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 THE DRESSING GAME

By Charlotte Mayo


CHAPTER ONE

I ran my hand down his back; his silky white camisole top felt smooth to my touch. He moved closer; pressed his body against mine. I could now feel his cock. Warm and hard and erect. It pressed against my womanhood through his red leather mini skirt and in an instant ruined any pretence that he was a real woman  not that anyone in La Maches nightclub would have been deceived. 

The hems our leather skirts touched. It was so strange. So bizarre, there was I a 42-year-old business-woman dancing cheek-to-cheek, skirt-to-skirt with a transvestite who was probably as old as my daughter, Alison. 

My mouth found his. His lipstick tasted so delicious. I could smell his perfume; the feminine deodor-ant on his body. I closed my eyes and let my tongue have its own private dance with his: they licked and darted and entwined. 

It was strange  I had never fantasized about a lesbian relationship. Never. The only reason I was in a gay club with my daughter and friend, Susan, was because there was a lot less hassle there than in a straight club  especially for an attractive woman  and I knew I was attractive. But when I had seen him there, leaning against the railings, looking down at the dance floor with so much poise and elegance something came over me. I had never seen such a beautiful creature before and a powerful urge surged through me. A desire. I felt like a man must feel when he sees a gorgeous woman who has dressed up for the night for the sole purpose of attracting the opposite sex  I felt that power, the power to approach or not to approach - the ability to control. It had been Alison who had pointed him out to me... 

Mum, look at that transvestite� hes got lovely legs� better than mine.

He did too. They were bare and smooth and long and shapely. At one end were pointy black patent high heels with a 3 or 4 stiletto and at the other end a red leather mini, which curved over his slim backside and hips. There was no doubt that had there been a vagina concealed by the skirt rather than a penis he would have been considered very attractive. Stunning perhaps. Certainly women would have been jealous�

Hes dressed like you, my friend Susan had said. 

He was, too. We had both chosen silky camisole tops  only his was white and mine was red; we both

wore leather miniskirts  only his was red and mine was black. 

Why dont you have a dance with him? Alison had said. 

I cant� not with a guy� who� er� doesnt look like a guy� theyre think Im a lesbian.

Alison and Susan laughed. 

It is a gay club, Justine! I think thats the idea! Susan had exclaimed. 

It was too. Men and men. Women and women. 

What was wrong with Justine (straight) and transvestite (unknown). 

Hes probably gay, I said. I mean to dress that way he must be, right?

Wrong, Alison said. Not all transvestites are gay.

So I was egged into approaching him. As I did so he turned and looked at me. Holding me with his deep blue eyes that stood out under the thatched blond of his wig. He was used to attention. Used to approaches from men and women, that much I could tell. 

Do you want a dance? I asked. 

He smiled. It wasnt the question he was expecting. 

He told me later that most women asked him about his clothes or enquired if his breasts were real. It was strange to hear a deep male voice resonate from such a flawlessly feminine persona. 

As the music played on I placed my hands on his leather clad hips and swayed. I loved the feel of his cock, through his skirt, pressing against my sex. Cleary it excited him as much as it did me. I rubbed my ele-

gant, well-manicured fingers along the cool red leather that encased his backside  gave his bum a little tweak, a pinch  I felt like a man, I felt in control. There was no adverse reaction so I let my hand wander to the hem of his skirt; I felt his smooth legs, which glistened with baby oil. He was a perfectionist and no mistake. So this was what men meant when they talked about first and second base and edging closer to a feel of a womans breasts or, the goal of a finger in a clitoris and a fiddle about as a prelude to a great lump of flesh being de-posited in that most inner most sanctum, the vagina, was it? 

Whats your name? I whispered through his blonde wig. 

Caroline, he said. And yours?

Justine.

As I replied I let my hand progress upwards feeling out the base of that hard shape that was his manhood. 

The music came to an end. We still held each other in an embrace. I breathed in his hair spray; his expensive scent  and the delicious smell of his ripe, young body. I was conscious that my daughter was watching me: that Alison was wondering how far her mother would take it. There was no way I was going to give up now. I had never had sex with a transvestite, never had sex with a lad young enough to be my son: but both things were going to happen that night. A sodden pussy demanded some input from a large male cock 

and the thought of one that was so beautifully decorated really turned me on. 

I nibbled at his ear through his blond wig and asked him if he wanted to come home with me. 

Do what?

I laughed. Pardon, ladies say pardon.

Pardon, he said. 

I nibbled again. 

This time he must have heard me for he said, Yeh, sure, without a moments hesitation. 

A lady should not be so forward  a lady should play hard to get. A lady should refuse first off and then let the man chase�

Alright, no then.

His mock reluctance came too late; I already had him by the hand and was leading him from the dance floor. His transvestite friend, Natasha was standing on his own drinking a canned drink with a straw. He was wearing a pale blue dress and five and a half inch heels

 when Caroline passed he looked on jealously. 

I released Carolines hand. 

Wait here, I ordered. Caroline stood still like a sentry on duty, not even bothering to say a few words to Natasha. I sort out Alison. 

Im taking him back to my place, I told her. 

MOTHER!

It was like a parental reversal. I smiled. You were the one who urged me to chat him up and have a dance with him.

We thought a dance�just for a laugh� no sex� I mean� do you fancy him?

Hes not my normal Alpha Male type I must admit but after Aslam and all the others Ive had, I think a man whos well and truly drenched in his feminine side is just what the doctor ordered.

But youre not� going to� I mean� not with�. 

surely�.

Why not?

I saw Alison look at him. Standing there. Like a woman awaiting her man. Patient. Not daring to move. 

I sensed she felt sorry for him. He was about her age after all. She knew what I knew. I was in charge. I was dictating this one. After Aslam. After the smacks and the male dominated paternal married life I had led where the woman was secondary (despite the fact I had my own businesses and earnt more than him) I was now in control. 

I said farewell to Alison and Susan and collected Caroline from the spot he had remained rooted to. 

I thought you were going to leave me� go back to your friends, he said like an insecure female. I collected my coat from the cloakroom and we made our way out into the cold September morning. I hailed a cab and we scrambled into the back  the driver took side long glances at Caroline� and at me � in his rear view to confirm that the blond in the red leather mini and silky white camisole top and four inch heels was in fact a man  and the lady with long brown hair and slim figure was in fact a lady. It was gone 2am and I could see that Carolines five oclock stubble was showing though his thick foundation. Suddenly, I felt an urge to embarrass and humiliate him� and the nosey taxi driver. 

Ive near fucked a transvestite before, I said. 

The driver grinned at the rear view and then turned his gaze to the well-lit road ahead  it was a pub story 

Caroline blushed a deep crimson. 

What do you say that for? he said, his voice im-mediately confirming his masculinity. 

I patted his arm. Motherly. Im just saying, dear, Ive never�

Before I could say any more his hand went up and he tried to block my mouth. It was an act of defiance that shocked me. Instantly I felt inferior. I looked at the driver who was smiling  doubtless he had seen plenty of back seat lovers tiffs in his time but never one quite like this. So Caroline, the transvestite, was a spunky little minx, was she? I suppose, through her veins, male blood ran and male blood was superior blood. 

We didnt speak any more. I was annoyed. Angry. 

Caroline was going to be taught a lesson whether he liked it or not. Oh, just let him hobble down to the nearest police station at 4am in the morning in his heels and leather mini and accuse me of mistreating him, I didnt care, he would be taught a lesson. 

The taxi stopped outside my large detached house. 

Caroline instantly got out of the cab without offering to pay. I was beginning to suspect that Caroline was a somewhat self-obsessed, narcissistic individual who still thought he would come back to mine and have sex and kiss me good bye in the morning having had all his desires satisfied and hearty breakfast to boot  unfortunately life was not like that. 

He pushed through the front gate ahead of me and started to walk along the loose chippings that formed my driveway. 

Its difficult to walk on this in high heels, he said as he stumbled and nearly fell. Why dont you get it tarmacked?

Just for him, no doubt! 

My ex laid it and every time I drive over it I think of him, I said. 

You dont get on with your ex, then? he asked rather stupidly. 

No. Hes a dickhead.

Whats he do?

Runs a restaurant.

So, at least he was a good cook.

I ignored the inane remark. The conversation was getting tedious. I was bored. Clearly Caroline thought nothing of the attempted intrusion in the cab  not doubt, when dressed as a man he had done much the same to his girlfriends. 

I unlocked my big white front door and ushered him in. Since Aslam had moved out I had taken to buying nude sculptures and prints. Caroline seemed oblivious to the surroundings  I could see him thinking

money though. People always thought that. I walked to the cloakroom at the end of the hall and hung up my coat. 

Tea or coffee? I asked. Well, I may as well start civilised, I thought. 

Coffee, he said. Black with one.

Go through. I pointed to the lounge. Make yourself at home.

A few minutes later I brought the coffee in on a tray. Caroline was sitting on my tan coloured leather sofa. His stance was actually quite impressively feminine  he leaned forward with his knees together  he was perched more than lounging or sitting as a man might do and he had his hands neatly clasped together

on his lap. Obviously, he had spent a fair amount of time studying and modelling female behaviour. 

I plopped into the arm chair opposite. 

What do you for a living, Caroline?

Insurance. I work in an office.

I laughed. I had had a preconceived idea that he would work in some field that would allow him to dress  a barmaid perhaps  in a gay club. I couldnt picture him in a suit, walking to the office with his brolly and rolled up newspaper - mind you, that was probably stereotype too. 

Its boring, he said. I live for weekends� when I can go out as Caroline. Me and Natasha  thats my mate you saw standing by the bar - we love it, we do, every Saturday were down La Mache. They all know us, like. The manager and everyone. Like the guy who gave you your coat is called Bastion after Camp Bastion in Afghanistan because he is a fantasist and he says hes been out there like, with the army, but hes been nowhere�. I never drink when Im dressed�only softs�thats why Im sober now� its dangerous to drink when you dressed� you wouldnt believe the approaches you get but believe it or not Im straight.

Caroline could certainly chatter away like a woman and he clearly loved the idea that he was so popular in the gay club though it meant nothing to me. I reached over and took out a packet of More cigarettes. Without offering one to Caroline I unwrapped a panatela and picked up a lighter, in the shape of two copulating nudes, and which stood on the coffee table. Aslam would have hated it. I lit the cigar. Aslam would have hated that too. I drew in smoke and, as I did so, I took in Carolines long smooth legs - he wasnt wearing

tights or stockings which were impressive. The red leather mini was short  barely as long as the dick it concealed. The breasts looked (and felt) life-like and I could even see little nipples through his lacy white bra. 

I knew he wore a waist clincher as I had felt it when I had placed my hands around his thin waist but overall I was impressed with his minimalist approach to foundation garments. 

We sat and drank our coffee in silence for a while. I wanted to ask him about his male life but did not want to spoil the fantasy. Caroline had clearly put in a lot of hard work and spent a fair bit of money to look as good as he did. His make-up was well applied and his fingernails were nicely painted if a bit on the short side. 

I noted that he even had pierced ears and wore little gold hooped earrings - he was a professional this one and no mistake. 

Finished? I asked, pointing at the coffee cup. 

He nodded his wigged head. 

I got up and walked towards him, my high heels dug into the thick rich carpet. I took Carolines cup and walked out to the kitchen. Alison has often said Ive got OCD and I love to keep the place tidy but the reason I wanted to go to the kitchen was I wanted time on my own. Space. I wanted to plan. Think through what I was going to say when I went back into the living room. What I was going to do more importantly. 

When I came back into the room I was once again looking at Carolines back. Perfect. He had got up and was standing by the mirror over the fireplace looking at his reflection. No doubt reflecting on the five oclock shadow that had appeared at gone two in the morning. 

I took in his neat mini skirt, the small zip  the stud press popper  it really was just like mine and so, so

easy to release. He brushed a hand through his wig. In his hand was a lip stick  he had even re-applied his make-up! He really was such a girl! 

His lovely blue eyes followed me in the mirror as I walked into the room. I came up behind him and placed my hands around his waist, felt his slim hips. I ran my hands down the smooth front of the short skirt. 

No sign of his manhood now but I knew if I kept my healing hands there it would re-appear like a snake charmers snake. But I had no intention of doing that. 

Caroline, I said softly, maternally. In the taxi I was annoyed with you when you tried to place your hand over my mouth.

I could see from Carolines reflection he could barely remember the incident. It was nothing. Just as Aslam slapping me had been nothing. A quick slap for being disobedient and then forgotten  maybe a necklace or a salwar kameez to make up� or some money to buy other clothes or jewellery. 

Sorry, he said at last. He didnt mean it. Men never meant it. In his case he could not even remember it. He placed the lipstick on the fireplace. It was Rimmel. He turned. It was a joke.

Not a very funny one, Im afraid.

He turned back and looked at himself in the mirror. 

Oblivious. I smelt the gentle scent of his expensive perfume that he had re-applied. I took hold of his arm. 

Tightly. 

Whats going on? he said. I thought we would have sex and that would be that.

So mannish. So basic. 

Fraid not. Not just yet anyway.

I moved to his left. I was watching his face in the mirror, a hint of apprehension spread across his eyes. I dug my long, well maintained nails into his bare arm. 

That hurts, he said. 

So will this!

Suddenly I brought the palm of my right hand down on his leather-clad backside. It made an almighty smack. Caroline lurched forward but my strong left hand kept him steady. 

What was that for? he said indignantly. 

You know.

Again my right hand smacked his bottom. I felt a not unpleasant stinging sensation in my palm. I felt powerful. The third smack was the hardest. 

Ouch! Caroline said. That hurt! He tried to rub his bottom with his free hand. I moved it out the way and smacked him again and again. The mirror didnt lie. His face looked indignant but the reflection also told of a snake that was emerging from its basket

and was starting to push out against the narrow confines of his skirt. Caroline was enjoying my sadism. I gave him three more hard whacks and then moved behind him. 

I advanced my hands up over his camisole top and squeezed and pressed his chicken fillet breasts, kneading them and playing with them. 

You liked that, I said. 

There was no need for a response. I ran my hands back down his silky camisole top and back to his waist. 

I kissed his wig. I find it quite a turn on. A boy in drag� kinda does something for me�

I felt the press stud on his skirt and eased it open. I edged down the zip. It fell around his ankles. 

Youve got lovely legs, I said. And a great body.

Thanks, he replied self-consciously. 

I took his hand and led him to the sofa. 

Lie down, I ordered. 

He did as he was told. I took my own skirt off and sat astride him. His cock was ram rod stiff and had popped out of his silky red knickers. I undone the Velcro of the waist clincher and pulled it off in one sharp tug as if it were a plaster. 

The top of his cock was moist and slimy. I pulled off my own top and unclipped my bra and let it fall on the floor. I dangled my breasts over him, my nipples tempting his lips. Then I manoeuvred his large bone into my moist sex. His cock stood up with a greater rigidity than I had ever seen in any mans cock before. 

Straight and hard... I lowered myself onto his rod, letting his member into me inch by beautiful inch. Slowly, I lowered myself down until his cock was like a piece of dowel holding us together. Thats when I started to work him. Back and forth I rode him; my long brown hair falling about his face. I wanted to snap his rigid cock in two. God, I rode him. 

You dirty fucking transvestite, I moaned. I bet you stole your mothers cloths, you dirty little cross dresser.

My aggression seemed to arouse him, his cock pushed onward and upward inside of me as I rode him back and forth, up and down. I had never experienced anything like it. Never. 

Im going to fuck you, you dirty fucker, I groaned. Im going to fuck you good and hard and if you dont do as youre told Im going to spank that pert little leather clad arse of yours again and again until you do as I say and then youll really see whos in charge of you filthy little trannie.

The walls of my clit pressed and covered and coaxed his cock. Faster and faster. Faster and faster. 

Like a steam train I heaved and sighed and pushed and panted. Then he exploded. In me. Like a rocket on a launch pad his boner took off. Erupted. I felt my super moist chasm tighten against the inferno that was erupt-ing inside me as my vagina tightened onto his pole. He groaned and whined and swore and told me he loved me and I fell on him and engaged his mouth. Full on. A long hard snog. His skin was dripping with sweat. The camisole top was damp and perspiration seeped through his heavy foundation. In an effort to cool down he pulled off his wig and let it fall to the floor. 

I love you, Justine, he lied. Ive always wanted sex when dressed and that was the best ever.

I smiled and got off my mount. 

Lets get in you in the shower, I said. 

When we got upstairs I provided him with makeup and nail varnish remover and cotton wool. Then I went to my bedrooms en suite and did my own ablutions. I could still hear the hiss of the shower as I got into bed. 

The electric alarm indicated it was 3.36 am. Caroline entered the room in a towel dressing gown I had lent him. He was well and truly back in the male. 

Now its your turn to be in charge, I said. Fuck me like a man.

He took off the dressing gown and slipped into the inviting sheets. 

My, you shave all over, I said feeling his smooth, soft skin. 

Being a trannie means a lot of hard work, he said. 

Well, youre a man now, so take me. I said. By the way, whats your real name?

Connor, he said. Connor Hart.

I smiled again. I preferred Caroline. 

He placed a hand on my silky, rose pink nightdress and I rubbed my hand along his bare, hairless chest; my red nails tracing out the lines of his small pecs. His cock rose once more. He scrambled on top of me and pushed up my nightie. I was passive, submissive. I let him find my moist sex with his finger first: after a few minutes of pleasuring me he slipped his cock inside. 

He pushed and crushed my breasts much as I had done to his artificial ones. I groped and squeezed at his body. 

I withered and whined as he pushed and panted. Soon his cock was discharging inside me for a second time after which, typical male, he rolled over and fell into a deep coma like sleep. 

When I woke up I worked on his cock until it was erect and then I pushed myself down onto the stiff mast. God, I felt sore. I moved back and forth, back and forth rocking his penis in my cavity. I preferred it that way. There wasnt quiet the intensity of the night before; how could there have been? But it did not take long for both of us to climax for a third time. I knew I would see him again, even if I knew he thought I was probably only a one night stand. 

Chapter Two

Well, did you fuck the transvestite?

Connor/Caroline was sitting eating the bacon sandwich I had cooked him and was wearing a rather fetch-ing pink silk negligee that I had lent him (it actually matched the nightdress I had been wearing) when Alison phoned. Caroline was right next to me and Alisons voice was quiet loud. I smiled and looked at my prey: knowing full well he had heard every single word my daughter had said. 

Yes, I said. I think we can safely say I fucked him. Though whether I fucked him safely is another matter.

Will you see him again? Alison asked. 

Again I looked at him. Yes, I think so.

So, whats he or she like? Alison was obviously oblivious to Carolines presence  I acted as if I was too�

Well, his real name is Connor. Hes 24. He lives in a rented, ground flat which makes it easier for his com-ings and goings though he has a lot of neighbours. He has no significant other. He was brought up on a coun-cil estate by his mother and older sister and his older sister was the first person who thought he would look good in a dress and used to dress him up. Now he lives for Saturdays when his transvestite friend, Natasha, comes to collect him and they go to La Mache nightclub  wearing drag.

I knew Connor hated the word - drag  he was not a drag queen but a crossdresser even though the buzz phrase was transgender. The term he preferred was female impersonator (though no one had

ever actually called him that) and he did not really like the word transvestite which had been the word Alison had used to describe him (though he didnt mind trannie or TV)  I had made a mental note to call him a transvestite whenever possible  he had explained all about the different words used to describe men who dress in the clothes of the opposite sex to me in the kitchen when I had been cooking his bacon. He certainly liked to go on� significantly he had asked me very little about myself which was how I preferred things. 

When Alison had finished probing me for Carolines vital stats I turned off my phone. 

I leaned across the table and looked at him; he certainly looked rough in the morning: nothing like the glamorous she-male who had first attracted my attention at La Maches. It was all rather disappointing. I wondered if this was how men felt when they had

pulled on a night out when they were wearing beer goggles only to find the Elle McPherson look alike they had just slept with was in fact closer to Miss Whale than Miss World. 

So will you? he asked. Insecure and perhaps a tad nervous about my possible answer. It was all rather girlish. 

What?

See me again?

Of course, I said. You have lovely blue eyes and such feminine features  I could really do a lot for you in terms of making you look like a woman.

Thanks

Did I mention that I own a bridal shop  amongst other things? I teased. I knew any self-respecting tran-

nie would love to be let loose in a bridal shop. All those frilly, flouncy dresses  I didnt know a lot about the world of Tranny-dome but knew enough to know that trannies went wild for full skirted satin numbers with tight bodices. I wasnt disappointed. 

Do you? he asked. His voice full of wonderment. 

He sounded like a speculator who had struck gold. 

I didnt need to be a psychic to know that there would now be stirrings in his loins beneath the pink negligee. 

Ill take you there and well make you up  youll look even more beautiful than you did last night. Why dont you book Friday off work and Ill come and collect you and you can try a few dresses on?

Id like that, he said coyly. 

I continued. What are you going to wear today? 

You cant wear a leather mini-skirt during the day but youre in luck  I used to be your size - a size 14  and still have a load of clothes you can borrow� I might even let you keep some�.I lost a lot of weight when my ex ran off with a younger model  having accused me of having an affair. I was thinking we could go for Sunday lunch at a pub�

Connor was peevish and petulant. Sundays are my tranny day off. Havent you got any male gear?

Sorry, Connor, Im afraid itll have to be my clothes. Ive got one or two bits of Aslams clothes but they wouldnt fit you  youre better sticking to female garb. Dont you want another day dressed?

Yeh sure, its just that dressing is normally re-served for Saturday nights unless there is a meeting at someones house during the week in which case Id select a casual little number for the outing, he said. 

I see, I said, though in truth I couldnt see why he so was reluctant to dress again. 

Trannies are like vampires, they only come out at night, he continued. 

Make an exception. Come out during the day for once.

Connor finished his last mouthful of sandwich. 

Justine, I cant. I have never been out during the day. 

Id be really nervous. I want to go out dressed but Im just not up to it at the moment.

I could see he was genuinely scared. The comments. 

The looks. La Mache was safe  they all knew he was a transvestite and, as he had explained at great length the night before, in the main the gays liked him and his side kick Natasha; except the drag queens who, insisted Connor, were jealous - a Sunday lunch in a pub full of kids was a daunting prospect. 

OK, I said. Ill give you some of my clothes anyway - as thats all Ive got and Ill run you home.

Connor seemed fine with the arrangement. 

I dont know why but I had a great desire to see Connor back in female clothes  en femme as he called it. I think it was the feeling of power it gave me. I knew that when he was dressed he was neutered  that I was in control and could dictate  that was how it had felt the night before  as if I was a man who had taken home a mini-skirt wearing slut I had picked up in a night club. When he was in male guise he was just like any other surly 24 year old but as Caroline he was submissive. 

Whilst he was in the shower I went into my bedroom and got some clothes and lingerie out for him: a pale pink bra and pantie set, stockings, suspenders, a

black knee length pencil skirt and a cream-coloured polo neck jumper. 

Smart but casual. I said when he came back into the room. Connor took off my negligee, which I could see he was getting quite attached to, and I helped him get dressed. I clasped the bra clip together and added his chicken fillet breast forms and knickers. I then helped him shave and applied foundation, perfume and body-spray. Then it was a slip, the skirt and polo neck jumper. By the time I had applied Carolines make-up and put some life back into his wig he looked like a woman again. 

Itll be better on Friday, I told him. Ill get you some more clothes and do your make-up properly. My daughter, Alison, who you saw last night, will be there and she can help.

Ill look forward to it, he said. Itll be a great adventure.

What size feet are you?

Seven. 

Damn. Youll have to wear your own shoes though theyre a bit high. Ill bag up the rest of your clothes so you can take them home.

Half an hour later, with one of my black hand bags over his shoulder instead of the glittery sliver evening bag he had used the night before; Connor was transformed back into his alter-ego Caroline and was ready to leave the house. Fortunately, my house was surrounded by a large wall and big gates which made it very private. I locked the front door and followed Caroline across the drive to my silver, top of the range, Mercedes. I slipped into the drivers seat. 

The streets were empty and a few minutes later we were back outside Carolines flat which was in a Victorian terrace. There was a short front garden and communal front door. I guessed all his neighbours were aware of his dressing exploits as it would have been difficult to come and go without anyone seeing you. 

Caroline looked a bit uneasy about getting out the car as a male neighbour was unloading shopping. Caroline sat watching him; they both held Tesco carriers in their hands only Carolines one contained his clothes from the night before rather than milk or bread. 

Arent you going to invite me in? I asked. 

Do ya want to?

Of course.

OK then.

Well, you had better get out of the car, I told him. 

Dont worry about what people think.

Its alright for you, you dont live here, he as-serted. 

Why, do people make comments? I asked. 

Sometimes, he said. I think they all know.

I got annoyed. Well, whats the problem then? 

Face them down. Get on with it. We cant sit here all day.

He sighed and released the door handle. In a rather ungamely manner he clambered out of the car and stood on the pavement. He was right  the neighbour had stopped unloading his shopping and was giving him a hard stare. I pushed the central locking and followed Caroline down the short drive to his front door. 

I knew the neighbour was watching us both but hoped he was just admiring my derriere in my tight blue

jeans. The communal front door came open and Caroline walked a few short steps to his door which he unlocked. I could see it was not the best placed flat in the world for a cross dresser - the stairs lead to further flats on floors two and three and anyone could come down at any time and see him leaving or arriving. Caroline said he didnt know anyone in the flats above his. 

Spacious, I said as I entered the flat. There was a room on the right which was the living room, then a bedroom on the left; next to which was a narrow kitchen which, Caroline explained, had a bathroom attached at the back. I could see he kept the place clean and tidy. I was impressed. 

At least I know where to come on Friday, I said. 

We were still standing in the small hall; I was waiting to be invited into the front room. 

So you really will come around for me and well go to the bridal shop and I can dress up in a brides gown? he asked enthusiastically. 

Of course.

Thatll be so cool. Natasha will be sooo jealous when I text her.

I laughed. Maybe you both could come to the shop at some point and dress up.

We stood in the small confines of the hallway, Caroline with his back to me, he dropped his bag, he didnt seem to know what to do  I guessed he didnt have many visitors. He was quite coy; I doubted if even when he was in male clothes (or in in the male, as Caroline said) he made the first move with partners 

then again I doubted he had had many partners. I placed my hands on his waist and moved my palms over his borrowed black skirt. I started to feel for his

[image: Image 3]

concealed his member. I let my hands rub over the skirt, felt his buttocks. He was standing by the telephone table  behind him, on the wall, was a small mirror  it was just like Saturday night. But this time it was different. Caroline was not expecting sex. Sex, like dressing, was limited to Saturday nights with the lights out. He really had thought I would drop him off and go. Maybe I would come back on Friday to take him to the bridal shop... maybe I wouldnt�

Caroline you are a sexy woman, I said. Kissing my own brand lipstick off his lips. I dont know what it is about a transvestite  but the thought that there is a cock under that skirt really turns me on.

Carolines penis started to rise. It began to press against my hand through the thin covering of his skirt. 

My hands kneaded his backside and I played with his bra strap through the thin polo neck jumper  my bra strap  it was so odd  a man wearing my clothes; I felt his false breasts. I felt like a man must feel pushing his luck  awaiting the negative response from his partner

- which would mean my pleasure was over  I certainly enjoyed taking the lead. He opened his mouth and we engaged in a long hard snog. As our hands grappled with each others bodies we fell onto the wall and jogged the phone table. My hands were rubbing him all over now: my breath shortened into quick fire staccato pants. I could feel his lipstick on my mouth, taste my expensive perfume on his skin and feel the softness of his wigged hair�

Caroline, I breathed. Im going to fuck you, Sweetheart. Whether you like it or not, Im going to fuck you. Do you understand me?

Yes, he gulped. If thats what you want.

It is what I want and its whats going to happen, OK?

Again he gulped an affirmative. 

I took him by the wrist and pulled him through the open door into his bedroom  the sunlight beamed through the large sash window and blanketed the double bed, which dominated the small room, in a warm orange glow. I pushed him onto the bed. Roughly. Aggressively. He lay on the bed watching me. Bewildered. 

Unable to take in how forward I was. I pulled off my T-shirt and loosened my designer jeans, pushing them down to reveal my G string. Then, I fell on top of him and clawed at his clothes - my clothes  I ripped off his skirt and tore off the pull over  I didnt care that I had ruined them  they were too big for the new, slim, sexy me. Caroline almost made a cry for me to stop when he heard the ripping of material  then he broke off realising the clothes were mine. Clearly, he could not bear for any female garments to be ruined. 

Soon I was on top of him  Carolines member was rigid and hard and ready. My fingers probed my moist clit; working myself up more... really it was a job for Caroline but I didnt trust him sexually knowing he was very much an innocent. 

All the while Caroline lay on the bed impassive, waiting for me to do something with his trunk  I felt like a prostitute with a virgin client  Caroline would never take the lead. Never. I would always have to be in charge. 

When I had pleasured myself I eased myself down on top of his penis  just as I had done the night before. 

His stiff cock felt so pleasurable inside me - pushing up into my cavity, probing my inner most sanctum  I let my long brown hair fall about his face, swung my head back and forth so it whipped him gently. 

I let Carolines cock stay in me. Waiting, waiting the moment when I would work it. I took some deep breaths and then slowly I started to rock back and forth, back and forth building up a head of steam, I could feel Carolines cock in my moist slot: it grew harder and longer as I rocked. Back and forth. Back and forth. 

It feels good, doesnt it? I asked. 

Caroline agreed that it did. 

I bet youve never been fucked like this before?

No, never, He said.  Ive always been on top.

I pity your poor partners, I said. I wanted to pro-duce a reaction but none came. He let the remark slip off him like wet soap in a sink. 

I rocked forward. Back. Forward. Back. Nice and easy. Working up a head of steam and then resting. 

Waiting for a time when I was ready again. Back and forth. Nice and gentle. Caroline smiled. Those big blue eyes peered into me. Probed me. I was on top. I was in control. I started to go faster and faster. The mattress springs were weak and we moved up and down like two gymnasts on a trampoline. Caroline gasped. He held my breasts. He panted. At last he came in my cavity. My vagina tightened on his cock and I squirmed in orgasm swearing as if I had Tourettes as I did so. Call-ing him names as I had done the night before. The release of pent up energy felt so good. 

Sure, it had lacked the intensity of the night before 

a Sunday stroll in the park rather than a marathon - but it had been enjoyable none-the less. I had established that Caroline liked me to take the lead and, where he was concerned, I could have sex any time I wished 

without even asking. I leant over him and whispered in his ear. 

When I want sex with you Ill just help myself, do you understand me, Sweetheart?

Yes, he said. No ones ever treated me as good as you have, Justine.

I had to smile at the cod-reverse psychology. I was treating him badly and he was grateful. But hadnt that been the self-same story with Aslam and me? He had

treated me badly and when he had shown kindness I had been grateful  grateful for the gifts that were showered upon me - bought with my money. 

I let his cock shrink inside me. Let it deflate like a punctured bicycle tyre. 

I bet that was better than your normal Sunday fair, I said as I got off him. He agreed it was. He suddenly seemed a bit embarrassed  I guessed it was due to his dishevelled female appearance or perhaps at times he didnt know if he was male or female. He sat up and eased off the bed, his cock lay flaccid. He wrapped his own bright white negligee around him. It was much too big and I guessed it must have been hard buying goods from the internet and mail order and not knowing the exact sizes. 

Did you buy that, yourself? I asked. 

He grinned. I did actually. From Debenhams. You see, I occasionally buy things from shops  Christmas is a good time as you can pretend theyre presents for girlfriends. Trannies say, Christmas - Tis the season to be Mary.

I laughed. He was certainly engrossed in the cross dressing culture, I wondered if he had any other hobbies: playing sport, cars, playing on an X-box - it didnt seem like it. 

Ill just go and get rid of this old war paint, he said. I wont be too long though I may have another shower.

He got some lotions and cotton wool from his drawer. He was fastidiously obsessed with cleanliness I could tell that  just as I was. He padded through the kitchen to the bathroom. After a while I heard the shower hiss into action. Whilst he was gone I quickly

got changed, brushed my hair and re-applied a bit of lippy. Then I went to work nosing around. Firstly, I opened the big brown wardrobe by the bed. There were a couple of suits inside, shirts, ties on a tie rack and some male shoes but three quarters of the wardrobe was filled with female clothes  leather skirts of various lengths and colours; dresses; tops; coats; boots and shoes. He certainly owned far more female clothes than he did male. I checked out his chest of drawers: there was one drawer of male pants and socks and three full of silky lingerie and nightwear. Another drawer revealed make-up. In the drawers of his divan bed he had transvestite magazines and mail order catalogues. He also had a collection of newspaper and magazine cuttings about cross dressers and photos of women in clothes he obviously liked; there were also plenty of glossy celebrity magazines; the walls of the bedroom were decorated with posters of Marilyn Mon-roe and clothed women  one wearing a leather dress. 

When he reappeared from the bathroom, still wearing the negligee as if it was the most normal think in the world, I said, 

You like leather.

He blanched. I guess you could say Im a transvestite with a leather fetish. How do you know, anyway?

Ive just been looking at the skirts in your wardrobe.

He seemed unfazed by my invasion into his pri-vacy. In fact, he was anxious to explain his fetish. 

I dont know why I like leather, Justine, he said. 

My sister had a leather skirt� and my mum� but there was this really great looking girl at work and I fancied her like mad. One day she came to work in a

leather skirt  it was the Christmas meal - and after that I just knew I had to get one. Ive never looked back.

Did you ever get it on with her?

He laughed. No way; she was well out of my league. He said drying his hair with a towel. 

You should have asked her out, I said. Maybe she would have liked trannies.

I doubt it, he said. Theres not many women like you, Justine.

He had taken his negligee off and pulled on a pair of pants and socks. His body was completely hair free and he wore nail varnish on his toes  the only hints of his obsession with mimicking the opposite sex. He was reasonably tall and lean but not muscular. He was handsome in a girlish way with his deep blue eyes and high chiselled jaw bones. His hair was thick and brown. He smelt fresh from the shower. I had hoped he would reprimand me for going through his things and was very disappointed that he hadnt done so. I wanted to provoke him, to elicit some response. I pushed my luck further, 

I like your silky lingerie� and see youve got a lot of mail order catalogues under your bed ... is that where you order your things?

Yeh, mostly, he said. And EBay and stuff.

Again there was no reprimand, no annoyance with me that I had looked through his drawers, under his bed and through his wardrobes. 

Do you ever have girlfriends? I asked sitting down on the squiggy bed. 

Sometimes. Ive been out with a few girls from work and met some in nightclubs but theyve never lasted long.

Have they seen your tranny stuff? I probed. 

No. They normally ask me why Im shaved all over  that is the big giveaway  but I just tell them I dont like hair. Ive never had a girlfriend who knew I was a TV before.

I liked that  he counted me as a girlfriend  no longer the one night stand. 

Whilst we were talking Connor pulled on a pair of jeans and a T shirt. It was the first time I had seen him in male clothes  as he would appear to most people most of the time. 

You dont mind the fact that Im a bit older than you? I asked. Realising he had never actually asked me how old I was. I wondered if I should lie when he did finally ask me but decided against it: to Hell with it, I would tell him anyway. 

No, he said. Age doesnt matter.

So you dont mind that Im 42?

He looked surprised. I never thought you were that old, Justine. But no, I dont mind. I like you because you like me cross dressing and thats all that matters.

I knew, in an instant he had given the game away. I got up off the bed. 

It was all that matters, I muttered. Ill see you again Friday, then, I said. And well see what we can do for you in regards to making you up and getting you into some lovely bridal gowns. Ill come round about 8.30am. Lets have your mobile number.

He took his phone from the handbag I had lent him and I put the number in my phone. 

Remember to book the day off work, I said. And dont shave all week so you get a nice smooth shave on Friday.

OK, He said. And thanks, Justine. Ive really enjoyed this weekend. I cant wait to text Natasha. Shell be soooo jealous.

I picked up my handbag  it lay on top of his Tesco carrier which contained his clothes from the night before  I had been hoping for a cup of tea... to stay a bit longer... Sundays were normally a bit boring... Alison was out with her fiancé and most of my friends were with their spouses  even my best friend Susan had a boyfriend - still Connor clearly didnt want me to stay so I told him I must be going. We had a long, lingering kiss at the door and then I walked up the short communal hallway and back into the September sunlight. The next door neighbour, who had given Connor the evil stare, now had the bonnet of his car up and was checking the oil. I said a cheery good morning as he looked over at me. I walked to my Merc and got in. My visit would certainly give the neighbours something to talk about. Still, over the coming weeks they would have a few more stories to tell if I had my way. The fun was only just beginning for poor young Connor aka Caroline. Little did he know what I had in store for him! 


Chapter Three

On Friday morning I drove to Connors flat  I was driving my black BMW this time. I had not seen Connor during the week but had been thinking about

him a lot. I had purchased some clothes for him as well as a new, I hoped much more life-like, wig with real hair. A plan was forming in my head and I knew by the end of the day I would know whether or not it would work and if I could move on to Stage Two. 

It was a wet, rainy non-descript September day and people hurried about their business going to work with their umbrellas up or their heads down against the onslaught of rain. No one would guess, in this quiet little town, that a young man of twenty-four years of age was about to be transformed into a woman; that he would be taken to a High Street bridal shop and given dresses to wear� after which, perhaps, he would receive a service of a different kind. 

I pulled up outside the Victorian house where Connor lived and walked down the path to his flat. I looked at the bell buzzers but there were no names - I guessed Connor was in flat one as knew the flat was ground floor. I was right. The intercom jarred into life and Connor said, Hello, Justine, Ill be out in a minute.

He really didnt like me spending time in his flat 

perhaps because I was a nosey cow who went through his personal belongings  at least I knew his inner most secrets  I doubted any of his former girlfriends had learnt so much about him in such a short space of time. 

So, I stood out in the rain, wishing I had brought an umbrella, whilst I waited for Connor. He appeared a few minutes later  dressed in jeans and a black leather jacket  he was chewing gum  I guessed he was nervous. 

Do I need anything? he asked. 

No, I said. 

He followed me back to the car. I pulled away from the kerb. Radio 2 played on the stereo. The DJ was telling a funny story about a woman trapped in a freezer. I thought, by the end of the day, I could tell him one about a transvestite stuck in a bridal shop. 

Youre going to get such a surprise today, I said after a while. Ive bought you a whole new wardrobe

 new breasts� new wig� everything.

Connor didnt ask why I had performed this altruistic act. He didnt even say thank you  he just accepted it. He thought I was a bit player in his cross-dressing fantasy  the understanding older woman who gets turned on by guys dressed as gals 

well, I did but there was more to it than that  a lot more. It didnt matter; it suited my purposes that Connor did not seem inclined to ask too many questions. Though as we were stopped at traffic lights he did ask, 

Where did you get my new clothes?

Oh, on the High Street  Marks and Spencer, Next, Debenhams...

I didnt tell him that I had been followed. Watched. 

That there was a figure of a female looking at dresses just along the rail from me whilst I delved into dresses. 

That the same woman was seated in a café when I was at the next table; that she often followed me when I was out of the bridal shop and her red Audi had been parked near to Connors house when I had dropped him off the previous Sunday. No, I didnt tell him that. 

Not yet, not now, possibly never. 

I parked around the back of the bridal shop, next to Alisons small Ford Fiesta. I got out of the car, followed by Connor. I walked to the back door and he followed

me through the shop and along the narrow corridor. I could hear Alison talking to a customer so I steered Connor into our small staff office which had a kettle strategically placed on top of the filing cabinet and pots of tea and coffee and mugs next to it; there was even a small fridge for the milk, though for reasons unknown to me Alison always insisted on walking to the coffee shop for a coffee and would return with an insulated red carton  she would not indulge in my home brew

 Connor was more accommodating; I made him a cup of coffee. 

I thought you were going to close the shop for the day, he said. 

I smiled. He really was quite the egotist  expecting me to close my business down for him. 

No, I cant do that, Connor. Business needs to continue. When the customers have gone though Ill take you upstairs and well get you ready there and then bring you down to the large dressing room  most customers are appointments and were not expecting anyone today but obviously people can walk in off the street  if anyone does come in youll just have to be quiet or I may just have to place my hand over your mouth...

Connor sipped his coffee and sat in my office chair not picking up on my dig about his behaviour in the taxi when we had first met. I sat on the desk swinging my legs. I hoped Connor was looking at them, seeing how deliciously long they were; how they would feel when they entwined around his middle and squeezed him. 

Shop bell jangling interrupted my reverie  the customer was leaving: Alison appeared at the door of the small office. 

Waiting long?

No, I said. Shall we go upstairs?

Alison led the way back through the bridal shop and up the stairs to the area where we altered dresses. 

Occasionally, if we were particularly busy, we allowed customers to come up and use a changing room we had upstairs but in the main customers remained below. Connor stood around; moving from side to side nervously. 

Take your jacket and top off and sit over there, I said pointing to a small bucket chair where those waiting for brides or bridesmaids would sit. Connor did as he was told. Bare-chested he walked to the chair and sat down. He seemed completely unfazed about removing his clothes which seemed odd considering he was nervous and coy about other matters  and Alisons presence did not seem to faze him either  I guessed he was completely at home with his body 

possibly because he spent so much time shaving it and oiling it and smoothing it and examining it and changing clothes. As requested he had had a wet shave that morning having not shaved for a week so his skin was nice and smooth. I turned to my large aluminium make-up case: sometimes I provided a service to brides whereby I would visit on the morning of the wedding and apply make-up  whilst I had never provided the service to a male bride there was a first time for everything. 

I opened the case and knelt on the floor, Alison looked over my shoulder. I tested some foundations on my skin. 

Connor, your foundation is too light, Sweetheart 

we need to go darker.

I took a sponge and a tube of foundation and walked over to him. His black hair glistened under the strobe light I manoeuvred over the chair. I started to dab the foundation onto his skin. It was an operation and it took a good hour to get it right - give or take the occasional interruption for customers (who Alison dealt with) and telephone calls. At last, though, Connors face was transformed. 

I bought you some new underwear, Connor, I said. If you go into the dressing room youll see it all set out. Go and change.

Connor got up from his chair. A silky-smooth grin on his face which was matched by the bump under his jeans. This really was a fantasy day for him. He disappeared behind the curtain and re-emerged a few minutes later wearing a lacy white bra, matching panties, suspenders and 10 denier nude stockings. 

What about the breast forms? he asked. 

Ive got you some smaller ones. Theyll be more realistic. I gave him a pair I had bought off the internet and he pushed then under his bra. 

Now for the waist clincher, I said. Go and stand by the door frame.

I had some bridal ones  one was a white leather affair with about twelve holes to lace the bride up: I knew from testimonials that it was quite tight and, in Connors case, I wanted it tight. Connor was obviously surprised that I was going to use my own corset but was delighted as well if the bulge under his white silk panties was anything to go by. With Alisons help I wrapped it around his waist and clipped the clasps together at the front. Then I started to draw in the laces 

nice and taut  this was another service I provided to

some of my more discerning customers  the chance to wear a corset for the day to take off those extra inches without dieting and get into that dress of a young brides dreams. I drew in the laces of the stays firmly as I could. I wanted the foundation garment to be close-fitting so that Connor could fit into our most sumptuous dresses. I pulled and pulled and by degrees Connors waist became slimmer and slimmer. As his waist reduced though his manhood rose. 

You like that, dont you?

Yes, he said. Ive tried a corset on once before but not like this and Ive never had anyone lace me in.

I looked at Alison and could see she was enjoying the experience too. What was it about dressing a man as a woman? The vulnerability? The betrayal of masculinity? Somehow it felt wrong but at the same time I felt a huge sense of power. I knew that by placing Connor in skirts I was manacling him; that I had total jurisdiction over him and it made me feel wet for reasons I could not explain. Connor was humiliated, defeated, exposed. The truth was that transforming Connor into Caroline set my pussy on edge and I am sure Alison felt exactly the same. 

Once the corset was tight enough I gave him some bridal shoes to slip into and Alison took him downs stairs. We told him to go and wait behind the curtain of the dressing area whilst Alison I sorted through some dresses for him: hanging them on a movable trolley hanger as we would normally do for a customer. At last we were ready with our selection and Alison took a full skirted dress off the trolley and disappeared behind the curtain. Having cleared up and made sure the shop was tidy I appeared in the dressing room just in time to see my daughter tie Connor into a full netted

under skirt. Then, she pulled the dress over his head. 

Alison and I shifted the dress around with a professional ease and I edged up the back zip, which pulled the bodice in so that it was body-hugging. The embroi-dered pattern now stood out on his chest that was raised by his chicken-fillet breasts. Carolines breathing became uneasy as he tried to repress his sense of excitement  I knew he would be pleased that the fullness of the skirts would hide his growing erection. He shivered and took a deep breath  I could tell by the reflection of his face in the mirror that he felt ecstatic. I occasionally saw the same look on the faces of young brides who had selected the perfect dress for their

big day. Carolines face shone with that look of blissful contentment that few men ever know. Almost sub-consciously I found myself stroking a hand across my own sodden clitoris. There were three frustrated people in that dressing room  three people who were desperate for sexual release. 

You look wonderful, Sweetheart, I said. Wonderful.

Devine, Alison added. 

Caroline walked a few anxious steps in the heavy dress. Naturally, he lifted the skirts as a woman might and I was amazed at how instinctively feminine his movements were. I suddenly thought of Aslam in a dress or Alisons father, Alan  both butch, macho men who would have added an air of pantomime dame to any dressing experience  even if such a thing would have been possible. Not so Connor, for whatever reason he was either born with or had developed a very feminine air, which when dressed, was released (and perhaps when in the male was repressed). He looked at himself in the mirrors which covered three sides of

the dressing area. He swirled the dress around his legs, he lifted it and dropped it  such simple pleasures but a delight to behold. 

Ill go and get your new wig, I said. Then the picture will be complete.

I went back upstairs and got the wig I had bought him  I also picked up my make-up case. When I returned and drew back the curtain I nearly fainted for there, in front of me, was Alison on her hands and knees facing Caroline. The dress was up at the front and there was no mistaking the large appendage that stuck out of the lifted dress which was currently in Alisons mouth. She broke off. 

Sorry, Mum, she swallowed. Connor needed some relief.

I can see that, I said. Perhaps Id better let you two get on with it.

My wet patch was certainly expanding. 

Its all right, Alison said. You can stay if you wish.

So I did. I stood transfixed whilst my daughters full lips worked Connors long thin rod. Her mouth moved up and down his erect member like a the cylin-der cladding over a piston, up and down, up and down, almost mechanically. As she moved up and down she sucked and sucked. I could see Caroline was in danger of falling, so, in part to safeguard my dress from semen stains, and partly to aid my daughter, I grabbed Caroline around the waist and at the same time lifted the dress higher so that Alison was free to suck. Up and down. Up and down. Now I was behind Connor I could see his thin spindle of manhood poking out from beneath his white knickers and the mountain

of dress which I now held. I started to compare it to Aslams thick, masterful member; to Richard with whom I had had the affair that Aslam had discovered or to Alans large member with its thick girth. There had been other men too, over the years, and I had to admit that Connors appendage did not compare well in comparison with any of them  though it was doubtless the ubiquitous six inches it certainly was thin and I could see how he could hide it so easily under a mini skirt. 

Caroline groaned and whimpered away in blissful abandon as Alisons cosy red lips did their job. Finally, his cock spat its milky liquid into her mouth. 

When they had finished I was able to add his wig and coiffure it into a neat style  it was certainly better than his former blonde incarnation, being a short style, which kicked out at the shoulder and looked more modern and life like. I refreshed his make-up too. 

Connor  as Caroline  tired on about ten dresses that day including bridesmaids dresses. Finally, I took him upstairs and dressed him in some of the more con-ventional outfits I had bought for him from the High Street shops. He looked convincing; especially in the low heeled shoes I had bought and comfortable knee length skirts. There was no doubt that he would pass in public as a woman but he was still reluctant to go outside with Alison and I dressed en femme  as he called it

- and I knew that would be a major impediment to the plan which was forming in my mind. I just had to build up his confidence and get him to go for a walk around the block. 

Look, Caroline, I said. If going for a drink with us or a Sunday lunch is too much why dont you just

have a walk around the block now  you can borrow my coat.

By this time it was early afternoon and the streets were fairly quiet. The rain had stopped but moisture hung in the air like a thick blanket. The sky was as grey as a monks robes. 

I dont know, he said. I feel nervous about going out dressed. I feel safe at La Mache.

Come with me, I said. I took him by the hand and led him back to the downstairs dressing room area. We stood in front of the mirror. Youve got lovely, shapely legs. You are wearing low heeled shoes which you can walk perfectly well in and a black knee length skirt and a nice blouse which will be hidden by my black coat but most of all the short real-hair wig and make-up make you a convincing woman. There is no doubt you will pass in public.

Eventually, Connor agreed that he would like to go for a walk. I painted his nails and added jewellery  at last he was ready for his big adventure. When the coast was clear I opened the shop door and Connor walked out onto the pavement to go for his first day time walk dressed as a woman. He was uneasy at first but as I watched him walk up the road he became a lot easier in his gait and looked quite natural: cars passed and an old lady pushing a trolley bag wandered by without looking at him. He had hoped Alison or I would ac-company him but I had convinced him he had far more chance of passing in public if he was on his own. When he disappeared out of sight I closed the shop door. 

Youre planning something, mum� and its to do with Aslam, Alison said. 

It might be; it might not be. I said. I may be looking at business opportunities for transvestite friendly services.

Alison laughed. That wouldnt surprise me knowing all your little business initiatives but I reckon its to do with Aslam.

I smiled. Im not saying, Alison. Not yet anyway; suffice to say when I was buying Caroline his clothes I was followed again. When I took Caroline home I was followed. Sometimes its Asian women, sometimes Asian men, sometimes its a white woman  I reckon hes hired a private investigator.

You think hed go that far?

I know he would. The Olive Tree is losing money. 

His girlfriend is twenty years his junior and doesnt work so who has all the money?

You do.

Exactly. If he can spin the right line in the divorce court hell get half of all my businesses and all because he caught me having an affair with Richard and can prove it whilst I cant prove one single affair hes had over the years. Itd be so unfair if I have to give up half of what Ive worked for just because he can claim that my behaviour was unreasonable in the divorce court.

And poor Connor?

I fell into one of the customer soft armchairs. 

Connor is having the time of his life� a woman who loves cross-dressers� what more could he want?

Alison sighed. I dont know mum, I think youre up to something.

OK, you win. I tell you what Ive got in mind but dont breath a word of it to Connor. I told her my plan. 

Alison laughed. Mum, youre so cunning.

Well, Im not saying itll work but its got to be worth a go, I said. And if it doesnt work weve lost nothing.

What shall we do with him when he comes back?

Alison asked. 

Well, Im not sure Connors been truly grateful today. Hes not thanked me for all the things I have bought him  Ive spent over £500 on him to-date. He expected the shop to be closed so he could try on dresses all day in peace. And worst of all hes had oral sex with a member of staff in my changing room and nearly ruined a £1000 dress. No, Im afraid, Alison, Im going to have to spank him.

Alison placed her hand over her mouth to stifle her giggles. You cant be serious, mum, surely not.

I am serious. Deadly. You just watch me.

When Caroline, aka Connor, returned from his so-journ he was really excited that he had passed in public

unread. I made some tea whilst he recounted the story of how he had left the shop and walked uneasily down the pavement looking at every passer-by and every car for signs of recognition and how every stone under his foot had felt hard and how his feet had hurt and how he had struggled on and was amazed that no one seemed to look at him (which I sensed he was slightly disappointed about  after all our High Street was not La Mache nightclub). I shut my eyes and let Carolines words wash over me. At one point I raised my eyebrows to Alison - we both knew what I was

thinking: and people say women can talk! Caroline had certainly got boring off to an art form  I was beginning to look forward to that spanking. When he had finished telling his turgid tale of how he had walked half a mile up the High Street and back it was time to close the shop. Alison locked the door and turned the sign to

closed; then she turned off the inset ceiling lights above the displays. When she had finished, we lead Caroline behind the curtain of the dressing area  he probably thought that we were going to help him undress which in a way we were  however, once his skirt was off I told him I wanted him to come over to where I sat in a chair I had positioned in the dressing area. I patted my knee. Sheepishly he approached me. 

Right, Caroline, I said. Ive not been happy with how you have behaved today. I began to list his mis-demeanours. Alison stood opposite, her arms folded, the scene mesmerised her  her mother was about to punish a lad of twenty-four  it was too good to be true. At the end of my lecture I pulled Caroline forward so he fell over my denim clad knee. I stroked the smooth silk of his knickers and then brought my right hand down with an almighty smack. Then another and another. Caroline yelped and struggled but I was building up a head of steam. I smacked him again and again. Finally the knickers were ripped off as my hand moved faster and faster beating out a drum like tattoo; right cheek, left cheek; right cheek, left check. All the time I was admonishing Caroline for being an ungrateful transvestite who had had the effrontery to have sex with my daughter who was engaged to a tough body builder called Gary; and what would he say, or more to the point do, if he knew Caroline had had oral sex with his fiancée? 

Caroline was visibly shaken by my onslaught though the length of his spindle-like appendage, which pushed against my thigh, demonstrated that he was enjoying it. When I had concluded my punishment and given him such a spanking his bum cheeks had taken on a rosy hue, I pushed him off my knee so he fell on his back on the red carpet. Then, whilst Alison placed her black stiletto with the five inch heel, on his neck I pulled my jeans, top and bra off and went down on him for a third time. My breasts and long brown hair reflected off the mirrors which gave an almost 360 degree view as I pumped and puffed. When I looked at Caroline in his wig and make-up it seemed that I was making love to a woman  an attractive woman at that

 and, as I watched my reflection, and Caroline fondled my large breasts the orgasm that shuddered through my body was immense and almost instant  no matter that Caroline couldnt come for a second time  I had had my pleasure so I got off him. 

I hope Ive taught you a lesson, Caroline, I said. I cannot stand ungrateful people. If you and I are to have a relationship there are areas you need to work on and one of them is being a bit more appreciative. Do you understand?

Yes. Im sorry, he muttered. I didnt think. 

Men dont think; thats their whole problem. At least when you are dressed as a woman please have some decency and fore-thought for others. Now, go upstairs and Alison will help you get changed back into your male clothes, I instructed. 

Yes, thank you, Justine, Caroline said with a hint of humility. He had learnt his lesson about please

and thank you at least. He continued. Its been a re-

ally great day. Thanks Justine. Thanks for everything. 

And you too, Alison. I wont forget this.

Thats all right, Caroline, I said. Alison and I have enjoyed it too and therell be other days like this if you play your cards right.

Will there? he said naively. Will there really?

There certainly will, Caroline, I said with a wasp-ish grin. 

When Caroline was back in the male and had returned to being Connor the three of us went for a drink in The Fox and Hounds pub around the corner from the shop. It was early evening and quiet. None of us had eaten so we all ordered food. It was the standard gastro pub fare but I was surprised how ravenous Connor was - he obviously had a huge appetite and I was amazed he managed to keep so slim. 

When we had eaten, Alison twirled the stem of a glass of red wine between her fingers. 

Connor, she said. Now youve gone out in public dressed as a woman, do you think you would come out for a meal with me dressed as a woman? Wed be like two friends going for a meal  after all youre twenty-four and Im twenty-three.

Connors eyes lit up but doubt quickly extinguished his excitement. I wouldnt be able to pass, like � its not just the look and the deportment, its the voice.

We can work on that, I said. 

In principle, Alison said. Would you come out for a meal with me? Just the two of us? We could be discussing my forth coming marriage which is early next year  you might even get to be a bridesmaid� if we can just get you over this hurdle... 

I suppose so, he said. He smiled broadly. Itd be a new adventure.

I could tell that the thought of wearing a dress for real at Alisons wedding was a huge turn on  I mentally congratulated Alison for using it as a bargaining tool  she certainly was her mothers daughter. 

Well work on the voice; what are you doing tomorrow? I asked, taking over the conversation. 

Nothing, why?

Ill come to collect you again from your flat and Alison and I will give you deportment and voice coaching lessons at my house and then, in the week, Ill buy you an outfit so youll be all set for next Saturday night.

That soon? Connor questioned. 

That soon.

And I think the Olive Tree would be the perfect venue, Alison smirked. 

I think that would be an excellent choice too, Sweetheart, I concurred. An excellent choice.

And my daughter and I lifted our glasses in a toast which Connor belatedly joined  little knowing what we had in store for him. 


Chapter Four

I brought my whippy cane down with a switch on Carolines buttocks. They automatically tensed up and he released an involuntary cry of ouch. 

The red strip blended in with the six others I had left. He wriggled seductively and tried to pull away from the vaulting horse that he was bound to. I felt a

creeping wetness between my legs. The feeling of power sent shivers down my spine. 

Right, Caroline, what have you done wrong today? I asked. 

His head fell forward and rested against the soft cushion of the horse. He was still wearing the blonde wig but his make-up looked decidedly worse for wear. 

There were tear marks through the thick foundation and his mascara had run. Alison and I had tied him long ways across the vaulting horse so his legs were spread eagled and tied to one set of legs whilst his other arms were tied to the other legs. He looked a forlorn sight in his lingerie  stockings, suspenders, thong, camisole top and bra  of course, the knickers had been removed. 

Ive not followed your instructions about how to moderate my voice to a female pitch and not followed your instructions on deportment. He said, hoping his words would please me and I would put away the cane. Some hope! I had pre-warned him that if he wanted me to teach him to look and act and talk like a woman there would be a punishment for non-compli-ance. 

Exactly. As I said the word I brought the cane down a sickening thwack. It was the hardest stroke yet and this time Caroline really flinched. I knew the pleasure he had perhaps enjoyed at first had now dimin-ished somewhat. This was hurting. Really hurting and I hadnt finished with him yet. Oh, no, I certainly had not finished! 

Did you follow Alisons or my instructions?!

No, he whimpered. 

Why not? I probed. 

Because Im disobedient.

In fact, he had done remarkably well. A few male mannerisms had been ironed out and he had a flawless female gait  in fact, he walked better as a female in heels than he did as a man in trainers or low heeled shoes when he had a tendency to clomp and scuff 

at least as a woman he lifted his feet up as he walked. 

Voice-wise, in fairness to him, a voice coach would have taken months to perfect a female voice for any man and at least Caroline had some idea about what he should be doing  it had not taken long for us to get him to imitate a female voice even though all we could do was provide him with some tips. He had been dressed again, of course  this time in a silky wrap around dress  one which was easy to remove when the deportment and voice coaching ended and the punishment started. 

Do you think I should release you? I asked. 

Yes, please. This has gone too far, Caroline pleaded. 

Still, even tied to a horse and at the complete mercy of Alison and myself that male wish to be in control surfaced! I smiled a tight lipped, knowing smile and turned to where Alison sat on the sofa taking in the sight of Carolines red, stripy backside. 

What do you think, Alison? Do you think Ive gone too far?

Alison stood up and instinctively brushed the back of her A line, black skirt. She had always been a slightly chubby girl who had a rather idiosyncratic dress sense  today for example, along with the harm-less black skirt she was wearing a white top, cardi and fish net tights and red shoes which matched the thick

red belt around her waist  I hoped, that by showing her that a transvestite like Caroline could dress better than a lot of woman (including her) she would im-prove her dress sense  but it was early days. 

She came and stood by me and looked at the crimson marks on Carolines thin white bottom. 

I think he deserves another, she said. 

I do too, I concurred. 

We had tied him to a whipping horse I had conve-niently stored away in my fifth bedroom  I had had a brief spell as a dominatrix before I had met Alsam and knew the horse would one day come in useful again. I steadied myself and lifted my arm. Then I brought the cane down as hard as I could on his defenceless buttocks. The cane whistled through the air and cut the flesh of his super sore buttocks. 

Caroline yelped. Please, Justine, no more.

I dont think youve quite learnt your lesson, I said

Can I have a go, Mum? Alison asked. 

Of course, Dear.

So the reins of power were transferred to my daughter in the form of the cane. Alison took the handle and stood to one side of the horse, bringing her feet together as if she were a headmistress with an errant pupil. She gave the implement a few practice down-ward strokes. 

This is going to hurt, she said and then bought the wretched implement down on his buttocks with an almighty THWACK! I could almost sense how much it must have stung. Caroline winced and struggled with his bindings to get free. This was really hurting now. 

Enough! This has gone too far! he begged. 

Alison had not finished however. 

I watched her in amazement as she lifted the cane up high in the air  none of my relatively light weight 

nursery strokes for my daughter  but then the poor girl had not had the experience I had had with BDSM 

before Aslam had put a stop to it  another of my business ideas gone up in smoke. The cane fizzed through the air and cut Caroline an awful blow. His bum cheeks didnt flinch but such was the impact they fairly splayed out: when I looked at the awful aftermath the whole of his bum was red raw with a juicy crimson stroke next to my neat ones. 

Stop! Caroline screamed. Stop!

In this instance I tended to agree with him, Alison needed some practice in caning before she got married. 

That was a tad hard, Alison, I reprimanded. Use your hand.

Alison handed me back the cane and walked up to Caroline: like a seasoned pro she started to spank his bottom cheeks with her hand - left and right  just as I had done in the bridal suite  Im not sure if the poor boy/girl could feel any more pain - I knew his beaten buttocks must be as sore as hell. It was a pity he had a desk job  sitting down was going to be awkward. 

Enough, I said finally. Take him down.

Alison undid the laces that bound his ankles and wrists. 

Youre a couple of bitches, he said as he got back to his feet rubbing his sore backside. I dont mind a bit of light spanking but that went too far.

But your dicks still on show for us, Alison pointed out. 

Yeh, well, Caroline shrugged. I cant help that.

Men never can, I said. I threw him a negligee I had bought. Wrap that around you  it wont be too tight  then lay on your stomach on the sofa.

Caroline quickly tied the cream coloured negligee around him and followed my instructions. I could tell he was close to tears. 

You deserved it, I said, So dont try to make us feel bad.

Perhaps I did, he agreed. Its just so darn difficult  trying to be a woman.

Alison and I swapped glances. 

Youll get there, Alison said. Your walk is really good  its just mastering the voice and the gestures.

I hope so, Caroline muttered. 

I sat down on the sofa and took off his wig: then I placed his head on my lap and stroked his now matted hair. I smiled. Youll soon be ready for your meal out with Alison  just think no pain, no gain.

You know how youre looking forward to it,

Alison said as she walked off to the kitchen. 

Itll great: a real first, Caroline agreed. 

Well, to make the grade youll have to look and sound like a woman. I said. And that means following my instructions to the letter. As well as watching what you eat so you lose a few pounds...

Alison had returned from the kitchen with two glasses of wine. I took my glass and silently touched Alisons glass in a toast. We had certainly achieved part

of the objective  it would not be long before Caroline was ready for Alsam  though little did he know what we really had in store for him. 

It actually took another two weeks before Alison and I felt Caroline was ready for a meal out  during the further training sessions I laid off the cane to ensure as much time and effort went into preparing him for his meal. Alison and I even drove him out to a country pub for a drink  and he had passed en femme with fly-ing colours  there was no doubt he was becoming more confident when it came to passing in public en femme and started to do things on his own like go to the toilette. 

Finally, Alison booked a table for two at the Olive Tree Indian restaurant and on the Saturday I told Caroline to come over early so I could prepare him for his meal out  again he had not shaven for a week to enable me to give him a wet shave with a cut throat razor and get his skin as smooth as possible. Fortunately, Caroline had gone through the rest of his normal Saturday routine of shaving all his body so the ten denier brown tights slid up his smooth legs with ease. Then he pulled on a cream-coloured firm control body into which I placed my two breast forms  then it was time for the tan coloured leather a-line skirt and matching polo-neck jumper. 

When he was dressed I set to work on his make

up. I took a lot of time over his make up and as he was gradually transformed from Connor to Caroline I knew my selection of outfit and make-up had been a good one. Finally, I added the new shoulder length brown wig with blonde highlights and Caroline was ready. I bought a pair of stretch boots into the bedroom
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 knee high but low heeled - and he sat on the bed and pulled them on. When he stood up again I was amazed

 he looked like a woman. He really did look like a woman. 

When Alison arrived she exclaimed Mum, he looks beautiful. 

Caroline had a job repressing a smile  gone was the tarty image of La Mache and in its place was a sophisticated woman in a leather skirt. 

My heart started to race. Would Alsam be fooled, that was the thing. Had I done enough to ensure that my ex, who had a fetish for leather skirts, would be fooled by this egotistical transvestite who also liked leather? 

What do think, Alison, I said, About tonight, will we pull it off?

Alison nodded her head. Yes, Im sure of it. Im sure hell pass as a woman.

Caroline just stood in front of us  he was now holding a large brown and black PVC hand bag I had given him  he held it in front of his knees exactly how a woman would. I looked him up and down. It was hard to believe there was a cock under that skirt  it was genuinely hard to think that this young lady was a man. There was no doubt he would pass. 

Ask for a drink en femme, I said excitedly. 

Caroline pursed his lips and very softly said. Can I have an orange juice, please?

Ice?

Yes, please.

He was good; there was no doubt about it. I knew he had been practicing at home as well as during the training sessions with Alison and me. 

Remember, what we taught you, I said. 

Caroline smiled. 

If Alison tells me anything negative about tonight

 after all the training youre had -you know I shall be annoyed and if Im annoyed it means you get punished, is that clear?

Caroline nodded. I understand, Justine.

I knew he would do his best  this was the biggest moment in his transvestite life and he was not going to blow it. He wanted to pass en femme  he wanted to be looked upon as a woman  would Alsam fall for it though, that was the six million dollar question. 

Wed better be off then, Alison said. 

Text me the moment youre seated in the restaurant and update me through the night.

Yes, mother  oh, you do panic so! Caroline and I will have a lovely girls night out  you do not need to worry.

I couldnt help it though  the whole of my business depended on this mad cap venture  my ex being attracted to a transvestite who would eventually lure him into an embrace at a hotel where I could film proceedings and use the evidence as a bargaining tool to get Aslam to withdraw his divorce claim for half my business and property  it was farfetched, it was in-sane, it was damn right bonkers but if it worked it might just save me over one million pounds sterling 

and why a transvestite? Well, because that would be an even bigger loss of honour and respect in Aslams Muslim community than if he was just caught with a woman (as he had been on numerous occasions though never by me). No, a transvestite would be too much for Aslam to bear  he would not want his restaurant staff and his friends to know about that and I knew he would withdraw his claim  if Caroline could pull it off

that was and convince him that he was not only a woman but that he was interested in a relationship with an older man. 

When they had gone, I drained my red wine and poured myself another  I tried to curl up on the sofa and focus on the TV but there was so many thoughts swimming through my brain it was impossible to concentrate: thoughts of Alsam; Caroline and Alison  fortunately Alison was calm about the whole thing  I knew she was convinced that this part of the plan would work  and if it worked and Alsam was taken in we were in business. 

At last my mobile flashed and beeped  a text. I couldnt wait to open the electronic envelope:

ARRIVED. SEATED BY WALL. SEEN A. OK

I texted back to ask if Caroline had been read by any of the staff or diners. 

NO! came the sharp reply. 

My heart pounded. The wait continued. I waited and waited. Finally, I gave in and texted Alison to ask how things were progressing. The text came back a few seconds later. 

EVERYTHING FINE. C DOING WELL.A NATURAL.

Time passed. Programmes faded into a blur on the TV screen � and finally the phone rang. Alison. 

Were back in the car, she said. It was a great success. We saw Aslam and he was quite taken with my new friend. I heard laugher. Alisons giggle and Carolines more manly laugh. Ill tell you about it when we get home.

It was another half hour before the car pulled onto my drive. I opened the front door and ushered the two of them in  I was pleased and surprised that Caroline still looked as good as he had done when he had left 

though he confirmed he had made a trip to the bathroom before he had left to freshen up his make-up. 

I poured drinks whilst Alison and Caroline made themselves comfortable on the sofa: sitting together like two peas in a pod - only Caroline was the more feminine  he sat forward his hands resting on his leather skirt whilst Alison, who was wearing trousers and was slouched back in the sofa. 

Well, how did it go? I couldnt wait to hear the update. Alison went first. 

As I drove I had to keep re-assuring Caroline that he looked good but once we arrived at the restaurant and had parked in a public car park beside the restaurant he seemed to calm down. 

I didnt feel nervous at all! Caroline butted in. 

One at a time, I said. 

Well, we parked around the back of the car park, away from the other cars. I checked Carolines make-up and then we set off for the restaurant, walking along a public path out of the car park.

That built up my confidence, Caroline said. I loved the feel of the skirt swishing against my legs.

I cut him off with an icy stare. 

Anyway, Caroline followed me to the pavement and we turned left and walked to the restaurant.

Cars passed and no one took any notice of me!

Caroline said. 

That stare of mine was deep, probing  I could see my cane was going to be put to use before the end of the evening if Caroline didnt shut up and let Alison finish. 

We climbed the three steps of the restaurant, I opened the door and then we were in! Alison continued. A waiter was standing at the lexicon  he ran a pen through my name and showed us to our table which was downstairs at the back of the restaurant 

no one batted an eye lid as we walked passed.

It felt so good  honest it did! Caroline interjected

 your buttocks wont feel so good if you keep interrupting I thought. 

Alison went on. Anyway, Caroline sat by the wall looking out on the restaurant and I sat opposite  we had people either side but no one took any notice. The waiter asked if we wanted any drinks and Caroline was such a sweetheart  he mimicked a female voice so well it was unbelievable.

And did you see, Alsam?

Wait mum, dont be so impatient! Well, we ordered biryani  I had prawn and Caroline had chicken -

and we drunk soft drinks and chatted and as I did I made up a character for Caroline like she was an old friend who had married and moved away but her husband had had an affair with her best friend and so she had come back to town. It worked really well and Caroline really took to the part and the waiters were great and didnt say a word and when the napkin slipped off Carolines skirt the waiter just came over and tucked it back in which was all fine. Well, the meal went without a hitch and at the end Caroline went off to the toilet to freshen up and when he came back I had paid and was ready to go. Caroline took up his hand

bag and we started to walk out when who should appear at the door ready to open it? Aslam!

My heart raced. Did he say anything? What happened?

Well, he said hello and asked how you were and said he was pleased that I felt able to go to his restaurant despite the impending divorce and then he turned to Caroline and asked who she was so I told him.

I turned scarlet the way he looked at me! Caroline said. 

Beautiful women get looked at - get used to it! I said sharply. 

Well, he said just that, whos your beautiful friend? and I said Caroline was an old friend who was married and we were just meeting up for old times

sake. Alison continued. She wears nice fashions though, Aslam says and only proceeds to place his large hand on her arse! At this Alison broke into fits of giggles and nearly spilt her wine. 

His hand rubbed my buttock and gave it a quick squeeze! Caroline added. 

This time I didnt mind the interruption  my heart beat a tattoo in tune with the music that sung through my head. It had worked! My plan had worked! 

So he liked you? I said. Barely believing that I had been able to convince my ex that this young transvestite was a young woman ripe for the plucking. 

He certainly did! Alison said. As he left he told me to bring the beautiful Caroline back to his restaurant one day soon!

I started to feel wet down below. The thought of my womanising ex being taken in by a cross dresser  it was just too much to hope for, too much to believe. 

Youve both done really well tonight, I said. 

Well done Caroline, Im really pleased with you.

Thanks, Justine, he said. If it wasnt for you none of this would have happened. I would never have believed I could go out for a meal and pass in public en femme without anyone noticing. It was like a dream come true and I didnt even mind Aslams hand on by butt as it made me feel like a real woman.

Alison and I exchanged glances. Maybe, just maybe my plan would work after all. Alison got up to go. 

Ill be off now, she said. Gary would be jealous if he knew I had spent the evening with another man 

but then he would be amazed if I told him that other man was dressed as a woman!

I followed her out into the hall. When we were alone together I said. 

Thanks Alison, do you really think Aslam was taken in?

No doubt about it  you know how much he loves leather and lets face it Caroline really does look like a real woman  I could not believe how he had mastered the voice  Im sure hes been practicing at home  that and your cane seem to have done the trick.

I took Alisons hands and gave her a kiss on the check. 

Of course, well have to tell him about our plan.

Yes�. And sooner rather than later  he wont mind  hell do anything to get into a dress and loves

the thought of you buying his clothes for him  hes putty in your hands, mum.

Good. Thats where I want him to be. Ill tell him about the plan tomorrow morning and then, if he really is against it he can decide not to carry on  if he does want to carry on then the next step is to get him to meet Aslam in town when Aslam pays the money into the bank from the Olive Tree: then Aslam can start to date Caroline and well see where that takes us. Its exciting, isnt it? At last Im getting my own back on Aslam 

hell be livid when he finds out that Caroline is a boy.

What were you two talking about? Caroline asked when I came back into the room. 

Never you mind, young lady. Now come and sit next to me on the sofa and lets have a bit more of a chat.

I watched Caroline get up and straighten his skirt. 

The skirt skimmed the top of his low heeled brown/red boots  Id positioned a gold belt around his waist. 

There was no doubting he looked feminine. He moved slowly, carrying his handbag and brushed the skirt down before sitting down beside me  I could see why the waiters at the Olive Tree would have been taken in

 not to mention Aslam! 

Youre gorgeous, I said as he nestled into the seat. 

You really look the part.

I cant believe how good youve been to me, Justine, and all because you like transvestites. Theres not many women like you. Justine. Youre one in a million.

Its been said before, I replied as I sipped my wine. I leant over and rubbed my hand through his blond wig. Smiled. 

Youre one in a hundred million, I said, putting my wine down. It was time for me to play the man again, I brushed my hand over the super soft leather of the skirt, felt his breast forms, and then I brought his head forward and engaged in a long, slow, lingering kiss. It tasted so good. Just as it had done on that first Saturday night down the La Mache when our lipstick stained lips had entwined. I could taste the gloss on his lips and that made me feel even hornier. I pushed him back in the sofa; my hand delved beneath the thin leather of the skirt and up his smooth legs until I found that undersized penis lurking in a pair of soft pink knickers. 

Youll ruin my skirt and make-up, Caroline pro-tested. 

He really was such a girl! 

Well get undressed then, I said. Well have to go upstairs to bed.

It spoilt the moment but I took his point. I didnt want the skirt ruined and his makeup would wreck my expensive cushions. We got up from the sofa and Caroline followed me to the bathroom. I let him use the en suite whilst I got undressed in the main bathroom. Still, it took Caroline a lot longer than me to get prepared for bed  when he finally did appear between the sheets he was wearing and lovely blue silk nightdress  he looked incongruous without his wig. I was soon on top of him, pushing up his night dress and working his manhood to an erection  which did not take long. I slipped his erection inside my moist vagina and rode him. Back and forth I rode him. It didnt take long for us both to climax. And as I climaxed I imagined Caroline was being fondled by Alsam. 

Chapter Five

Over the next few weeks Alison and I took Caroline in hand with some rigorous training that not only included deportment and voice coaching but serving us in terms of acting as a amid and catering for our every whim  of course, failure to do as he was bid meant poor Caroline was punished appropriately. However, there was a serious side for I knew that for the next stage of my plan to work Caroline was going to have to pass at close quarters with Alsam and start a liaison 

and that would be difficult. 

Still, my young transvestite protégé did well and was soon walking around my living room and posing in front Alison and me: bringing us coffee and tea on request and generally acting as a woman. Every weekend he came to my house and spent the whole time as a woman  shopping trips  with him dressed en femme

- were frequent  and before my eyes I watched his confidence grow. He soon had no problem talking to cashiers and shop assistants and when he realised people were not reading him or watching him he grew relaxed and confident which meant he was even more poised. 

To assist his growth into womanhood I hired a professional photographer who took photos of him dressed in various outfits. Caroline could not quite believe how lucky he was to have met me as he still did not realise that I was grooming him to be the main player in my master plan to get back at my ex  even so, I knew that sooner or later I would have to reveal my hand to Caroline and hope he agreed to go along with my scheme, for despite my promise to Alison, I had still not shown my hand to Caroline. 

It was perhaps four weeks after the meal that I decided to tell him. As usual, one Saturday morning I had collected him from his flat (Caroline couldnt drive  all his income went on his alternative wardrobe) and taken him to my house where Alison had been preparing him breakfast (another treat he had from us 

whilst he was in the male Alison prepared him breakfast  once he was dressed he served us). Most Saturdays, I had bought him some new item during the week which he was excited to see and wear  but not this time. On this occasion, when he arrived at my house, I told him to go through to the front room and sit on the sofa. 

Whats up? he asked. 

I asked Alison to join us. I have something to ask you� a favour�

What?

Id already dropped hints about my ex and how messy my divorce was going to be so I knew it would not be difficult to outline the story. With Alisons help I told him about Aslam  how abusive and controlling he had been and how he, having had numerous affairs, was now suinging me for divorce citing the solitary affair I had had as evidence of my infidelity  backed up a private detectives report and photographs. 

He wants half my house and business, I concluded. Which, as you can see, is not to be sniffed at?

Connor looked genuinely shocked. Thats awful,

he said. I cant believe someone would do such a thing.

Well, thats what hes like, I said matter-of-factly. 

So where do I come in? Connor asked  I could tell he was confused  something I had learnt about

Caroline/Connor was that he was not the sharpest knife in the cutlery drawer which added a certain feminine essence to him when dressed but was a negative when he was in male mode. 

My heart raced. This was make or break. I felt nervous and rubbed the palms of my hands together. 

Alison sat perched on the arm of an arm chair ready to intervene if needed. 

Youve met Aslam. He likes young women, I said. 

Tick. Alison said as if ticking an imaginary box on a form. 

I continued. He likes leather  he was always bringing me back leather goods from Pakistan.

Tick. Alison said. 

So, I want to play him at his own game. I want him to be attracted to you so that he can seduce you. You can then take him to a hotel and we can film him embracing you�

Im not doing that! Connor exclaimed. Im strictly straight, me. Women only.

I laughed. You wouldnt have to do anything. All you would need is to get Alsam into an embrace. We would film it� and the sweet nothings he would mutter to you, hes good at those� then we would intervene.

What? You and Alison?

Alison answered. Perhaps get my fiancé, Gary, involved if we need it broken-up.

Im not doing no hanky panky, Justine. Ill do the rest of it but I stop at hanky panky with a guy, Connor exclaimed. 

Thats fine. Brilliant. Just do what you can, I said. 

Hardly able to contain myself at how easily Connor had agreed to the proposition. 

Connor continued. And when youve got all this filmed, what then?

I didnt tell him I wanted Aslam to dig deep under his skirt and find out he was a boy� no, that would be too much. I didnt tell him I wanted Alsam to feel so belittled in his community because he had hit on a boy that he would withdrew his claim for half my house and crawl off under a stone so that I never set eyes on him again. No, I didnt tell Caroline that. What I did tell him was I would show Alsam the footage and threaten to tell his pregnant girlfriend if he didnt back down. Caroline swallowed the story hook, line and sinker. He wanted to. Believe. Believe he was enough of a female impersonator to pull off such a delicate role. He never asked why I wanted a transvestite to play the part; why I just didnt pay one of Alisons friends to play the role of the leather-liking slut who had a thing for balding, forty-something Asian males. 

No, Caroline simply didnt ask. He didnt ask so I didnt tell him and, with a lot less fuss than I expected Caroline agreed to my plan  without even figuring that all the training, everything I had done up to then had been for the one reason that I wanted to entrap my ex and I was using him as a pawn in my game of revenge. Caroline really was so naïve  or egotistical - he never questioned a thing- never realised he was part of

The Dressing Game  he was the puppet and I was the puppeteer. 

Do you want to hear the next step of my plan? I asked as Alison served breakfast. 

Connor nodded. 

Well, I said. Aslam goes to the bank every Friday and pays in the Olive Trees takings. I want you to be in town this Friday. I want you meet Aslam and have a drink with him in a café. Get to know him. Then well see where that takes us.

What if he doesnt recognise me? Connor asked. 

Oh, he will, take my word for it, he will, Sweetheart, I said. And I meant it. 


Chapter Six

I planned it for the following Friday, once again Connor took a days leave from his boring admin job with the insurance company and I came to collect him from his rented flat. When we were back at my house he undressed and I started to prepare him for his day. I had put Connor on a strict diet since I had taken over the reins and now he was super slim  not that he had ever been fat  and his ribs were clear to see. 

He undressed down to his pink silk knickers and stood in front of my mirrored wardrobe. He had been up early that morning and had shaved all over: his skin was silky smooth. I gave him the all in one to pull on 

I had dispensed with the waist clincher as his im-proved figure meant he did not need it. I popped the chicken fillets breast forms into the bra pouches of the all in one and then he sat on the bed and pulled on 10

denier tights, stretching them tight and doing the poppers up on the all in one. She was beginning to take shape. 

Next he pulled on a thin black polo neck top which hung over his pert breast. Then I went to the wardrobe and brought forth a shiny black leather pencil skirt I had bought earlier in the week. Carolines eyes lit up and a small bulge started to appear in the all in one. 

The skirt swung around seductively on the hanger which I held on my finger like a hypnotists watch  en-ticing, exciting, erotic... 

You like? I said. 

Connor aka Caroline nodded. I loved teasing him, tantalising him  it was fortunate that both he and Aslam had this obscure leather fetish. 

I bought it in the week, I said. I though you deserved something special.

He smiled broadly. I knew how to tempt him� and Aslam. 

I unzipped the skirt, took it off the hanger and handed it to him to put on. Caroline could not wait to get his hands on the skirt and was soon pulling it up his smooth legs. He held the waist together whilst I popped the stud and zipped him up  it was size 12 but a perfect fit. He breathed in and rubbed his hands down the length of the leather. Whilst he looked at his reflection in the mirror  even without the makeup and wig he looked good. I lead him to the dressing table and told him to sit down. Then I covered him with towels and started to work on the foundation; as I worked away with the sponge I started to talk him about the day ahead. 

Aslam banks at the Union bank, youve seen my photos of him so youll know what he looks like, plus you saw him at the Olive Tree and Ive shown you the bank when youve been shopping in town with Alison

and I  its the one on the corner by the coffee shop, I reminded him. I want you to linger around there, look in shops but make sure youre not too far away. 

Theres nowhere to park on the High Street so Aslam usually goes to the multi-storey and then walks back to the bank. He goes there at 9.30am every Friday and pays in the weekly takings from the Olive Tree. When hes finished hell walk back to his car and this is when I want him to notice you. Hell talk to you and perhaps offer to take you for a coffee. Explain youre an old school friend of Alisons, you moved away when you were about sixteen, youre married but youve just discovered your husband, Mark, was having an affair with your best friend. You contacted Alison and came down to stay with her but you have now got your own flat and are doing temporary office jobs... in fact, you have come into town to look for any other secretarial jobs at agencies as your last job has finished. You dont know what to do in terms of going back to Mark as you dont feel you can trust him again� Mark texts and calls and wants you back.

Wont Aslam think thats suspicious? Caroline asked. 

I doubt it. He thinks Im accepting the divorce and wont think theres any foul play involved. Anyway, you dont have to mention me  apart from being Alisons mother theres no reason why you should know me that well.

Caroline looked in the mirror at his foundation-clad face. Do you think hell fall for it?

Yes. Tell him youre unsure about whether you should go back with Mark  seek Aslams advice. Mark says he loves you and he wants you back and you dont know what to do.

Will I get to say all that? Caroline asked. 

Probably not but that is your back story if you like

 its important you know it so Alsam can see youre vulnerable  hell then feel you are ripe for the picking, so to speak. You can tell him you came to town to put your name down at some more agencies as theres not much work about at present with the recession and everything else and that is another reason why going back to Mark is tempting  he has a good job and can support you.

And if he asks me what Ive been doing I can tell him about my actual really boring job for the insurance firm.

Exactly! I said. Youre getting the hang of this lying lark. But remember the old rhythm: Oh what tangled webs we weave when first we start to deceive 

the essence of a good lie is that you remember the detail.

By this time I had finished the makeup. I went to get the wig. With the hair piece in place Caroline really did look like a woman about town  very sophisticated. 

I got him a short, waist length jacket I had purchased during the week and he pulled that on. His leather clad bum was nicely exposed and he really did look the part

 next it was the black knee length leather boots with the two inch heels  not too high for walking. Once dressed and with perfume and jewellery added Caroline looked superb. He followed me downs stairs and out to the car  ten minutes later we arrived at the town centre and I stopped at the back of a department store so Caroline could get out without being seen  the last thing I wanted was Aslam to see Caroline getting out of my car! 

Ill go for a coffee out of town and when you text me Ill meet you back here. Good luck, I tried to appear calm but in reality I was as nervous as anything. 

With that Caroline got out of the car and disappeared into a shop. I drove to a tea shop I knew and ordered a croissant and coffee and waited and waited. 

Would Caroline make contact? Would my scheme come off? Eventually my phone bleeped with a text 

Caroline had indeed met Aslam and they were in a café together � an hour later I received a text to collect him from outside the department store. 

Caroline was beaming when he got back into the car. 

Well, how did it go? I asked impatiently. 

I was walking around waiting for him for ages but eventually he did turn up. I lingered outside the bank and as you predicted he came up to me and said hey, youre Alisons friend, arent you? I confirmed I was. 

We talked for a few minutes and then he asked if I fancied a coffee, I shrugged a yes and we went to a department store and went upstairs to the café where we had a coffee each and I told him about Mark. I told him how I lived up North but had contacted Alison as I thought all my friends had betrayed me  as they all knew about the affair Mark was having with my best friend...

I smiled Caroline was getting good at this lying business. 

Anyway, I said, I had come down South and Alison had put me up and then I had rented a flat and I was doing odd admin jobs and I wasnt sure about Mark as he texted me constantly  he even thought

your texts were him! But I didnt reply to them as I needed space to think.

What did Aslam say? I asked. 

I should ditch the two timing love rat, Caroline said. 

I laughed. Thats rich coming from him� he didnt tell you about his pregnant girlfriend whose twenty years his junior, I suppose? He didnt tell you how many times he cheated on me and that I suspect he has cheated on her?

No he didnt mention her but he did say he knew a really good divorce lawyer as his ex-wife did the dirty on him and hes trying to get back half of what hes owed!

My blood fairly boiled over. He said that?

Yes. Anyway he asked for my mobile number so he could text me the solicitors name and number as I said I didnt think I would go back up North as I preferred it down here and wanted to make a break from Mark and all my friends who I no longer trusted.

Fantastic, Caroline. I said. Youve done bril-liantly well.

By this time we were drawing up on the drive of my house. 

Do you want me to take you for a drink? I asked. 

Youve deserved it.

Caroline smiled. Yes, Id love that.

I turned the car around and I drove to a pub near to a set of offices where I knew a lot of office workers would be drinking as it was nearly Friday lunch time: I wanted Caroline to experience a busy pub as a woman. 

I pulled up and we made our way across the car park to the pub entrance. A few smokers hung around the entrance and I was pleased when they looked straight passed me and at Caroline  admiring her in her sexy skirt, admiring how her leather clad bum moved as she walked. Inside the pub it was crowded and we had to squeeze to the bar this time I went behind Caroline so I could witness the stray hands that smoothed over his leather clad derriere and the admiring glances he got  not to mention the jealous looks from women  I felt so wet down below it was untrue 

the thought that my little transvestite had a cock lurking in his silky knickers and that these guys were getting turned on by a guy  well, it was the ultimate thrill. 

We only stayed for one drink and a plate of sandwiches but I could tell Caroline was really exhilarated by the experience. 

When we got home I couldnt wait to get him up stairs and get that skirt down  soon his soldier was standing to attention: I removed my loose trousers and went down on him. I rocked back and forth  his penis was as wet as my clitoris. Back and forth. Back and forth. My hands fondled his false breasts through his thin jumper. 

Caroline, I said, youre so fucking sexy.

And I rocked back and forth and back and forth. 

Caroline had never been so erect  so turned on. He shut his eyes and I knew the events of the day were passing thought his mind. Being chatted up and seduced by Aslam; having his bum fondled in the pub 

it was too much for any transvestite to experience - not just passing like a woman but feeling like a very attractive woman. Back and forth. Back and forth I rocked�
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I felt my clit tighten on his cock. I wanted to squeeze the very love making juices from him. 

Oh God, Caroline, I said, almost crying in ecstasy as he exploded inside of me and my clit tightened as I came too. 

A few minutes later Carolines phone bleeped with a message - it was Aslam with the details of his solicitor  and a message to say he wanted to meet again 

the dressing game was working. 

Over the next few weeks Alsam and Caroline met regularly. Caroline played the coy, unsure wronged wife to perfection. She soon had Alsam hanging on a string. After the meeting in town I instructed Caroline not to wear leather again  to keep Alsam dangling Aslam, of course, had his own relationship difficulties in the form of his pregnant girlfriend who was twenty years his junior and he had to make excuses to get away. The clandestine nature of the meetings  the meals; the rendezvous in pubs; the meetings for coffee

- meant he could never spend too long away from his girlfriend and, importantly for Caroline, he could not do much in terms of making a pass at her. 

Christmas was approaching and Caroline spent every weekend with me. Alison also came over if she was free but she was planning for her imminent weeing. 

We continued our training programme and got Caroline to act as a maid. I even bought a little frilly, French maids outfit for her: it came resplendent with feather duster and French knickers. I told Caroline I expected her to act as a maid on Christmas Day as Gary and Alison were coming for dinner, then, on the Boxing Day, I was due to visit my sister who lived quite a long away  and I promised to take Caroline, dressed as a woman, if he behaved himself on Christmas Day. 

By this time Caroline had left his job at the insurance company and had given up the flat he rented. 

Now he lived with me (which meant I could monitor and record the calls and texts from Aslam) and worked

as a maid in the house. He done the cooking (he even attended cookery classes) and cleaning which was a great help. It also meant that Caroline had some security in the unlikely event that Aslam tried to hunt him down  he kept telling Aslam he was not sure about their relationship and apart from his mobile phone number would not give him any other details about where he lived. 

However, the friendship with Aslam blossomed with Caroline playing the role perfectly. Sometimes meeting, sometimes failing to turn up and standing Alsam up but always uncertain about whether to get back with Mark (at one point he led Aslam to believe he had gone back up North to see Mark  despite Aslam counselling against such a retrograde step) but at least it meant he could have a few days freedom from texts and phone calls as I knew it was quite stress-ful for Caroline to play the role constantly. 

Meanwhile, things were progressing with Alisons wedding to Gary which was to take place in February. 

Alison had told Caroline that for a reward for doing this deed for me she would allow him to be a bridesmaid and Caroline and the two other bridesmaids had great fun choosing dresses from my shop  of course, they had the pick of the dresses which I had assured Alison I would donate to her as presents. 

I also had it in mind that when the affair with Aslam was over and Alison had married and left the business (she had already decided she wanted to work with Gary in his company) Caroline would take over: I had noticed how friendly women were towards him when they knew he was a man and how curious they were about his make-up and breasts and his voice and I could see great potential in him working in the shop 

also, it would open up the opportunity to sell wedding and bridesmaids gowns to the transgender community. 

So, Christmas was upon us and that meant Gary and Alison were coming for Christmas Day. For the occasion I had bought Caroline a lovely Fifties style dress with a pinched in waist  it was electric blue, silky and had a gloriously full skirt buoyed up with loads and load of net petticoats. Caroline had his own room at my house although he slept with me most night. It was such a great pleasure to see him open his feminine presents on Christmas morning  he had tears in his eyes when he unwrapped the perfume bottles and jewellery and the lovely silky panties and the dresses I had bought him  indeed, not one of his presents could be described as unisex, yet alone masculine. 

Justine, he sobbed, Youve been so good to me 

it was such a lucky night for me  the night I met you. I will never forget your kindness to me and Im so pleased I can help you rid yourself of that rat Aslam.

I put my arm around his slim shoulders. I love to see your face when you are dressed up; you are such a natural woman and I love treating you like one.

When he had showered I helped him on with his undergarments and make up before finally bringing forth the wondrous dress and the nest of voluminous petticoats. 

Its�its glorious, he said as he felt the material. 

He slipped into the petticoats and I tied them around his waist. Then, I unzipped the dress and Caroline slunk into it. I drew up the zip, pulling the bodice in tight as I did so. 

He swirled and pirouetted in front of the mirror. 

I feel like a Fifties housewife, he said. 

I laughed. Thats good because today you are going to be a Fifties housewife.

In fact, I cooked the dinner and Caroline helped and provided Alison and Gary with drinks  Gary knew, of course, and I could tell he was intrigued by the feminine boy who had come to live with me. 

Each to their own, he said to Caroline having asked him why he enjoyed dressing as a woman so much. 

It was a perfect Christmas; Caroline sat on the floor by the fire and unwrapped his presents and sipped his wine: he looked so contented and happy. I knew he missed his own family but the appeal of being dressed on Christmas Day had been a much bigger pull than spending it with his relatives and having to wear boring male attire. 

The following day was Boxing Day, and so, after a passionate night in which I had finally managed to see what Caroline had lurking underneath his full skirt (if I didnt know already), we got up early and again I got Caroline dressed: this time we were to visit my sister and the rest of my family. On this occasion I let Caroline wear the lovely black leather pencil skirt I had bought for him when he met Aslam in town. To complete the outfit I bought black patent three inch heeled court courts  not to mention sheer stockings and a black polo neck jumper. When dressed he looked at himself in the mirror  no longer the Fifties housewife more the sophisticated woman about town. 

This time no one will know you are a man, I said. 

Were going to my sisters flat  shes got three children  my mother will be there and some uncles and aunties as well, so this is big time as it would so embarrassing for me if they thought you were a lad. Well say

you are Alisons friend  youve split up with your husband and are staying with me as a lodger  its the same story that you tell Alsam  minus the staying with me bit. Alison is at Garys family today so my sister will understand why youve come with me.

I knew I could rely on Caroline to give a faultless performance of femininity  he was so used to telling his story of how he was a young, wronged bride that I think he through it was reality. We had to set off early because it was a long drive but we arrived about mid-day. My sister lived in a block of flats which meant we had to walk up three flights of stairs, lugging bags of presents. I loved watching how Carolines bum moved seductively in the leather as it encased his slim buttocks  stretching and creasing in tune to his well-pro-portioned, if somewhat narrow hips. He moved so effortless in high heels it was difficult to imagine he had not worn them most of his life  it was strange how natural he was. 

Finally, we arrived at the flat which was on the third floor and I knocked on the door  one of my nephews  little Bobby-Joe - answered and he looked straight up at Caroline and asked who she was. Caroline smiled and said she was a friend of Auntie Justines and from that moment I knew he would do well even though I realised that passing in public with children was the hardest possible thing as they speak their minds and pick up on the slightest inconsisten-cies. 

However, Bobby Jo and my other nieces and nephews who followed him to the door, proved to be no threat what so ever and we were soon ushered in to the small living room. Immediately one of my uncles jumped up and offered Caroline a seat  albeit a

wooded hard back chair from the dining room which proved perfect for Caroline to sit on as it kept his posture straight and meant he could sit with his legs crossed  the leather tightened over his patterned tights as her moved  he really did look sexy and seeing him in such an environment where everyone thought he was a woman really made me wet and horny - it was just fab to think I had fooled all my relatives 

including my own mum. 

Again, we handed out presents and drinks were poured and Caroline sat imperious to all, joining in conversation when asked  telling the story of his husband Mark having an affair with his best friend and generally playing the part to perfection. At one point my mother said. 

I never remember Alison bring you home from school.

To which my quick thinking cross dresser replied whilst playing with his hair. Well, we moved away when I was quite young and my mum and dad were quite strict and didnt like me playing with other kids.

Were you close to Alison? My octogenarian mother continued. 

Yes, but I lost contact with her. We had another mutual friend  Suzy  who I used to correspond with and it was through her I got back in contact with Alison through Facebook.

I could have kissed Caroline right then and there 

only that really would have given the game away! 

Caroline continued. Suzy emigrated to Australia (this was true  Caroline had remembered what we had taught him about Alisons friends) and I kept in touch via Facebook and then got accepted as a friend

on Alisons Facebook page. Then, when my best friend, up in Yorkshire, had an affair I felt I couldnt trust anyone as all my other friends had known about it so I was delighted when Alison said I could come and stay with her. I came down and stayed with her for a while and then moved in to a rented place briefly.

And youre now staying with Justine? My over curious mother asked. 

Caroline sipped his drink and nodded. Umm, Justine was kind enough to put me up. She said she had a spare room.

Shes a great help around the house  cooking and cleaning and ironing and shopping. I ve felt a lot less stressed since Caroline has come to stay, I said. It works out well for both of us as with temporary jobs in short supply for, when Caroline hasnt got work, I pay her to do some work around the house for me.

Soon the conversation turned to Alisons wedding and the arrangements that had been made for it  Caroline said how delighted he was that Alison had asked him to be a bridesmaid. 

We left quite late and went back to the car. We both felt and enormous sense of triumph and it was only the need to keep in character that stopped me grabbing Caroline in the street and giving him and enormous hug. However, as soon as we were away from the flats I said. Caroline, you were fantastic back there, no one suspected a thing.

Caroline grinned like a Cheshire Cat. It certainly was the most difficult task Ive performed so far but those shopping trips and dates with Aslam have really lifted my confidence and I now believe I can pass in

public anywhere. Its the small things that catch you out like coughing and sneezing and posture.

It was a long drive home and I was tired so I decided to check into a hotel and spend the night with my cross dressing lover  I felt so horny I couldnt wait to get his skirt off. The hotel receptionist was surprised when I asked for a double room  believing us to be a lesbian couple  the truth was even harder to believe. 

After a passionate night of lovemaking we headed back home and Caroline was finally able to go back onto the male  something I knew he hated. 


Chapter Seven

As the cold winter snows melted preparations were well under way for Alisons St Valentines Day wedding on 14th February  which, of course, meant a hen night; through in Alisons case it was to be a hen weekend and it was the hen weekend which formed the heart of my plan to entrap Aslam. My aim was simple: I was good friends with a hotel owner in Brighton and Alison, Caroline, Sue  who had been at la Mache that fateful night when I had met Caroline - and I were all going to stay at his small boutique hotel on the esplanade. Then, on the Friday, we would go out for a meal with Alisons other friends and, on the Saturday night, the younger crowd would go clubbing. Carolines was to tell Alsam that the older crowd  meaning Sue and me - had gone home but he was staying on. He would get dressed up for the night and then tell Alison he was not well (or at least that was the story he would tell Alsam) and he would then meet Aslam at a small restaurant next door to the hotel; after the meal the two would go back to the hotel and upstairs to Carolines

room. I would be in the next bedroom with Sue where I would watch and record the proceedings. 

Charlie, the hotel owner, was very accommodating in allowing me to come down and fit the room with the surveillance equipment necessary on the days leading up to the hen weekend. Fortunately, it was the quite season and the hotel was officially closed which meant that there were no other residence to interfere with our plans. The surveillance equipment, as surveillance equipment is these days, was actually very small and not very obtrusive  I had bought it from a shop in London that specialised in such things. One of the giz-mos I gave to Caroline was a car key fob with a camera which he could leave on the table in the restaurant when he had dinner with Alsam so we could actually watch him eating and be prepared for his arrival in the bedroom next door. Of course, Alison was aware of the plot and fully behind my subterfuge and most importantly so was Caroline. 

For the Saturday evening I had a lovely black leather dress made for Caroline which he absolutely adored  it would be the first time Caroline had worn leather, whilst out with Alsam, since he had met him in town that fateful Friday  I wanted Alsam to think that Caroline was just another fashionable young lady and not a leather fetishist and I wanted Caroline to lure him by not wearing it so that when he did Aslams ardour would rise even further! 

In my preparations for the weekend I also changed Carolines wig to a shorter blond style: by this time Caroline had not seen Aslam for a while though the text messages had continued as I had made sure Caroline had played hard to get in the run up to the hen weekend  again to increase Aslams ardour and en-

sure he drove down from London. My plan was that he would tell Aslam that, having spent a Christmas and New Year up North he had finally split up with Mark for good and was going to live in the South permanently: the meal on the Saturday would the perfect opportunity for Caroline to thank Aslam for all his support and celebrate his freedom from his cheating rat of an ex. Caroline would add to the story by saying that he had discovered that whilst he had been staying in the south deciding whether he and Mark had a future together Mark had slept with other girls whilst trying to woe him back which would be in, Carolines eyes, the final nail in the coffin as far as their marriage was concerned. This was the idea anyway. The perfect plan of revenge on my ex and to stop his claim for half my house and business. I also hoped, though Caroline was not aware of this, that Aslam would take up Carolines invitation to return to his hotel room and would go as far as possible in his pursuit of passion  certainly, neither Sue nor I had any reason to stop Alsam though we both knew it was (to excuse the pun) hard on Caroline. It was important that our strategically placed cameras and microphones picked up every scene, every word, every nuance� even if that meant sacrificing Caroline. 

So, at the end of January we all decamped down to Brighton for Alisons hen weekend. Caroline had been busy texting Aslam all week with details of their coming liaison and I could tell Aslam was chaffing at the bit! I took Caroline, Alison and Sue down in my Mercedes; it was fantastic to be all girls together. 

When we arrived at the hotel Charlie and his partner showed us to our rooms  Caroline received a knowing wink form Charlie who was well aware of Carolines gender. 

Once we were all settled in I checked over the surveillance equipment in Carolines bedroom and Sue, Alison ad I had great fun watching Caroline, in his bedroom, strutting around the room and pirouetting for the cameras. The picture and sound were wonderfully clear  just like a normal television - we also checked out the key fob he was to use over dinner which, unfortunately would not record voices. 

Right, Caroline, youre clear on what you have to do? I asked when at last we broke for a coffee in my room. 

Yes, I think so, he said. Tonight we go out for a meal with Alison and then Saturday I text Aslam to say you and Sue have left but Alison, me and the younger crowd are staying on to go clubbing  bit in reality youre both still in your hotel room. Then, on the night, I text Alsam to say Ive told Alison Im not feeling well and wont be going out by which time he should be in Brighton. We meet up  go for a meal next door  the restaurant is close enough for you and Sue to pick up pictures from the key fob and for me not too have to walk to far in my heels - and then its back to my room... Caroline actually sounded really excited. 

Exactly so!

And what if he gets aggressive when he finds out Im a boy? Caroline asked, 

Well intervene  dont worry  we wont let anything happen to you and Charlie and his partner Dave are around as well if we need back-up. We just need the pictures for evidence thats all  just the fact he tried it on will be enough. I said. I didnt like lying but secretly I hoped Alsam did cut up rough  the more film we got the better and if he assaulted Caroline that would be further evidence�. for the police. It was

tough on Caroline but I was so desperate to keep my business and not let Aslam get his grubby hands on any of it I was prepared to do anything or sacrifice anyone. I just hoped Caroline would forgive me when it was all over and the reward of the bridesmaids role as enough to placate him. 

Im doing this for you, Caroline said. Because youve been so good to me.

That made me feel better. The truth was Id spent a lot of money on him and really brought Caroline to life  I had taught him more in six months than he would have learnt in six years going to La Mache nightclub every Saturday night. He did have a lot to thank me for and now it was payback time�

Im glad to hear it. I said, though I felt guilty. I changed the subject. Ive bought you two fab new dresses  you know about the leather one because it is made to measure but the one tonight is glorious  you wait till you see it you will look as pretty as a picture.

I wish mum took as much care of me as she does you, Caroline! Alison chipped in. 

Now, now, we dont want any jealousy, do we? I joked. 

I think its time to crack open the Champaign whilst we wait for the rest of the girls to arrive, Sue said. 

As we sipped Champagne, all seated around my bedroom, texts started to arrive from Alisons friends to say they had arrived in Brighton and were checking into their hotels. Some were staying with us but others were staying at different hotels as Dave and Charlies place was quite small. As the sun dipped down and the early evening dusk descended I told Caroline it was

time for him to go to his room and shower. A few minutes later I knocked on his door. He came to the door wearing a lovely cream coloured negligee. 

Are you ready? I said as I came into the room with my bag. 

He nodded and smiled. 

I have a really lovely dress for you tonight, I said. 

You are going to look like a princess. And Alisons right, you will look better than she does.

Caroline stripped down to his silky plum coloured knickers. I unzipped my bag and pulled forth a waist clincher. I encircled Carolines waist and pulled the clincher ends together and attached them with the Velcro. As I did so he took a sharp intake of breath. His ribs scarred his taunt skin he was so thin  in fact, he had mostly dispensed with the clincher now as he had lost so much weight but the dress I had chosen for him was so tight I knew he would need it for Alisons meal. 

Next, he slipped into the all in one into which I tucked his chicken fillet breasts. 

Remember, how you sit tonight and not to drink too much, I reminded him. 

Theres so much to remember when you are a boy who dresses as a woman, he said. 

There is, but you showed on Boxing Day how well you can do when you concentrate.

He nodded in agreement. He was an expert and no mistake, a genuine female impersonator or mimic. 

Over the top of his all in one I pulled a metallic coloured silver slip which was short as it ended just below the hip  there would be no stockings or tights to night: my little cross dressing friend was going to taste goose pimples on his legs as he walked around with bare legs

that cold, fresh evening  then he would begin to feel what real women often feel  especially young ones. 

I sat him down and carefully applied his make-up 

I knew a lot of Alisons friends would have no idea that he was a boy and he would have to pass at close quarters. At last he was ready for the big finale. The dress. 

The gorgeous dress I had spent hours searching the shops and trawling the internet for. In fact, I had had it delivered to the hotel and Charlie had kept it for me ready for its great appearance  at my request Charlie came up stairs with it and knocked on the door. He held it out in front of him carefully as if he was holding a great painting or a sculpture for indeed even through the cellophane it was clear that this work of art. I knew that Caroline would probably never wear a dress so expensive or so lavish again  a designer dress which had a £3,500 price tag, a dress in metallic silver with a tight bodice and a full Fifties style skirt and spaghetti straps

- a designer dress which would make all the male heads turn and all the girls jealous  a dress of magnificent. 

Caroline gushed when I showed it to him. It was too much for him to take in. 

Ill up stage the bride! he said. 

Of course you will, Darling, Charlie said. Its so nice when us boys look prettier than the gals!

I laughed. I love Alison dearly but I wish she had a tenth of your dress sense  I want to shock her into being a bit more feminine  can you blame me?

Caroline grinned. No, of course not.

I could tell he was aroused. His manhood manoeuvred through his silken knickers  there was noth-

ing like a glorious dress to get my little transvestite in a

playful mood. 

Charlie helped me remove the cellophane from the dress and I hung it on the door. Then he stood and watched  arms folded as Caroline stepped into it and I drew up the zip in gentle tugs. With the wig added and coiffured Caroline looked perfection. No longer a man but a beautiful lady. 

Youre a genius, Justine, Charlie said. Ive never seen such a beautiful creature. Such a transformation.

And I was! For when Caroline slipped into silver sparkly stilettoes and stood before the bedroom mirror he looked wonderful. The bodice of the dress was silver and tight and two spaghetti straps pulled up the bust which showed off Carolines ample cleavage. The dress was tight at the waist (hence my need for a waist clincher) and then fell about his legs in a mass of silky material. There was no need for Fifties style nets as the dress had a rigidity all of its own which meant it was naturally enlarged. Prior to the weekend I had insisted that Caroline spend some time on the sun bed to ensure his legs were nicely tanned and he had gone to a beauty salon for waxing to ensure they were super smooth. Now, fully dressed in all his finery, Caroline looked divine. I added just one piece of jewellery  a silver watch  realising that less is more  a lesson cross dressers and real women often dont heed  after all, why buy a beautiful gown and dress it up with bling and jewellery? The blond wig was shoulder length and the coiffure was more natural than my previous incarnations (getting the wig right had taken a time and I realised just how important the hair piece was to cross dressers as the wig instantly changed the whole appearance  it really was the crowning glory). 

Charlie watched with his chin on his hand. 

My you are a peach, Caroline, he said in his soft, effete voice. All the boys will love you.

And I realised, that just like me, Charlie too was intrigued and exited by the subterfuge  the idea of a pretty young woman who was actually a man. 

We met up with Sue and Alison in my bedroom and they were equally gushing in their praise for Caroline. Charlie ordered a taxi to take us to an Italian restaurant. When we were all ready I handed Caroline a small clutch bag. 

What about a coat? he asked earnestly, feeling the first gust of cold January air through the open front door. 

You dont need a coat  not with that outfit, itll spoil it. Now come on.

I knew I was being a bit sadistic but I loved watching him shiver and tremble with the cold  it was what young women had to put up with for beautys sake 

so why not young men? 

We got into the taxi and Alison and Sue, who had finished off the Champaign, and were already slightly tipsy, talked excitedly. Caroline was silent - I knew him well enough to know he was worried about the impeding ordeal of a night with Alisons friends  there were eighteen of us in total and only five of us knew about his secret  me, Alison, Sue, and the two bridesmaids 

Natasha and Emma. 

When we arrived at the restaurant Caroline was the last to leave the warm confines of the taxi cab. I paid the fare and linked arms with my new girlfriend. Most of Alisons friends had arrived and I could tell it was going to be an alcohol fuelled, fun filled night. I saw

one or two members of our party look enviously at Caroline as we came into the restaurant: those lovely long tanned legs, that main of blonde hair, the figure to die for  I knew my little doll was a dish and no mistake  and thats exactly what Caroline was  my doll 

my creation. Caroline sat down carefully, brushing down his dress - he pressed his legs together and pulled the skirt around his legs; tugging at the material to make it longer. Fortunately, he was seated opposite Emma and beside me, which meant he was protected by any pariah asking awkward questions. I was amazed at how easily people like Emma and Natasha accepted Caroline as a girl  he was just so convincing they did not question his appearance  I wondered if they too, secretly got turned on by this vision of womanhood with a cock. 

The starter was delivered and Caroline ate carefully

 he did not join in with the care free frolics of the others preferring to eat quietly and drink a little wine. He knew it would be too embarrassing to all if he let his guard down and he did something stupid which revealed him to be a man  I must say I admired his poise and self-control. 

When we went to the toilet together I told Caroline I would take him home  Alison had fed the line to the others about Carolines husband who had cheated on her and still wanted her back and was texting her all the time and I knew Caroline could use this as an excuse. So when we came out of the bathroom Caroline said she had had another love message from her ex and she would leave early with me. 

He must be a mug to cheat on someone as beautiful as you, one of Alisons friends said. 

Too right, you could have any man you wanted!

Another added. 

Caroline blushed a fitting shade of crimson and modestly thanked them for their compliments  but I wondered what they would have said had they known that Caroline was a man! 

The waiter fetched my coat (well there was no way I was going to get cold) and Caroline and I went to catch a taxi. In truth, I could hardly wait to get Caroline back to the hotel room. As soon as I had got him up stairs I lifted up his dress and pushed down his silky panties. Carolines cock stood to attention. Rigid and hard. Soon we were involved in a passionate embrace, our tongues entangling as I rubbed my hands along his smooth, silk dress. 

We fell onto the bed, still locked together in a deep embrace. For the first time in our relationship Caroline felt powerful and went on top of me  pushing down my trousers and panties. He entered my sodden clitoris with his throbbing member and puffed and panted as he exploded inside me: my sides locked onto his hard piston as I too climaxed. 

That was the best ever! he said in his deep male voice. I love you so much, Justine.

I love you, Caroline, I said. And maybe at that moment  for that brief, shining moment, I meant it. 

Maybe I really did love him  I certainly loved what I had done for him. I loved Caroline, the female impersonator, but Connor? It was so hard to put the soft, delicate flower that was Caroline and the rough, egotistic male that was Connor together. He had changed so much as Caroline and become so used to playing the role he had adopted characteristics which simply disappeared when he was in the male. The truth was I

just didnt like him as Connor. Period. But I loved Caroline. 

We slept well that night. Very well but we still beat Alison and Sue down to breakfast the following morning. When we had eaten we went back to my room and the next phase of my plan commenced. Caroline sent a text to Aslam to say Sue and I were leaving but he was staying on in the hotel  this was Aslams chance to join him. 

The mobile shock in Carolines hand as he texted and I could tell he was nervous. The previous night he hadnt thought about Aslam and what he had to do for me the following night  but now it was very much on his mind. The wait was over: the time had come. The moment of truth. The end of the dressing game. 

I was nervous myself of course. Very nervous. 

When I thought about it I couldnt believe that this madcap scheme had progressed so far. That there was a chance, just a chance that I may be able to stop Aslams divorce claim. 


***

We spent the day quietly. I moved my car to a car park just outside Brighton and took a taxi back to town to ensure there was no chance of Alsam seeing it. Then, we tried out the surveillance equipment and got ready for the evening  fortunately, the restaurant was next door to the hotel so Carolines key fob would be able to transmit pictures to the television in my room. Sue and Alison went shopping but I could see Caroline was too nervous to do much. We rehearsed scenarios, got his nails manicured at a salon and then, as it got dusk, we started to get ready. I had wanted a blue leather dress

as I knew blue was Aslams favourite colour but in the end I had had to plum for black  it was made to measure and very tight  there would be no waist clincher tonight! 

When Sue and Alison returned from shopping and started to get ready to go clubbing I went into Carolines room and started to prepare him for his big night. 

Frequently his phone would bleep with another text from Aslam to say he was on his way down to Brighton. Caroline texted back that he had finally split up with Mark and he couldnt wait to see Aslam again. 

Caroline told him to meet him in the restaurant next door to the hotel. 

Once I had applied his make  up Caroline slipped into the glorious black leather dress and I shunted up the zip. The dress was so tight it showed every part of Carolines thin body and there was no need for a bra as the leather was so tight it held in place the breast forms. The dress had short ruffled shoulders but other-wise was straight and ended just below the knee. 

I gave Caroline strappy sandals to wear on her bare feet and added a small gold necklace and matching bracelets: then I added a couple of rings and he was ready. He stood in front of the mirror  it was hard to believe he was only wearing three items of female clothing  a thong, the dress and the shoes. 

We then had to wait. And wait. And wait. Alison and all her friends left for the night club and still we awaited Aslams text to say he had arrived in Brighton. 

Finally, Caroline received the fateful text from Aslam. 

He was sitting next door in the restaurant awaiting his beloved. A bottle of fine wine was on the table. 

Time to go, I said. There were tears in my eyes. 

Yes: Im really nervous and I cant even chew gum as its not lady-like, Caroline complained. 

Correct, I said. I had never seen him so anxious. 

I passed Caroline a small, black clutch bag. 

I feel exposed, he said. 

Youre bound to. Youre not wearing much. That was one of the reasons I wanted you in the silver dress last night  get you used to bare shoulders and legs 

make you feel a bit vulnerable.

Ill pull this off, wont I, Justine? He questioned. 

Yes, Caroline, youll pull this off. Youve come such a long way from the La Mache nightclub days 

who would have thought it? I had to dab my wet eyes. 

Caroline took a deep breath and seconds later I heard the sound of his step on the stair, careful, slow, deliberate. He walked to the end of the hall and after a wolf whistle from Charlie I heard the front door close 

he was on his own. 

I turned on the TV and was greeted by a fuzzy grey image. It wouldnt be until Caroline got to the table and placed down his fake car keys that I would see what was happening. 

So began a long, somewhat boring night. I watched Caroline in the restaurant  unfortunately he placed the keys facing him so I could not see Aslam and, as there was no microphone, I could not hear the conversation, but I saw Caroline fiddle with his necklace, cross his legs, rub his fingers down his cleavage and I guessed, from Carolines response at one point, that Alsam had complimented him on his appearance. 

The boredom was relieved by Sue who returned to the hotel after a drink with Alison and her friends 

there was no way she was going clubbing and, anyway, seeing Caroline and Aslam together was a far more exciting prospect. She agreed that Caroline looked fantastic in the restaurant and was amazed at how naturally girly he was; putting his hand to his mouth when he giggled, touching his necklace, fiddling with strands of his wig but it wasnt anything we could use as evidence. The night wore on. 

At last we watched as Caroline got up and brushed down and straightened his dress. The screen went blank as he placed the keys in his bag and I switched over the cameras to the four that we had placed in Carolines room  now we had a good colour picture and sound. 

We heard their footsteps on the stairs and the key in the lock and then Caroline appeared on the television screen in his room - followed by a tieless Aslam looking very dapper and pleased with himself. He followed Caroline in and, as soon as the door was shut, he placed his hands around Carolines hips and caught him in an embrace. My heart beat. This was excellent footage  just what we wanted. To my surprise (and delight) Caroline responded in kind and kissed him passionately: Aslams hands ran over his leather dress, over his back and breasts and buttocks. I began to feel wet and was relieved when Sue, who was obviously feeling equally horny, let her hand wander underneath my dressing gown and onto my clitoris: she started to finger me. On the screen we could hear Alsam and Caroline panting and groaning. At last Alsam broke off. 

Caroline, you are beautiful, you know how to turn me on, he said. 

I wore this for you, Caroline replied. I know you like leather and youve been so patient these last few months  most men would not have waited  theyre just after one thing.

Aslams hands ran all over Carolines body  I was scared that he might find the false breast before I had enough footage but I was in for a bigger shock. With a stunning turn of speed which took everyone  most of all Caroline  completely by surprise - he shot his hand between Carolines legs. Caroline yelped in horror and tried to jump back but whatever Aslam had a hold of he wasnt for letting go! 

I know you are a boy! he said angrily as he slapped Carolines face. Ive always known! The private detective report revealed you to be a transvestite. 

You think you can get one over me. You think you can make a fool of me? Of Alsam! Well, you have another think coming young man!

He pushed Caroline violently on to the bed. My heart started to thud. 

Aslam please! Caroline shouted. 

Aslam unbuckled his trouser belt and ripped off his jacket. 

Im going to thrash you, you little minx!

Youd better intervene! Sue said. 

But I couldnt. I was transfixed. It really was like watching a film  a soap opera. He cut Caroline two or three times with the belt but then, to my amazement he pulled him off the bed, bent him forward and pushed
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up his dress to expose his buttocks  protected by a flimsy thong. 

I know Justine has put you up to this but I dont care, Im going to fuck you! Thatll teach you to mess with me. He started laughing. She thinks she has got one over me  but Ill have the last laugh you see if I dont!

Then, as Sue and I watched in utter amazement, Alsam pressed his large throbbing cock into Caroline; who withered and moaned and yelped but did not seem to put up a lot of a struggle nor did my little she-male seem at all distressed. Sue and I fingered each other to climax as we watched Aslam ram poor Caroline. Neither of us had ever witnessed anything so erotic before in our lives. 


Chapter Eight

You enjoyed that, didnt you? I asked the next day over breakfast. Alsam had got up early to travel back to his house and see his girlfriend  he had told her had been away on a business trip. Caroline was wearing tight jeans, trainers and a pretty blouse. She smiled coyly. 

Yes.

I remembered how Caroline had been turned on when I had played rough with him. 

Sue and I were just about to intervene. I lied. 

I know you were, Justine, Caroline said. But in truth I knew I would take whatever punishment Aslam decided was right. I knew I deserved it.

We got some great footage. Im sure weve got enough to stich him up like a kipper  he didnt know he was being filmed, did he?

Caroline smiled. No, he didnt.

I knew that was my ace in the hole. Whilst Aslam believed I had set him up with Caroline for revenge he had no appreciation of the wider context of gaining evidence to use in the divorce proceedings that were fast approaching. 

Alison was still in bed so, after breakfast, the three of us went for a walk along the esplanade. Brighton was quite due to the time of year and the wind was bracing. As we walked along I told Caroline how excited Sue and I had been by the events that had un-folded before our eyes and he said he had been turned on by the knowledge that he was being watched. 

It was like playing a part  being a TV star  quite literally, he said. 


***

A few days later and I was sitting in a café with my laptop on the table. I had edited the footage and amal-gamated the phone calls and texts into a log. The footage could not have been clearer. Despite Alsam knowing all along that Caroline was male, he still didnt realise he had been recorded. He had been surprised when I had phoned him and told him I wanted to meet him and straight away he had said it was to do with Caroline  he no doubt thought I wanted to gloat -

and that he would have the last laugh. 

At last he appeared at the door wearing a long leather coat: he saw me and came to my table, a thin smile on his lips. 

How are you? he asked but I knew he didnt want to know how I was. He ordered two coffees. 

Im fine� all the better since Ive been to Brighton�

His eyes stared at me. Of course, you know about me and Caroline  so what?

Know about it! I was there, Aslam  not exactly in the room but as good as!

He looked stunned. I played to my advantage and turned on the lap top. For the first time his eyes fixed on the Apple lap top and I knew he was starting to understand the set up in all its awful detail. Images of him and Caroline flashed on the screen. They were in the bedroom talking then Aslams hands were Carolines buttocks, squeezing and kneading then through the thin leather. 

You recorded all this? he said. 

Yep.

I dont know what to say.

What about you wont proceed with your claim for half my business and house in the divorce hearing and well just settle outside court with me making a small payment to you.

And if I dont?

He already knew the answer but he wanted me to spell it out to him. If you dont then this footage will go on my Facebook page and your staff may get calls telling them to look at it� not forgetting your girlfriend�

Alsam sighed. You always were a crafty minx, Justine.

It takes one to know one.

Alright, he said. What will you pay me?

£30,000 in a final settlement.

Is that all?

Yep.

He looked down at the table and nodded his head slowly. How do I know you wont use the footage again later?

Ill delete it.

You might have a copy, He quizzed. 

I might have but I wont. Youll just have to trust me.

In truth I had backed up everything on the laptop just in case Aslam cut up rough and damaged the com-puter. 

I suppose I have to accept your terms.

I was surprised how easily he had accepted the situation. Thank you, was all I could say. 

I would like to see�. He stopped. I knew what he was going to say� I knew he wanted to see Caroline we all did� we were all transfixed by him/her� those that met him were hypnotised by his strange beauty and the incredible fact that she was male. Caroline was otherworldly. 

Im not sure I could allow that Aslam, Caroline is mine. She belongs to me, I said. Im not sure I could allow that�

I see, Aslam said. Perhaps it is for the best. But I would love to see her again... she is so beautiful, so lovely� He looked tired and forlorn. His eyes had a faraway look in them. Cant I see her? Just once more?

I took a deep breath. Ill see what I can do.

Aslam sipped his coffee and we carried on talking about the settlement and Alisons impeding wedding. 

When we had finished he said. Give this to Alison, 

please. He went into his inside pocket and pulled forth a card. Then it was back to business. When will you get that money to me? The business is going down.

When I get notification from your solicitor that the divorce will be uncontested, I replied. 

He got up, leaving his coffee. Thatll be today.

And it was! Later that day a courier delivered a letter from his solicitor to say Alsam would not contest the divorce. By return I sent a cheque being what I cal-culated he had contributed to the marriage (though to be honest a conservative estimate). I had been surprised that Alsam had accepted the situation so easily. 

That night Caroline, Alison and I went out for a meal to celebrate  Caroline wore her leather dress as a reminder of the night in Brighton. I could barely believe that we had pulled it off; as out glasses clinked together I said, 

Thanks Caroline, without you this would have been impossible.

I enjoyed it, he joked. 

The only thing that went wrong was Aslam find-ing out through the Private Investigator that Caroline was a man  other than that it went like clockwork.

Alison said. 

I took a sip of my wine. Yes and even that was not a problem because Aslam had no idea that I was cunning enough to film proceedings  that really shocked him. I think he thought I was just using Caroline for revenge and didnt see the ulterior motive.

My divorce came through just before the wedding 

as it was uncontested I was able to move it forward which was fantastic so the days were filled with final

preparations for Alisons wedding and I no longer had to concern myself with the divorce. 

Everything was going really well and I was even a bit disappointed when I drove passed the Olive Tree one day and noticed it was closed and had a for sale board. Alsam had been so accommodating over the divorce any ill feeling I had had for him had dissipated (or nearly dissipated) I phoned a few of his employees and looked on Facebook pages  yes, the Olive Tree had fore closed and now Aslam was working for his brother driving taxis. I felt a bit sad and could see why he was so keen to get the £30,000  maybe it he had hoped a little instant money was better than fighting for more money in the future. He had certainly looked depressed when we had met. 

At last it was the morning of the weeding  14th February. After a quiet night at my house Caroline, Alison, Natasha and Emma all got ready for the Big Day. Alison had chosen an organza dress with an em-broidered gold sash  the bridesmaids dresses were matching gold shift dresses. As Alisons friends helped her prepare I helped Caroline. First of all he put on a white all in one which was quite tight and pulled him in and then, once the breast forms had been inserted, he attached nude coloured stockings to his suspender belt - this was in essence to keep him warm as it was a cold day. I applied his make up carefully (Caroline had been having electrolysis on his beard whilst living with me and now had only a slight beard growth). 

Then I took the lovely gold bridesmaids dress from the wardrobe and undid the zip. Caroline stepped inside it and I pulled it up. It had small ruffled shoulders and was tight around the bodice with the dress dropping

away in a slight A line which meant there was no need for a split at the back as he was able to take small steps in it. He then slipped on gold sparkly high-heeled stilettos. He sat down whilst I coiffured his wig. Finally, he was ready. The bridesmaids and Alison all came down to the living room for photographers and the first person that day  the photographer  was fooled by Carolines gender thinking him to be female. 

I was to give Alison away so went in the main car with her whilst the bridesmaids followed behind in the second car. The wedding was to take place in a hotel where we were also holding the reception and true to tradition Alison arrived late and was followed in by her three lovely bridesmaids. Alison was incredibly nervous  she had every right to be  at last it was her

big day. And, although it was a cold, wet, February day with no hope of the sun glinting through the rain sodden clouds none of us cared  the whole wedding was taking place in the sumptuous surroundings of an ancestral house and hotel set in woodland so, apart from missing out on the outdoor photo shot, everything was just perfect. 

We didnt break with tradition much  only in two ways really - having me as the father of the bride and giving a speech and Caroline as a bridesmaid. I gave my daughter away as I had always said I would when she married  she had never known her father, Alan, and she had no wish to meet him  even if we could trace him. No, it was my job to play the male role and I had bought a pale cream trouser suit for the occasion 

there would be no mother of the bride. It was a role reversal just as Caroline being a bridesmaid was a role reversal  though one which was slightly less accept-able  a man dressing as a woman is still seen as a man

betraying his gender whilst a woman dressing in a suit

 well, thats normal. 

Caroline had gained so much confidence as a woman in the six months we had been together I hardly recognised the nervous cross-dresser who had walked around the High Street from my bridal shop that September afternoon after we had met in La Mache nightclub. He was so sure of himself as a woman now it was hard to imagine him as a man. But, whilst Caroline had come a long way in capturing the essence of a feminine woman and I was immensely proud of him, I knew I could never have a long term relationship with my protégée for whilst s/he had made me realise that my choice in macho, Alpha males was misplaced (in future I would be in charge in any relationship) I would not marry a man who wore a dress or had any interest in cross-dressing  for there was no doubt Caroline was obsessed with dressing up and I knew he had never seen me as anything more than a bit part player in his own transvestite fantasy. 

Alison was leaving the bridal shop. I knew she would once she married. Her ambition had always been to join her husband Gary as a plumbers mate in his plumbing business  she had worked hard to achieve her HNC despite all the interruptions for the training of Caroline, which we had all enjoyed. That created a vacancy at the shop and who better to take over than Caroline? He had already helped me place adverts in transvestite magazines about my tranny friendly bridal shop and Caroline thought he would be a welcoming face who would meet and great nervy trannies who had come from afar to try on the dresses of their dreams (with the added bonus that I had rooms in my house where guests could stay for a small B&B

rate)  well, it would give the shop an extra edge in

these austere times  not mention the other dressing services I would provide for cross-dressers  clothes and make-up advice  Caroline had certainly opened up an fantastic business stream for me. There was no doubt that meeting Caroline, that fateful night in La Mache nightclub, had been a key event for all concerned. He had helped me ensure Aslam did not claim half my house and business and had set me on the road to greater commercial success whilst I had transformed him  and theres no other way of putting it  into a proper woman who was confident to walk around town and go shopping and do all the other things a normal woman would do. He wouldnt look back now. 

The wedding passed off beautifully; the hotel provided a superb venue and the catering was excellent 

there was no expense spared for my daughter - I had made sure of that. And then it was my turn to stand up and make my speech. The fathers speech. On a small round table to the front of the head table sat Emma, Natasha and Caroline plus Susan and her new partner. 

The toastmaster introduced me and I got up and pushed back my chair. I thanked everyone for coming and said how wonderful Alison looked and how event-ful the year had been with my divorce from Aslam being finalised and Alison finishing her HNC and becoming a plumber so she could join Gary in his company. I went on to say that there would be further changes as I would have to employ a new assistant in my bridal shop but fortunately my lodger, Caroline, had agreed to take on the role. 

We danced and drunk that night  it was the happi-est of my life. Later, I helped a rather drunk Caroline up to his room. I went in and sat on the bed whilst he, 

rather unladylike, went to the toilet and was sick through drink. Whilst he was away I sent a text message. He came out of the bathroom feeling sorry for himself. 

Ive not really drunk for ages but those glasses of wine and Champaign are just too much. He had cleaned his teeth and even re-applied his make-up. 

Youre a lady now, Caroline, I rebuked. You should not drink to excess.

I know, Im sorry, he said. 

Not sorry enough, I said sternly. Then in one action I pulled him forward over my knee. The gold of his dress stretched erotically. I smoothed down the silk

 this would be his last spanking - from me at least I bought my right hand down with a heavy smack, Caroline winced and jolted forward  I added a second had smacked and another and another. Soon I was building up a patterns of whacks  right buttock, left buttock I was fairly pounding his bum and all the time telling him how naughty he was to get drunk  of course, if he had not been drunk I would have found some other misdemeanor to chastise him for as I was determined to go out with a spanking  downstairs we had had a slow dance, a light kiss on the lips and now it was the spanking. The final spanking. I must have berated him for a good ten minutes  certainly poor Caroline was begging me to stop and my hand ached when I had finished. 

Then there was the long overdue knock at the door, quiet at first but then heavier  a rat-a-tat-tat. The door was unlocked so I called out, 

Come in.

Caroline struggled off my knee and stood up straight and straightened his dress - just as Aslam walked into the room carrying a carrier bag which I knew contained lubricant and handcuffs  just in case they were to be needed. The smile on his face could not have been broader. Caroline looked confused. 

Whats going on? he asked. 

Aslam wanted to see you again� hes working as a taxi drive now as his business went bust� he wanted to see Alison as well to wish her well on her wedding day - so I sent him a text to tell him to come and join us

 he arrived just as I was taking you upstairs  I texted him to tell him to give me ten minutes so I could spank you.

Caroline blushed. You told him that?

Yes. I think he has a right to know.

You do?

Ive split with my girlfriend, Aslam said sheep-ishly. The baby she were carrying aint mine.

I see, Caroline said. Though he really didnt. He was very confused. 

Well, you and Aslam seemed to have gotten on so well together these last few months I thought you may like to see Alsam again� alone�

I stood up and walked to the door; Caroline was giving me confused, scared looks. 

Dont go, Justine, he begged. Please dont go!

I looked at the long, straight dress that I knew would soon be on the floor having been ripped off by an excited Aslam. Followed, no doubt by the filmy, sensual underwear he wore. I took in the immaculate

make-up which would soon be smeared again; the wig which would be discarded in the heat of the moment; the arse which would be squeezed and pinched and petted. Poor Caroline� he really was going to be put through it. I turned the door handle and eased out of the room as Aslam advanced on Caroline. Before I closed the door I said, 

Im sorry, Caroline. Its over between us. Youre just an employee now. Ive finished my training of you. 

Our relationship is over. The Dressing Game has ended and now youre ready to take your place in the world as a real woman.

But Justine, he said, panic rising in his voice. 

Dont leave me!

I smiled. Sorry Caroline, Youre old enough to stand on your own two feet now. Just relax and enjoy.

Dont go! he said as I closed the door gently behind me. 

I started to laugh then. A really hearty,happy laugh. 

I had my business intact. My daughter had married and I was a single again with a growing business and some new ideas  with a transgender employee who would help me expand and develop my bridal range and customer base. Maybe I had forgotten to mention to Caroline that when Aslam and I made our out of court divorce settlement in the café and I had agreed to give him £30,000 as a full and final settlement I had also agreed to give him Caroline. Poor Caroline, I thought and laughed again, I really had been quite a bitch to him, hadnt I? 


###
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