. I searched around and
found some stockings and next to them a pretty stringy thing with
clips. Then I remembered a picture in a magazine at Natalie’s I had
seen of a girl with stockings on and guessed that it must hold the
stockings. It took me ages to get it on properly. I slid the
stockings over my legs one at a time, sending tingles through to my
spine. Eventually I managed to work out how to fasten the stocking
tops to the suspender belt! I stood up and straightened my dress. I
felt complete, so familiar and yet alien, brand new. I went to the
shoe rack and found some matching black heels. Would they fit?
Everything else had. My feet were small for a boy. I stepped into
them one at a time… Yes they fitted, a little loose actually… but
who cares! Triumph! I had done it. I was dressed like a woman from
head to toe. The only masculine thing on me was my penis and it was
hidden comfortably beneath layers of silky femininity.

 


I brushed my longish hair... As I flicked it
back I caught a sight of myself in the mirror. My hair complimented
the effect perfectly. The image in the mirror was no longer that of
a little girl dressing up. It was an attractive young teenager
looking back at me. Julie was growing up too! It felt so good to be
this part of myself again. I was elated. I finished the effect with
a little base and some lipstick I found in my mother’s makeup draw.
I had seen her ‘putting on her face’ and it seemed pretty easy to
me… I was quite good at painting and drawing so it felt very
natural… I had such a lot of fun!

 


I know that, if you have never had these
feelings, you may wonder why they were so attractive to me? You
might assume, it’s just the early beginnings of a male fetish. All
I can say is… imagine if you were a girl and had always been made
to wear boy’s clothes, made to feel ashamed of any feminine
thought… how might you feel?

 


I rummaged a little and found some silver
earrings, with a dark ruby stone in the centre. I clipped them in
place. What a knock out! I was ready for anything! All dressed up
and nowhere to go! I felt another pang of envy that my mother and
her friends were able to do this whenever they felt like it, a
natural sensual experience. Well, natural if you’re female and
somehow unnatural if you’re male… how absurd!

 


I made sure that nothing had been disturbed
and went back into the lounge to watch some more television.

 


I felt fantastic as I walked, the feel of
stockings inside shoes was strangely familiar, the comfort and
sensuality of the beautiful black woolen dress complemented the
silky warmth of my slip and panties. The scent of makeup and the
feel of the lipstick on my lips made me feel complete, a warm glow
seemed to have been released inside me. I felt free again.

 


I had a couple of hours at least before my
parents would return and felt confident I could take it all off in
plenty of time before they returned from their party. Sitting there
on the couch watching the TV, I felt more comfortable and relaxed
than I had felt since spending that weekend with Natalie. I was
laughing and giggling at the commercials and the comedy shows. In
fact I felt so cozy that as I stretched out slowly on the couch
enjoying every silky, woolly movement I began to doze in and out of
a soft silky sleep. Before I could do anything to prevent it, I
fell quite blissfully into a deep sleep…

 


I was brought back to consciousness by the
sound of my mother’s voice quite close to me! At first, I had
forgotten completely about the way I was dressed, "Hi… Mum…" I
murmured contentedly, genuinely happy to see her.

 


"Julian… My God!, you've got my clothes on!
Oh!, I thought this might happen one day!" She exclaimed.

 


My brain attempted to scramble from its
blissful relaxed state instantly into alarm. My worst nightmare had
just visited me! Just at the moment of such harmony, how cruel! I
was exposed, stripped of my masks - The girl was out.

 


"Oh God Mum - I'm Sorry - I'm really
embarrassed." I muttered nervously

 


"I thought there was more to that incident
at Marge Waterford's house… Thank God your father isn't back yet.
We had to pick his car up from the office. Quickly, go into your
room before he comes back. I'll bring you something to remove your
make up. She said, snapping instantly into motherly protection

 


I raced into my room and sat on my bed in
utter dismay! How could something so simple and harmless cause such
a commotion! It was beyond me.

 


Shortly, my mother came into my room. Don't
worry darling, I'm not angry. I can understand it, more than you
know… you're my child and I love you, she said gently.

 


But what if I'm your daughter as well? I
replied with honest despondency.

 


A long, silent, painful, pause
followed....

 


The air was charged with an electric energy
between us. My mother looked at me, then looked away again. Then
looked back once more. I could almost see the jungle of thoughts
churning over in her head!…. and… for some reason… a tear in her
eye Finally after a few powerful minutes with my fate hanging in
the balance, she spoke again.

 


"Stand up Julie. I want to see what you look
like" she urged.

 


Did I hear that correctly, Did she just call
me Julie?

 


I stood up and she looked me up and
down.

 


"Turn around for me", she asked.

 


Not bad… Not bad at all, your lipstick is
even just on your lips! What am I saying… You look quite lovely! I
really had no idea you would look so pretty. You certainly don't
look like a boy in a dress… Good taste too, my favourite little
black dress and my favourite shoes.

 


I smiled nervously.

 


"Are you wearing my underwear?" she inquired
with the tiniest hint of raised eyebrow.

 


"Yes…", I murmured with quiet
embarrassment

 


"Hold on a min.....", she slipped out of the
room and returned a few moments later with a beautiful white
nightdress and dressing gown.

 


"Here you are, why don't you wear this to
bed. No one will know if you sleep in a nightie. Your father is
gone before you get up!" she enthused.

 


"Oh thanks mum!" I gushed. I was really
touched by her compassion.

 


"Now, I think it’s time you went to bed. So
off with those clothes and the makeup - leave the clothes here
darling, I'll pick them up in the morning. Pop the nightie on, have
a lovely sleep and don't worry. We'll talk about it in the morning,
Yes?", she finished.

 


Who was I to argue! She kissed me
differently to the way she normally does, sort of closer and yet in
a more sisterly way.

 


I slipped out of the clothes and tried on
the night dress, it was really beautiful with short lace edged
sleeves and a loose diamond shaped neckline. I slipped silkily into
bed, my mind buzzing with the events of the night and my body
lapping up the long lost feelings. I snuggled up in my nightie
feeling happy in myself.

 


I awoke later than usual the following
morning, at first I had forgotten all about the previous nights
events. I felt different, sort of warm and contented inside. I
rolled over and stretched my body. I quickly became aware of the
material surrounding me. I opened my eyes, lifted the covers and
looked down at myself. Oh God! It’s true! Merde! I'm wearing a
nightie again. I glanced around the room, my eyes were arrested by
a neat pile of women's clothes resting on my chair. The stockings
were hanging down loosely over a pile of satin and lace. The sun
was peeking in through the side of the blind playing on the pile of
clothes, spotlighting them in the darkness of the room. The satin
material was glinting with the light.

 


I fell back in bed, stunned. My mind raced,
What happens now? What is my father going to say? How can I face my
mother wearing this nightie. Did she really see me like that last
night, of course she did stupid! God you've really blown it this
time! It will be off to a shrink for sure! A weirdo, a pervert, I
want to die!

 


Knock, Knock… "Wake up darling! Stop hiding
in there. Put on my dressing gown and come and have some breakfast,
don't worry it’s alright!" she said reassuringly.

 


I rose and put the dressing gown on over my
night dress, I brushed my hair and as I flicked it back I saw
myself in the mirror, I had forgotten to take off the makeup and my
lips were still stained with lipstick... Julie, was alive and well.
I left my room and headed towards the kitchen. Our cat greeted me
at the doorway and rubbed himself against me as he meowed, making
it quite clear that he hadn't noticed anything much at all really!
George, the dog, greeted me as he normally did, without a second
glance. Just as I finished patting him, my mother arrived.

 


"Hi Julian, you look lovely! have you
brushed your hair?" she asked brightly.

 


"Yes, just then", I replied sheepishly.

 


"Well, there is another side to you, isn't
there! ha ha" she laughed

 


"All these years I've been trying to make
you take an interest in yourself, all I had to do was appeal to
your feminine side!!"

 


I laughed with her and we embraced each
other.

 


My laughter soon turned to tears with the
emotional rush of it all.

 


I'm sorry mum, I didn't know I was like
this, I tried to hide it, I just couldn't do it any longer" I
sobbed and sobbed.

 


When my tears dried we talked over breakfast
almost till lunchtime. There was so much we had never said to each
other before. I learnt a little more about her as a person rather
than just my mother. We bonded in a new way, we sort of established
the basis for a new relationship. In some ways a part of Julian
died that day, in other ways Julian became his complete and true
self and that self was made whole by the expression of Julie.

 


We agreed that I should be able to ‘cross
dress’ every so often, to make it a natural event rather than
hiding my feelings… but I would take it slowly while I discovered
for myself how much of Julie I needed to express. Mum said she
would talk to Dad, but that he would need time to take it in and to
come to terms with it. We both felt that it was pointless telling
him before I had a chance to come to terms with it in myself.

 


Mum went on to say, Dad was on one of his
many business trips and wouldn't be back till the next day, so if I
wanted to, I could dress as Julie for the rest of the day! I
showered and went back to my room. My mother had laid out some
clothes for me. She came in and said I could pick some others if I
didn't like them. She said she enjoyed picking out things she
thought would look good on me. She had chosen well, a shortish
burgundy skirt, with a pearl coloured silk shirt. The skirt had a
matching jacket. Both the skirt and the jacket were lined. My
mother had quite a taste for clothes and always looked fantastic.
She picked up the underwear from last night saying I had hardly
worn it. She replaced the black heels and stockings with a pair of
burgundy flat heeled shoes and pantyhose, they certainly were a lot
more comfortable and looked great with my outfit.

 


Mum suggested that it would be better if I
learnt to dress ‘normally’, like a girl of my own age rather than
dressing up in her clothes, and added that if she thought I looked
‘ok’ we would go out shopping together, so I could buy a few things
of my own. We really had a great time, she did a fantastic job with
just the tiniest hint of makeup! I felt a million dollars. My face
was quite feminine by nature and I had often had people tell me so,
to my embarrassment! With a little make up on, my femininity was
completely exposed! As I peered at the reflection of my image in
the mirror I was surprised at how abnormally ‘normal’ I looked and
felt! Like any other well dressed 12 year old girl! The cut of the
clothes had completely hidden any trace of my male side.

 


After I had finished dressing, my mother had
me walk for her... I laughed a lot but I felt so natural it all
seemed easy, after all I was just being myself. In some ways I
found it easier than pretending to be good o'l Julian. I was
shorter than my mother but the clothes still looked ok, we had a
similar build with the obvious exceptions!

 


"Well....", she started, "Let's go
shopping!" A moment of terror ran through me! What? face the world
like this?. "What if someone finds out". I asked nervously. "Julie,
my dear girl, you look absolutely fantastic! The biggest problem
you'll have is dealing with boys eyes looking at you!" she said
with a great deal more confidence than I could muster! OH no, this
is a whole new world! I was very worried. "Just let me do all the
talking, pretend you’re shy or something. If anyone asks a question
pretend you don't speak English! Speak French. The English hate
that!" she exclaimed with a laugh.

 


My Mother is a professional actress and it
seemed to me that she saw the adventure as simply a role to be
explored and enjoyed. It gave her a great thrill, a challenge to be
tackled with verve and excitement! She also appeared to be
satisfying her own desires, both by going out shopping with her
‘daughter’ and to see the ‘actress’ in me perform.

 


I walked more than a little nervously down
the stairs and outside to the car. It was one of those greyish,
cloudy days with an occasional hint of the passing winter left in
the air. The feel of the breeze on my stocking clad legs gave me a
surprise. No wonder girls complain about feeling cold all the time!
I opened the car door and sat in the passenger seat. I felt safe
inside the car. I had the most odd sensation as I sat in the car
seat waiting for my mother, I felt physically smaller or lighter
than I did before. I was used to being in the car with her… but
that day the car seemed bigger somehow and I felt smaller. My sense
of smell and general awareness seemed heightened, probably a
classic fear reaction! The smell of the upholstery mingled with the
scent of makeup and perfume. The world felt different, I was about
to visit an alternate world, one I had not been part of before but
one that by nature was part of me.

 


My thoughts were interrupted by my mother
getting into the car. "Let's Go!" she announced. We drove off to a
shopping centre I had never been to before. I guess my mother was
hedging her bets, in the hope that we wouldn’t run into anyone we
knew!

 


Once we were inside the centre I felt
completely relaxed. No one seemed to give me a second look. The
other thing I noticed was the amount of mothers and daughters out
shopping together, I had never been aware of it before. A few of
the girls smiled sweetly at me as we brushed passed the racks of
clothes, at first I thought it was because they knew I was a boy
but it seemed they were just being friendly. We had a fantastic
time, my mother was very generous. She spent far too much buying
things that I wouldn't have thought of.

 


At one store my mother was holding up a
dress against me trying to decide whether it suited me. A girl next
to me started to hassle her mother saying.

 


"See that dress, that’s what I like, like
that girl, it really suites her." Her mother came over and chatted
briefly with my mother. Her daughter came over to me and said "Try
it on, I love the colour it’ll look great on you! I want one too!"
I felt a little embarrassed but smiled back and said "Thanks, I’m
sure it would suit you too".

 


"Do you really think so? I can never decide
for myself only for other people!" She giggled.

 


We both continued giggling as we went into
the change rooms next to each other and reappeared on cue together
in matching dresses. We laughed…. Our mothers commented to each
other that they would never choose something that someone else was
wearing! But it had quickly become a friendly, daughter versus
mothers game. We both insisted on buying the dresses.

 


She told me her name was Sasha, I told her
my name was Julie it felt good being a Julie rather than a Julian.
She was really sweet. For some reason I really liked her… but
wasn’t quite sure why. There was something about her smile and her
eyes that made me want to know more about her. After buying the
dresses we parted company. Our mothers swapped phone numbers and
Sasha’s mother asked us to get together sometime. "Bye Julie, hope
we meet up again!" Sasha chirped. I agreed and said goodbye with a
wave and a smile.

 


My mother thought it was great fun. "Sasha
was nice wasn’t she dear. See everyone thinks you’re a girl, it’s
so lovely shopping together, are you enjoying yourself?" She asked.
I had to agree, it made me feel very relaxed and sort of special in
a funny way. The curious thing is that if I was dressed as Julian I
would have been the odd one out and bored out of my mind! It seemed
so perfectly natural and yet quite alien at the same time.

 


After all the shopping, browsing and
laughing we were both feeling really hungry and went for some food
in the food hall. By then I felt so at home being Julie that my
quiet whispers became increasingly feminine well, mostly! My mother
kept telling me how to sit, where to put my legs etc... It was very
helpful but more than a little intrusive! We finished our meal and
headed back home again.

 


As we drove into the garage I became
overwhelmed by the intensity of it all. I was scared by how natural
it all felt. How could so much have happened so quickly? I looked
down at myself sitting in the car. A feminine pair of legs extended
demurely from beneath my skirt… my eyes followed my legs down to my
femininely clad feet. I felt a little sad for Julian but at the
same time thrilled by my first day out in the world as my complete
self. Like a person who had just returned after a long absence. We
spent the rest of the evening talking and went to bed quite
late.

 


The next day, instead of wanting to dress as
a Julie, I found myself wanting to put on my boys clothes again,
they felt safe and I suddenly needed safety. All the girl’s clothes
I had bought the day before lay neatly on my dressing table.

 


I got up and put my boys clothes on. It felt
good, clear, no fussiness, no worrying about where your legs are.
No annoying little itches in unreachable places. God what was I
thinking! I must have been crazy! of course I'm a boy. I decided
that I was going to do boys things all day. Muck around in the
workshop, I loved doing that. Dad was coming home tonight it would
be great to make something to show him.

 


Of course, I was over compensating but I
really needed too, just to keep myself from falling apart. I had
never not liked being a boy, I just didn't feel it truly expressed
the whole of me. I wasn't ready for this assault on my sense of
reality. I was being tossed from one extreme to the other. I was
just beginning to perceive that you had to be either a girl or a
boy and if you were a boy then you had better make sure you behave
like one. I found the whole thing terribly confusing. What happens
when you just are what you are? Does it matter that you are made of
more than one part? It seemed that if you are not completely one
gender or the other… then you are simply nothing at all, more an
object of ridicule, a freak, an anomaly.

 


Yet I knew deep in myself that there was
nothing wrong with me, I fitted in perfectly with myself, my inner
self. It was the nature and means of expression available to me in
my external life that I found so hard to deal with. How can you be
either "this" or "that" when you are both "this" and "that".

 


Before leaving the room I began carefully
putting my new clothes away. On seeing and feeling them again I
felt a sudden happy urge to dive back into Julie’s clothes.
Suddenly my boys clothes felt as if they didn’t fit me anymore.
They seemed scratchy and hard in comparison. I wanted to be Julie
again. The strength of the feeling was intense. Being myself as
Julie was the most ‘whole’ feeling I’d ever experienced.

 


Just as I was about to tear my boys clothes
from my body I heard a man’s voice. It sounded as though the voice
was coming from the hallway. I immediately reacted as if I was
dressed as Julie, scared of being caught. All those feelings of
fear and guilt about exposing myself flooded back in a flash. What
am I going to do if it’s someone I know? Quite unexpectedly the
voice faded. I quickly realised that the window was half open and
the voice was simply an echo from a man walking along the
street.

 


The relief was instant! It was only then I
realised I was still dressed in my boys clothes. There was no need
to panic at all. As the reality settled into my mind I realised how
disturbed I had become. I felt completely exhausted by the trauma I
was causing myself through my gender confusion. Suddenly my boys
clothes felt safe and secure again. I quickly put Julie’s clothes
away and went into the family room.

 


My mother was surprised to see me dressed as
a boy,

 


"I thought you’d be wearing your new clothes
today?" she asked.

 


"I hope we didn't waste our money?", she
inquired a little concerned.

 


"No, I just needed some safety, time to
think about it all", I replied seriously.

 


"Oh Julian, I do feel for you, don't take it
too seriously at the moment, just have fun occasionally and be
yourself. It may all burn itself out, just something you need to go
through." she said wisely.

 


But I knew the whole issue was far deeper
than some adolescent projection or fantasy. It had been with me
most of my short life. Even though I tried to ignore it, it had
still forced itself to the surface. It wasn't going away and the
whole thought of having to choose one part of me over the other was
unconscionable.

 


If you are completely yourself as a feminine
person in a female body or a masculine person in a male body, the
very conflict would seem to be absurd. A definition for normality?
If you are equally yourself as either a male or as a female, you
must find a way of expressing the whole of yourself. Otherwise,
depression and unhappiness will most likely rob you of your right
to fulfill yourself personally. Then who wins? obviously not you,
but neither does the world. How does society benefit? Is the world
a better place by you preventing that part of yourself from being
part of the world?

 


My father came home that night for once and
I tried to spend more time in his company than usual, I was looking
for something to identify with. Did he have a feminine side? He was
certainly a gentle man. He was strong and caring, he had a foul
temper but his bark was worse than his bite. I had never really
talked to him about anything so confronting. We talked about sport,
politics, social issues even artistic and philosophical things… but
these were all essentially mental, unemotional conversations. He
loved a good argument and so did I. He liked doing things together
rather than just talking. We occasionally sailed together, worked
on his sports car, built things together and sometimes while we
were doing things we would talk, sometimes he would even show me a
little of himself. They were very precious moments to me because
more than anything else he did, it showed me that he loved and
trusted me enough to let me see the person behind the mask.

 


He once came in to my room to talk to me
about sex. He sat there puffing nervously on his pipe, He was so
uncomfortable it was painful! I already had a fairly complete
understanding of sex from school sex education lessons and the
inevitable school yard gossip. He asked what I knew about sex.

 


"Most things I think," I replied with the
confidence that only an adolescent could muster.

 


"So you know where babies come from and
about women and men getting together to make them?" He asked a
little embarrassed.

 


"Yes Dad of Course I do!" I remember saying
indignantly.

 


"Ah Well that's alright then" he
spluttered

 


"And… Um.. is there anything you want to ask
me about it all", he continued dutifully.

 


"No not that I can think of right at the
moment" I replied, genuinely trying to think of something to ask
just to make him feel needed. "But if I do I'll come and ask you" I
said as a consolation.

 


"Yes , Yes do that, I'm always happy talk to
you about it all, if you have any problems just come to me and I'll
see if I can be of some help" He finished and I thanked him.

 


"Well I just thought I'd come in and you
know, see how you were going with it all" he concluded.

 


There ended my sex education. I remember
being perplexed that the only issue we discussed at home or at
school in human sexual relations was the sex part. No talk of
sexuality, sensuality or gender... just sex. You put it in, jiggle
around a lot and then pull it out again. Seems simple really!! 9
months down the track a baby appears, what more do you need to
know?

 


At times, there comes a change in the order
of life, an oddity occurs. Mostly the change goes unnoticed but
sometimes its echoes are heard...

 



Chapter Two

 


Over the next few years I spent most of the
time dressed in boys clothes but I also spent an increasing amount
of time as Julie. The subtle changes in my nature passed without me
noticing. There was nothing much different in my growth to any
other teenager. Letting out the feminine part of myself seemed to
have neutralised a lot of my inner conflicts.

 


I wore a night dress to bed most nights
simply because it felt more comfortable than my scratchy, boys
pajamas. It really felt more ‘normal’. My mother adored me wearing
a night dress because no one else knew, it was one of our secrets.
I was very careful to let the feminine part of myself enter my life
in a slow and easy way. I didn't want to kill the Julian part of
me, at all! I just wanted him to move over a little and make room
for Julie too.

 


My inner thoughts often wandered freely and
I loved talking with other people, to see how they felt about the
world and themselves. I would frequently be reminded by their
differing reactions that I’d crossed some invisible barrier between
the sexes.

 


Curiously, this happened most often with
girls. They were very sure of what a boy should be like and how a
girl should behave. They were particularly sure that girls were
especially different to boys! I could never really see much of a
difference myself but boys mainly seemed to be interested in doing
things. As long as you could play football, or cricket or
something… even a musical instrument or art! Anything else in your
behaviour was irrelevant, more a source for a good joke or two. I
think it was much easier, or less complicated growing up as a boy.
All you had to do was avoid a few Neanderthal bullies with power
problems (teachers as well!) and stay a little sharper with your
wit. The rest was easy… have as much fun as possible, fight when
you really have too, and most importantly, run when you need too!…
Being a girl seemed to involve whole sets and sub sets of
interactions. How you wear your uniform, your hair… even your
school bag! The way you say things, the things you like and don’t
like, all seemed to contribute to an overly complex language that
appeared to form and reform daily!

 


Mostly, I felt half way between the two,
somewhere in the middle. In a place where it seemed like there
should have been other people too. But for some reason I appeared
to be the only one there. I mean, it didn’t seem like I was much
different, but I felt as though I couldn’t really be like the other
two even if I wanted. It was a strange time, my friends were a mix
of boys and girls who played music or liked drawing. What sex you
were didn’t make any difference... well not to me anyway.

 


My mother continued to be fantastic taking
it all in her stride, or so it seemed. Secretly I suspected that
she just wanted it all to go away, but she was desperate to see
that I resolved myself and was happy, no matter whether that was as
Julian, Julie or both. She seemed to love spending time with Julie
and would often be the one to ask "Why don’t you change into
something more feminine?". Mum said she felt at ease with me as
Julie. She felt that she was really getting to know me in a way
that was more difficult with Julian, boys were harder to be close
too. I didn’t really know what she meant but she did react
differently to me when I was dressed in girls clothes. Of course
she didn't have a daughter and always made me aware of how much she
liked me being her daughter sometimes as well her son.

 


Without me really noticing she gradually
began to feminise parts of my life. I really didn’t expect that she
would have accepted my cross dressing so easily… even eagerly. I
was later to find out what lay behind her enthusiasm, but at the
time it seemed odd… like she had always wanted me to do it. Before
long I had very little real male underwear left. She even bought me
plain cotton girls briefs to wear to school instead! They were
certainly more comfortable, they fitted better and weren’t baggy in
front. No one at school ever noticed. She often bought new girls
clothes for me. New nighties, because apparently ‘I needed them’ I
already had more than I could wear! The odd skirt or dress that she
saw on sale and thought I would like. Whenever she bought herself
new tights she would buy me some too.

 


As time passed and my understanding of my
world grew, I became quite comfortable with my cross dressing. I
didn’t really even see it as ‘cross dressing’… just dressing
differently from my other clothes. I was happy to be Julian most of
the time for school and play, but I really didn’t feel like a boy
or a girl, just a person.

 


Often, while I was relaxing around the house
and Dad wasn’t home I would change clothes. I felt more comfortable
and together dressed as a girl and it seemed to make more sense at
the time. My feminine clothes simply felt easier to wear, closer to
my body than my boys ones. I loved it not making a difference which
clothes I chose to wear. Just knowing that I could slip into a
dress or a skirt after showering in the morning relieved the
tension from wearing my boy’s clothes most of the time. They were
clothes again not suites of armour. Sometimes when Dad wasn’t home…
after I had been playing outside during the day, I would shower and
change into girls clothes in the evening… I really loved having the
freedom. Though it always felt odd that I couldn’t do it in front
of my Father… The thought of him seeing me would often send a
shiver through my thoughts. Why? What is so wrong with having the
freedom to express your whole self?

 


Dad is a lawyer for actors and producers,
mostly his clients are surprisingly dull, they only seem to come to
life when they are ‘performing’ or filming something! He spends
most of his time pandering to their whims while making loads of
money from the media industry, managing investments and funding.
He’s not a cold, ruthless or even overly ambitious person, it’s
simply what he does for a living and all his friends work in the
same industry. He went away very often and I suspected, from
overhearing gossip at their parties, that he had other lovers. He
and my mother apparently had an agreement between them, though I
never saw either of them with another person.

 


I often had the impression that when Dad was
home, it was to see me rather than my mother, this made me feel
quite guilty for hiding Julie from him. I always thought he
suspected something or even secretly knew, but we never related to
each other in any way other than as father & son. In truth he
found even this hard, so most of the time he was more like a big
brother or uncle. He and Mum had grown apart over the years and
mainly lived quite separate lives. It was mutually convenient for
them to stay together. It wasn’t that they disliked each other, on
the contrary they always laughed and chatted when they were
together but they also maintained a safe emotional distance from
each other. It was as if they still liked each other even though
their love had faded as their lives took separate directions.

 


On one particular weekend, Dad was away
‘doing a deal’ with one of his famous clients. I must have been
about sixteen at the time and had long accepted my second nature…
it was simply another part of me.

 


Mum came into my room in the morning.

 


"Hi Jules" she chirped!

 


I knew immediately what she had on her
mind!

 


"You know Dad is away for the week don’t
you?" She queried

 


"You haven’t dressed properly as my
beautiful Julie for ages… I’d just love to spend some time with my
lovely daughter, what do you think? Yes?…Please Darling say yes…"
her French accent making her sound even more ‘over the top’.

 


She always made me smile, when she burst
into a room she could make the sun look for shade!

 


"Yes Mum, of course, I’d love to.." I
enthused back.

 


"Beautiful, fantastic, you can help me with
my hair and I’ll do your make up. Yes?"

 


She had a way of making you feel as though
any activity was going to be the most incredible fun you’ve had for
ages and it usually was! It was the main weapon in her arsenal to
get you to do what she wanted. She could make cleaning the dishes
seem like a unique experience!

 


The morning went ahead as planned by her. We
tried on clothes, laughed at each other, did each other’s hair,
makeup and nails. She utterly adored passing on all her mother to
daughter tips to me. It seemed to fill a void in her, at times she
would even shed a tear of delight and look at me with a glow. For
my part, I felt completely at ease and at peace with myself. It’s
as though we were somehow making up for lost time. As if Julie
should have been around since my birth.

 


Quite unexpectedly, my fun was interrupted
by the sound of the front door bell. Mum barely seemed to notice
it, but for me it brought the shock of reality ringing into my
ears.

 


Who is it? Not Dad surely he wouldn’t ring
the bell!? Who else… I had been out with my mother on a few
occasions but we had never met anyone we knew, so other than my
mother, Natalie and once with Carolyn no one we knew had seen me
dressed as Julie. A sick gnawing feeling developed in my
stomach.

 


The doorbell rang again….

 


"Mum, the doorbell… Who is it?" I
implored

 


"Oh Yes! I almost forgot. Natalie is coming
for lunch, be a dear and let her in Julie." Mum ushered without a
hint of alarm.

 


"Mum, I can’t I’m dressed as Julie…
remember? When did you arrange it? What were you thinking… What am
I going to do, I can’t take off all th…" I stammered as she
interrupted.

 


"Oh Julie Julie… do relax.. It’s alright,
Natalie knows all about you, I told her. So she told me about when
you were younger, you know at her place. You know she’s my best
friend. She adores you and has wanted to meet Julie again for ages.
You know how much you like Natalie, I thought it would be fun. All
girls together." She enthused.

 


"Yes, Yes… I’m not expecting it though. I’ll
make a fool of myself. You go and let her in while I get my nerves
together. Please?" I begged.

 


"Ok, Ok You worry so much, you’re so
beautiful, she’ll just adore you." She finished and went downstairs
to answer the door.

 


I had a strange feeling inside me… Natalie
was a frequent visitor but we had never even talked about that
weekend, we didn’t need to… it was just a bit of fun. I always had
a special place in my heart for her, I had never been dressed as a
girl in front of her since then and true to her word it seemed that
she had never told anyone else. I always looked forward to seeing
her. She was such fun! a little outrageous, well ok, over the top!
Without exception she looked stunning, smelt divine and moved with
a combination of grace and sexiness. A hard combination to pull off
but she did it with panache! She is English through and through, as
my mother is French, they made a formidable combination of cultural
opposites. Forever bantering with each other over this ‘genre’ or
that ‘style’, or who is the best current director or DOP. They were
really like sisters and each would cause the other to become even
more outrageous!

 


Before I knew it Natalie’s bright and
articulate voice was echoing up the stairs.

 


"Come on Julie darling, We can’t wait to see
you! Don’t be so shy.." Natalie implored.

 


‘We’? what did she mean. Who else was there?
I straightened my skirt and whisked my hair into place. Being an
actress, she expected an entrance! I took a large breath and headed
out of the room. I was determined to show Julie at her best and
deliberately banished my nervousness in favour of feminine
grace!

 


When I reached the top of the stairs I
concentrated on moving gracefully down each step. I was wearing a
midi length skirt that rustled slightly as I moved. My longish
black hair was full and shiny, my make up immaculate. As I flowed
gently down to meet them I heard their chatter come to an abrupt
pause as I entered their view. The entry hall was silent save the
click of my heels and the swish of my skirt. Without waiting for
Natalie to comment I moved directly to her and gently kissed her on
the cheek.

 


"Hi Natalie, I’m so happy to see you… Well..
What do you think?" I asked without a hint of my previous
nerves.

 


"Oh Julie.. I mean Julian.. No.. Julie! I’m
amazed, What an entrance… I’m looking at a beautiful young woman.
Oh! you look so… like you! I always thought you’d make a gorgeous
looking woman!… and such grace. Your hair looks stunning, your
beautiful blue eyes look divine and that outfit is superb! Just my
taste! I can see your mother in you. I’m… speechless, give me a hug
darling" She exclaimed as she launched her beautiful body towards
me and rather than smother me with kisses as she usually did, she
kissed me gently once on each side of my face careful not to smudge
my makeup. She then held both my hands and gazed adoringly into my
eyes.

 


"What a lot of fun! You’re so beautiful!"
she squealed.

 


"I didn’t know you knew ALL about me till
now, so I’m just as shocked to see you Natalie" I gasped.

 


"Oh sweetheart, I’m not shocked at all, I
loved it when you dressed up that weekend and Anna told me recently
that you still liked it…"

 


"So I hear!" I interrupted.

 


"I just had to see you as a girl again, it
suites you so much. You look beautiful, really, you know, even
before I knew about Julie I used to think it was a pity you
couldn’t be a girl too. We all could have had such fun together,
I’ve always adored you Julie and now even more!" She exclaimed as
she launched herself towards me again.

 


"I don’t care about your makeup, give me a
another big hug darling." She continued.

 


"Oh thank you Natalie, I love you too" I
replied as we embraced.

 


She was always very affectionate to me but
the way she hugged me was quite different, much closer, with all
her senses open. I felt her breasts pushing firmly against me, she
had never done that before! Her voluminous platinum hair seemed to
surround and encase us both as our bodies met. After more than a
few moments we parted. I was left with a whirl of perfume and
affection. All my anxieties dissolved.

 


We had both been too absorbed by our meeting
to notice anything else. Quite suddenly the air was pierced by a
new voice.

 


"Hi Julie! Remember me?" The voice
asked.

 


"Oh Julie sorry I forgot to tell you,
Carolyn is back… She’s staying with me again. She begged me to
bring her with me. I hope you’re not embarrassed" Natalie
announced.

 


My mind raced as I tried to look past
Natalie to see her. As Natalie moved aside I saw my old friend
Carolyn. She had been away for several years, while her family
moved over to the US for work. We had never really talked much
about my first appearance as Julie. Carolyn would remind me from
time to time by asking me if I liked her clothes, or passing a shop
she’d say "Oh wow that’s dreamy, it would really suite you! It
didn’t seem to matter, more like a joke between friends, but it
appeared it had stayed on her mind for all those years. She was
staying for the summer with Natalie while her parents were on tour.
Her parents were constantly arguing and Natalie wanted to give
Carolyn a break from all the tension.

 


"Oh Carolyn… of course I remember you! How
could I forget my favourite friend! How fantastic to see you again!
I guess this is a bit of a shock for you?" I asked wondering how
she was going to react to her old friend Julian back in a dress
again!

 


"It’s no shock, Julie. You know I’ve thought
about you often and I wondered whether you ever dressed up again.
It’s so good to see you! Natalie told me she was going to meet
Julie, I said Julie who? When Natalie said Julie McGuire I just had
to come over to meet up with my old girlfriend again! And you look
fantastic! Well, almost as good as me! Perhaps I can give you a few
tips" she said with a giggle and playful wink of her long lashed
eye.

 


"You witch!" I howled

 


"Better a witch than a bitch, sweetheart…"
She darted back at me.

 


We fell into an embrace and then broke away
again into fits of nervy laughter.

 


The last time I had seen Carolyn she was
still a girl. The young woman standing before me bore only a slight
resemblance to the disheveled little girl I knew. Carolyn was
simply gorgeous. She had long auburn hair that seemed to surround
and caress her shoulders as it fell from her porcelain face. Her
bright blue eyes glowed like sapphires and her lips were full and
luscious like ruby red rose petals. Although it seemed like a long
time since we last met and we had grown into young adults, I always
had a special feeling for her and was really delighted to see her
again. She obviously felt the same as she approached me again with
confidence and affection.

 


"Well ladies I’m glad you both approve of my
beautiful Julie. Let’s go into the lounge and I’ll make us all some
coffee." Mum interjected.

 


As usual my mother was right. I was in Julie
heaven surrounded, accepted and admired by my favourite female
friends. Carolyn and I talked, laughed and giggled endlessly. I
didn’t realise how much we had in common and how much I’d missed
running into her from time to time. Some friendships are like that.
It wasn’t that we were close as children, we only saw each other
occasionally but we always felt extremely comfortable with each
other’s company. Meeting her again made me realise that some
friendships don’t change, they seem not to require any effort and
continue from where they left off the moment that you meet
again.

 


Natalie and Mum went straight into their
usual banter teasing and pleasing each other with every barb and
retort. There was a magical electricity surrounding us. We all felt
it, it was as if Julie completed a circle between us all. Now all
the parts were in place.

 


It was one of those lazy early summer days.
The sunlight filtered gently and evenly in through the glass doors
to the terrace. One of the doors was resting slightly ajar,
allowing a soft breeze to waft in through the lace curtains. The
smell of fresh cut grass mingled with the feminine scents of our
combined perfumes and the smell of the leather chairs. A heady
fragrance that I will always remember.

 


Carolyn was so interesting to talk to. She
had picked up an American accent but it was quite soft, it had a
sort of melodic ring to it.

 


"What’s it like going to school in America
Carolyn" I asked.

 


"Oh Julie, It’s so different there! We have
to sing the American national anthem every day! Can you believe
that!? And the boys are completely over the top! The girls are
pretty cool though! You know you always hear how outrageous America
is but really it’s much more conservative than here."

 


"How do you mean?" I asked.

 


"Well I don’t know, I found it really hard
to talk to anyone about other cultures or social politics, you
know… different ways of being. They’re so keen on getting their
slice of the American pie and trying to be spiritual or religious
at the same time! There’s such an emphasis on money, religion and
success." She finished.

 


"So, someone like me would really spook
them?" I inquired.

 


"Well no, not that so much, they’re really
nice, and mostly very accepting. There’s a big ‘transgender’ scene
over there. I have a gay friend who’s right into it."

 


"So is it mainly a gay scene?" I queried
her.

 


"Oh No, I think most tv’s are heterosexual.
My friend is a girl who feels more like a boy. She idolises KD Lang
but wants to make love with Xena!" She and I laughed together.

 


"So what about you Carolyn, who do you
idolise… and…? " I giggled. Waiting for her reply.

 


"Oh well, KD Lang is too butch for me! And..
the rest I’ll keep to myself for now!" She giggled back.

 


"And what about you Julie, are you gay?"
Carolyn inquired with more than a little curiosity and a big
smile

 


"No I’m not gay darling, I’m just very
happy!" I replied.

 


We both squealed with laughter. Natalie and
Mum, overheard our conversation and joined in the chorus



Natalie turned to my mother saying "Anna, I
can see that those two set each other off like you and I!" My
mother laughed and said "Ah, It’s so lovely to have you all here
together. I never thought I would see a day like this. Natalie, I
am so thrilled that you and Carolyn could meet my daughter! I am so
proud of her. My beautiful Julie. She finished with a tear in her
eye, gushing with French motherly pride.

 


Natalie broke into the emotional gush by
saying "Yes Anna that’s very beautiful but if I don’t have some
food shortly, too much more of this gooey French emotion will make
my stomach turn. Didn’t you ask me over for lunch!".

 


Carolyn and I burst out laughing. It was so
nice to hear the two of them hassle each other. My mother can be
far too intense sometimes and Natalie is the perfect balance.

 


"Of course Natalie, you are right as usual,
even if a little too English in your emotional limits!", my mother
replied curtly with a tell tale little smirk on her face.

 


With her usual sense of timing, my mother
rose to her feet announcing that lunch would be ready shortly. As
she went to leave the room. Carolyn piped up

 


"Would you like me to give you hand Mrs.
McGuire?"

 


"Oh no, no, Carolyn, Please call me Anna,
It’s already prepared…. How sweet of you to ask… I see you weren’t
sensitive enough to ask, Julie? More than a little Julian still
left in you, I think!" My mother replied laughing.

 


"Oh I’m sorry Julie, I didn’t mean to…you
know. I’m not that much of a suck! … really!" Carolyn said to me,
looking quite embarrassed.

 


"Please don’t worry Carolyn, wait…" I
replied

 


"Ah.. thank you Mother! You forgot to
mention who prepared all that salmon risotto last night… just like
you forgot to tell me why we needed so much!" I replied with a
barb.

 


Natalie burst in laughing, "That’s so
typical of you Anna, how is your memory these days, anything else
you’ve forgotten?

 


"No Natalie, There is nothing wrong with my
memory thank you very much! All things come in their own time you
know" Mum replied directly to Natalie.

 


Carolyn and I looked at each other, both
sensing that there was something we missed in their comments.

 


"What are you two talking about?" I
asked.

 


Natalie immediately looked away from me and
my mother quickly turned to walk out the door saying "Nothing,
Nothing Julie, just a bit of nonsense between us, forget it" She
turned and left the room.

 


Carolyn and Natalie started to talk about
music and before long Natalie asked Carolyn to play some music from
the score of the play she was in at the moment. I had only heard
Carolyn play the piano once or twice. She was amazingly good, far
better than I, she seemed to move into another realm as she set her
hands and mind to the task. I was completely entranced as her
evocative music echoed around the room. I couldn’t help but notice
her beauty. She was wearing a short white sleeveless summer dress
with the most deliciously subtle lace collar and a sweet, fine,
gold necklace . She was a picture of grace, her body seemed to move
in a gentle harmony with the notes from her long slender hands.

 


Before long Natalie moved close to the piano
and began to sing one of the songs from the play. Together they
looked enchanting, almost spirit like. It was a haunting, etheric
tune that lifted you with it as she sang in perfect pitch and tone.
It was quite mesmerising, leaving me feeling as high as a kite. As
they came to the end of the song the room was filled with an almost
mystical hush. I was in awe of their talent.

 


"That was utterly divine Natalie and
Carolyn, I could listen to you all day!" I said with genuine
feeling.

 


"Where’s your violin Julie I’d love to hear
you play, Natalie told me how talented you are. I don’t think I’ve
ever heard you play" Carolyn asked.

 


I didn’t need to be asked twice and
retrieved my violin from the cupboard. I began to play one of my
favourite Romany pieces, before long Carolyn joined in on the
piano, it turned out that she loved gipsy music as well and knew
the piece I was playing.

 


Natalie squealed with delight as Carolyn and
I chased each other through the piece. As I looked over the piano
at Carolyn we caught each other’s eye. I think this was the moment
I first fell in love with my dear friend Carolyn, she seemed to
feel it too. We gazed into each other’s eyes without needing to see
our fingers as we played, as if swept along in a dance of spirit
with the music.

 


As we finished and the echoes fell silent,
Natalie was filled with appreciation. "That was so gorgeous girls…
from another time! She enthused.

 


Shortly after Mum came into the room with
some of the food. "Oh I love the sound of music in this house it’s
been so long since I’ve heard that piano played so beautifully, You
two sound fantastic together. Such talent."

 


"So you liked my new piece too, did you
Anna?" Natalie poked at my Mother with a big grin.



 


"Yes of Course Natalie, you know I’ve heard
you just a few times before deary, you old ego tart! trés bon, trés
beau! It’s from your new musical, Yes?. Mum asked

 


"Less of the ‘old’ if you don’t mind, I have
always liked my tarts young and sweet, darling!, yes it’s from the
play…" Natalie replied with the inevitable retort and a laugh.

 


"Well lunch is ready girls, let’s eat!" Mum
declared as she cast a pointed smirk at Natalie.

 


We moved into the family room, with its view
over the back garden. Mum had laid out the table beautifully and we
sat down to enjoy the next part of this magical day.

 


The food was delicious, the conversation was
animated and intriguing. Carolyn had some amazing tales to tell
from the US. She must have invited me to visit her four or five
times as she told me about places and people she knew there. "Oh
you must come over Julie, it’s so much fun. I don’t know any other
Brits who are my age. Well, apart from Jeremy who is a total
pratt"

 


I see you haven’t completely forgotten your
English, Carolyn" I replied.

 


Oh ‘pratt’ you mean, Yeah, that’s true. The
folks over there often ask me what I’m talking about! I guess, I’m
like you. A bit of this and a bit of that! I see you haven’t
completely lost your French accent either! God, it’s so nice to be
here again, I didn’t know just how much I miss the ‘old dart’!…
Well really, till now. I’ve been back nearly a week and you’re the
first person I’ve caught up with again. It’s so great to see you,
It’s like we’ve been friends forever…. You look so gorgeous!"
Carolyn exclaimed.

 


"Oh wow… thanks… I was just thinking the
same about you! And you really don’t mind me dressed like this?" I
asked searching for a chink in her affections.

 


"Mind!?, You’re kidding! You know the last
time we met you were dressed up as a boy! That was pretty
strange!!" She chuckled. We all laughed. Carolyn continued,

 


"When I look at you now, in lots of ways you
look exactly the same, except now you’re older, better dressed and
wearing a skirt instead of jeans. I don’t know what I’m trying to
say but it seems that you’ve always been as much Julie, as Julian.
But now there is sort of more of you. It reminds me of when we
swapped clothes at my place that day, you know when you were
dressed as a princess? I always remembered that… thinking that I
didn’t want you to change back again, I thought I would lose my new
friend or something. Was that when it all started?" She asked.

 


"Well I suppose so, but just like you were
saying, I think I have always been both really. I guess that if I
was born with a female body, I might actually seem butch at times,
or maybe no one would even notice…. I don’t know what I’m trying to
say…" I replied.

 


"I can’t ever remember you being butch
Jules!!" Carolyn laughed.

 


"It’s just that if you’re born a boy, the
moment you step outside what boys are supposed to do, say or wear,
society reminds you very quickly that it’s a real ‘taboo’. If
you’re female I think mostly, these days, you can be as you want.
You can certainly dress anyway you want! No one says… look she’s
wearing boy’s clothes! I’ve never seen what’s wrong with being
both, rather than just one, and unwritten rules have always made me
want to explore them! " I finished with a defiant note.

 


"A rebel at heart! Wow, I’ve never really
thought that much about it before, maybe I don’t need to. But I
always remembered that day, you in that dress… it suited you so
much. It had a such a magical feel to it. Just like today. There is
something incredibly intriguing about being with a male woman, a
Shemale, that’s what the transgender people call it! Carolyn
finished and Natalie immediately burst into our conversation, she
had a strange ability to follow three or four conversations at
once!

 


"Shemale! What a great term, I love that.
Wouldn’t it be great if there were females, shemales and just
enough males to go around! What a feminine world we’d have!"
Natalie laughed mischievously.

 


"Well we have one already Natalie, She’s
called Julie!" Carolyn replied.

 


"Yes and where there is one there is more!"
Natalie replied.

 


"So Julie, you sound like you don’t want to
change sex or anything… what do you want?…. You know when I asked
you before if you were gay? Which sex are you attracted to? I mean
if you’re a male and fancy women, or vice versa, you’re
heterosexual. If you’re a male, dressing and being like a woman,
are you a ‘heterosexual lesbian’!? you know… if you like women, or
a gay male if you like men? It must be so confusing for you!" She
asked with genuine confusion and interest.

 


"Well maybe it is for you! But for me, I
don’t really care what the label is. In any case I’ve never slept
with anyone so I haven’t had to worry! I’m certainly attracted to
women but then women are so attractive by nature. I‘ve never really
thought about being with a man… anyway…. their all hairy and smelly
and stuff! I can’t imagine wanting be in bed with one!" I replied
with some of my remaining childish naivety.

 


Natalie looked towards my mother, giggling…
"What do you think Anna, You know, about having a man in your bed?
I think they have their good points don’t they!?"

 


"Oh yes Natalie, not to put too fine a point
on it, they have something very useful to offer. I think that’s
about the size of it! No?" Mum just managed to finish her reply
before bursting into laughter. Natalie, Carolyn and I were already
in fits!

 


"Anyway what’s a little hair between
friends, Nothing that a razor blade and a little Nair can’t fix!"
Natalie sputtered through her laughter.

 


"Oh you two are outrageous!" I said through
my laughter.

 


Carolyn was still in fits. The glasses of
wine had taken their effect on us all. We giggled for ages at such
a silly little joke. We all felt quite euphoric.

 


By now it was mid afternoon and we were all
feeling sleepy and a little woozy from all the talk, food and
laughter. Mum suddenly stood up and announced,

 


"I’m going for walk down by the river, Does
anyone else want to come too?

 


Carolyn and I looked at each other and
immediately said no thanks. Natalie however was raring to go. So
the two of them wandered out across the lawn and down to the path
by the river.

 


They made an enchanting site as they
wandered slowly, arm in arm, across the lawn. Their hair and
dresses ruffled gently in the light summer breeze bringing their
fragrant scents drifting back into the house.

 


"I know Julie, show me your room, I’d love
to see some of your clothes." Carolyn asked enthusiastically. I
agreed eagerly and we went quickly up to my room.

 


Carolyn, didn’t wait to be asked, she headed
straight for my wardrobe. Within seconds she was sifting and
browsing through my clothes. "Oh this looks cute, can I try it on."
I didn’t have time to answer before she had slipped out of her
dress, revealing her delicious body. I became entranced by her form
as she stood there in her bra and panties. Her breasts were like
tear drops from heaven! Large enough to emphasis her growing
womanliness and small enough to remain in perfect proportion to her
body. ‘Perfect’ is not an inappropriate word.

 


"What are you looking at Julie? We’re just
doing girl’s things together remember!" She reminded me with a coy
expression and a smile on her rose petal lips.

 


"Oh sorry Carolyn, I didn’t mean to
embarrass you, It’s just that you’re so beautiful, I was taken
back. I’ll try not to look" I said in an embarrassed tone.

 


"Right that’s that then, If I’m going to
have my body exposed, so can you! Let me choose an outfit for you…
Come on Julie, off with your skirt!" She went to chase me, but I
stopped her just in time.

 


"Ok Ok, that’s fair, I’m just a little
shy.." I replied with nerves.

 


"Oh for heaven’s sake Julie it’s just me.
Get em off before I strip you!" She laughed.

 


I unzipped my skirt and eased it off,
revealing my slip….

 


"Oh you wear slips, how ‘grown up’ of you, I
never wear slips, I guess they’re a little old for me! Take it off
too!" She said defiantly.

 


I felt a bit embarrassed by her comments. I
took off my blouse and dropped it on the bed. I was now standing in
front of Carolyn in just my bra, panties and hose.

 


I looked over to Carolyn waiting for her to
respond, instead she was just standing there with the same look I
had on my face before!

 


"What’s the matter Carolyn? What’s wrong
with me. I know I’m a bit weird but I didn’t think I was that
ugly!" I asked with a nervous tinge to my voice. Carolyn seemed to
be blushing!

 


"OH Julie, I’m sorry, I just didn’t expect
you to be so…" She paused

 


"So What? Carolyn" I asked

 


"Feminine Julie, and beautiful….. your
lovely dark hair, your dreamy blue eyes, your creamy skin…..your
breasts?…. and hips?… " She exclaimed in a breathless voice.

 


"How?… Have you been taking hormones?" She
asked.

 


"No, Not at all, what do you mean…? I
asked

 


"You’ve got real breasts, I thought it was
padding! Your shape and skin, just like a woman. I don’t remember
you being like that… When? ..How!?" She asked.

 


"Oh, it’s just the bra Carolyn, you know it
makes you look bigger than you are. I have some loose skin on my
chest it gets a little itchy and it’s a bit inflamed. It just looks
like I have breasts. They go away when I take my bra off and lay on
my back" I replied, becoming painfully aware of how incredulous my
explanation sounded.

 


"Oh come on Julie, I know breasts when I see
them and they’re breasts, not loose skin! bras only work if you
already have something to work with! Come here, take it off, I want
to see for myself" She insisted.

 


"No, I’m embarrassed now…" I replied
meekly

 


She didn’t wait and in seconds she had moved
behind me and unclasped my bra. It may sound odd but this was also
the first time I began to realise that the subtle changes in my
gender were also happening to my body. It was true, they were
breasts, not ‘loose skin’, they had shape and form. I really
thought that wearing the bra just bunched my skin together for
awhile. I know it sounds stupid now… but.. then I really had no
idea of what my body was doing. I didn’t feel male or female
really… just.. different.

 


"See…" she said, "breasts… and… they’re
really lovely, Oh dear Julie, you really are a girl… What about
your.. you know.. Where is it? is it gone? you have one don’t you?"
She asked with some alarm.

 


"Yes…, it’s just tucked away…" I replied in
some vain attempt to defend the remaining vestiges of my
masculinity.

 


"Oh, thank god, I was beginning to worry!"
she said with a laugh.

 


"But why are you growing breasts? and your
skin, bottom and hips, they’re female not male, you must have been
taking hormones, surely!" She said.

 


"Really, I’m not, I haven’t taken anything,
I just thought it was puppy fat. I haven’t reached puberty yet, I
mean my voice hasn’t broken yet. Do you think there’s something
wrong with me?" I asked, quite concerned.

 


"I don’t know, I don’t think so… well, for a
girl… Do you think your mother might have been giving you hormones
without you knowing it?" She said a little cautiously.

 


"No, I’m sure she wouldn’t, she’s a bit over
the top but she would never give me something like that without
telling me… She just wouldn’t do it." I said with some alarm.

 


"Well something’s happening to you, you may
not have reached male puberty yet but you sure have reached female
puberty! I’m sorry Julie I don’t want to upset you, or interfere or
anything, but I have to say you’re a girl and very, very lovely.
Perhaps it’s just happening naturally, who knows. Does your william
still work?" She asked.

 


"My What! ‘william’? where did you get that
term from! It’s a penis Carolyn and yes I guess it works fine for
what I do with it!!" I said, enjoying the chance to embarrass her
instead!

 


"Ok sorry, penis… you know…. does it get
hard sometimes?" She asked with an embarrassed but still
mischievous look.

 


"Wow you’re so personal! Yes it works,
especially when I’m around girls like you! Would you like to see!"
I said still enjoying seeing her squirm a little. Her face went
bright red and she sort of turned back towards the wardrobe as she
tried to clear a little tickle in her throat!

 


"Ok, I’m sorry, again. You just look so
lovely and I wasn’t expecting it. Let’s just drop it and try on
some clothes, I’m feeling a little strange!" She replied looking
quite unsure of herself.

 


Over the next hour we tried on almost all
the clothes and combinations I had! I had never dressed with a girl
of my own age so it was quite an education. Little by little
Carolyn made me aware of how out of touch with my own generation I
was! It was my mother who mainly chose my girls clothes and
although I liked her taste, Carolyn made me aware of how little I
had developed my own tastes and styles. It seemed to me that no
matter what she wore of mine, she looked far better than me! Just
the way she would wear it. When she made suggestions for me, they
really made sense, and gave me a completely different look from my
mother’s suggestions. I was learning some very precious tricks and
styles from Carolyn and utterly adored our time together. We were
becoming very close in a short space of time. It was as if we had
always been like this together… as if it was only yesterday since
we last met…. as if my times with her before as Julian were the odd
moments in our relationship. This seemed so…. beautiful… so
natural.

 


The afternoon sun began to stream so
brightly through the window that it was hard to see what we were
doing. I pulled a pink sarong from the growing pile of clothes on
my bed and threw it over the corner of the window to cut out the
glare. The room was immediately illuminated by a soft pink glow.
Casting a gentle highlight over us as we explored and rekindled our
friendship.

 


There was such a magical, sensuous feeling
between us, almost spirit like… hard to describe but easy to
remember. As if the air itself was laughing gently as it passed
between us, caressing us as it slipped between our bodies and our
souls.

 


At one stage, Carolyn was making some
changes to my make up as I stood by the mirror. Her body was
pressed close against me. She was holding a brush in one hand as
she steadied herself, while using a lip pencil with the other. Her
beautiful breasts pressed firmly against mine. The smell and feel
of her luscious body so close to me began to have its effect on my
maleness. She seemed to be feeling excited too as she moved her
hips closer to mine. I could feel her nipples stiffen as they
brushed against mine through our bras. It felt very sexy.

 


Carolyn dropped the brush from her hand.
Without looking where her hand was, she reached down to fetch it.
As she did, she accidentally moved her hand passed my groin.
Feeling a hard object, she assumed the brush had become caught on
the way down. When she reached to take hold of it we both became
quickly aware that she had taken hold of my now fully erect penis,
held firmly inside my panties. Oh how I wanted her to keep holding
it! I had never been so sexually excited. Once she realised what
she was holding she recoiled in total shock, as if she had just put
her hands on a mouse or something! She must have jumped 3 or 4
feet! With a red face that would have lit a room!

 


"Oh Julie, I’m sorry.. I thought it was your
brush. I’ve never felt one before" She blushed.

 


"A brush you mean?!" I joked. Trying to
break the tension. Carolyn laughed too and it immediately put her
at ease.

 


"Well you were right it does work! Is that
because of me?" She asked feeling both flattered and uneasy.

 


"Well I don’t see anyone else here, do you?"
I replied

 


"Wow, that was such a shock! What does it
feel like Jules? I mean to have an erection. I’ve always wondered."
She asked.

 


"It feels really good Carolyn, I don’t get
them very often but it makes you just want to explode inside
something or someone, it’s very primal and very… sexy! A sort of
intense burst femininity in a funny way!… like you just want to
wrap it in something feminine. I replied.

 


"Is it still hard?" She asked.

 


"Yes…! Why? do you want to feel it again!" I
asked, secretly hoping she would say yes.

 


"Well…." She murmured. "I wouldn’t mind… if
you don’t mind…I mean.." She said nervously.

 


"I like to pretend that I’m very grown up
but I haven’t ever been near a boy, they sort of scare me,
physically I mean. I’m much more comfortable with other girls. I’m
sure my mother thinks I’m gay, but I don’t feel very sexy with
women either…. Well, until I met you again anyway." She
revealed.

 


"So you’re excited too?" I asked.

 


"Well yes, I’m a little wet, you know that
feeling?… Oh right, you don’t do you." She gasped.

 


"Well, actually I do sort of know what you
mean…" I replied, I had no idea why or how, but just being so close
to her gave me warm silky soft feeling inside.

 


"So can I feel it again, Julie?" She asked
looking a little too eager. As if it was a new toy that she wanted
me to share with her!

 


"Yes… I’d love you to hold me Carolyn…" I
replied softly

 


Carolyn approached me again and carefully
brought her hand down to my panties.

 


Will you feel me too Julie? I’d love to feel
your hand on me… darling…" She whispered close to my ear.

 


Slowly and carefully, her hand surrounded my
rod as it lay aching inside my panties, as if she was touching a
captured wild animal. The warmth of her hand quickly penetrated
through the silky material surrounding me. I pressed my body
against her hand. She began to rub gently over my shaft bringing
waves of pleasure through my pelvis . I stiffened and tingled with
every motion.

 


"Oh… it feels so lovely… and it’s so pretty
in all that silk" She gasped.

 


I reached gently over to her soft white
tummy and slowly eased my hand over her panties, letting my fingers
extend down around her mound… and.. further between her silky
thighs until I held her pleasure in my hand.

 


As I moved my hand in a slow rhythm over her
mound, Carolyn pressed against me in time with my motion. Her rose
petal lips were moist and slightly swollen… our lips met in a wave
of pure pleasure. As we played and explored our luscious bodies the
rhythm between us became intense. I was straining for relief from
my panties, as Carolyn pushed harder and faster. In one smooth
silky movement she opened my panties and slid her long white
fingers down around my pleasure. She released me, whispering..
"darling Julie… my beautiful friend". My palm rolled against her as
my fingers explored her folds. As our lips entwined through a haze
of lipstick and perfume we exploded into a mutual climax, our
juices flooding our joy….

 


With our hearts still pounding and our
bodies damp with feminine pleasure we collapsed onto my bed. We lay
close together, in each other arms… surrounded by a pile of
feminine clothes, drinking and sipping the rush of pleasure
coursing through our bodies. We must have laid there for half an
hour before either of us dared to move. Wrapped in each other,
trying to savour our new found pleasure before reality intruded
once more.

 


Finally the cool of the late afternoon air
played on our dampness and brought us reluctantly back to our
senses. Suddenly we had to deal with what had just happened between
us. Neither of us had ever had sex before with anyone. It seemed
like we were just playing and sharing with each other, then the
euphoria in the air seemed to explode into a sensual cloudburst and
the next moment we were locked in a tidal wave of mutual passion.
I’d never experienced such feelings before. Such beauty, such
joy.

 


"How are you feeling sweetie?" I asked,
hoping she wasn’t upset.

 


"Oh.. I feel fine… real fine… really, really
fine! Oh darling that was the most wonderful experience I’ve ever
had. I’ve never felt like that before… Was that sex? Did we just
have sex? What else would you call it? I had no idea it could be so
intense. It was the beautiful thing I’ve ever felt… two girls
loving and cuddling each other… mmm… thank you, thank you
sweetheart. Do you feel good too?" she asked with a Cheshire cat
smile

 


"Oh yes… my delicious friend. I’m in heaven,
I adore you, you’re like fine gentle honey! I’ve never been with
anyone before… All that pleasure and we didn’t even go all the way,
or even take all our clothes off! I felt like we were part of each
other, it was completely delicious." I replied.

 


"Does this mean I’m a lesbian!" Carolyn
asked with a laugh.

 


"There you go with labels again, I don’t
know you tell me!" I replied.

 


"Yes I think we are! The only difference
between us is that you have a dick! Your body, your breasts and
your lips, you’re smell… all girl sweetheart, all girl. I don’t
know why you could be bothered dressing up as Julian when you can
do anything you want as Julie" she said.

 


"Do you really think my breasts are growing?
I am changing and I’ve no idea why, it’s the most strange thing.
I’ve never been damp before either. It shouldn’t be possible,
should it? I’m really starting to worry, you’re the first person
who’s seen me so close up other than mum. Why wouldn’t she tell me
my body is changing…. Why didn’t I notice?… I finished in a haze.
.

 


"I don’t know honey… but it’s not really
hard to tell the difference between a male body and female body
when you’re close up! I mean… your breasts are real, they look like
mine did a couple of years ago, really… Your skin has always been
soft but your shape has changed too since I last saw you. I hope
you’re not too shocked but you don’t look like a boy. I mean, you
only have fine hair on your face and hardly any on your legs. You
feel like a girl… you look like a girl…Your mother must know, or at
least have noticed… I can’t see how she wouldn’t?"

 


"Oh God, what am I going to do! I mean… I
never really thought that… well… that I was a girl… I mean… I love
being myself as Julie… but… It never occurred to me that it might
be real… I know that sounds stupid but… I’m just me… and people
call me Julian most of the time… I mean it changes everything if I
actually am a girl…. But how can I be… I’ve got a penis for God’s
sake!… " I gasped as the reality of my sudden new bodily awareness
surrounded my thoughts.

 


"Relax sweetheart…. be Julie… what does it
matter. I mean you’ve never looked all that convincing as a boy
anyway… sorry to say it… but that’s part of why I like you... Your
unique, I’ve never met anyone like you… Look, ask your mother about
it, I’m sure she must have some idea. If not we’ll go to a doctor
together and get them to examine you or something. Either way
you’ve got to find out what’s going on" She replied.

 


"Oh Carolyn I can’t tell you how much I
appreciate your help and your honesty… I never really know what
people think of me… I mean people do look at me strangely
sometimes… I thought I was just being paranoid… but it seems to
happen more often. I mean I always thought I was just a boy with a
problem…. Maybe I’m really a girl with a problem!.. Since we met
again you’ve made me see how cloistered my life is with my mother.
I really need a girlfriend of my own age. Someone to be honest
with…Thanks so much…" I replied with a tear in my eye

 


"Don’t worry Julie. You’ll have trouble
getting rid of me, I find you completely enchanting. The most
talented and sexy creature alive! And I really don’t see you as
someone with a problem… whatever sex you think you are… I see you
as special… more than most people… really." Carolyn finished in a
burst of teenage affection.

 


As we slowly got up, we realised that our
clothes were still damp from our love session. Carolyn obviously
didn’t have any other clothes but true to form this didn’t bother
her a bit. "I’ll just wear yours Jules, I’d love to dress in your
things." She said.

 


"Sure, whatever you want to wear. I’d love
it tool" I replied.

 


We had even more fun trying on my clothes
again. The combination of clothes Carolyn chose for me were
fantastic. It worked so much better. Before I felt a bit like a
girl dressed up as middle aged woman but after Carolyn had finished
I felt like a sexy young woman! It was great. She found me a
shortish, kilt like blue skirt and a tightish black woolen jumper
with long sleeves, a low ‘V’ neckline and fine beading. Combined
with my black stockings and heels… it looked so sexy!… It really
showed off my legs. For herself, she chose one of my short cotton
dresses, it was a fairly ordinary sort of dress, with short sleeves
and a high hem, in a fine dark blue pattern of tiny flowers. It was
very feminine but quite sexy as well. By the time Carolyn had
finished putting on a large belt and buckle, some silver blue
earrings and a string of blue stones, it took on a completely
different look! The way her body filled it was a delight! Her bare
soft white legs combined with a pair of my dark blue heels looked
absolutely divine.

 


"Turn around Julie, I want to try something
with my hair… then you tell me what you think… you know on first
sight, I want to surprise you" Carolyn asked. So I turned my back
and moved over to the window. As I gazed towards the window I
looked down to my chest…. for some reason my breasts seemed even
more swollen or sensitive than before. I felt quite elated by
seeing them and feeling so female! Why hadn’t I noticed? Though I
had noticed people looking at my chest when I was dressed as
Julian, I just thought they were looking at my shirt… I can be so
dumb sometimes!…. and my mother… why hadn’t she ever said anything
to me?… well, it’s true she did buy me some bras… but I thought it
was just… you know.. to go with the effect. I started to get
annoyed about how little I seemed to know about myself. I was so
lost in expressing myself as Julie, so trapped in thinking that I
had to fight for my feminine side. It had never occurred to me that
it might actually be true… but how? why?

 


My eyes were distracted by a bird flying
passed the window. As I looked out across the lawn I could see two
female figures standing together by the river. I guessed it must
have been Natalie and Mum. As I looked a little closer I saw one of
the figures moving close to the other, before long they were
kissing and locked in a passionate embrace. "Who’s that" I thought.
It can’t be those two but who else would it be? A little time
after, one of the figures broke away and turned to look back at the
house. It was my Mother! My God! Did I just see what I thought I
saw? No? Surely?

 


"Ok turn around Julie, What do you think?" I
vaguely heard a voice from behind me but I was still in a trance
looking at the scene.

 


"Julie? Hello? Is anyone home?" I heard
Carolyn ask.

 


"I’m sorry Carolyn, I don’t believe what I
just saw" I replied

 


"What? You mean out of the window" She
asked

 


"Yes.. Natalie and Mum…. Kissing and Hugging
each other!" I replied not believing the sound of my own words.

 


"You’re Joking Julie… No, are you sure?" She
replied incredulously.

 


"Yes I’m sure… That’s unbelievable!… But it
starts to make sense… I can’t believe I didn’t work it out before.
How Bazaar!" I muttered.

 


"Oh right and of course we’re completely
normal aren’t we Jules!" Carolyn replied with sarcasm.

 


"Oh God, sorry that’s true isn’t it… It’s
just that she’s my mother you know. And I didn’t know, at all! Did
you know Natalie is gay Carolyn?" I asked.

 


"Well, she’s more bi than gay, we’ve talked
about it before but I didn’t know that Anna and Natalie were an
item! What a hoot!" She finished.

 


My mind raced as I tried to take in all the
new experiences from the day. One minute I am at home alone with my
mother, then Julie is exposed to Natalie and Carolyn. The next
minute I become aware of my changing body, then Carolyn and I make
love for the first time ever and finally I see my mother and
Natalie kissing in the garden!

 


Some days in life stand out far above all
the rest and this was most definitely one of them!

 


At times, there comes a change in the order
of life, an oddity occurs. Mostly the change goes unnoticed but
sometimes its echoes are heard...

 



Chapter Three




Carolyn and I finished our makeup and went
down to the kitchen for some more food. We were starving after our
physical encounter. Carolyn seemed to move with a new grace, a
bounce in her walk and a glow in her eye. Nothing seemed to phase
her! I was so impressed with her attitude to life. Everything was
‘just’ a new experience for her. It gave me a feeling of confidence
that belied the turmoil of emotions I was feeling.

 


"You look so lovely Julie. You have a glow
in your eyes! I just adore you, you sexy creature!" She announced
with affection.

 


"That’s funny, I was just thinking the same
thing about you!" I replied.

 


"Hey, after we’ve eaten, let’s go into the
lounge and play some more music. I really loved playing with you
before" She asked.

 


"Oh I’d love that, I’d love to explore some
other pieces with you?" I replied with a laugh!

 


"Haven’t you got enough pieces already!" She
quipped.

 


"Very good dear, you’re so bloody witty, it
must run in your family!" I laughed back to her.

 


We walked into the lounge and started
playing again. After a few chords and tinkling she started to play
an old ragtime piece called La Diva de l’Empire by Eric Satie. I
love Satie’s work and immediately joined in playing. It was such a
lot of fun, we giggled and laughed as we played with the melody and
turned it on its head! There was a strong musical connection
between us. As if we had always played together. All my worries
melted away as we played.

 


At the end of the piece Carolyn asked me if
I could still play the piano.

 


"Well, yes, but I’m pretty atrocious
compared with you" I replied.

 


"Don’t worry, I just want us to play
together so we can sit next to each other! A duet" she
announced.

 


I put my violin down and moved over to the
seat next to her.

 


"What will we play" I asked.

 


"Um… I know… Can you play any other Satie
pieces? like err, Gymnapedes?" She asked.

 


"Oh yes, I love that piece and it’s pretty
simple, maybe I won’t make a fool of myself" I laughed.

 


She asked me to play the base chords while
she played the melody. I thought this was odd as she was much
better than I but agreed eagerly.

 


Once we were playing, it became obvious why
she had asked me to play the base, the melody only needed one hand
while the base needed two. This gave her one free hand! The next
moment, as our feminine bodies moved against each other in time
with the music, I felt her spare hand resting on my thigh. Before
long she had moved it slowly between my legs, crumpling my skirt
and dragging it slightly up my thighs. I felt a thrill of delight
as the material coursed over my stockings and my nipples
immediately hardened inside my bra sending a shiver back into my
pelvis. I looked over to her, about to stop playing.

 


"No. No, don’t stop darling. Please, it’s so
beautiful. I want this piece to remind me of you and I together."
Carolyn whispered close to my ear.

 


I continued on with my hands beginning to
tremble. Her hand moved under my skirt and directly to my maleness.
It became hard and throbbing again as she clasped and held it, as
if we were just holding hands! While still playing the slow melody
of the piece, she leaned over and kissed me warmly on my lips. My
whole body was shivering with delight. The smell of her hair and
the feel of her silken lips was completely intoxicating.

 


Quite unexpectedly, the door from the
hallway creaked and began to open. We quickly recoiled from each
other and stopped playing. Natalie’s head appeared around the
corner.

 


"Oh great! Playing together? what a picture!
I love Gymnapedes, it’s one of my favourites! I just had to come
in. Please don’t stop for me" Natalie said brightly.

 


Neither of could find a word to say! We
simply straightened our skirts and started playing again. Natalie
just sat and watched us with a warm smile on her face. She seemed
entranced by the music. After a while, her eyes closed as she
drifted off with the sounds. Carolyn and I looked at each other and
grinned! I leaned closer to her and gently kissed her porcelain
cheek, hoping that Natalie’s eyes were still closed.

 


I began to think again about the changes to
my body, My mother and Natalie kissing each other and Carolyn.. My
dear friend Carolyn.

 


Natalie perked up again. "Ah, that was
delightful, you two play so well together. I’m so glad you’re
friends. You should play more, it brings out the best in you both.
Really, you’re very good, you could take it further if you wanted.
If you’re interested I can find you some work at parties or
functions.. What do you think?… Well think it over anyhow, I’m
serious!"

 


Carolyn and I looked at each other and
smiled!

 


"Yes that sounds great Natalie, we’d love
it!" I said speaking for us both, as by now we both felt that we
were destined to spend more time together and anything that made it
possible was definitely to be encouraged!"

 


Shortly after my mother returned. "Oh there
you all are! I’ve just been clearing up. On my own as usual! I see
you two have been having some fun together?" She asked innocently.
Carolyn and I looked at each other with a tremor of anxiety and a
hint of guilt!

 


"Your clothes I mean. You’ve both changed,
or hadn’t you noticed!" She continued, wondering why we had missed
her meaning.

 


"Oh yes, Julie showed me some of her clothes
and we couldn’t resist trying things on!" Carolyn replied.

 


"Mrs. McGuire… I mean Anna, would it be
alright for Julie and I to go out shopping together sometime?
Carolyn asked with a girlish tone to her voice that completely
belied her true nature.

 


"Yes, Of course Carolyn, I think this would
be a good thing! You know, I think your taste would suite her, you
need someone with a younger taste than mine Julie, don’t you
think?" She finished.

 


"Anna, I’ve just been suggesting to the
girls that they play more music together, they’re so talented, I
think they’d both get a lot out of it. What do you think? Natalie
asked my mother.

 


"Oh Yes, That would be fantastic! We could
all spend more time together. I just love having you all here!" Mum
replied with delight.

 


By now, the sun was starting to fade and the
early evening light had begun to settle. Natalie, rose to her feet
saying it was getting late and she really had to go as she had some
lines to learn over the weekend. My mother tried to persuade
Natalie to stay for dinner but Natalie’s mind was made up. She
reached out her hand to my mother and said,

 


"Oh darling, I’d love to, really, but I’m
already behind, I have rehearsals on Monday and I’ve got so much to
learn."

 


Mum looked disappointed and a little hurt.
Carolyn and I looked at each other with dismay. We didn’t want our
fun to end!

 


"What about Carolyn, She could stay Mum,
couldn’t she? What about it Carolyn, are you doing anything?" I
almost pleaded.

 


"Yeah I’d love to Jules, I’m not doing
anything else!" Carolyn replied enthusiastically.

 


"Yes, Of course, that’s fine with me…
Natalie? Yes?" Mum responded.

 


Natalie agreed and moved towards the front
door. "Oh, transport? Look I’ll give you a ring around 10 and if I
can, I’ll come back and pick her up then" she said to Mum.

 


"Are you sure Natalie, I can bring her over
or she can stay the night, there’s no problem, either way. Ring me,
I’d like to talk to you later anyway.. you know, what we were
talking about before. Ok? Mum asked.

 


"Alright Darling, I’m glad you’re thinking
about it… Thanks… Bye for now. Bye girls have fun!" Natalie kissed
us all and breezed out of the house.

 


Mum turned to us and said "Right you two!,
it must be time for dinner! But this time you two can look after
me! Yes?!" She asked.

 


We all moved into the kitchen to prepare
some food for dinner. Carolyn and I had a ball laughing together
and teasing each other, listening to the television and ‘sending
up’ the hair and makeup advertisements! My mother however, was
sitting quietly outside on the terrace. She had a bottle of wine
and seemed to be drinking more than usual. She had a vacant look on
her face and was quite unresponsive to our chattering. I was a
little concerned. I had the oddest feeling that things would never
be the same again. As if some threshold had been passed and change
was inevitable. I always had a strong ‘psychic’ sense and somehow
the gathering evening thunder clouds seemed to say it too.

 


I was so besotted with Carolyn’s company
that I pushed the impressions from my mind.

 


The evening flew along with its own
momentum. The two of us watched television snuggled up together on
the couch, chattering incessantly. My mother however was nowhere to
be seen. On a few occasions I heard her voice upstairs and assumed
she was talking on the telephone. She seemed to be quite angry, but
I couldn’t tell who she was talking to.

 


Right on cue at 10 O’clock the phone rang.
We assumed it was Natalie, we were both a little disappointed
because we knew that our time together might soon be coming to an
end. Shortly after my mother came in.

 


"Hi Girls, Look err.. Carolyn would you mind
staying the night? Natalie is a still a little busy and I need to
go to bed shortly, is this alright? She asked.

 


"Yes please, Anna, I’d love to stay the
night, we’re having a great time!" Carolyn replied.

 


"Oh fantastic! That’s great!" I replied

 


"Julie, could you lend Carolyn one of your
nighties please, she can sleep in the guest room, the bed is
already made up ok? I’m really exhausted so I’m going to bed.
Please don’t stay up too late…ok?" She finished looking quite
flat.

 


"Are you alright Mum?" I asked as she went
to leave the room

 


"Yes Yes darling, Just a few things on my
mind. I’ll talk to you tomorrow alright?" She replied looking quite
grey at the edges.

 


We both said goodnight and settled down to
enjoy the late night movie. It was such a perfect night. We felt
such a strong connection between us. As I looked into Carolyn’s
crystalline eyes I could sense a presence that was extraordinarily
familiar. As if we had been together many times before. Carolyn
gazed back and cuddled into me, her long fragrant hair falling in
cascades around me. We talked about our sexual encounter without
the slightest hint of embarrassment, it felt so natural to be so
close with each other. In just a single days encounter, our
sexuality had been aroused and expressed, we felt in awe of our own
desires and passions. I knew that my life had taken on a new
dimension and I felt as if I had grown 10 years in a single day. So
many of my inner anxieties had simply melted away with the gentle
touch of her body close to mine.

 


As the night drew to a close we made our way
upstairs. I lent Carolyn one of my night dresses only to be
reminded again of my naive ‘over the top’ femininity!

 


"OH Wow Julie, it looks like a princesses
nightie! I mainly wear a tee shirt to bed!" she exclaimed.

 


"Well, more a ‘queens’ night dress really!"
I quipped, poking fun at myself

 


"Oh Julie don’t take yourself off, You’re a
lovely, enchanting, mysterious young woman to me… With the most
delightful extra bits! I love drag queens but you’re not like any
gay male I’ve seen… you’re.. a girl… well, sort of like other girls
I know anyway, but different… really intriguing…The boy in every
girl and the girl in every boy! she exclaimed.

 


"Oh.. Carolyn that’s beautiful… thanks for
saying that… I don’t know Carolyn, I like drag queens too, I think
they’re fantastic, so outrageous! It’s just hard to find who I am,
you know, I don’t feel like a drag queen or a transvestite with a
fetish… I mean, it all seems really harmless to me, just fun…
expressing yourself… why shouldn’t men enjoy their feminine side….
Women demand to express their masculine side…. That would be much
easier, I think… I’m not a transsexual because I don’t want to
change my sex, I’m happy with how I am, and I don’t really even
feel transgendered in that I feel the same all the time. I don’t
change personality suddenly each time I swap clothes, well more
than you do with any clothes… whatever you wear. They’re all just
labels that people like to put you under. I’m just me and I don’t
really want to turn into anything else…" I replied with a slight
quiver in my voice.

 


"I’m sorry you feel so strange at the
moment. Look, to me, you’re just as you say… but the person I see
is Julie, my sexy lovable girlfriend. If you dressed as Julian, I
think I‘d find it a little odd… nice too… cos’ I like you anyway
you are… but a bit like if I dressed up as a boy! It’s just a
feeling but… you’re so much more you as a girl than a boy, even
with your sexy feminine dick!" she replied with a giggle.

 


"Look, do want to wear this nightie or will
I find you a tee shirt?" I asked trying to change the subject
before I felt even more odd.

 


"Yes, yes… darling, sorry I didn’t mean to
upset you… I’d love too! it looks so delicious and feels so….
girlie! She replied with a sarcastic laugh, embarrassed by her own
feelings!

 


"Mom would never buy me something like it! I
can’t wait to try it on!" She replied, suddenly letting go of her
false reluctance.

 


She took the night dress from my hands…. In
almost one smooth movement she had removed her clothes and slipped
it on. It suited her beautifully. Her gorgeous body filled it out
in all the right places and the silky flow of the pale blue
material lapped deliciously around her hips and legs.

 


"Ooo, I didn’t think it would feel so
incredibly yummy! How sexy! How feminine! Wow Julie, I had no idea
you had so much fun at night! She oozed with sensory shivers

 


"Oh.. Carolyn, you look incredible! It
really suites you. So you do like a little ‘girliness’
occasionally!" I grinned to her.

 


"It’s you, you bring out the girl in me!
It’s such fun with you!" she giggled back to me, with a remaining
hint of embarrassment.

 


I slipped into my nightdress. It was one my
favourites, an Edwardian style but with short lace sleeves, a deep
neckline and a pretty lace trim. It was fine white silk and had
that special ‘second skin’ feel to it from wearing it so often.

 


"Oh Jules, you look great, you know I can
see what sort of woman you’re going to be. It makes you look so
elegant, like a ‘40s actress in a movie. Oh… Natalie loves that era
she has a great collection of clothes from old films and plays,
I’ve tried some of them on… I’ll show you sometime, you’d love
them. Just your style." She finished.

 


"There you go again, I can’t help it if I
look older, more elegant than my age!" I laughed. "I’ve seen some
of Natalie’s clothes, I tried some on with her too! she has some
dreamy dresses. I adore those tight bodices and flowing skirts. Oh
and my favourite are those tailored, straight knee length dresses
and skirts. With a cashmere wool jumper or silk blouse! Heaven!" I
dreamt on with passion!

 


"Yeah I can see why you like being a girl!"
Carolyn replied.

 


"Can you see why boys like girls Carolyn?" I
asked giggling

 


"Yeah, lucky little darlings! but it’s so
much hassle dressing up all the time, I like doing it for fun… but
mainly I just want to look good and be comfortable…. perhaps boys
should dress like girls some of the time, we could spread the fun
around! Might make them happier and even a bit smarter!" She
laughed.

 


"Ha, Ha That ‘d be fantastic.. Girls could
be boys too if they wanted some of the time, that would really
stuff the ‘hierarchy’ wouldn’t it!" I continued laughing.

 


"Yeah Jules, but girls can already dress in
the same way as boys whenever they want and no one even notices!
Perhaps you’re part of new generation of shemales who can be
anything they want!" she remarked with a laugh.

 


Her words seem to ring in my head. Something
we were talking about made sense but I couldn’t quite put my finger
on it. It made a distinct echo in my mind. We continued laughing
and chatting while we took off our makeup and got ready for bed.
The time came to say goodnight and for Carolyn to go into the guest
room. We stood looking at each other. The light from the hallway
cast a gentle silhouette, high lighting the sensuous curves of her
body. My body tightened and my penis began to fill as I gazed at
her luscious body and beautiful face.

 


"I can see you’re going to miss me Julie?"
Carolyn asked with a sweet smile looking down to the growing bump
between my legs.

 


"Oh yes, sweet Carolyn.. I’ll always
remember today, with you." I said in adoration.

 


"Me too Julie, I don’t want it to end. I
knew something special was going to happen to me this summer, I had
a feeling about it, it’s you… my delicious friend." She looked
longingly towards me. We came together in a loving embrace. I
kissed her gently on her blushing lips as our nighties merged and
mingled between us. So sweet, so tender, girls in girl love.

 


We parted quite quickly, both a little
surprised by the emotional tension between us. A little too strong
to be taken so seriously. Carolyn moved backwards slowly toward the
hallway. She was looking unusually nervous and unsure of herself.
She raised her hand a little to a gently brief wave.

 


"Well, I’d better get to bed… It must be
really late…" She said meekly, as if she wasn’t listening to her
own words. A little in shock from the strength of these new
adolescent feelings.

 


With that she was gone and I was left
looking at an empty doorway, the light shining hard into my eyes. I
stood for a few moments trying to take in the strength of my
feelings towards her. It had been such awhile since I last saw her
and we were just kids then, but there are ‘certain’ people you meet
in your life that have a ‘certain’ feeling. Greater than time or
just this life. spirits who meet to grow together. Carolyn and I
were like this. Our paths were destined to entwine. We both knew it
but we weren’t sure what it meant or how it might be.

 


As I closed the door and moved to my bed I
began to remember the events of the day. What an extraordinary day
it was! What a whirl of discovery, emotion and surprise. I felt as
if a multitude of new dimensions had entered my life in a rush. I
had taken a leap in my growth. Almost too much to think about at
once. I felt incredibly tired as I slipped into my welcoming bed,
all the energy from the day began to plummet as I wriggled and
rolled under the covers. My brain began to dive into sleep.

 


As I turned for the last time with my back
to the door I heard a soft noise behind me. Before I could turn to
see what it was, the covers began to move on their own.

 


"Oh it’s the cat.. phew…" I thought drifting
in a sleepy haze.

 


Then a weight in the bed gave me a fright
and I turned to see what the cat was doing. Suddenly I felt a body
slip close in to envelope me in a blanket of silky, sweet smelling
warmth. Carolyn’s voice whispered softly in my ear.

 


"Please don’t tell me to get out. I can’t
bear the thought of not being with you tonight. It’s so cold in
there without you darling. Can I sleep here with you… please… don’t
say no."

 


I sighed with relief and bliss as my I felt
my dear sweet Carolyn lay close in beside me in a warm gentle sea
of silk and girl. Sleep was only a heartbeat away and we lay
entwined until morning.

 


At times, there comes a change in the order
of life, an oddity occurs. Mostly the change goes unnoticed but
sometimes its echoes are heard...

 



Chapter Four

 


The Change

 


As I heard the familiar sounds of the
morning teasing me from my sleep, I felt my bedmate begin to move.
I turned around to meet her. She lay with her silken eyelids
closed, her hair strewn on a sea of soft white cotton. A smile
began to form on her sleepy pink lips. I moved my lips to hers and
kissed the morning.

 


I felt her hands begin to slide over, around
my silk clad body. Carolyn sighed with pleasure as she pulled me
close to her. We kissed deeply, warmly, with passion. I moved my
hands around her thighs and pressed her to my groin. She moaned
"..darling girl…". I felt her hands move again, over my shoulders
to my hair. She pulled my head close to her and kissed me with the
strength of a man. A shiver of pleasure echoed through my body,
from my lips to my breasts, to my groin. A warm moist wave of
pleasure released between my thighs. I sighed with delight. As
Carolyn let her lips leave mine, I gently stroked the valleys,
hills and curves of her creamy satin skin.

 


Caroline moved her hands to my shoulders and
slipped my night dress down. Her hands moved gently over my soft
skin to my small aching breasts. Firmly but gently she squeezed my
nipples sending shafts of pleasure echoing through my breasts, my
chest, my pelvis. She pushed me over on to my back. Her mouth
replaced a hand as she licked and flicked my nipple with her
tongue. I was almost shivering with delight as I felt her free hand
move down over my panties, between my legs. She squeezed tightly as
her mouth sucked and flicked my nipples. My body exploded into
waves of pleasure, my entire pelvis caught each wave and squeezed
back with equal strength.

 


"Carolyn, Carolyn, I’m yours" I called in a
primal whisper.

 


"Sweet Girl" She repeated in between her
licks and flicks.

 


My pleasure seemed to flood between my
thighs.

 


"I want you in my hand, sweet girlfriend…"
She panted.

 


She moved up and peeled my panties from my
soft behind, grasping my now hard penis. She milked me with
pleasure until my pleasure released in her hand. As she felt me
come, she moved her head up to mine and lay with all her weight on
top me. Drinking in every shiver of pleasure rolling through me as
it rippled into her.

 


As my orgasm began to ease I could feel the
trickle of sweat beads merging and mingling between us. Our lovers
juice flowed like watery honey as our pelvis’s met and merged.

 


As if propelled through a magnet I moved
over, spilling Carolyn onto her back. She groaned in lovers passion
as I moved my hands around her luscious young breasts. I felt her
body quiver as I moved my weight onto her. My hands gently
surrounded her nipples and squeezed her aching glands. I kissed her
feminine body from her chest, over her arching tummy down to her
mound

 


"Oh Julie… sweet, sweet Julie." She moaned
and groaned and squirmed.

 


My tongue searched out for her clit and
flicked it with abandon, sending waves of electric pulses charging
through her veins. The wetness of her vagina gave off a gentle
lovers odour as she came and came and came again crying out in
utter pleasure…

 


We lay close together sipping in the
aftermath. The warmth of our bodies and the tangle of silk around
us merged into one. The physical barriers between us seemed to have
dissolved, leaving us close together surrounded in a hazy feminine
glow.

 


We drifted in and out of a pleasure filled
sleep as the sounds of the morning filtered in through the sun
streaked window, neither of us wanting to move. Such joy and mutual
pleasure, too much to leave alone. Without warning, I heard my
mother’s heels clicking down the hallway to the stairs. I quickly
became aware of our vulnerability. That familiar fear of ‘being
caught’ sent pangs of fright racing into my mind.

 


"Quick, Carolyn, my mum’s up, we have to get
up, she often comes in to see me in the morning!" I said with
alarm.

 


"...Oh Jules, I don’t care who finds us,
Kiss me again, my sweet… sweet… girl…" Carolyn murmured in a mist
of self indulgence.

 


I leant over and kissed her once more on her
now full red lips. She pulled me close and whispered gently in my
ear.

 


"Julie, you’re the most incredible feminine
creature. I love you with my soul.." She whispered with
affection.

 


"I adore you too, dear Carolyn….. but we
have to get up!" I said trying to recover from my desire to kiss
her once more.

 


Reluctantly, we peeled the covers back and
eased ourselves up into the day. When I tried to leave for the
bathroom to take a shower, Carolyn demanded with a smile that she
should come too. I didn’t have the will or strength to resist her.
We scurried into the bathroom, peeled off our damp disheveled
nighties and plunged our sticky bodies under a cascade of steaming
hot water. We soaped each other eagerly and took pleasure in
feeling the slippery soapy curves of each other’s bodies. As her
hands moved over my tummy they reached and surrounded my soft
tingling breasts.

 


"Oh Julie, I adore your little breasts. I
hope they keep growing! Perhaps they need a little massage from
time to time!" She laughed.

 


"Well, you’ll be the first one I ask!" I
replied with a giggle of delight as they slipped softly in her
hands.

 


The next moment there was a knock at the
door.

 


"Are you two in there together?" My mother
asked.

 


"Oh.. yes mum, Carolyn was just helping me
with my hair" I replied.

 


"Oh, that’s nice of her… Look, I’m just
going down to the shops to get some food for lunch. I’ve left some
breakfast things out for you on the table, I’ll be back soon… Ok?
She asked.

 


"Ok, thanks mum, see you soon!" I replied
with relief.

 


We finished showering and went back into my
room.

 


"Jules, can I borrow some more of your
underwear. I didn’t know I was going to need so many clothes when I
came over yesterday!" She replied with a laugh.

 


We searched again through my clothes looking
for outfits for each other. Seeing her in my clothes made me feel
extremely sexy yet again!.

 


"Carolyn, you look incredible in my clothes!
I said

 


"I love your things, they’re so much sexier
than mine! They make me feel so feminine. I think you’re even
turning me into a girl! She enthused with a laugh.

 


It didn’t occur to me that not all girls
dressed the way I liked to. I guess it depends on how your mother
dresses. My mother had a very sensual side, she loved feminine
things. It seemed so natural for me to wear clothes similar to
hers. Carolyn’s mother, as nice as she was, didn’t have a sensuous
bone in her body! So poor Carolyn had been brought up with cotton
knickers, woolly vests and tee shirts… much like Julian! I could
tell that meeting me had opened up a new part in her. While I was
feeling embarrassed by my taste in clothes she was secretly full of
envy! Yet at the same time she made me aware of how ‘over the top’
I had become. So in a strange way we helped each other find a
balance for our appearance and expression. This was to become quite
a theme in our relationship, both in music and in life. We had so
much to offer each other, we were a perfect complement.

 


After dressing and admiring each other we
went downstairs for breakfast.

 


The day was bright and sunny, a perfect
summer morning with traces of the nights dew slowly fading into the
warmth of the sun. After breakfast I had a strong desire to play
some more music with Carolyn. She felt it too and we spent the
remaining hours of the morning getting serious with our technique.
It was quite simply enthralling. All the energy we had shared from
our love making spilled easily and naturally into our playing. It
became obvious that we were going to spend a lot of time playing
together. The sensual connection between us was very strong.

 


I had never really had a ‘best friend’
before and nor had Carolyn. It was an enormous boost to both of us
to find another ‘soul mate’ in life. It may sound as if we were
falling into a simple adolescent love that would, over time, fade
away. There was much more to our relationship as the future was to
prove. We were friends first and foremost, sisters in spirit and in
life. We shared things that not even lovers share, we loved things
that ‘just’ friends would never share at all. We knew innately,
when to give each other space and when to give each other care.
Where I was tense and anxious she was confident, loose and flowing.
Where she was restricted and insecure I was open, free and
sharing.

 


Even today I can say, the love between us
was the most pure and unselfish I have ever felt. There was no
competition between us, by nature we were as equal as twins.

 


We played on, trying new rhythms and
different harmonies. Our timing and skills improved with every
piece. I had never felt so ‘alive’ while playing with another
person. We heard the front door open as my mother came home. We
played on and on. In a little while, the doorbell rang and before
long Natalie swished into the room with my mother. She had such a
presence, it was hard not to stop playing! … but she motioned to
us, waving her hand and telling us to play on. She stood, gazing at
us while we played. I could see she was thinking, not just
listening. Her platinum hair catching the light from the window
giving it a golden glow. One of her legs was a little in front of
the other, her hand rested gently on her hip. She was wearing a
tight black cashmere skirt with a matching cardigan buttoned up to
her neck. A single string of pearls, with matching earrings set the
outfit off, a picture of elegance, style and femininity.

 


As we finished the piece Natalie and Mum
burst into applause.

 


"Oh Girls, You must keep playing together.
There’s a real magic between you. I know an excellent teacher,
Jonathan is his name. He could really help… show you how to
perform." Natalie said as she moved over to us.

 


"Oh Yes Natalie, I agree Jonathan is
fantastic, I worked with him once. A bit of a tyrant but with
talent coming out of his ears!" My mother added.

 


We both agreed, there didn’t seem much point
in ‘not’ agreeing with them! They were a formidable combination! I
looked over to Carolyn, the smile in her eyes had a different
meaning to her lips. We talked for awhile before Natalie said she
had to get going. Carolyn and I hugged deeply and warmly and kissed
each other gently on our cheeks. Even though we were doing our best
to disguise our real affections in front of Natalie and Mum, they
still noticed the loving looks between Carolyn and I.

 


"Come on you two, all good things come to a
end! God, you can see each other tomorrow anyway." Natalie
announced.

 


"What do you mean Natalie?" Carolyn
asked.

 


"Didn’t you say you wanted to do some
shopping?… Well, I’m going to London for rehearsals, you can come
with me… I’ll be there till late, you can either come back with me
or catch a train home. It’s up to you…sound good?". Natalie
replied.

 


"Yeah, Natalie… Couldn’t be better! You’re a
Gem!" Carolyn squealed with delight.

 


I joined in with her! Just when I was
beginning to fret over when we could see each other again…. da da
daa!… Natalie comes to the rescue with her usual aplomb! Carolyn
and Natalie made their way out of the house. Carolyn cast a quick
kiss and a wave to me as they got into the car. Her gorgeous body
seemed to drape itself into the seat, as if she was just slipping
into another dress!

 


As the car eased out of the driveway my
mother wandered off to pick some flowers, the sound of the engine
faded into the day. I became aware of the sounds and smells around
me. It felt good, clear, real. Like, the day after a storm… When
the sun comes out, mellow, kind. But different, I was different…
Older, more connected to the world. Meeting up with Carolyn again
had made me aware of how introspective I had become, how self
centred really, as if far too much of my time had been spent
worrying over my problems and differences from the world. Was any
of Julian still left in me? It was a curious feeling. The Julie
side of me was much better at interacting with the world. It seemed
that somehow the see saw between Julie and Julian that I had been
desperately trying to keep in balance had been tipped over to
Julie’s side … and…. I really couldn’t have cared at all! I was
still me, but now more as Julie and my body seemed to be saying it
too. I hadn’t even thought about going to meet new people as Julie,
Who else would I meet them as!? Yes a change had occurred and like
many changes, it was only noticeable after the event, leaving me to
simply note its passing.

 


"Come on Julie, It’s lunchtime come and give
me a hand". Mum said interrupting my thoughts as she returned with
a handful of flowers, She took my arm and we strolled in together
enjoying the soft warmth of the sun on our dresses.

 


We prepared and ate our lunch chatting and
laughing. I told her how much I enjoyed meeting up with Carolyn
again and showing off Julie to Natalie. I thanked her for not
warning me, it made it much easier, a natural meeting between
friends. I asked her when Natalie had told her about when I dressed
up with her?

 


"Yes, you know… I told you yesterday, she
mentioned it to me just recently because she was worried about
you". She seemed to want to pass over it, as if it was of no
consequence or because she didn’t want to talk about why Natalie
hadn’t told her before.

 


"That’s why we arranged for you two to meet,
it was lovely wasn’t it darling!" She said in her usual emotional
way.

 


"Yes it was fantastic mum but what else have
you talked about? Why is it that I don’t know? People talking about
me while everyone runs around telling me how ‘lovely’ or ‘pretty’ I
am, I’m sick of it. Why can’t you talk to me!" I finished in
unexpected anger.

 


"Julie Julie, what’s the matter… You’re so
upset suddenly!… You know I talk to you, where is all this coming
from!" She demanded, feeling a little upset by my outburst.

 


"Oh look, I’m sorry mum, I’m just feeling a
little tense, I don’t know why.. Forgive me?" I returned
mechanically, I had no idea myself!!

 


"Yes, of course… A little over tired? Too
much fun with Carolyn?"

 


She replied with sympathy.

 


Our talk roamed on. I wanted to ask about
her and Natalie, seeing them together. No matter how hard I tried
to find the right moment the conversation would turn away again. It
was quite a strange conversation because my mother seemed to be
doing same with me! As if we both had something we wanted to say
but we talked all around it instead.

 


After lunch I went to my room to tidy up and
do my hair. I collected all the loose clothing and carefully put it
away. This was Julie’s room, Julian didn’t live here anymore. I
felt a little heavy after lunch, and there was a tightness across
my tummy, congested, a little constipated I thought. My nipples
were also a little sore and I felt quite uncomfortable in my
clothes.

 


As I hung up my dresses I felt a different
relationship with them. Before they ‘were’ Julie, her means of
being herself… now, they were just simply what she wore. I looked
through my clothes and heard Carolyn’s voice in my head telling me
they were ‘a little too much’, ‘too old’ even ‘too girlie’ She was
right! I felt a shiver of embarrassment when I realised how
stereotypical they were. They were my armour of femininity. While I
was wearing them no one could ever say I wasn’t part girl! But now,
somehow I didn’t need that anymore. The feminine was inside me, not
just something that Julian wore. I was so glad I was going shopping
tomorrow! It was time to dress myself rather than an image in my
head.

 


Not wanting to wait till tomorrow, I
stripped off my clothes, determined to find something a little less
‘over the top’. Eventually I found a short straight black skirt and
one of Julian’s tee shirts. That’s it! I said to myself. No fuss.
Just clothes. I decided to take most of my makeup off and just to
put a little on like Carolyn.

 


As I stood in front of the mirror in my
underwear I looked down to my bra. The way the light caught my
cleavage highlighted my breasts in the mirror. They really were
getting bigger! They felt full and a little heavy even in my bra. I
unclipped the bra and slipped it off revealing their shape and
form. The image in the mirror confirmed the view looking down from
my eyes. Breasts… there was no doubt about it. Why hadn’t I noticed
them before, I mean I had! and so had mum, but, neither of us
really seemed to take it seriously. They were growing for God’s
sake! This shouldn’t be happening! Anyway, even if it was some
strange natural twist of fate I was sixteen, if I was a girl they
should be fully grown by now, surely, not just starting to form!
And why hadn’t my voice broken, it was a little deeper but nothing
like my male friends, and where was the hair on my face and legs? I
had never had to shave.

 


I decided that the time had come to have it
out with mum. She must have seen the changes in me and hardly said
a word. Perhaps she had been feeding me hormones behind my back! I
couldn’t really see how? Or even why she would. I had to know… The
time was right.

 


I finished dressing and went straight
downstairs to find my mother. She was sitting on the terrace
reading some lines. I gave her quite a shock when I appeared before
her with doc martin shoes and my tee shirt hanging loosely over my
skirt.

 


"OH Julie, you’ve changed again… Dressing
down are you, got something messy to do?" She asked trying to find
a reason for my unusual appearance.

 


"No, I just wanted to wear something simple
for awhile" I replied with indifference.

 


"Look, Mum, I need to talk to you… About me,
I mean my body." I asked with a slight stutter.

 


"Yes Julie, What, you’re lovely, what’s the
problem"

 


"Mum my breasts are growing! You know they
are! What’s going on!" I demanded.

 


My mother went silent. She looked away from
me into the distance. I waited for a response.

 


"Mum you heard me, what’s going on" I
implored.

 


Finally she turned back and looked me in the
eye.

 


"Sit down darling, there is something I need
to tell you, I have known that this day would come. Natalie has
been giving me hell over it for ages, She just adores you… and I
have been going through hell for years over it. I can’t put it off
any longer. I should have told you years ago but…. I just didn’t
want you to have to deal with it until… well, until you had too…
So, listen please… then we’ll talk." She said firmly.

 


"This may shock you but I don’t think you
will be too surprised….

 


It is like this… When you were born…." She
stuttered. "the doctors had a battle to decide…. of which sex you
were. At first we thought you were a girl, I had always thought you
were going to be a girl while I was pregnant, so to me there was no
doubt when the doctor said he was not sure. We didn’t know it but
your penis was still tucked inside you and there were no sign of
any testes, You looked like a girl, you even looked like you had
the folds of a vagina where your testes should have been but it
seemed to be closed. The doctor said he should have a look in a
month to see what could be done and said he would do a sex test
then.

 


You were taken home and into the world as my
new daughter Julie. However after a few weeks your little penis
appeared. I was so shocked, convinced that you were a girl. Your
father was just as shocked. We took you back to the doctor, He
explained that sometimes this sort of thing happens. Even though
you now had what seemed like a penis, he said he would still need
to do a sex test as sometimes a clitoris can grow so big that it
looks like a little penis. They took some blood, & skin and
sent them off for testing. In those days it took nearly a week for
the results. It was one of the worst weeks of my life, not knowing
if you were Julie or Julian. I wanted to keep you as a girl because
of my feelings about you and this is how you came into the world.
Your father and I argued for days. Finally we agreed to let nature
take its course and waited for the results.

 


The results finally arrived, the doctor
invited us in. They were not at all what we were expecting. Yes it
was a penis not a clitoris, they even found evidence of your testes
still inside you. This was enough for your father. There it is, he
said. He’s a Boy.. That’s it, It’s over we will bring him up as a
boy from now on.

 


The doctor interrupted saying "That’s not
all there is to it I’m afraid. We have also found evidence of
vaginal tissue immediately below the penis. The penis is resting in
exactly the same position as a clitoris. Finally the chromosome
testing revealed the reason for the physical anomalies. You know
that females are xx and males are xy, your child has a particularly
unique combination of xxy. Technically called intersexed, also
referred to as an Hermaphrodite"

 


It hit us like a bombshell, what should we
do you with you, a boy or a girl. I eventually and very reluctantly
agreed that your penis and testes could not be ignored. We decided
to bring you up as a boy. I felt as though my Julie had died.
However, we also agreed to watch how you felt as you grew. This is
why I have been so supportive of you. It’s why I was so happy for
you when you discovered your other side. If it was left to me I
would have brought you up as girl, it’s what I know, what I can
help you with, despite what people like to say, I think it is
easier to be a happy balanced person as a woman rather than as a
man. Your Father disagreed and we have never resolved our
differences, it left us both in shock.

 


So there it is… I have wanted to tell you
for many years but I had to wait until you discovered your feminine
side on your own. I didn’t want to influence you in any way, other
than to let you express how you felt. Once I saw how happy and
natural you are as a girl and how confused you are as a boy, I
began to feel that I had made a mistake, that maybe I should have
stood up for what I felt, that you are a girl and always have been
to me. My dear, dear Julie. Please forgive my lack of strength."
She finished looking pale and exhausted as though all the tension
since my birth had been released and couldn’t be hidden
anymore.

 


I was shocked to say the least. My head
began to spin in a thousand different directions. All those
thoughts feelings and impressions that I had denied and tried to
ignore as I was growing. The pain of feeling like a freak of
nature.

 


"So what you’re saying is that I really am
both male AND female! You never told me, Why not? I can’t believe
it. I’ve been so worried…. God, I’ve never heard of that before.
How does it happen, it’s exactly how I feel… both… otherwise I
would have changed by now. I don’t know whether to be happy or
angry." I ended starting to feel completely betrayed.

 


"Now Julie.. please… When you think about it
you will see that we had to bring you up as either a boy or a girl…
that’s the way humans are. If you were both, you wouldn’t have had
a chance to develop yourself as any other child. Your whole life
would have been defined by your sexuality, your difference to
others. We didn’t want this to happen to you. We wanted you to be
free to develop in your own way, in your own time. We had no idea
what to expect. You might have reached puberty and developed into a
young man or as it seems, as a young woman. I did my best and have
wanted to tell you so many times…" She replied with a look of hurt
in her eyes.

 


"But don’t you see Mum, I’m both, I am both!
not one or the other. So what should I do! I don’t know how to be
just one… I can’t kill half of me just to keep society happy!" I
cried in hurt and anger.

 


My mother reached forward, instead of giving
me her affections she looked me directly in the eye with a hard and
clear gaze and said.

 


"Now Listen darling, I could be soft on you
to make you feel better but you are old enough to take things as
they are now. You are the only one who can decide what to do at
this point in your life. Life is hard sometimes and this is often
when we grow. The only thing that is important is that you stay
true to your inner nature Yes? Without any emotions involved these
are your options…

 


You undergo an operation to remove your
female parts and live entirely as a male

You undergo an operation to remove your male
parts and live entirely as a female

You do not remove anything and live as the
gender you are comfortable with, knowing that you will always be
different from others.

The hard truth of the matter is that you
will find it very difficult to live as two genders, people like to
know how to relate to you. They want to know that the person you
are today is largely the same as tomorrow. It’s how we trust each
other. If you show up one day dressed beautifully as Julie and the
next as Julian, most people will move away from you. You’ll find it
very hard to make many friends, even in the gay world. This maybe
wrong I know, but you can’t change society over night. I love the
whole of you no matter what. I’m just telling you the way it
is."

 


"That’s all bullshit Mum!, I have a right to
be who I am, who I was born, no matter what. It’s not as if I were
an alien invading the bloody planet… or it’s catching or
something!" I said interrupting her as she retorted."

 


"No Julie, you didn’t listen to me! It’s not
a matter of what’s fair, that’s not even the point! It’s about how
YOU are going to do what YOU want with YOUR life! Do you want to
spend your life just defending your sexuality to ignorant people!
Is it just your problem… and then your responsibility to make
people understand? Well, that’s a path you can take and I will
fully support you. I just want you to be aware of what you face and
what your options are. If you felt just like Julian you wouldn’t
even have to think, you would run to the doctor and tell her to cut
out all of the girls parts from you. But this isn’t what I see. I
see a person who is growing into a woman, as naturally as any girl
does. I have put off this moment for so very long but now you have
to know, your body is already choosing" She replied.

 


I sat in silence… There was so much going on
in my mind that words seemed irrelevant. No matter what I thought,
which way I looked at it… She was right, I mean, I even remembered
not wanting to wear a bra or camisole under my boys clothes! I
thought it felt really odd!. I was no different to the way others
would think! I realised what my mother was doing through all those
worried years… She was testing me… to see how I could handle being
both! I realised why she encouraged me to cross dress, so I would
be forced to deal with it. How she had even waited for me to
explore my own feelings before she did anything. I was completely
in awe of her, of how she dealt with it, the worry she must have
felt. I moved over and hugged her with all my love.

 


"Thank you Mum, you are right, you couldn’t
have done anymore, I love you" I wept as we hugged.

 


"I wanted you to be a girl Julie, I just
didn’t have the strength to go against your Father. He was only
thinking of you. He thought you were a boy and didn’t want you to
suffer. I felt so guilty, for you having to be a boy AND for me
wanting you to be a girl. When you were a baby, I kept wanting you
to tell me or show me which sex you were, it was so hard, having to
resist treating you as a girl when I just wanted to hold my little
girl in my arms…" She wept releasing years of pain.

 


She moved back from me and continued…

 


‘It’s why we left France, all the village
knew you were different, God, even in those days, some thought you
might be evil or something! We didn’t want to have other people
know, when you hadn’t had time to know about yourself. We moved to
England to give you a chance for a new life"

 


"So this is why my body is changing, my
breasts are growing…. You haven’t been giving me hormones or
anything, have you? I asked with still some suspicion.

 


"No, No, No I would never do that without
asking you. Your changes are natural, it’s your body. It’s
beautiful, please don’t hate it, but… if you want to be a boy, you
will have to take hormones to make you a boy. We had no way of
knowing which way it would go. Look it’s time you went to the
doctor, on your own. You’re old enough to hear it from her. She
knows and can give you more information on the medical side than I
can. I will ring tomorrow and make an appointment for you, Yes?"
She suggested.

 


"Yes Mum, I need to know what it means… and
Dad, Does he know about Julie now? Is that why he hasn’t been
around, has he gone off me? I asked with a little hurt and
annoyance.

 


"Yes, Julie, He knows now that you have been
Julie when he’s not around. I told him finally, just last night. He
was very annoyed, for me not telling him, for keeping him apart
from you, for keeping it a secret… He is right to be angry…. It was
very wrong of me and I have hurt him once more… but… I… I… just
wanted to protect you, so you could make up your own mind without
anyone else knowing, To have a chance to explore yourself while you
are still young… and I wanted you to hear it from me… I’m your
mother… and I love you so much…" she wept a little before
continuing…. "You know he and I haven’t been getting along so well…
Oh Julie.. there is so much I need to tell you, but not all at
once. Look, He loves you just as much… He is coming back tonight
just to see you… He’s not afraid to see you… he loves you, you know
that, he would hate to lose your love." She finished…

 


"So, tonight… I.. see him dressed as Julie..
Oh…no!.. What will he think of me? What did he say?" I asked in
utter fear

 


She said he was very concerned at first and
felt that I should have some counseling as it was such a serious
‘problem’ to face on my own.

 


"Apparently, he had suspected you cross
dressed for some time from your appearance and was waiting for me
to be ready to discuss it with him. He is not an ogre, he is a very
broad man. I have learnt much from him" She finished.

 


I felt terrified again, he represented the
archetypal male figure to me. All that was normal, proper and
correct about being male, well on the surface anyway… and here I
was, in my own eyes an abject failure as a ‘normal’ male. Why
hadn't he behaved differently towards me if he knew? There was
nothing in his behaviour towards me that suggested he even had the
faintest inkling! I was both comforted and confronted by him
knowing but not letting on. Did it constitute approval,
disapproval, disgust, disdain, disinterest or denial, my mind was
in a whirl.

 


My mother assured me that he loved me dearly
and his concerns were out of love not disgust. She had insisted
that I be allowed to find my own path and he had agreed.

 


I don't ever remember feeling so utterly
terrified. I felt as though I had let him down totally, a complete
failure to the male gender, like some sort of traitor. I tried to
back out of it. The queasiness in my stomach seemed to be getting
worse.

 


"Can't we just discuss it without me being
dressed as Julie." I implored weakly.

 


"Well Julie, it’s up to you but at some
point you will have to stand up for who you are" she said with an
overtone of sternness.

 


"You can't go on dressing as a girl just
with me, it’s not natural. This is another reason I wanted Natalie
to meet you… and Carolyn… doesn’t it feel better to be with other
people? We both love you and we want you to be able to express
yourself as truly as you can" she continued.

 


 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23879
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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