
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Author's Note

	A little tamer novella this time, still with some kinky erotic action, but more in the theme of romance and self-discovery. The alpha-male theme comes up and whilst some may say I'm getting political; I really don't see how sexual identity is political.[image: Image]

	The news and politics these days, scares me. I work for a large German corporation, who whilst we have offices in the US, it is not our primary or even secondary market. I'm very high up in the company, so obviously, when something big happens, I am usually the first to find out. A letter from the US government, when we don't even have a contract with them, telling us we need to detail our DEI practices and comply with theirs, was not on my bingo card for this year, but hey-ho, there we are. We politely told them to go fuck themselves. I expect they will audit our US business at some point.[image: Image]

	No good business hires purely to fill diversity numbers. A good business hires because they need good people, and if those [image: Image]good people come from a diverse pool, then even better. Anyone who thinks a business will jeopardise their bottom-line just to create the impression of diversity is insane. We select based on the best, but here's the funny thing. The better educated and skilled a person is, the more likely they are to be open to diverse things.

	Anyway, ranting a bit here. I'm a married bisexual, kinky woman. I have always been kinky, but when I was younger, I found it hard to break out of my shell. My now husband helped me with that. Overall though, I try to be a good person. [image: Image]Why be nasty when we can be good?

	As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can't see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer's name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

	By the way — some twat gave one of my books a one-star rating (if someone can fix that on Sissy Cuckold, Femboy Bull, please!), then posted elsewhere that the book was sick. I think I try to set a theme about my books and well, if you don't like the theme, maybe don't rate the book. If you genuinely think the book is written that badly, sure, but I'm fucking Dickens. I write smut, kinky smut at that. Anyway. If you like the book, give me a decent rating, otherwise, you know, use logic...or I'll spank you!

	Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I'm not really a social media person. I just can't get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.

	 


One

	Last night with my mates was a blast, tearing it up large at the Embassy of Noise, but just like the week before that, I'd come away emptyhanded. Fuck, here I am, living an Ascon Towers, one of the poshest high-rises in the city, in an apartment which costs more than a street of houses in this city, have a collection of supercars, but I can't fucking get laid? What the fuck? Why? 'Cause I inherited all my money? 'Cause I'm twenty-five and a billionaire? Jealous fucks. Of course, my mates all tell me it's because I'm a lanky bastard with a baby face and ridiculous blonde hair, but this ridiculous blonde hair costs me a thousand a month to maintain, so they can go do one.

	Still, I was getting horny and really, I couldn't be bothered to call the girls in my directory. They were all after one thing, money. Here's the thing, right? I can get laid with these girls, but I need to ply them with expensive things, and by expensive, I mean Birkin bags and shit. Even then, there's no guarantee they'll put out, or that they will do whatever I want. Most are hot but fuuuuck so dull! Like, they fucking just lie there and say do me. So if I'm gonna spend money then why spend it [image: Image]on these gold-diggers? I can call a top-quality whore from an agency, spend less, and get a night of passion. And yeah, I have a fucking good agency.

	I dialled the number on the phone. My personal contact, the one which always went through. It was answered immediately. "Hello Mr Barnes, how are we today?" The soft female purr said.[image: Image]

	"Horny." I replied.

	"l bet we are, Mr Barnes. Any preference of satisfaction today?"

	I didn't care, I just wanted to get laid. "Don't care. Nobody fucking boring. Someone kinky."

	"l understand. What time?"

	"As soon as possible. Six."

	"Um...l can have someone very special with you at seven."

	"Sure, fine. I'll tip well if she gets here sooner." "I'll see what we can do. Thank you for your custom, as usual, Mr Barnes."

	"Yeah, yeah, cheers." I said, hanging up the call.

	I had a couple of hours until the escort arrived, so decided to shower, throw on a robe and play on my PS5 for a bit. It was six when the doorbell rang. Huh, I thought, guess she could make it earlier after all.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Looking out of the peephole, I saw a gorgeous Asian chick stood there, wearing a long black PVC trenchcoat and a black hat, something like an army commander's hat, heck, even some sort of gestapo shit. I had to admit, I'd asked for kinky, but I liked what I was seeing so far. I swung open the door and the woman turned to look at me, giving me the once over, up and down.

	"Why aren't you kneeling?" She asked.

	"Oh, is that what I'm meant to do?" I chuckled. "Yes Ma'am." I said, dropping to my knees.

	The woman was carrying a large black leather bag. She picked it up and stepped inside, then dropped it on the wooden floor with a heavy clunk. I wondered what she had with her. None of the other hookers brought toys, but hell, I asked for kinky, clearly that was what I got!

	In one movement, she untied the sash on the coat, flinging it open to reveal a stunningly tall, firm body, a black latex bra over small A-cup breasts, and a black latex mini-skirt over thigh-high latex boots. She was amazing, stunning, yet slightly evil-looking. I liked it! My guess was that she was Vietnamese, though I was no expert.[image: Image]

	"l am Mistress Katia. Do you know your safe word?" She asked firmly.

	"Safe word? Do I really need a safe word?" I asked, genuinely confused. Had I written a safe word when I signed up to the service? I wondered.

	A grin slowly appeared on her face. "Oh, I like that. I like you. Trust in your Mistress, very good." She purred, bending down to her bag and unzipping it, pulling out a thick pink leather collar and wrapping it around my neck, before clipping on a leash. "No, be a good slave and take off that robe, then crawl behind me."

	The cleaner had been earlier that day so I didn't care if I crawled behind this sexy goddess, but I had to admit, when I said kinky I hadn't expected a dominatrix. I hope the agency understood I wanted a fuck at the end of all this, because my knowledge of this stuff was that sex was not usually part of the deal with dommes.

	"Quick question, if I may?" I asked.

	The girl sighed, rolled her eyes and said, "Go on!" 

	"Are we going to fuck? I mean, later?" I asked. 

	"You paid for that, so yes, we are." She snapped.

	"Okay, just checking."

	"But for that question, you'll be punished."[image: Image]

	She told me to lead her to the bedroom, where she made me stand. Out of her bag came a riding crop and then she circled me, running her hand over my skin. She made a comment about me not being very hairy, but would've preferred me completely shaved, but I simply shrugged. I shaved my crotch and balls, that should be enough.

	"We're going to have such a nice time, playing together." She mused. "I'm going to make you scream like the little bitch you are."

	"Okay..." I mused.

	"Shut up! Do not speak unless I say you can, understood?"

	"Yes Mistress." I said, panicking.

	"On the bed, all fours."

	Her hands spanked me a few times, not hard to begin with but getting harder. Honestly, a little spanking didn't bother me. I'd never been with a dominatrix before, always saw myself as a dominant more than a submissive, but hey, waste not want not. However, the moment the crop came down, I found myself questioning all the decisions that led me to this point. I tried begging her to stop, but then I remembered the conversation about the stop word. When the screaming got too much, she went back to her bag and pulled out a red ball-gag, tying it tight around my head.

	The beating continued and I found myself sobbing. Then, out of nowhere, I felt something drip from my dick, not a lot but a small amount. Had I cum? But Katia was suddenly laughing. "Go on sissy, piss yourself. Piss on your bed from fear!" Fuck! Had I pissed on my bed? Sure, it was only a few drops, but damn, I didn't expect I was such a fucking pussy. However, as the beating continued and I cried into the gag, I couldn't hold back anymore. To the sound of hysteria from behind me, I pissed all over the Egyptian cotton bedding, a flow of yellow urine staining the white covers forever.[image: Image]

	The clicking of heels made me aware that she was coming closer to my head, until suddenly, I felt her hand grip my hair like a vice. With forced malice, she pulled my head around and down. I knew what she was going to do and I didn't like it, [image: Image]but she didn't care, she just pushed me down into the puddle of piss soaking into the sheets, bathing me in it, before pushing me off the bed.[image: Image]

	"Get clean sheets, clean up this mess, then go shower. Whilst you are in there, you might as well shave that body. Do not take off the gag!" She snapped.

	I stood, head slightly bowed in embarrassment, and nodded. However, as I looked down, I saw my cock, all four and a half inches of it, stood painfully erect.


Two

	Shaving your body as a man is not easy, and it was taking me so long that Katia came in, took the razor off me, and helped. I dried off in front of her, then watched as she knelt down and took some sort of small metal cage and locked my cock and balls in it. A chastity cage. She'd put me in chastity, although she'd promised we'd fuck, so I had to assume that it would come off at some point. However, that wasn't my main surprise, that was waiting for me on the bed.

	Pink satin panties, matching bra, suspender-belt, pink stockings, and a hot-pink with black lace satin maid dress. Yes, all of that was waiting on the bed, and yes, I knew it was for me. Now, I said I was kinky and I hated boring stuff, but even I had limits. I fucking hated the idea of cross-dressing, and as an alpha male, I fucking wouldn't do it. Hell, I frequently spoke out against transgender stuff, so she could go do one.[image: Image]

	Unfortunately for me, she was fast and strong, and when I began to shake my head and reach to take the gag off, I found my hanging balls connecting with the top of her boot, a firm kick which sent me dropping to the ground in tears.

	"Do you want another?" She screamed, snarling at me.[image: Image]

	I shook my head. Fuck, if that fucking bitch damaged me in some way, I'd sue the fucking agency! Still, scared of losing my dick, I decided to just go along with the cunt, get it over with. So I picked up the knickers and slid them up my smooth legs. Okay, I was expecting them to be tight, uncomfortable, rough, but really, they felt really smooth and somehow comforting. Hmm, maybe this was why trans-people wore this stuff, because it felt better than our underwear?

	I really didn't understand the point of a bra, it's not like I had breasts, and this wasn't even a normal bra, rather some sort of satin pullover affair. And yet, once it was on, it too didn't feel bad. On my smooth skin, it felt slinky, yet it cupped my pectoral muscles nicely. She helped me with the suspender-belt, even showing me how to roll stockings up my legs and clip them in, however, when she ran her hands up and down my stocking-covered legs, I purred and moaned.

	Okay, so at this point I was beginning to get a little nervous. This shouldn't feel so good. This shouldn't have turned me on as much as it did, and yet, every touch, every sensation, sent me to new, unknown heights of pleasure. I began to question how this was fair on us men, how was it fair that women got to experience this feeling and men didn't? All of a sudden, my whole belief system was thrown out of the window, and I began to feel jealous of trans people for having the balls to actually say fuck you to society and live this pleasure. All from fucking clothes!

	Before she put the dress on me, she pulled up which looked like a very lacy black tutu, pulling and tying a cord so it was nice and snug on me, before helping me put on the maid-dress. The tutu forced the skirt to flare completely up, exposing my backside.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"You made one mistake, and that are your panties." She told me. "Next time, put them over your stockings, it makes access easier. For now, it'll do."

	Next time? Would there be a nice time? Yes, I think there would be, if only in the privacy of my own home, if only just lingerie, I would try this again, it felt too good, too right, not to.

	"l brought a wig, but your blonde hair is just so pretty as it is. Yes, it's short at the back and sides, but the way it hangs over the side of your face at the front, so cute. Like a pixie look or something like that. I love it!" She told me, making me feel pretty good about myself for a moment, until she said, "l love how effeminate it is."

	Effeminate??? I didn't spend that much money on an effeminate haircut! And yet, as she applied make-up to me, even spreading some sort of plumping cream to my lips, I found myself looking at a gorgeous hot blonde in the mirror. I looked like a very attractive young woman. How? How was this possible? And she didn't once touch my hair!

	"So pretty." She cooed. "Such a pretty girl. Such a pretty sissy, aren't you?"

	"Yes Mistress," I replied, happy to be able to speak after she removed the gag finally to do my make-up. There was no denying it, I was a pretty girl.

	"Are you glad, sissy? Are you glad I made you dress up, so you can see what a pretty sissy slut you are?" She asked softly, almost motherly.

	"l am Mistress." I gasped, shocked at my transformation, but even more shocked that I liked it. In less than an hour, I'd been completely transformed.

	"Now, heels. Your form said size eight, but heels sometimes fit differently, so I brought size nines. I think they will fit better." She said. Form? Had I filled out shoe-size on the form? Maybe...' think I was drunk at the time, so definitely a possibility, although quite a bizarre request, I'll admit.

	Still, I slipped on the black five-inch heels and immediately became concerned I'd break my ankle. Thankfully, Katia showed me some tricks of how to walk, then tapped my backside with the crop with each mistake, making sure I followed her instructions to the letter and eventually, I got it about right.

	Along one side of my bedroom was a huge, mirrored closet. As I walked and trained, I could see my reflection, the long thin legs, my buttocks in the panties swaying sexily, and again, I had to question my own convictions up that point. Was I wrong to criticise trans people? Was I wrong to call them the names I called them?

	"Come. I want to see you clean your apartment, like a good sissy maid." She told me. To be honest, that was fine by me as the cleaner had been earlier, so there wasn't much to do, this was clearly just a game. In fact, as I was going to get me cleaning stuff, she pulled an extravagant feather duster from the bag and handed it me, something which really wouldn't do anything.

	As I cleaned, she followed me around, barking out orders, but sometimes, she would do things to me, pinch my buttocks, spank me, or tell me what a whore I was, and how horny I was making her. Eventually, she sat down on the sofa and watched me as I bent over playfully, swishing the duster around.

	"Oh, you're making me so horny." She moaned behind me. "Wanna see how horny I am?" And suddenly black panties landed at my feet.

	"Yes please, Mistress." I gasped, thinking this was my chance. I spun around, a wide smile on my face, which then suddenly dropped away. "What the fuck?" I gasped, staring at the huge erection jutting up, both her hands rubbing it up and down. I continued to stare, mouth open in shock, wondering what the hell the agency was playing at, when the doorbell chimed, dragging my attention to the door.

	Katia's eyes jolted behind to look at the huge double wooden doors. "Expecting anyone?"

	"No..." I mused, but glad to prevent something rather horrible from happening.


Three

	I flung open the door, completely forgetting how I was dressed, given the shock of discovering the hot Asian dominatrix who was currently on my sofa was actually a transsexual with a fucking huge dong! As I opened the door, I found a gorgeous red-head woman stood there in a tight red mini-dress, she was smiling until she saw me, then became nervous, un[image: Image]sure of herself.

	"Erm, hi, I'm looking for Killian?" She said in a sweet voice.

	"I'm Killian." I replied.

	The woman gave me a queer look, almost like I'd farted or something. "Oh, er, the agency didn't tell me you were into that sort of kink. Maybe you'll want someone different." She said, turning to leave. Agency? Shit! This was my hooker! But if that was correct, then who was Katia?

	"Wait! I think there's been a mix-up!" I told her. "Please, come in and I'll explain."[image: Image]

	The woman frowned, then nodded, but leaned away from me when she came inside, like I had some sort of disease. As she stepped in, Katia stood, her penis still on display. The hooker who just walked in gasped and turned, looking ready to bolt.

	"This is the lady I ordered from the agency." I said quickly to Katia. "So who are you?"

	Katia looked confused. "No, you ordered me, specifically."

	"No, I ordered someone who was a little kinky, not a dominatrix." I said. Both women looked confused, so I continued.

	"You, the name of your client is?"

	"Killian Barnes." She said.

	I clicked my fingers and pointed at Katia, who now had a look of embarrassment and shock on her face. "Wayne Bellamy." She said softly.

	Finally, it all clicked. Wayne Bellamy was my neighbour, the only other apartment on my floor. I hardly knew the guy, maybe spoke ten words to him in total, all over them hello. "My neighbour."

	"Fuck!" Katia cried out, rushing to find and put on her panties. Then she turned to the new woman. "Can you help me get all this shit off him? I need to run to the other guy."

	"Sure." The woman giggled, finally seeing the funny side of the mix-up. At least she could, I certainly couldn't. Before Katia had entered my home, I was a heterosexual alpha male; now I was about to be undressed by two hookers, and I hated the idea, I hated that I'd need to take off my new source of pleasure. Sure, I didn't want to do anything with her dick, but apart from that, I was actually enjoying myself. Now all that needed to end, and for what? The new girl was clearly submissive, clearly looking to get spanked herself. Did I want to do that? No, no I wanted this girl to spank me!

	"I'm Katia, by the way." My temporary mistress said to the hooker.

	"Sandy." The girl smiled impishly. "You really went in hard huh? How long did it take you to get him into panties?"[image: Image]

	"About a half-hour. This one was born for them. He makes a better-looking girl than a man."

	"Hey!" I whined, but the dominatrix scoffed at me.

	"Please! You know I'm right." She laughed, and Sandy gave me a look that said she agreed with her.[image: Image]

	Five minutes later, I was back in my robe, and was escorting Katia over to Wayne's place. I rang the doorbell then we waited, with Sandy watching on from the doorway to my apartment. Wayne's door swung open and the slightly older man stood there in a robe of his own, this one burgundy satin. Kind of made sense that he was into femdom and BDSM now. "Hi Wayne, there was a mix-up with our, ahem, orders." I said, pointing quickly to Sandy and then Katia. "It seems Katia went to my door earlier, and I thought she was the girl I ordered."

	Wayne gave all three of us a curious look, then grinned at me. "So that's why she didn't arrive an hour ago, she was with you!" He chuckled. "From the looks of it, she got pretty far." It suddenly dawned on me that I was still made-up.

	"Yeah, well, first time for everything." I said.

	"l dunno. You look pretty hot for a first timer, but sure."

	Katia rolled her eyes, clearly getting back into dominatrix mode. "I'll give you a discount for the hour off." She told him. "Nah, don't worry about it. Come in Mistress." He said, then turned back to me, looking over at Sandy. "You two have a nice night of your own."

	"Thanks." I said, turning to leave but feeling more than a little jealous that he got to be with Katia.

	"Hey Killian." He quickly said, forcing me to turn around, a little hope inside me that he was going to say let's swap.

	"Is she," pointing a Sandy, "you know, like Katia?"

	"Trans?" I asked quietly, even though we were the only ones in the hallway, obviously.

	"Yeah."

	"No, sorry."

	His face dropped, then he sighed. "Shame. Okay, good night."

	"Wait," I said, unsure why I was about to ask what I was about it ask. "Why?"

	He shrugged. "Dunno, just thought we could all play."

	The hairs on my neck prickled at the idea, and a strange excitement washed over me, but I couldn't get over the fact that I was a straight male, or at least, that was what I told myself. I wished him a good night, then went and joined Sandy in my apartment.

	After pouring Sandy a glass of champagne, we actually managed to laugh at the bizarre circumstances of how we met. She placed the glass down and opened up her handbag, pulling out some sort of wet wipes. "Sometimes I need to quickly remove make-up." She explained, rubbing my face with the cloth to get the make-up off. "If you want to go and party with those two, I won't mind. I'm down if you are?"

	That was quite cute of her, especially given how off-put she looked when she arrived, but right at that moment, I was beginning to feel like I had something to prove. With each wipe of the towelette, I felt my masculinity returning. "Nah, that was all just a mistake." I said, to which she gave me a cock of the head and a look which said, seriously? Now all I wanted to do was kiss her.

	I pulled her to me, my tongue mingling with hers as my hands squeezed her large boobs. The feeling of her hot body next to mine was getting me hot, but strangely, not hard. As he hand trailed down my body, pulling open the robe, that was when I realised why I was not getting hard.

	"Erm, I think Katia forgot something." Sandy giggled, pointing at the cage.

	"Argh, fuck!" I whined, pushing her off me to the side and stomping over to Wayne's apartment, banging on the door. The door was opened by Wayne, dressed in the same sissy get-up I was in, but wearing it decidedly worse than I had, something which pleased me in ways I couldn't understand.

	"Katia forgot to remove this." I said, directing him to my crotch.

	"Oh, shit." He chuckled. "Mistress?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"What?" She screamed back.

	"Killian is here again."

	"Back for my cock is he?" She called back, and then I heard her footsteps, and there she was, erection proudly jutting in front of her. She gave me a smirk, but then I just pointed at my dick. "Oh, right, yeah. I'd say you can keep the cage, but I'm guessing you want to fuck that poor girl." She said, pulling a key from her necklace. "Seriously, you looked better as a sissy."

	"Thanks, but I'm a dude." I sniped.

	"Okay dude, your little dick is now free." She said, holding the cage. "Not that that little thing can satisfy anyone. Call me when you want to feel a proper cock." She laughed, rubbing her huge erection in my direction.

	I stared for a moment as she smirked at me, then watched as she pushed Wayne to his knees and made him suck it.[image: Image]

	Involuntarily, my tongue came out briefly to lick my lips, which made her scoff at me, so I turned and stomped away, listening to hear their door close. It didn't. When I reached my door, she was still looking at me as he sucked her, blowing kisses at me, and waving with her hand to get me to come to her, come inside, join them. Then her eyes tracked down my body, [image: Image]down to my dick, which was now jutting like metal in the air. Once more, she gave me a knowing smile, so I quickly shut the door.

	Without hesitation, I grabbed Sandy's hand and led her to the bedroom, where I gave her the fucking of a lifetime. I [image: Image]railed her six-ways from Sunday, but even as I fucked her over and over, all night, I couldn't get any of my time with Katia out of my head. Even Wayne was in my thoughts, in that dress, the dress I looked so good in...my dress!

	 


Four

	Sandy left after breakfast; one I had delivered rather than made for her. I gave her a generous tip and thanked her for a nice night, apologising again for the crazy mix-up at the beginning. However, she smiled, in fact, she bit her bottom lip and then wrote out a number on a pad I had near the door. She was pretty cute and the sex with her was good. In downtimes, we had chance to talk about this and that, and it turned out that she was actually a qualified architect but found it hard to get work, so did this instead, which I found so bizarre.

	"l never do this, but this is my number. If you ever just wanna hang out, or maybe, you know, do something fun with the neighbours, I'd be down for it." She giggled, then kissed me on the cheek.

	"Is Sandy your real name?" I asked her.

	"Sandra, yeah, so Sandy."

	That was pretty cool. Never in my life did I imagine that a hooker might be more than a hooker. In fact, I don't think anything like that would've happened before. I'm not even sure I arranged breakfast for any of the other hookers, but for [image: Image]some reason, I felt it would be mean not to this time. I also felt guilty that she needed to prostitute herself because she couldn't find work. What a fucking sad state of affairs. Imagine studying hard in university, only to get out and find the only work you can get is as a high-class call-girl.

	After she left, I typed her number into my phone, storing it. I don't know why, but I texted her immediately. "This is my number. Thanks for an amazing night. Killian."

	"Actually loved it too." She wrote back, with a blushing emoji. "Probably first time in this job. Thank you."

	As I was preparing for my Sunday at home, the doorbell rang. I was still in my robe, but given it was a lazy day, I really didn't care. I opened the door to find Katia stood there, a warm smile on her face.

	"Can I come in for a moment?" She asked. I opened the door wide and signalled for her to come in. "Sandy left?"

	 "About twenty minutes ago. Coffee?" I asked her.

	"No, thanks. I won't stay long. I just wanted to apologise for last night, for the mix-up. It was my fault, and I know I didn't show it last night, but I really felt guilty about it. BDSM is all about consent, and well, that beating you took, for a newbie, that must've hurt."

	I waved her off. "It's fine. If anything, you taught me a lot about myself." I told her. "The reason I asked for a kinky girl to begin with is because I don't like being bored, and well, you are anything but boring."

	She chuckled and looked down at the kitchen counter. "Why do you order hookers?" She asked, looking up at me. "l mean, look, I'm not judging, obviously, but you're a good-looking guy, well-off, clearly, so why not just find someone?"

	[image: Image]The age-old question, and being honest with myself, as I seemed to be doing since she entered my life not over fifteen hours ago, it was arrogance and laziness. "l thought it was because women were just after my money, but really," I sighed, "Maybe I expect too much from women. Maybe I'm a little more, well, self-assured than I should be."

	"It's a good start if you can admit that to yourself." She told me.[image: Image]

	"You did that." I said.[image: Image]

	"How so?"

	"Before you came, I thought myself as an alpha-male. Not like that twat, don't get me wrong, I'm not that bad, but I did think I was a little bit of god's gift to women. I asked for kinky because I thought I'd get a nice submissive girl I could spank, someone playful, but when you came in being dominant, I thought I'd give it a go, why not? But dressing me up, it had me questioning some home truths. Maybe I've been a little tough on, well, your sort."

	The frown on her face told me that she was disappointed to hear it, but at the same time, glad that I was accepting of change. You can't expect miracles overnight, but a willingness to change is a great start.[image: Image]

	"I'd like to see you again." She said.

	"You're the second person to say that to me." I chuckled. "l guess trying to be a nice guy is how you meet nice people." 

	"The power of real positivity." She laughed. "But seriously, I would. I'd like to train you. You make a beautiful sissy, and my feeling is, you enjoyed it, didn't you? You were disappointed I had to leave." 

	"l did enjoy it, yes. Though I'm not sure I could do anything sexual with you." 

	"Why not?" She asked me seriously. "Am I not attractive to you?"

	"You are extremely attractive. Hell, maybe the best-looking girl I've ever seen."[image: Image]

	"We know you have a dick, albeit small." She smirked.

	"Hey!" I said, then laughed.

	"What does it matter that I have a dick? Your g-spot is in your arse, do you think that is fair?" She asked and I sighed, then shrugged.

	"l just don't know if I could ever get my head around it." I admitted. She couldn't expect so much from me so soon. I leaned against the counter as we looked at each other, neither saying a word. Then she asked for my phone number, so I gave it to her. Moments later, I received a text with her number. She stood then told me to call her sometime, when I was free, so that we could hang out. "We don't need to do anything, but I'd like to hang out with you. Free of charge...if you like." She added, walking over and kissing me on my cheek.

	We walked to the door and then she stopped, pulling down her black satin and lace panties and handing them to me, and then once again, she kissed my cheek, and left. I stood there, holding her panties, looking at the visible evidence of [image: Image]cum on the inside of them, then I don't know why, but I slid them up my smooth legs and wore them.

	It was nearly eleven when I decided it was time to do something other than lounge around in my robe and Katia's panties, so decided to get up and shower, then go for a workout in the gym downstairs, maybe have a swim too. I was all changed into my exercise gear when the doorbell went again. Never in my time in that building had I had so many people at the door. This time, it was Wayne, in his own exercise gear.[image: Image]

	"Hey, I just wanted to come by and apologise for last night." He said. "It was a bit weird, right?" 

	"Katia was already here to do the same thing. It's fine. It was weird, but fun at the same time."

	"l was a little stoned last night, so sorry if things went...well...off."

	"Don't sweat it." I said, about to say goodbye, when I remember I was trying to be a better man. "Hey, are you going to the gym?"

	"About to, yeah." He nodded.

	"Me too. Come on, we can spot each other."

	Hanging with Wayne was quite fun. He was a decent bloke, started his own construction company at sixteen, doing bits and bobs, learning the trade, until he ended up convincing some rich guy to let his lads to the build on his new location. It was a success, then got hired for a build which was featured on Grand Designs, and the rest is history. Now the company is present all over Europe. Of course, whilst we were in the gym, we didn't talk about our sexual proclivities, especially with others there, but after that, we went to grab some lunch and a beer at the local pub, and finally we could talk. [image: Image]

	Wayne first discovered an interest in trannies when he went to Thailand some ten years prior. Since then, he'd become obsessed with them. He'd always liked dominant women, and had frequented professional dominatrices in the past, so he decided to put his passion together. It turned out his previous mistress moved away, so Katia was a new one he thought he'd try.

	"What do you get out of it though?" I asked. "l mean, the dressing up part, for example."[image: Image]

	"Humiliation in front of a beautiful woman turns me on." He shrugged. "Well, humiliation in general does. I don't know why, but it just feels like being whipped in the soul. It's a huge turn-on. Why did you do it?"

	"She kicked me in the balls." I replied.[image: Image]

	He raised his eyebrows. "Huh. Fair enough."

	"But I'll admit that I liked it. I liked the feeling of it, and I liked how I felt after, how I looked."

	"You looked fucking amazing. Like, mega-hot."

	My cock twitched with his words, and I don't know why but at that moment, I really wanted to dress up again, to be seen by him and have him say those words again. Heck, part of me wanted to take pictures and put them on Instagram. Fuck, could I do that? Could I create a fake account? A fake persona?

	"She wants to see me, like, privately." I admitted.

	"Who? The hooker?" He gasped. [image: Image]

	"No, well, her too to be fair, but no, I meant Katia."

	Wayne took a gulp of beer and then nodded. "Oh, I've heard of that before. A dominatrix who thinks she can convert a guy. Be careful, because most of them can."

	"You think?"

	"l know. Trust me, after last night, she already knows she has you around her little finger."[image: Image]

	We sat quietly for a moment, then he asked me what I did, exactly. It was funny, we'd talked about everything except what I did for work. "l inherited a lot of money from my dad who ran an investment bank on the Isle of Man. He was a horrible man, died of a stroke at fifty, and good riddance to him. I took his money, studied, then was going to go into marketing but never really got into the idea of working for the man, so do some freelancing every so often."[image: Image]

	"Lucky for some." He laughed, but behind that laugh I could see his judgment, the judgment I saw from many others, who saw me as some lazy guy with too much money and no life. Really, they were right. I needed something in my life, something fulfilling.

	"Yeah, I don't know. I need to do something with my life, I know, but I just need to find out what."

	We left the bar after three pints and walked back towards the block. I stopped outside a clothes shop, looking at a pink vinyl mini-skirt and matching zip-up crop-top. I don't know why, but I really liked it, I liked the idea of it being on me. Perhaps it was the alcohol fuelling me, but I asked, "Do you think I could pull that off?"

	The older man snorted. "Are you kidding? You'd fucking rock it."

	Part of me wanted to do it, to just go in and buy it, and from the look on Wayne's face, he wanted that too; but I couldn't do it, I couldn't coax myself to go and select a size, maybe even try it on. No, I was too much of a pussy, and with a look of disappointment now awash on Wayne, we walked on.

	Alone in my apartment that evening, I made a decision, I wanted to talk about these feelings, and the only person who would understand was Katia. I texted her to ask if she was free but got no response. Instead, I lay there, naked except her panties, and wondered who I was.

	 


Five

	The doorbell rang at eight and in my excitement of writing to Katia earlier, I thought it might be her. I swung the door open, thinking she'd get to see me in the knickers she'd given me, but instead came face to face with a surprised Wayne, holding a bottle of wine. Sighing, I invited him in, telling him that I had invited Katia over but she clearly didn't have the time.

	"I'll go put a robe on." I said.

	The man swallowed. "No need to on my account." He said nervously, but as I looked down his body, I saw his erection and realised that it would be a good idea if I did put one on.

	We ended up playing on the PS5 and chatting, drinking, until around eleven, then he popped off home as he had work the following day. In the meantime, I found a message waiting for me on my phone, but when I opened it, I found it was actually Sandy, asking how I was. I texted back and asked if she was okay to talk. Moments later, my phone was ringing.

	"Hi Sandy." I said. "You okay?"

	"I'm fine. Your message seemed like you are a little down."

	"l am." I told her, wondering if she was the right person to talk about this with, but then I just let loose. "Last night changed something in me. Look, you leaving your phone number, that wouldn't have happened in the past, but it did because I think you saw something good in me, right?"

	"Sure! You were really nice."

	"Yeah, but I'm not. I'm an arsehole. I've been an arsehole for a while. I've been negative, nasty, fuck, I voted for Reform and I don't really know why. I just want to be a better person. Something happened last night to make me want to be better."

	"Honey, that didn't happen last night." She said. "It's likely been in you for a while, but last night maybe made you more [image: Image]confident in yourself." 

	"But I was anti-trans, then Katia dresses me up once and today I'm looking at skirts and wishing I could go buy one."

	"So why don't you?"

	"I'm scared."

	"Of what?"

	I sighed, then said, "People like me...like how I was."

	"Did you ever hit a transperson?"

	"No." I said instantly. "I'd never do that."

	"Did you ever call a crossdresser something to their face? Insult a transgirl?"

	"No. I mean, I thought though."

	"Thoughts don't hurt. Words and actions hurt. People can think what they want, but they can't act on it. And people who think horrible things, well, fuck them. Who cares?" She was right, of course, but that didn't alleviate my fear. "How about I come over tomorrow morning, and take you shopping for some things? Just you and me?"

	"Really?" I asked. "You'd do that for me?"

	"As a friend, sure. Why not?"

	We ended up talking for nearly an hour, about her day, about her clients, about the weird requests she has sometimes. I told her about Wayne, about how I felt when he said how hot I was as a woman, about my idea for Instagram, which she fully supported. It was strange for me, because I'd never had a connection with a woman in such a way before, but I found it really easy to talk to Sandy, really easy to open up, even though I wasn't doing so just to get her into bed. This was more, this was a genuine feeling of friendship.[image: Image]

	The next morning at ten, Sandy was at my door in a short black pleated skirt, and a white-lace crop-top, sunglasses propped in her dark red hair. "Ready to go shopping?" She beamed, and with a deep breath, I said I was, even though my heart was racing at a million miles per hour. In my head, I kept having the same thoughts over and over. What if someone sees me? What if they laugh at me? What if this changes me forever?

	I thought we would go to the store where I saw the outfit, but no. First, Sandy took me to a lingerie store, walked right up to a lady in her fifties at the back and openly said that I needed lingerie. My heart stopped at this brazen humiliation, until she followed it up with a remark about how I was a theatre performer and needed to be in drag for the shows. It turned out that the lady wouldn't have cared either way, but Sandy's little comment made one big difference for me; it would be easier for me to come back another time, alone, and spare me the embarrassment I created in my head.

	Of course, the woman asked if I would be wearing forms or not, to which I was about to try to answer something, but ended up stumbling over my own words. Thankfully, Sandy stepped in again. "He will, yes, but he doesn't have those prepared. For now, we are working on the early parts of the show, where he is experimenting."

	"l see. Lovely! What's the show?"

	"Oh, erm, a follow-up to Kinky Boots? Small production."[image: Image]

	"Oh, I loved Kinky Boots!" The woman gasped. "Come on then, let's get you started."

	The lady measured me, commenting on how slim I was, and how a girl would kill for a body like mine, something that made me feel pretty damned good about myself. Then she explained the different types of panties she had, briefs, tangas, g-strings and thongs, bikinis, hiphuggers and more. It was crazy how many types they had. When she asked if I had any preference, I said I preferred satins, lacy stuff, not really cotton.

	"Yes, yes, if you are going for the drag look, then I suppose extravagance is the name of the game." She told me, selecting several shiny items in my size, in bright colours, as well as blacks and reds. "Next, bras. I would start you out in bralettes because they tend to hug the flesh more. And maybe a smaller soft A-cup." In they went too, but not before she had me try a couple on for size, finding the push-up A-cup bras did create the semblance of cleavage using my muscles.

	She asked if I preferred tights or stockings, to which I said stockings, so a few suspender-belts were selected, along with what seemed like a corset which only partially extended up my waist. She called it a waspie. With those went stockings in various shades and types.

	Finally, as we approached checkout time, I stopped to look at a see-through little pink night-gown. It had pink ribbons as straps, and the edges were trimmed with a thick black lace. The woman said that it was a babydoll nightie, and came with matching panties. I told her that I wanted it, to which she smiled and nodded, taking one in my size.

	"Would you like to try it on first? To make sure it's what you want?" She asked softly.[image: Image]

	"Yes please." [image: Image]

	Whilst I was changing, I could hear the two women talking softly in the store. "I'm guessing there isn't a show, right?"

	The saleslady asked.

	"No." Sandy admitted.

	"It's always such a shame they're so nervous, but it's good you are here with him. Make sure he knows he's always got a supporter here."

	The nightie was short, down to just below my belly button, but it was very sexy and for some reason, it felt good on me, even though it was so puffy that it barely touched my skin. It was in that moment that I realised that sleeping in nightgowns might be another way to heighten my pleasure, so when I changed back and stepped out, I told the lady with confidence that I would like more nightgowns, satins, long and short, and she giddily clapped her hands and ran to select some. I gave Sandy a wink and she grinned back at me with pride. This sexy hooker who arrived at my apartment all nervous and confused, was now a beaming block of support, and fast becoming a good friend.

	We left the store with me several hundred quid lighter financially, but it was all worth it. Next stop, clothes store, where I finally got to try on the pink skirt I liked. Of course, I had to have it, but with that came crop-tops, blouses, tank-tops, more skirts, and dresses. The girlier everything was, the more I wanted it, and the more I tried on and saw in the mirror, the more I realised just how much fun I was having. In fact, this was also the freest I'd felt in a long time, but I just couldn't [image: Image]comprehend why.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]By the time we arrived at Sephora, I found I had a message pending on my phone. It was Katia, explaining that she was with a client all night, but where was I now, because she'd love to see me. I asked Sandy if she minded, to which she said not at all and the more the merrier. I called the sexy trans dominatrix.

	"I'm out shopping with Sandy." I told Katia.

	I heard a chuckle. "You take your hooker shopping?" She asked.

	"Mmm, more like she's taking me shopping. Wanna join us?"

	"A chance for a rich guy to take me shopping? Sure, why not?" She giggled. "Where are you now?"

	"Sephora in the Crosswalk Centre."

	She paused. "Wait. Sephora? You just said she's taking you shopping. Please tell me the make-up is for you."

	"Oh, you've missed out on quite a bit. Meet us here. I think we'll be a while."

	Ten minutes later, Katia walked in wearing blue jeans and a lacy black, leatherette tank top. Sandy gave her a hug in greeting, and I gave her a kiss on the cheek, then showed her the purchases. The jealousy on her face that she couldn't be there for my first girlie shopping trip spoke volumes, but at least she was there for the make-up part, and that was important.

	"Putting make-up on a man is different than for a woman." Katia explained. "We need to deemphasise certain features. Can't be helped." She then showed us the type of things she uses, and began putting them in a basket. I couldn't help but wonder why she needed it; she looked so feminine as it was.

	"Can I ask you something?" I began.

	"Sure."

	"You have such soft skin, and nice breasts."

	"Small." She sighed.

	"Are you on hormones?"

	As she perused the shelves, she took time to consider her answer, then said, "I did for a bit, and had a strong reaction where my breasts grew out quickly. But it messed up things down below. I struggled to maintain and erection, and I worried about shrinkage, so I stopped. The hormones didn't really do much other than mess me up psychologically and shift some fat around. Now, that's not to say hormones are bad, but rather, they weren't right for me. I started on them young, as well as puberty blockers, which is why my voice is a bit more feminine than a lot of trans women."

	She turned to look at me, looking at my body. "l would recommend hormones for you." She said.

	"Because you are older now, than I was. And because there's more to work with, to help smooth over a few edges. Also, your dick is small as it is, so nobody's going to miss it." She added with a grin.

	"Ouch." I replied. Her words hurt but turned me on at the same time. "What would I do for sex?" I asked, knowing the answer already but wanting to hear it from her.

	"My dick could take care of that...bottom bitch." She purred quietly, grinning at me with a naughty Cheshire cat look.

	"Come on. I think that's everything. I can take care of your eyebrows at home, and I want a fashion show."

	I paid for the things, even for a few items the girls wanted, then we went back to my place where I ordered some lunch and then put on a fashion show of all the items. In the afternoon, Katia showed me how to put make-up on, then told me she wanted to see me fuck Sandy whilst dressed up like a sexy girl.

	"Um, it's three hundred an hour if you wanna fuck me." Sandy reminded me. We could be friends, but benefits were paid for.

	"l know." I said, pulling out a roll of cash and handing it to her. "There's a thousand."

	"You don't need to give me that much. I loved the time we spent together." She told me.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"This is not about the money, or the time." I told her. "It's some money so you don't need to do what you do with someone else later."

	"l like what I do." She said, looking a little frustrated I suggested otherwise. I needed to calm her down.

	"l know that. I'm not suggesting you stop, but I want to keep you around a little bit longer."

	Finally, Sandy sighed, smiled, then took the roll. "Now," Katia said, "Can you both get to the fucking, or do I need to find a wooden spoon and spank you both?"

	Sandy and I turned to look at each other, reading each other's mind, and then turned to grin at Katia. "We think you're gonna need the wooden spoon." Sandy giggled, and Katia launched up, grabbing the giggling girl and throwing her over her knees, pulling up the little skirt to spank her bum hard.

	"No spoon needed." Katia said, "You're next sissy!" She snapped at me.


Six

	Over the next few days, wearing lingerie became part of my routine, as did wearing women's clothes in the evening. Every single day, I practiced my make-up skills, and eventually, I not only felt I had it down well, but I even perfected my own style and look, going for the smoky-sultry look. So far, it was all just between Sandy, Katia and l, nobody else knew I was dressing up. It wasn't until Friday night when that changed.

	I was wearing a tight red halter neck dress, the skirt of which finished just above my knees and flared out. My make-up was done, and I was wearing new red high-heeled shoes, which I know I didn't need to at home, but I wanted to get used to the feeling and perfect my walk. Shiny black stockings completed the ensemble from the clothing perspective, but there was one large modification to my overall look, a step that I had taken the day previously after a stiff drink, pierced ears.

	It was as I was walking around the kitchen clearing up after dinner, that the doorbell went. I walked over, feeling a little nervous about opening the door for someone, but then I saw it was Wayne and realised that he would have to know sooner rather than later. Gulping and taking a deep breath, I swung the door open.

	Wayne stood there, mouth open, in complete silence. Finally, he found his voice and stammer out, "l...erm...well, you [image: Image]see...erm... Beer?" He finally said.

	I licked my dark red painted lips and thought about it. If I was ever to go out in public, then with a guy would be the safest bet, that way I wouldn't get hassle from anyone. "You know what? Sure. Let me grab a handbag." Yeah, I'd gone a little over the top and bought a Dior handbag, but given I didn't really have a huge account at Hermes, getting a Birkin was a little out of the question.[image: Image]

	As we walked to the elevator, Wayne seemed nervous, seemingly unsure of what to do with his hands. I don't know why, maybe because I felt a little sorry for him, but I threaded my arm through his and walked tighter to him.[image: Image]

	"You look amazing." He finally said. "Like, the hottest girl I've ever seen."

	"Thanks." I blushed, smiling. The compliments made me feel good, but also they gave me the confidence I needed to set foot outside the building. We walked slowly, arm-in-arm, through the dark yet busy street, eventually arriving at our local pub. I wanted to walk up to the bar with him, as was usual for me, but Wayne wouldn't have it, insisting that I was his date for tonight. The heterosexual male in me gave my stomach a quick lurch at that, but the realist in me buzzed in excitement at the idea of being this man's date.

	"So when did you decide to do this?" He asked me.

	"When I saw that skirt." I told him. "The next day, the girls helped me out."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He nodded. "I have Katia booked for tomorrow night." He told me, probably his way of asking if I wanted to join him, but he didn't dare.

	I grinned. "l think she'll get the right door this time."

	"But I'm glad she got the wrong one." He replied.

	"Me too." I blushed. It was something which had occupied my thoughts for the past week, what if? If she never got the door wrong, I'd be the same arrogant arsehole I always was, living in booze and hookers, rather than in the happiness I'd felt the past week. "I don't know why I'm so happy, but I am. It's like, I've discovered everything about the world is a lie. Why is that?"

	Wayne sipped on the ale for a moment, looking off into the distance in the old Tudor bar, then did what most men did after supping on a pint, he smacked his lips together with an ah, then with elbow firmly in the air, placed the glass down on the oak table. "l think someone in your life has told you that everything is wrong and that people are bad. To summarise, I mean. Are you religious?"

	"No way." I scoffed.

	"Me neither, but religious people usual spout off their morals, which is bizarre, because they pick and choose from their books. Do no harm, do no wrong, don't judge others, all that, no, they ignore that. What about your parents?"

	"Mum was weak, silent, meek. Didn't work. Dad used to hit her, I think, though I never saw it myself." I told him, looking down to avoid tears. My mascara shouldn't run, but I wasn't sure. "Dad was very right-wing. He voted for Brexit, then died a week later."

	"l see. So you grew up in an environment with the terms snowflake and woke and it rubbed off on you. But really, that was your dad speaking, right?"

	"Right."

	"l noticed you don't have any tattoos. Is that personal choice?" He asked.

	"l grew up hearing that only trash have tattoos..."

	"Yeah, thought so. How do you feel now?"

	I hadn't really thought about it really, but then as I closed my eyes, I pictured a cyberpunk style tattoo on my shoulder, something cool, futuristic, something that represented me. "l think I'd like one." I smiled.

	"So, there you go. Katia broke your father's curse. What happened to your mum?" He asked me.

	"Died when I was a kid. Cancer."[image: Image]

	"Shit, I'm sorry."

	I shrugged. I didn't really know her. I tended to hang around with dad, whereas my older sister hung out with mum. [image: Image]When my sister, Carrie, fell out with dad and ran off, dad cut her out of the will. She tried to contest it when dad died but lost, after that, we never spoke again. "I’ve always felt something about that, inside, guilt I guess. I kind of want to reach [image: Image]out, make it up to her."

	"You should."

	The conversation was getting a little heavy, so we switched to his work week, then sports. We were a few drinks in when he began to get a little courageous and I felt his hand land on my thigh. I immediately tensed up, but at the same time, I was in no hurry to move it, it was just new, strange, but at the same time, I didn't mind it. However, he didn't fail to notice my nervousness so immediately removed the hand and looked away, probably chastising himself for being so presumptuous.[image: Image]

	"l don't mind." I said softly.

	"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have..."

	"No, really, I was just surprised, but it was nice." I told him. "It's nice to be wanted. I...I don't know if I could ever do anything with a man, but to be touched, wanted, it's kind of new for me. I like it. If you want to touch me, you can. I don't mind."

	With tentative uncertainty, his left hand moved again, until finally it came to rest softly on my thigh once more. He held it there, not applying too much pressure, whilst we talked about a TV show we had both been watching.

	"There's a new season out on Max." I told him.

	"Really? I didn't know."

	"l was going to start watching it this weekend." I said, then after a moment's thought, added, "We can watch it together, if you'd like." I don't know why I said that. I didn't say it like a friend, but rather a chance of another date, something one might say to a potential lover. I had no interest in his dick, no interest in men, but at the same time, I didn't want the warmth I was feeling with him at that moment to end.

	The hand on my thigh began to move a little, up and down, a gentle occasional squeeze. And I liked it, I loved it, it felt so natural there, and I just wanted more. To encourage him, I placed my hand on his thigh too.

	"I'd like that." He said. "Tonight?"

	"Sure. Come back to my place."

	He downed the rest of his beer, mine was already empty, and then he asked if I was ready to leave now, I said I was. He then stood and offered me his hand, and I stared at it for a moment, before smiling and taking it. We walked back to our tower, hand in hand, then up in the elevator in silence, before entering my apartment.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"There're a few bottles of red in the wine cabinet in the kitchen. Would you be a dear and open one?" I said. "I'll just change out of this dress."

	"Oh, no need to change on my account." He said, clearly worried I was going to go back to my male persona.

	I smiled at him, cocking my head. "Don't worry. This dress was quite expensive and I don't want to get wine on it. I'll just slip a nightie on."

	"Oh, then, erm, yeah, sounds, erm..."

	"Keep it in the pants big boy. I told you, I'm heterosexual." I laughed.

	"Sure, sure." He said, hands in the air in apology.

	And yet, when I went into my room to change, I found myself panicking over what to wear. Not because I was scared he might try something on, but rather because he might not. In the end, I settled for a hot pink satin babydoll, lined with black lace, keeping my lacy black bra as the soft lace accentuated the cups of the nightie. I then checked my hair and makeup, adding a little extra lipstick, and a spritz of perfume, before heading out to him.[image: Image]

	I got the reaction I was hoping for, seeing his jaw drop as he sat on my long white sofa. As I walked over to him, I made sure to sway my hips seductively as much as possible. I know that it was mean, given I told him I wasn't interested, but it didn't mean I didn't want him to want me. And maybe, just a little, I was hoping he might crack...and just take me anyway.

	The TV remote was on the table, so I grabbed it, then searched for the programme, then placed it on the coffee table and grabbed my glass. Rather than sit far from him, I walked right up to him, and sat down tight against him, shuffling my hips to get tighter, to snuggle up. I felt him lift his arm in the air, nervously holding it up, so I moved into his armpit, giving him the signal to put his arm around me.

	He was tense. I could tell he was massively uncomfortable because he didn't know what to do, how to behave, but at the same time, he didn't dare move in case I decided to move away. I knew this because I'd been in his shoes before. So I drank some wine, then leaned forward and placed it on the table, before turning slightly and wrapping my arms around him and leaning my head up against him. Finally, he began to settle as we watched out programme.

	We were about ten minutes in by the time his hand began rubbing my back, feeling my smooth skin, then the satin of the nightie. Out of nowhere, I felt his lips touch the top of my hair, so I purred in satisfaction. There was something so nice, so comforting, about the way he held me, the way he touched me. Somehow, I felt safe, needed, wanted.

	The kisses continued, and with each one, I felt a buzz in my back and in my groin. Now in autopilot, I looked up at him, [image: Image]smiling. I think my first thought that it was to tell him I appreciated the attention, but then when I felt his lips on mine, [image: Image]I found my eyelids flutter closed, and a small gasp escape my mouth. His tongue entered mine mouth, and I accepted it without hesitation. This was what I wanted. I didn't need sex right at that moment, this was enough, but why? Why did this all suddenly feel so...perfect? Suddenly, both of us were getting hot and bothered by the kissing; I was erect, he was erect.

	I felt his hand grab my cock, rubbing it through the satin.

	"Yes..." I hissed, and bother I knew it, he broke off the kiss and was pushing my nightie up, and I was raising my hips to make it easier for him. Fingers pulled at my little black thong, and then, there he went, bent over, taking my dick in his mouth. I moaned, rubbing his hair. "Oh Wayne, don't stop." I moaned, not once considering that this was a man, that it was gay, it just felt good.

	And then I came... I came and he swallowed it all, but when he move back up for a kiss, I couldn't do it. I felt sick, stupid, ashamed. All the lingerie felt heavy and just, wrong. "I'm sorry. l..." I began.[image: Image]

	"Hey, no, it's all good. Don't worry. Erm, I'm tired anyway. Let's catch up tomorrow or something." He smiled. "Thanks for a great night."

	With that, he left, and whilst I felt glad that he did, I felt embarrassed that I'd made him leave in such a horrible way. I plopped onto the sofa, head in hands, wondering what the hell was wrong with me. Why did I do all that? Go out as a girl? Come on to him? Let him fucking suck me? And yet, as I began to strip off the lingerie in the bedroom, I began to wonder why bother, that maybe it wasn't so bad. Then my thoughts returned to him sucking me, to the kiss, and again, I felt that familiar shiver. Suddenly, I was thinking of going over, apologising, maybe kissing him good night...maybe he'd make me suck him...

	I was rubbing myself as I thought all this, and then I came again, and once again, I felt silly, but not as bad as before. No, I wouldn't go over there, but I would keep the lingerie on.


Seven

	The following morning, I called Katia and told her what happened, especially my reaction after. She chuckled but told me not to worry about it. Instead, she suggested that she come over to my place before seeing Wayne, and that we have a chat about everything. Heck, she even suggested inviting Sandy over for the night, so that I wouldn't feel lonely when she was with Wayne. It wasn't a bad idea, so I texted Sandy and asked if she was available. The reply wasn't what I was expecting.

	"Business or date?" She asked. Interesting. She wanted me as a lover, as a partner, but did I want that?

	I wrote back. "l would say date, but honestly, I don't know who I am or what I want. I mean, as a man, I want you, but now, as the female me..."

	"This time I'll come on business. Please book me through the agency, ask for me personally." There was something firm about the response, almost angry or disappointed. It wasn't that I wasn't interested in her, but she just wasn't what I needed. She was more like a friend, maybe because she wasn't dominant, I don't know. Still, I did as she asked and the agency confirmed her soon after my request.

	Around twelve, the doorbell rang and Wayne stood there in his gym clothes. I'd already been to the gym that morning and was already changed into me femme persona, so I apologised and told him that I'd be happy to meet for a beer tomorrow. However, as he moved away, I grabbed him and pulled him to me, where we kissed for several seconds.

	"That was an apology for yesterday." I told him. "I shouldn't have gone weird like that."

	He kissed me again, then smiled. "l really wouldn't stress if I were you. I've been there too. Don't worry."

	I smiled as I watched him turn to leave. "Wait a minute." I said, grabbing my keycard. "I'll spot you at least." I said, shutting the door.

	"Really?" He asked, pleasantly surprised.

	"Yeah. It's the least that I can do." I said, wrapping my arm around him and leaning my head on his shoulder as we walked.

	In the elevator, we made out the whole way down. I don't know why, being heterosexual, but kissing him felt good, made me feel alive. However, as the elevator reached the basement gym, I realised we'd both created a problem. At least my smaller cock was bent and tucked, even though it was painful as it tried to get erect, but his cock was big and tenting his shorts. I apologised, of course, and when arrived at the floor, I walked in front of him in my short pink skater-skirt, leading him to the toilets, where I pushed him inside one of the individual rooms, locking it quickly.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Without hesitation, I got down on my knees and pulled his shorts down. "You don't need to." He said, but this was my fault, I needed to fix it. So I grabbed his erection and wanked him off, pointing the cock at my face. I felt his hand on my head as he moaned, and occasionally, I felt a gently tap or tug, an indication of what he would prefer. As I stared the monster in the eye, I decided to just go for broke, leaned forward and took him in my mouth, sucking the way he sucked me.

	"Oh, Kil...erm...Kelly." He said. Kelly. Huh, I had been thinking about what to call myself, but I hadn't considered the closest. Kelly. Yes, I was Kelly, and I had a cock in my mouth. And do you know what? I liked it. I liked the taste, the feeling, the action. I loved it. I was fucking moaning whilst doing it. "Oh, Kelly, I'm gonna cum." He warned. Did I want that, or was it too far? Well, I spent too long thinking about it, because suddenly, that huge dick swelled and the salty fluid flooded my mouth. Again, nothing terrible. Tasted like salty nothing, and I swallowed it down with gusto.

	I stood, wiping my lips with the back of my hand, and grinned at him. He took me in his arms and we kissed again. "That was really fun." I admitted.

	"More fun for me, I bet." He chuckled.

	"No, I'm serious. I really enjoyed myself." I panted. "Like, seriously, a lot."

	He laughed again, washing his hands in the little sink. "Well, I'm not going to complain if you want to do it again."

	I grabbed him and pulled him to me again, pushing my tongue into his mouth. "l think I want to." I breathed softly.

	During the workout, we chit-chatted about this and that, whilst I spotted him. There were a few people from our building in there, mainly men, all of them staring at me with thirsty looks. I knew that after some time it would begin to feel creepy, but as this was all new, I felt a little horny, a little pervy, knowing so many men were lusting after me.

	After the workout, we headed back upstairs, but this time we didn't make-out in the lift. I think he expected me to just say goodbye and leave after, but was then surprised when I followed him inside the apartment.

	"I'm just going to shower." He said, walking towards his bedroom.

	"Uh-huh." I smiled, following him.

	He watched me as he undressed, and the moment he pulled his t-shirt off, I pulled off the white lacy crop top I had on, revealing the bra underneath. I unclipped it, then stripped down too. The look on his face was of pure confusion, but he [image: Image]said nothing for fear of breaking the spell. We walked together into the huge shower, where once the water was on, we kissed, allowing our naked bodies to touch completely.[image: Image]

	"l thought you were straight?" He chuckled.

	"Shut up." I giggled, kissing down his body and taking his cock in my mouth. I sucked him with gusto, and once he'd cum, he dropped to his knees, but I stopped him, knowing that if I came, everything would stop and I'd feel weird. Instead, I made him stand there whilst I soaped and sponged him, carefully cleaning everywhere, and then after cleaning his arse, I buried my face there and tongued his rectum like it was a pussy, whilst gently massaging his cock back to life.

	"Come to bed with me?" He asked whilst we kissed. That would be the moment, the official moment that I would change forever. Could I accept him in such a way? Could I accept the fact that I wasn't straight, and become a bottom for a man?

	Part of me wanted to say yes, but I just wasn't there, not yet. Something was still blocking me, and I needed Katia's help figuring that out.

	"Not yet." I said, at least giving him some hope for the future.

	Instead, he helped me dress, and then once again, I blew him. Oral I could do. Oral I enjoyed.

	When I arrived back in my apartment, I sighed with contentment and happiness. Every moment I spent with Wayne made me feel good, and more alive than I'd ever felt before. I don't think I'd ever had a friend who boosted me so much.

	Such a great friend...

	As I sat on the sofa, I thought about what to do. It was a few hours before Katia was due, and whilst I could have spent more time with Wayne, I knew where it would lead. Instead, I did something which was long overdue. I picked up my phone and selected a name.

	"Hello?" The soft feminine voice asked when she picked up.[image: Image]

	"Carrie." I said. "It's Kit..." The name was getting hard for me to say. "It's Killian."

	"Oh, hey. What do you want?" She asked with a bitter venom that I knew was well-placed.

	"l...well, there's been some big changes in my life, and I've come to realise a lot of things. I've been a cunt. Quite literally. But worst of all, I have been dad two-point-oh, and well, I don't want to be anymore."

	The was a sigh on the other end of the line, but I knew that sigh, it was one of disbelief. "Okay, well, don't be." She spat.

	I took a deep breath. "I'm transgender." I said.

	The line went silent, so silent I wondered if she was there. Then she said, "Bullshit."

	"l am. I'm transgender. I don't want to be a man anymore. I don't want to be a woman either. I just want to live in women's clothes, live as a woman, but not be one. If you understand."

	"l do." She replied. "l just never imagined you would. Understand, I mean."

	"Yeah, got that."

	"Why? How?" She said, her voice softer, interested in the truth of how I came to become Kelly. I told her everything, about who I was, the person I was, the person I secretly hated, and how happy I was now. She understood it all, even said how proud she was of me. "I need photos though." She said. "l just can't picture it."

	"I'll send you some. I'm going to setup an Instagram of myself anyway. But Carrie," I paused. "I want to see you. I miss you."

	"l miss you too little bruv. Or rather, little sis! Sure, let's meet up. Lots to catch-up on. You around next weekend?"

	"Sure."[image: Image]

	After I ended the call, I sent her pictures, receiving wow and stunner, back from her. But the call did something remarkable. It lifted a huge weight from my chest, a huge block in my mind. I sat there, smiling, chuckling, and said to myself,

	"I'm transgender. I'm bisexual." And both felt one hundred percent correct.

	 


Eight

	My breakthrough revelation was no surprise to Katia when I told her. She told me how proud she was of me, but at the same time, she also told me that it would change everything for me now. When I asked what she meant, she explained about why I suffered from the loss of libido, and what that sort of angst really meant.

	"It is guilt, predominantly." She explained. "Unresolved feelings which block you from being about to fully accept yourself. My belief is that speaking to your sister likely removed some of that block, because I expect it provided closure with your father, an issue you'll never be able to confront directly after his death."[image: Image]

	As I stared at the latex-clad trans-goddess on my sofa, sipping on a very expensive whiskey, I realised that she was right. The fact I was able to admit to myself that I was trans and bi straight after, meant that finally things were settling down for me. I used to laugh at gay pride parades, and criticise a gay's need to come out, wondering why they needed to share that personal news; but right at that moment, I realised that everything about me had transformed, the person I was, was gone, and if I wanted to at least keep some of my friends, then I would need to come out to them, I would need them to know [image: Image]who I was now, so they could make up their own minds as to if they accepted the new me or not.

	"Coming out is a huge rite of passage for anyone queer." Katia explained. "Dismissing that as a straight person is unfair and also irresponsible. We live in a world which is full of hatred because we fear the unknown. The only way to confront that fear and beat it, is to understand it, not ignore it."

	"l never looked at it that way. It's really the people who doing want to know about the coming out who are selfish, not the people coming out. Coming out is really about sharing, not about pushing an agenda."

	"Exactly. It's about saying, this is me now, do you want to continue to know me? Do you want to know more? Nobody is forcing acceptance, but you would like acknowledgement."

	I was glad that I understood better, but I had a new issue to deal with. Sandy. Again though, Katia asked me what was holding me back. I took a deep breath in and said, "I don't know who I'm in love with."

	"What do you mean?"

	"When I'm with Sandy, I want to be with her. When I'm with Wayne, I just want him to hold me, to kiss me...maybe even fuck me." I said, blushing.

	"Okay..." She mused, nodding.

	"When I'm with you, I want to serve you, and for you to just...take me."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She blushed, but then her eyes darkened. She licked her lips and inhaled. "Okay, so... I think Sandy's hot." Katia said. "I think you and Sandy would be perfect for each other. Wait, there's more. I think you and Wayne together, would be hot, and I think from what you've told me, you are perfect for each other."

	"Um...not really a solution..."

	She held up a finger. "Shut up sissy!" She snapped and slapped me hard around the face. "l think all three of you, would be wonderful little bitches to have in my stable." She grinned. "Now, I seem to remember you were also having a crisis of conscience about work, right?"

	"Er, right."

	"So what if you were to work for me?"[image: Image]

	"Doing what?" I asked, suddenly excited by the idea.

	"Well, social media marketing, management, Onlyfans manager, camerawork. Um, let's see. Cleaner. Maid. And occasional actor on some porn. Interested?"

	I licked my lips, and then nodded quickly. "Yes Mistress!"

	"It would be Mistress, because you won't be paid. I will expect you to manage your money wisely so that it works for you, that you don't blow it all away."[image: Image]

	"Of course, Mistress."

	She nodded and grinned. "Then, get on your knees, and do what you were supposed to have done two weeks ago." She said, pulling the cock out from under her skirt. This time, there was no hesitation. I bent over and took it in my mouth, marvelling at how quickly it grew to the full eight inches. As I sucked her, she leaned to her bag, and pulled out two things: condoms and lubricant. "And I'm going to be your first, not Wayne."

	I continued to suck her, my eyes wandering to the lubricant and condoms, then she tapped me on my shoulder and told me to crawl to the bedroom. From the bag, she took the cage she'd put me in before, then pulled down my panties and place my dick back in it. "But Sandy..." I began.

	"Sandy will know where to find me." She said, "If she lets you fuck her."

	"But I paid..."

	"For her time, not for her. You can have a nice night getting to know one-another, discussing feelings, then maybe you'll come out of this with a girlfriend." She told me. "Now, up on the bed, on your back. I want to look in your eyes as I take you."

	My heart raced as I propped myself up by my elbows, watching as she unwrapped the condom and rolled out over her [image: Image]long, fat cock. Then squeezing out lubricant, I felt moist fingers pushing inside me, twisting, forcing, stretching. I moaned as she pumped in and out, adding fingers whilst staring deep into my soul.

	Then the fingers came out. She shuffled forward and I felt the huge bulbous head press my cheeks apart. It felt too big, no way it would fit in my tight little hole, and yet it kept moving forward, pushing and at my backdoor, determined to find a way in. The lubricant did its job and bit by bit, millimetre by millimetre, my hold stretched to accommodate the intrusion, until with a sudden slide, the head found its place inside me.

	A sting emanated from my hole, a sudden burn that made me hiss. My eyes never left hers, just that dark stare, one that told me there was no stop word now, no please, no don't. I was going to be fucked, I was going to be made to be the gay bottom bitch I deserved to be, and I liked it. [image: Image]

	After a brief pause, she continued, and with every bit of progress she made, her smile grew, because she knew she had me. I panted, moaned, and she knew there was no turning back for me. She was right to lock me up. I knew now what I wanted and why I wanted it.

	The first thrust, out, in, and my first loud gasp. Fuck, yes, this was perfect. This was me. More, deeper, do me! And then [image: Image]she was grinning. Her hips gained momentum and I pushed back with each thrust in. Our eyes didn't leave each other, because I knew what I felt for her, and I knew what she felt for me.

	"l love you Mistress." I told her.

	"l know you do, slut. I knew the moment I met you." She smiled. "And I knew you'd worship me like the little sissy slave you are."

	"I will."

	"Of course you will."

	She fucked me with gusto now, her hips a jackhammer, pounding every last bit of straightness from my body. "Please!"

	I begged.

	"Please what?" She grinned, knowing what I wanted.

	"Cum in me." I begged.

	[image: Image]But she shook her head. "Get tested first, then I'll fill you so full of cum that it'll come out of your nose." However, when she did fill the condom, an empty feeling if ever there was one, she pulled out, pulled the condom off, the top heavily laden with her thick cream, and then she poured out the contents into my mouth. "But at least you know my taste now." My new Mistress bent over and grabbed me firmly and painfully by the hair. She licked my cheek, then placed her mouth on mine and we kissed. "l love you too sissy." She told me. "And I look forward to owning you.

	She climbed up and pressed her crotch to my mouth. Without hesitation, I took it and sucked her back to life. "Time for one more." She told me, reaching for another condom.

	When she eventually left, I realised what it meant to be properly fucked. Never in my life had I made a woman walk from my apartment as if she'd been pounded to high hell, but there I was, waddling because of how well I'd been fucked, [image: Image]like a true whore.

	The doorbell announced the arrival of Sandy, and I let her in with an excitement and a nervousness in my belly. This would be a huge moment for me, the first time in my life that I ever made such a firm decision about my love life. When I opened the door for the beautiful redhead, she looked me over and smiled warmly, it was a smile with love in it. We hugged and I invited her in, poured her some wine, then I sat her down and told her we wouldn't be having sex.[image: Image]

	"Why not?" She asked, surprised.

	"Two reasons." I said. "One, Katia was here and she locked me up again."

	"Oh!" She giggled. "Okay, and second reason?"

	"Um...l'm gay."

	Sandy stared at me, then her face grew rosy as she beamed. "Oh Killian, that's amazing! Fuck, this is huge!"

	"l know. I love you, don't get me wrong. I think a couple of hours ago; I was ready to ask you to be my girlfriend." 

	"What changed?" She asked.

	"Well, I have been having feelings for Wayne too. I thought I was bisexual, that I wanted you both, and to an extent, I still do. But then Katia, erm, well, fucked me, and I realised, I don't want my dick unlocked. I don't want to use it anymore.

	I just want to be used."[image: Image]

	Sandy grabbed me, pulling me in for a long hug. "Can we still be friends?"

	"No." I said. "l want us to be best friends!"

	"Oh yes, Killian, that's perfect."

	I pulled back. "It's Kelly now."

	Once again, she beamed with pride. "A perfect name, for a perfect girl."

	 


Epilogue

	Sandy and I spent the whole night talking. It was one of the cutest and nicest nights of my life, and not once did I want to fuck her, I just wanted to drink, eat, paint our nails, and talk about everything and nothing, and that was what we did. Gone was any stress and worry about my future, replaced by excitement for what was going to come my way. Katia would be part of my life, she'd be my job and my Mistress, and she would give me the purpose that I needed. And then there was Wayne...

	Sunday morning, I popped to the shops the moment they opened at ten to buy some workout gear, a pink sports bra, tight pink spandex shorts, and sheer workout tights, then pink sports shoes. I knew that around noon, Wayne would knock on my door and want to work out, and I would be ready for him.

	As if on cue, he knocked at twelve, and I immediately opened. He stared in surprise at my new get-up, but simply gave me a quick kiss and took my hand as we walked to the lift. "How was your night with Katia?" I asked him.

	"Painful." He chuckled, "But a lot of fun. What about you and Sandy?"

	"Amazing night. Maybe one of the best of my life."

	"That's nice." He smiled, but there was a sadness there, a regret that I so needed a girl in my life, and not him.

	Yet as we worked out that day, I took any moment I could to touch him, to make him aware that I was there. I would spank him as I walked past, or pinch his bum, and I would encourage him to do the same to me. Then as he rested on a bench, I sat astride him, and swung my hips a little as I drank from my bottle.

	"l think I'm done." He said.

	"Me too. Shower together?" I asked with a grin.

	He grinned back, that naughty look that suggested a bit of play. "Sure."

	The ride back up in the lift wasn't kissing and making out, but rather a sexual tension. I was going to have sex with this man, have him put that cock in my arse, a place I hoped it would go every day forever. But that made me nervous. What if he didn't want a commitment? What if this wasn't what he really wanted? From his side, I didn't realise that he was scared of rejection, that we would play a little and that I'd just up and leave and he'd have another lonely night in bed. What he wanted was a relationship, something I hoped for but didn't know at the time.

	The moment the door to his apartment shut, my mouth was on his. We made out with a ferocity that we hadn't yet experienced to date. When we finally broke the kiss, we looked into each other's eyes and I saw hope in his, looking for meaning to what we were doing.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Moving into the bedroom, we never made it to the bathroom. I forced him to the bed where we continued to make out, scrambling to undress, my hands at his luxurious cock, moving down his body, taking it in my mouth and moaning loudly with delight as I gobbled it down. I sucked it hard and fast, the entire length, bobbing up and down, until finally I climbed up him, and then pushed him on his back. His stare said it all. Is this really happening? Are you really? I aimed him to my hole, knowing that without lubricant it would maybe hurt more, but not caring.

	"l love you, Wayne." I told him.

	"Wa... What?" He gasped, his features softening, and for a moment, I was scared, worried my fears were correct, but then he said. "Oh my god, I've fallen so hard for you Kelly, but I was so scared you didn't want me."

	I began to sit back, to let him enter me, and as it did, my eyes rolled back. "I'm gay. Katia was my first, and I realised right then, I don't want to use this thing anymore. I want you to use me. I want you. You are the most handsome, sexiest, and most fun person I've ever been with. Every moment I spend with you just makes me a better person. I love you,

	Wayne." I shook my head, tears in my eyes. "l want to spend my life with you."

	"l want that too!" He cried.

	The pain of him entering me was a little more than with Katia, even though he was slightly smaller, but dry like that, it probably wasn't the best idea, but I had to have him now. Thankfully, eventually things moved and lubricated naturally, and finally, he was all in. We smiled at each other as I rode him, this was my boyfriend, my lover, and I felt such a thrill. I was riding him bareback, I didn't care, neither did he; it was the single most amazing feeling in the world, and it was all mine.

	We fucked for over ten minutes, changing positions, but eventually, I got what I wanted from him, the feeling of that warm liquid filling my bowels. We collapsed together and kissed, then just stared lovingly into each other's eyes.

	"Do you really want me?" He asked softly. "Really?"

	"Yes. Really. Do you want me? Really?"

	"Yes. I've wanted you ever since I saw you that night. You're so beautiful, but not just that. You were right, in what you said just now, every moment we spend together just makes me feel good, feel better. I fall asleep thinking about you. Without you here in bed with me, I just feel empty, inside and out."

	I kissed him again, then said, "I thought I had made such a good friend, but then I realised, you're not just a friend, you're a lover, you're a person who makes me whole, you make me want to be a better, well, huh, girl. I never want to dress [image: Image]as a man again, I don't want to pretend. I want to go on hormones, to get breasts, but I want to keep my dick, even if I never use it again."

	"You'll use it." He chuckled. "l want to play with it too sometimes. But yes, that all sounds wonderful to me."

	We fucked again after that, then I headed back to my apartment to shower and change into something sexy to wear out.

	Wayne promised me a date, our first official date. Dinner, a movie, and then back home to make love until the sun rises.

	Outside, we walked hand in hand, making any excuse possible to touch. He made me feel so loved, but most of all, he made me feel so feminine. Whenever he spoke, I stared at those soft lips of his, and god, how I just wanted to kiss them. "You're so gorgeous." I told him. That dark hair, the rugged looks. It's hard to imagine that I saw him in the sissy dress, but I knew he was a switch really. He liked dominant women, yes, but he also liked to dominate, which was fine by me, because

	I wanted to be dominated by this handsome sexy man. I wanted him to fucking dominate my arsehole too![image: Image]

	God, what a slut I'd become!

	That night, he used me over and over, to the point in the morning when I reluctantly had to ask him to stop, because I was sore. It didn't matter though, because when he couldn't use my backside, he could use my mouth.

	"I'm taking the day off work." He laughed at six in the morning, after not sleeping a wink.

	"Good, then you can help me with something."

	"What?" He smiled, pulling me tighter against his naked skin.

	"l want to throw out every item of male clothing in my apartment, then I need to inform the staff downstairs about my change in name and circumstances."

	He kissed my forehead. "Now that, I can help with."

	ONE YEAR LATER

	It had been a year since it all began for me. A year of living as a transgender woman. A year dating the most amazing man in the world. A year serving Katia. In that time, so many things had happened. I began taking hormones, and whilst my breasts were not in such a hurry to come out as Katia's, they had softened my features and made me more feminine.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Now after nearly nine-months of tablets, I was able to slowly fill my A-cup bras, so things were happening.

	Also in that year, I had learned what it is like to be a true submissive, but I also managed to make Katia and Wayne come closer together too, to the point that Katia was over at our place more often than not, and to the point that it simply made sense for us to tell her to move in with us. Wayne had gone from dreaming of having a shemale girlfriend, to having two of them.

	Also in that year, I reunited with my sister, Carrie, and she finally got to meet Kelly. I got to meet her husband, Mark, and her daughter, Tina; neither I knew existed until that point. Of course, the first thing I did was move fifty percent of the inheritance to my sister. She said that the money wasn't important to her, and Mark did okay in his job, but it wasn't about that. That money wasn't mine to begin with.

	Unfortunately, not everything was so positive. Killian's friends, my old friends, were not as progressive as I had hoped, and when I ended up coming out as trans and gay, most gave me a wide berth. They didn't openly say anything offensive to me, but after that, they stopped communicating. That was fine, I had new friends, better ones. Sandy for one.

	Sandy became a welcome addition to our group, a good friend, and also a great play partner for Katia. In fact, more recently, Sandy spent time with us just to be close to Katia, with whom she'd become quite smitten.

	All of that led me to the big event for me this week. I have decided to attend the event I spent so many times complaining about, the Pride Parade. Yes, it was time for me part of the movement, to fight for my right to be recognised as the person I want to be. Together with my boyfriend, I planned to walk the street in the most extravagant sissy dress money could buy. Why? Because I was proud to become this new me. I was proud to be in love with a man, and I was proud to be such a changed person. This was my opportunity to celebrate the new me...fuck everyone else.

	THE END
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