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Chapter 1 —   Coming round

  

James  Hayley’s  chest  was  heavy,  tight  and  sore.  What  did  that  have  to  do  with  the  facial surgery? The sensation of a pipe being removed from his throat was like a dream sequence. He tried  to  swallow  against  a  dry  sandpaper  throat.  His  head  throbbed.  It  was  not  a  good  way  to wake up. 

He felt a presence by the side of his bed. He forced his eyes open with difficulty, they were heavy.  The  room  looked  blurry  and  watery  with  a  white  ghostly  figure  next  to  him.  He  put  a hand to scratch an itch on his cheek. It touched against material on his face. He tried to sit up. A hand touched his shoulder lightly. 

“Take it easy Hayley, you’ve had a lot of work done.” A gentle female voice swept into his ears from the ghostly figure. 

Hayley? That was a bit rude. What had happened to Mr Hayley? He’d paid a small fortune for the work at a highly-recommended private hospital, the least they could do was be respectful. 

He  blinked  his  eyes  several  times  and  they  cleared  enough  to  focus  on  the  young  nurse sitting by him. She pulled a practised thin smile. He tried to get up again but his chest was too sore and so heavy. He tried to speak, a croak came out. The nurse pressed something on the side of his bed and the back of his bed rose gently. He came to a semi-sitting position. 

She  put  a  straw  to  his  mouth  and  he  sucked  desperately  at  the  cool  water.  He  drained  the glass and laid back, breathing out long and slow. The harsh white pillows curled around his face. 

His  mind  cleared  with  the  cool  drink.  He  had  come  to  the  plastic  surgery  clinic  for improvement  work  on  his  face.  The  material  on  his  face  were  the  bandages.  At  forty-five,  his good looks were fading fast. The modelling contracts were diminishing as rapidly as his eye bags grew  and  his  stomach  muscles  sagged.  He  wanted  a  squarer,  more  solid  masculine  jaw,  a

straighter sharper nose and distinct cheekbones. They were to cut out the bags around his eyes and smooth out his forehead. 

The  surgery  was  expensive,  but  he  hoped  it  would  invigorate  his  fading  modelling  career. 

An  expensive  investment  that  would  be  repaid  several  times  over.  Maybe.  No  one  wanted  a tired-looking man to show off their clothing ranges, He had nothing apart from his looks to trade on. 

He  cleared  his  throat.  “So  nurse.”  His  voice  was  hoarse  and  reedy.  “When  can  I  have  the bandages removed so I can see how I look?” 

“Tomorrow, if the doctor’s happy. Then we can see the new you, Hayley.” 

There  it  was  again.  Calling  him  by  his  surname.  Before  he  could  tell  her  to  call  him  Mr Hayley or James, a doctor strode into the private room. She was tall, slim and erect. It looked as if her white medical coat had been made to measure. Her chestnut-brown hair was pulled back tight into a long ponytail. She lifted his case-notes board from the end of the bed. She scrutinised them, her face screwed up. She continued to look for a few moments, blue-rimmed glasses on the end of her slim nose. Once finished she swiped the glasses off her nose sideways. 

“Your op. went well. There were no problems, you’re very healthy for your age and I expect you to heal fully” She put the notes down and walked round to the opposite side of the bed to the nurse. 

 For your age?  That’s not what he wanted to hear. This was the beginning of a new age, the younger-looking James Hayley. 

“Do you have any questions for me, Hayley? 

This was crazy. What had happened to these people? “You can call me James, doctor.” He twisted his head stiffly to the nurse. “You too nurse.” 

The doctor and nurse swapped glances. “OK, Miss James, if you wish,” said the doctor, her face creased in puzzlement. 

James  thought  for  a  moment.  Miss  James.  They  were  acting  weird.  James  guessed  he  was misunderstanding  the  doctor.  She  had  a  strong  accent,  maybe  she  was  from  India,  maybe  Sri

Lanka. He wasn’t good with accents. 

“Whatever, doctor.” He resolved to forget their odd behaviour for a moment. He wanted to know when he could be released. “Tell me when I can have the bandages off and when I can get back to work.” His voice came out high and raspy. He coughed to clear his throat. 

“Of course, Miss James,” the doctor said. “But please try not to cough as I don’t want you to damage your throat, your vocal cords need to recover.” 

Why would facial surgery affect his throat and vocal cords? He was confused. They seemed at cross purposes. 

“We’ll  be  removing  the  bandages  tomorrow,”  the  doctor  said.  “Everything  went  so  well  I expect you’ll be ready to get out and about in about a month, maybe even work. We’ll give you all the details for caring for your face and throat in a fact sheet to take away.” The doctor folded her arms. “We suggest you wear the post-surgery bra for around eight weeks before switching to a  normal  one.  This  shouldn’t  affect  your  working,  just  be  careful,  don’t  lift  heavy  things  for example.” 

What on earth was this woman talking about? 

“Why  would  I  wear  a  surgical  bra,  doctor?”  James  sat  up  straighter.  His  chest  hurt  from beneath the sheets. It was as if he had a weight pressing on him. 

The doctor and nurse swapped concerned glances again. “For your new breasts, Hayley.” 

Chapter 2 —  What’s wrong with big tits? 



“I have no idea what you are talking about, doctor.” His voice came out even higher and clearer. 

“And what’s wrong with my voice?” 

The doctor leant over him. “There’s nothing wrong with your voice, it sounds perfect,” she said  with  a  note  of  irritation.  “And  as  for  your  breasts,  you  asked  for  40DD,  so  they  are  much larger than before. You will need to ensure they are well supported until the scars heal.” 

The  doctor  breathed  out  in  exasperation.  James  ripped  away  the  bed-sheets  and  pressed against  large  bandaged  mounds  on  his  chest  His  face  went  hot.  “What  the  hell  are  these?”  he squealed in a voice that was not his. 

“They are the breasts you asked for, large and feminine, Hayley,” the doctor replied, her face flushed,  her  expression  exasperated.  “We  advised  you  to  try  something  smaller  to  start  with, however, you were adamant you wanted them to be big. You’re the customer so big they are.” 

“Stop calling me Hayley, my name is James. James Hayley. And why do I have enormous tits and a strange high voice?” 

The doctor’s face went grey. She looked at his chest and back to him. “James Hayley? What do you mean? You’re Hayley James?” Her assertive manner trailed off. 

“No, I am James Hayley.” 

The doctor appeared to buckle slightly at her knees.  She rested her hand on the bed head. At that moment shouting emerged from the next room. 

“What the hell have you done to me? Where are my new tits?” There was a high scream for several seconds. “I paid you £6,000 for beautiful big breasts and I’m flat as a pancake.” 

There was a murmured reply, then another shout. “Stop calling me James, you moron. My name is Hayley, Hayley James. I’m no longer a male, I’m a girl. Or at least I thought I was.” 

The sound of metal and china falling onto the hard floor followed. 

James listened with an open mouth. He looked away from the open door to his room and to

the doctor. “What exactly have you done to me, doctor?” 

The doctor’s face was grey-ash. She was lost for words. 

“Well,” said James. 

The  doctor  took  a  deep  breath.  “You’re  not  Hayley  James.  My  Goodness.”  She  stood straighter, she tried to compose herself. “We did a lot of work, Hayley, I mean James.” 

He seethed. “What exactly have you done to me? I want to know right now.” 

The doctor glanced at the nurse who was inspecting the floor and her shoes. She’d decided this one was way above her pay grade. 

The  doctor  swallowed.  “So.”  She  breathed  hard.  “Apart  from  breast  enhancement,  we  re-positioned your hairline, re-contoured your forehead and gave you a brow lift.” 

“What?”  James  screamed  with  his  high  voice.  “And  how  about  you  change  me  back  right now.” 

The  doctor’s  shoulders  were  slumped.  She  looked  away  from  his  intense  stare.  “There’s more, I’m afraid, Mr Hayley. We thought you were the person in the next room, Hayley James. 

She was undergoing feminization work.” 

James threw aside his bedsheets and slid around, putting his feet on the cool floor. He tried to get up but his head throbbed in complaint. His chest felt like it was about to rip open. He laid back. 

“Yes, I guessed from the reaction next door.” He closed his eyes. “Tell me the worst before I file the lawsuit.” 

“It was a major operation, Mr Hayley. We also ground down your brow ridge to make it look more feminine.” She hesitated.  “Then  we  altered  the  shape  of  your  eye  orbits.  Removed  some bone and cartilage from your nose and made the tip point up slightly. Very pretty. Or it would be, if…” She looked at the door to the room. 

“You can put me back how I was?” he said. 

“There’s more, I’m afraid, Mr Hayley.” 

“More,” he screamed in his new high voice. 

The doctor looked everywhere except at James. “We gave you cheek implants and re-shaped your cheeks by cutting away some of the bone. Then we inserted fat to augment them.” 

James thought for a moment. Maybe this wasn’t so bad, high cheekbones he could live with. 

The doctor wasn’t finished. 

“Then  we  lifted  your  top  lip  and  made  both  lips  fuller.  We  reduced  your  chin  and  jaw  by removing more bone. You see women have a different facial structure to men, so we needed to re-model  you.  Then  we  reduced  your  Adam’s  Apple.  Oh,  and  we  removed  the  bags  from  your eyes.” 

“It  seems  you  did  one  thing  right.”  He  slumped  in  the  bed,  the  pressure  on  his  forehead thumping. 

The  doctor  looked  down  at  the  floor.  “And  then  we  did  vocal  cords  surgery  to  make  you sound like a woman. The only thing we haven’t touched is your genitals as that was scheduled for next year.” 

James’s head swam, he felt nauseous. “You made me look like a woman?” 

“Yes, Mr Hayley, I’m afraid so.” 

“And you can change me back?” 

The doctor and the nurse exchanged glances. The doctor spoke again. “And we remodelled your bottom. It’s much rounder now.” 

James sunk into the pillow, he put his hands over his eyes. He began to weep. 

Chapter 3 — A plan



Her idea wasn’t bad. In theory. Katrina, was a pragmatic lady and that’s typical of agents. But could he do what she had just suggested? What was the difference his agent asked? For starters, the  difference  was  he  would  be  modelling  female  clothes.  If  that  wasn’t  embarrassing  enough. 

He would have to have his hair styled into a female cut. He could grow it out,  she told him. 

This wasn’t how he had expected the conversation to go. James imagined Katrina would be concerned for him, angry maybe, agitated. Instead, she had said his accidental feminisation was an opportunity. He was an accidental girl. She had not missed a beat in looking at the business opportunity. It was an opportunity to model as a feminised male, a transgender female. He would stand out. Be different. And command more money. 

Katrina said she was going to call around and see what was available. She was excited by the opportunities. It was a good time to be transgendered in the fashion world she said. She folded her  legs  opposite  him,  her  face  a  smug  contentment.  She  was  interested  only  in  the  business opportunity, not his feelings

He  said  he  was  not  transgendered,  he  was  male  and  the  clinic  had  made  a  mistake  and  he was going to sue them until their bums squeaked. She’d told him to hold off. He didn’t need the bad publicity. 

Katrina’s  gaze  wandered  over  his  face  and  a  smile  lit  her  face.  James  imagined  the  dollar signs across her eyes. The bandages were off. His face was healing well, as were his boobs and bottom. He had to be honest, he looked pretty good as a girl. He was already slim, skinny almost, and his face had been one of those pretty-boy faces. That’s why he got so much work. He was never the chiselled masculine type. He certainly wasn’t now. 

He  hadn’t  dared  to  venture  out.  A  man  with  a  woman’s  face  and  figure  and  breasts  an impressive  40DD.  If  they  had  been  on  a  woman,  he  would  have  trouble  tearing  his  eyes  from them. His bottom was so large and rounded he had to wear tracksuit bottoms or sports shorts, his

trousers no longer fitted. 

The  doctors  had  told  him  he  had  to  wait  a  year  before  he  would  be  ready  for  a  reversal operation. A year living in the body of a woman. What should he do? Grow his hair much longer and wear female clothes? Katrina seemed to think so, plus she pointed out his hair was already long. He grew it long as it was part of his ‘look’; the metro-sexual neutral male. 

James  wasn’t  convinced  by  his  agent’s  argument.  He  didn’t  want  to  wear  a  skirt.  Katrina said  he  could  wear  female  trousers  and  blouses  for  everyday  use,  something  more  subtle.  He accepted the idea as probably practical. That was until she added:  “Of course, you’ll need a bra with those tits.” 

He put his head in his hands at the thought of it. A bra and huge tits. 

Hearing  his  despair,  she  added:  “At  least  they  didn’t  get  round  to  cutting  off  your  bits. 

You’re  going  to  be  a  part  of  the  whole  ‘ looks  like  a  woman  but  is  really  a  man  niche.”  She looked to the ceiling as if counting her commission. 

Was she enjoying this, or was she just insensitive? He settled on insensitive. 

What else was there to do for the year he had to wait for the reversal operations to turn him back into  a  man? Maybe  Katrina’s  idea could  work.  He  could take  on  a new  persona:    Hayley James  would  work,  why  not?  With  re-styled  hair,  make-up?  Who  would  know?  Yes,  it  might work. 

“OK,” he told her. “See what there is out there for a feminized male model.” 



Two  days  later,  Katrina  was  back  in  his  apartment.  “I’ve  been  inundated  with  offers  for    ‘new model’ Hayley James, the man who looks like a woman.” She paced the floor, too excited to sit. 

“I doubled your rates and they still want you.” 

James couldn’t share her enthusiasm. Being back in demand was great, but as a woman? 

Katrina  hadn’t  noticed  his  discomfort.  “You  will  need  a  makeover  and  some  help  in behaving like a woman. I’ve arranged the first session for your makeover at a salon in the centre of town.” 

Her words flew around inside his head, not quite landing. 

“Then you’ll have a series of sessions on how to act like a woman which would take place at my  office.  I  will  accompany  you  and  provide  all  instructions,  you  won’t  have  to  worry  your pretty little head about anything.” 

He squirmed in his chair. “Maybe I’ll earn enough from the malpractice case?” 

Katrina stopped pacing. “Nonsense, you’ll be lucky to get a quarter of a million. You’ll be earning that every month with my plans.” 

He didn’t like the idea of being a girl. 

Katrina  decided  the  malpractice  debate  over  and  continued,  “I’m  sending  over  a  set  of clothes, underwear and shoes for you to wear. They will be neutrally-styled trousers, tee-shirts, blouses, flat shoes. All in female cuts but plain so you feel fine.” 

He didn’t like it. He said again he was going to sue the hospital. 

Katrina looked down on him, her face hard. “You must not sue the hospital, absolutely not. 

It will destroy your modelling career as a man and as a woman.  You’d never work again and, in the long run, you’d run out of any payout and be broke.” 

He reflected on this. From a practical perspective, it made sense. Damn it, he thought, she’s right. As usual. He could make a lot of money from the modelling work. Once he had had the reversal operations, he would return to being James Hayley and no one would ever know he had been Hayley James. 

“OK, OK, Katrina. Do it.” He felt brow-beaten. 

Something  nagged  at  him.  He  had  the  feeling  that  once  on  the  road  to  this  new  modelling career it might be difficult to stop. 

Chapter 4 — Girl time



“This  was  not  what  I  agreed  to.”  James  stood  up  from  the  stylist’s  chair.  Katrina  glared,  the stylist looked at the floor. 

“James. Please. Sit down. What did you think would happen?” said Katrina. 

“She’s made me look like a girl?” 

Katrina placed her hands on her wide hips. “And?” 

James  looked  at  his  long  red  false  fingernails.  He  looked  up  in  the  mirror  and  studied  his appearance above the work-surface and sink. A beautiful lady looked back. It had been a shock. 

He slunk back into the tall leather chair. “I don’t know Katrina, it’s a shock to see my reflection.” 

“Fine,” she replied. “But let poor Cindy get on with her work. It’s not her fault, she’s only doing what I paid her to do.” 

James felt bad. He’d shouted at Cindy for trying to apply mascara.” Sorry, Cindy.” He stared ahead  at  his  face.  His  lightened  blond  hair  was  wavy  and  thick.  It  flowed  over  his  shoulders. 

“But, not the pierced ears, that’s too much.” 

Katrina snorted. “James. Stop this. You need to look the part. Or don’t you want to be on the cover of the top fashion magazine in Europe? We have a contract. You want to be in breach of contract? You’ll be paying it off for years.” She stared at him. “It’s too late. We’re doing this and you  will  have  to  look  exactly  like  a  real  woman.  That’s  the  point  and  why  you’re  getting  so much in fees.” 

James  nodded,  deflated.  He  saw  Katrina  wink  at  Cindy.  Cindy  clipped  something  on  his earlobe  and  a  sharp  pain  followed.  Then  the  other  ear.  She  had  pierced  and  clipped  two  round gold earrings into his ears. It was done. 

“Men wear earrings, it will work well once you revert to the metro-sexual James Hayley. I don’t know why I didn’t think of this before.” Katrina inspected his new earrings with a gentle touch of two fingers. 

James allowed her to finish applying his makeup. He looked closely in the mirror. There was nothing in his appearance to give away the fact that underneath all this he was a man. He looked exactly like a woman. Katrina put a hand on one of his shoulders and beamed a wide smile. 



Katrina drove him from the salon back to her office. He was relieved he didn’t have to travel on public  transport,  he  felt  conscious  about  his  new  feminine  appearance.  They  entered  the underground car park, parked and took the lift to Katrina’s 20th-floor office. 

They left the lift. Juliette, Katrina’s secretary sat behind a desk in a small foyer. There was a black leather sofa on one side. A fierce-looking lady sat stiffly, waiting. Her hand was on a black suitcase on the floor by her side. She wore rectangular glasses and her straight black hair was in a bob cut that reminded James of a military helmet. She stood as they entered. Her skirt hem was below her knees. 

“Hello  Judith,  nice  to  see  you  again,”  said  Katrina  as  they  shook  hands.  “This  is  James Hayley, your pupil. James, this is Judith, your feminisation teacher for every day for the next two weeks.” 

James winced at the word feminisation but held out his hand. Judith stared him in the face then back to Katrina. 

“Katrina. If this is to work we can’t keep using previous male references. From this moment we must use  she,  her and  Hayley.” 

James  tried  to  speak,  but  Katrina  cut  in.  “Yes,  yes  of  course.  I  understand.  That  makes sense.” 

James fumed. “No it doesn’t make sense, Katrina. This is me acting. It’s not forever.” 

Judith looked him in the eye. “Hayley, you can’t switch yourself on and off between male and female. It won’t work. If you’re to make a living as a female, you’re going to have to think as one. You’re now Hayley and that’s how you will remain until you revert to being male again. 

If that’s what you decide when the time comes.” 

“Of course it’s what I’ll decide, I’m a man and I’ll be getting a reversal operation. What do you think I am?” 

Judith sniffed. “We’ll see.” 

Before  he  could  reply,  Katrina  moved  them  with  a  sweeping  hand  towards  the  conference room. They went in. The room was light and airy and about twenty feet long with windows along two corners that looked out onto the city below. A small meeting table sat in one corner. 

“Perfect,” said Judith. She held her hands in front of her and rubbed them together. 

There was something about her that annoyed James. Maybe her schoolmistress manner. This would be a difficult period, but Katrina was right, it was a great opportunity. 

“I’ll  leave  you  two  together.  You  might  as  well  get  going  as  the  first  assignment  is  in fourteen  days.  £50,000  for  one  day’s  shooting.  We  want  to  be  ready.”  Katrina  left,  closing  the door softly behind her. 

The room returned to silence. The atmosphere thickened. 

“Take a seat, Hayley.” Judith sat on one of the chairs around the meeting table and pointed to the one next to her. James sat down. “Let’s get straight into it, Hayley.” 

James’s body went cold. He looked over this odd lady. Attractive in a stern way. Jet-black mascara  and  grey  eyeshadow.  A  simple  black  skirt,  long  and  flowing  and  firm  legs  in  sheer stockings. Her shoes were black sandals with wedge heels. Her blouse was also black. 

“A few basics to start. You’re now Hayley and you’re a girl. I’m going to only refer to you as a girl. OK, Hayley?” 

James averted his eyes from hers and looked around the room. He was not comfortable but what choice did he have? “Yes, Judith.” 

“Good girl.” 

He looked back sharply. Her eyebrows raised as if waiting for a complaint. He said nothing. 

He didn’t like it, but he understood why she was doing this. 

“So let’s practise to make sure it’s sunk in. Tell me your name and that you’re going to be a good girl, Hayley.” 

This  was  real.  He  was  having  to  do  things  he  never  imagined.  And  all  thanks  to  a  stupid blunder at the hospital. He should have sued them. Then he would not have to go through this humiliation with this obnoxious woman. 

“My name is Hayley and I’m a good girl,” he said with a dry throat. 

“Excellent,”  said  Judith.  “And  I  have  to  say,  you’re  a  pretty  girl  too.”  She  ran  a  finger through his long wavy hair and rested it on his shoulder. You’re going to love being a girl, you wait and see. I’m rarely wrong. 

He hoped she was. 



Chapter 5 —  Girl training



The  conference  room  seemed  hotter.  He  went  red,  his  cheeks  burnt  red.  This  was  going  to  be next to impossible. This woman was trying to turn him into a girl. 

“So far so good, but we’re only just getting going. The next stage is vital if you’re to pass as a girl.” 

He waited. Judith’s hands went to her suitcase and she flicked it open. It was full of clothes and shoes. He didn’t like what he saw. Little panties in new packs, pinks and whites. Stockings, bras and, below them, clothes in light colours. 

“What do you think about what you’re wearing at present, Hayley?” 

He  ran  a  hand  down  his  grey  female  trousers.  “They’re  fine.  I’d  prefer  something  more masculine but in the circumstances, I guess they are the best compromise.” 

“Grey plain trousers.” She harrumphed. “And what underwear do you have on?” 

This  was  becoming  too  personal.  What  did  it  have  to  do  with  her?  Never  mind,  he  told himself, remain calm. “Briefs. Male briefs. And a surgical bra to support my new breasts” 

“Do  you  see  any  problem  with  what  you’ve  told  me  you’re  wearing,  Hayley?  From  the perspective of a girl.” 

He didn’t see what she was getting at. “No. It’s the best compromise until I get the reversal.” 

“You see that’s the problem, Hayley. It’s a compromise and you’re still thinking about when you get to be a man again. Wrong, wrong, wrong. You’re a pretty model-girl called Hayley. And what should a pretty model-girl called Hayley wear?” She widened her eyes. “Any ideas?” 

He looked to the floor. He saw where this was going. 

“It’s not male underpants and grey trousers, is it. How many modelling jobs would a pretty girl called Hayley get while wearing male underpants and heavy grey trousers?” 

His mind raced. She was supposed to be teaching him about how to pretend to be a girl, not scold him and tell him he was a girl. Play the game, he told himself. It’s what Katrina wanted. 

Judith was only trying to help him get work. A £50,000 contract for one day’s work was only the start. 

“I don’t know how many jobs I’d get like this.” 

“None,” she said. “A big fat zero.” 

He guessed she was right, grey trousers were not what he’d be modelling. He hadn’t thought it through. 

“Two things, Hayley. First, if you’re to be successful you need to be seen to be beautiful and attractive.” 

He nodded, she had a point. 

“And secondly, if you’re to be a beautiful and attractive model, you need to wear beautiful pretty clothes, no?” 

She  was  right.  Maybe  a  better,  softer  pair  of  trousers?  Maybe  more  feminine  shoes,  a  pair that didn’t look like school shoes. “Yes Judith, I understand.” 

She  looked  pleased  for  the  first  time.  “Excellent.  So  what  you  need  to  do  is  the  next  vital step. No delay, no reluctance. I want to see you in a pretty pair of panties.” 

It made sense, he supposed. They wouldn’t show under his trousers. 

“And…?” she added. 

He looked up, she hadn’t finished. 

“And a pair of shoes a model would wear. Something pretty, with a heel.” 

He grunted. He hated this. 

“And…?” 

“There’s more?” 

“And a pretty skirt,” she added

He stood up sharply. “No, Judith, that’s a step too far. I’ll make all the other changes but not a skirt. No. Never.” He folded his arms. Point made. 

His outburst appeared to have no impact on Judith. She went to her open case. “I’ve worked with many men like you. Some wanted to be feminised, others were not so keen. But I’ve never

failed. So put these on, Hayley, and break through your ridiculous taboo about clothing, I want you in a skirt now.” Her voice was soft but carried a touch of iron. 

She pulled out a pair of heeled shoes, a pair of small pink panties and a small pink and green flowery skirt. The material shimmered in the breeze of the air conditioning as she held it up to his face. 

His  penis  flicked  in  interest  as  he  eyed  the  soft  fine  material,  the  way  it  waved  and  hung from  her  hands.  He  imagined  it  flowing  around  his  thighs  and  crotch.  Stop  it,  he  told  himself. 

He’s not a girl, it’s all pretend. His eyes remained on the skirt, the thought of it. His penis grew hard. 

“Remove  your  clothes,  Hayley,  and  put  on  the  pretty  bra  and  matching  panties.  Then  the blouse and this pretty little skirt. It’s so feminine, you’re going to love it, I know. You can then wear the sandals. Only then will we be ready to start your training proper. I know it’s difficult at first for males like you, but you’ll be pleased in the end, believe me.” 

This was too much to take, as was the fact his penis was hard at the thought of wearing the clothes. There were far too many strange things happening. Judith leant over and began to unzip his trousers. He flicked her hands away. 

“Hayley, you have to change into the pretty clothes.” 

“I don’t and I don’t want to be naked in front of you.” 

Judith sighed. “Hayley, I’ve seen more naked males than you would ever imagine including those  with  nice  boobs  like  yours.  Besides,  you  have  to  remember.  You.  Are.  Now.  A.  Girl. 

Changing in front of another female is nothing special. Is it?” 

He  couldn’t  think  straight.  He  was  excited  by  the  prospect  of  these  pretty  clothes.  But  he couldn’t,  he  shouldn’t.  As  he  hesitated,  Judith  ripped  down  his  trousers  and  underpants  at  the same time. His penis jerked into a full erection. 

“This reaction is normal, Hayley. Males love to wear pretty girly clothes,” she said moving her  head  around  his  erect  penis.  “This  might  be  easier  than  I  thought.  You’re  very  hard  at  the prospect. Good.” 

He moved his hands quickly over his erect penis. “Pass me the panties so I can have some decency.” 

She shook her head. “Not yet, Hayley. Part of your transition is to remove male thoughts and feelings. Having a hard penis isn’t female, so we need to have you regularly milked.” 

Now what was she on about? 

Judith went to a side pocket of the suitcase and took out a pair of latex medical gloves. She slipped  them  on.  She  grabbed  his  erection  and  pulled  him  closer.  He  was  too  bemused  to struggle.  It  had  been  some  time  since  a  woman  had  touched  him.  She  took  his  balls  with  one hand  and  pulled  back  his  foreskin  with  the  other.  She  rubbed  it  back  and  forth  slowly, methodically. 

“Good girl, good girl. Let it out. Come on,” she purred This was wonderful, the sensation of impending ejaculation surged around his genitals. Her words played through his brain.  Good girl, good girl. That was so exciting. What was happening to him? Judith moved to one side as the pressure mounted. He spurted his load across the table. 

Judith  dropped  his  rapidly  diminishing  penis  as  if  it  were  a  turd,  her  nose  turned  up.  She zipped  off  her  gloves  with  a  zap  and  tossed  them  in  a  bin  nearby.  She  went  to  the  case  side pocket and pulled out some wet wipes. 

“Clean up yourself and your mess and then you can get dressed properly.” 

His  elation  fell  away  like  a  rock  tumbling  from  a  mountain  top.  What  had  just  happened? 

He’d allowed this woman to masturbate him in his agent’s conference room. He took the wipes in a confused daze and cleaned himself and the table under Judith’s watchful gaze. 

“Now put the pretty skirt on, there’s a good girl.” 

Chapter 6 – Accustomed to femininity James stood in the floral mini skirt and wedge heels. His blouse was low cut and showed his new tits off as they burst out of the tight bra and the low front. Vulnerability and humiliation surged in his body. 

Judith produced an electric shaver and told him to shave his hairy legs. He didn’t complain, she was correct. With his legs on show, they needed to be smooth. All part of the cover story. 

For  the  rest  of  the  day,  he  practised  walking  and  sitting  like  a  woman.  At  the  end  of  the session, Judith insisted on returning to his apartment with him. He wanted to get a taxi, but she wouldn’t allow it. She said they had to walk on the pavement and travel on public transport to get him used to male looks and interest. For James, the twenty-minute journey seemed to last for hours. 

Once  back  at  his  apartment,  Judith  went  through  his  wardrobe  and  removed  every  item  of male  and  plain  female  clothing.  She  replaced  them  with  the  clothing  she  had  brought  in  the suitcase. He now had a full collection of pretty dresses, skirts and underwear. Two pairs of shoes, one pair of the wedges he had kept on and a pair of more formal, higher heels. She told him the high heel training would begin the next morning. 

She left with all his old clothing and instructed him he was not to play with himself. She was going to milk him again at tomorrow’s session and if she thought he wasn’t erect enough or there wasn’t much cum, she would know he had played and there would be repercussions. She didn’t want him masturbating like a man. He had to think and act like the girl he had become, she said. 

He was left to think about the enormity of what had happened that day. He sat on his sofa, the skirt lay loose across his smooth bare thighs.  All he now had to wear were skirts and dresses. 

These  were  new  sensations  and  new  feelings  for  him  to  digest  and  for  his  emotions  to understand. 

He noticed that being in a skirt changed his manner and way of sitting. He noticed his legs

were  together  and  to  one  side.  That  was  feminine.  Judith  promised  high-heel  training  for tomorrow and more training on how to talk and act like a girl. In a strange way, he was looking forward to it. He told himself it was only to get through the next year before he could have the reversal  operation.  But  was  it  true?  Was  he  lying  to  himself?  His  accidental  feminisation  had opened up something in him he had never known existed. And it was exciting. 



The  two  weeks  passed  under  Judith’s  strict  regime.  He  didn’t  argue  with  her,  although  he  did struggle  with  remembering  to  be  more  delicate  and  gentle,  especially  walking  and  sitting.  The high-heel training had been hard on his calves, but he had quickly adapted. 

His  modelling  career  took  off  as  Katrina  had  promised.  He  found  himself  on  the  cover  of several magazines as the face of a new gender. They called him the most beautiful and feminine man in the world. 

Judith remained as his advisor and on a retainer from his agent, Katrina. She was concerned about  any  male  traits  leaking  into  his  new  life  as  a  woman.  She  said  all  the  time  he  had  a working penis, there was a danger. Her first suggestion had been to tuck his balls inside him. 

She continued to milk him daily to keep his maleness at bay. She changed the milking from penis stimulation to prostate stimulation and she increased the sessions to three a day. If she was at  a  shoot,  she  would  call  him  to  a  back  room  during  a  break  to  milk  him.  He  missed  the sensation of her hands on his penis, but he did as he was told. 

It  was  a  whirl  of  success  and  stardom  for  Hayley  James.  He  became  one  of  the  country’s most famous models. Wearing a pretty dress was now second nature. Judith didn’t even bother to check his wardrobe, so obvious was his love of pretty female clothing. 

Chapter 7 — A pretty love



One  year  after  his  accidental  feminisation  operation  and  the  rise  of  his  modelling  career,  he returned  home  to  find  a  letter  on  his  doormat.  The  stamp  of  the  clinic  where  he’d  had  the operations  on  the  front.  He  tucked  it  into  his  handbag,  he’d  read  it  later.  He  had  a  date  and needed to change and get ready. His first date since he’d become Hayley. 

He didn’t have much time. The lady was also a model and they’d met at a double photoshoot last week. Jilly Cummings. They had posed together. It was a bit weird as they had posed with arms around each other, touching each other’s thighs and getting up close. He’d felt the tingles, his  first  touches  against  another  woman  in  months.  Apart  from  Judith’s  milking  sessions.  The session had paid £75k so what the hell. Besides, Jilly was stunning. 

Jilly was a dark-haired girl with boobs the same size as his and she was a good four inches taller. Her wide shoulders hinted at a past as a swimmer. Jilly invited him to have dinner at her place. He guessed she must have been one of those women who preferred feminised men. He’d heard there were many. He’d read a couple of novels by a writer called Lady Alexa and also her blog.  Judith  had  advised  he  study  the  alternative  lifestyle.  This  Lady  Alexa  author  definitely loved female men. 

James put on a pretty white dress with thin shoulder straps that was daringly short. He wore his highest heels. He had a few pairs these days. 

Judith hadn’t initially been happy when he told her he had a date with a pretty lady. She had started moaning he was in danger of ruining all her work with him. She calmed down when he said his date was Jilly Cummings for some reason. He guessed she understood the attraction of such a beautiful woman. Judith said she wasn’t going to milk him before his date in case he had an opportunity with her. She didn’t want to spoil his fun. That was a big change in attitude. 

Jilly lived a ten-minute walk from his apartment. The lecherous looks he got from the men were  now  something  he  was  used  to  and  he  ignored  them.  He  guessed  he  must  have  been

flashing a little bum and panty, so short was his dress. He arrived at Jilly’s apartment and pressed the apartment number. Jilly’s husky voice answered and the front door buzzed and unlocked. 

Jilly  was  waiting  for  him  at  her  apartment  door  as  he  left  the  lift.  He  looked  her  up  and down.  She  was  gorgeous.  She  had  the  tiniest  pleated  pink  skirt  on  and  like  him,  no  stockings. 

Her long smooth legs seemed to go on forever. Short dresses were the choice that evening. Her breasts  were  full  and  large,  her  cleavage  deep.  Jilly  showed  him  in,  pecking  his  cheek  as  he passed her. 

They went to the living room and he sat on the white sofa. Jilly gave him a glass of already poured white chilled wine. “You look so pretty, Hayley,” she said. 

His  stomach  turned  and  he  blushed.  “You  too,  Jilly.  Amazing.”  Jilly  batted  long  false eyelashes. 

After  finishing  the  wine,  Jilly  showed  James  to  the  laid  dining  table.  They  sat  and  ate  and chatted about their clothing and make-up and various photoshoots. After eating they went back to sit on the sofa, leaving the plates in a dishwasher. Jilly put on soft music. Her movements had become a little less graceful. He guessed it was the wine. 

James was feeling a little dizzy from the wine himself. He counted the glasses in his head; they’d had four, no wonder Jilly was feeling it too. He hoped he would be able to perform after all that alcohol. If things went well. 

Jilly returned to the sofa and sat close. James felt a buzz as their bare legs touched. His penis went semi-erect at the feel of Jilly’s leg on his. As they spoke their fingers lightly touched each other’s bare arms. Jilly moved in closer. Her perfume was light, fragrant and feminine. It was a long time since he had been with a woman in this way. Jilly’s cheek touched his. Her hand was on his thigh and moved up a couple of inches. 

James’s  penis  burst  into  life.  It  tented  his  light  white  dress  inside  the  tiny  panties.  Jilly’s hand slid under the hem. She rubbed softly on his thigh skin in small circles. Jilly’s thick red lips brushed the side of his lips then retreated. He was unused to a lady taking the initiative but he went with the flow. Everything these past months was new and exciting. He would never have

imagined a lady such as Jilly would go for a feminised man. He supposed there was an element of bisexuality but who cared, He loved this new fluid lifestyle. Who’d have guessed this time last year? 

James  opened  his  mouth,  willing  her  mouth  to  go  to  his  lips.  Jilly’s  lips  moved  up  to  his earlobe and she licked into his ear and then back down to his mouth. Her tongue flicked into the corner of his lips. Her hand moved up and brushed against the underside of his balls, spilling out of the panties. James gasped. He willed her to take his penis in her long slim fingers. She drew invisible  circles  around  his  balls  then  finally  up  and  onto  his  light  panties  over  his  straining erection. Ecstasy. 

Jilly’s mouth closed over his and their tongues locked, their lips suckered together. James’s hand moved to her breast as Jilly’s hand moved onto his raging erection. She pulled the front of his panties down to release his straining penis and clasped her hand around it. Jilly moved her mouth away from James’s as she rubbed his foreskin up and down slowly. 

Jilly raised his dress to expose his erect penis with her other hand. She looked at it, her hand tight around it and smiled into his eyes. She slid his panties down to his ankles, her hair flowing against the exposed tip of the erection as she leant in. She slid off the sofa and moved onto the floor and knelt between his legs, pushing them wide apart. 

He watched her head move in and her mouth move over the head of his erection. Her warm tongue lashed against his sensitive penis head. James moaned, his eyes rolled. He had played at being a woman for so long, working too hard. This is what he missed. The feeling of a woman’s mouth  on  his  manhood.  His  only  release  had  been  Judith’s  daily  prostate  milkings.  They  were hardly satisfying. A release, nothing more. 

Jilly’s head moved up and down along his erect shaft. Her teeth rubbing gently but firmly on his  taut  penis  skin.  Jilly  sucked  and  ran  her  tongue  over  his  penis  head  again  before  taking  it fully in her mouth. He was close to coming. His penis began to spasm. It was as if the cum was travelling  up  his  erection  in  slow  motion.  He  ejaculated  into  Jilly’s  mouth  and  throat.  James groaned in utter satisfaction. His spurts seemed to go on for ever. 

Jilly sucked him clean. She licked her lips and swallowed. She moved away, a satisfied grin across her face. “Now it’s my turn, princess. Suck me dry, lover.” 

Chapter 8 — That something extra



Jilly slid her panties down from under her tiny pleated skirt and sat back on the sofa. She spread her legs wide and waited, expectantly. Her skirt lay across her slim smooth thighs and ruffled up at the front. 

James moved onto the floor. Expectation etched across his lips. He knelt and moved towards Jilly’s smooth slim legs. He closed his eyes and kissed her knees then moved up to her thighs. He was  good  with  cunnilingus  and  knew  how  to  make  the  girls  want  more.  His  lips  brushed  the insides of Jilly’s thigh then he moved over to the other thigh. His lips and tongue worked up and under  Jilly’s  skirt  and  towards  her  vagina.  He  pushed  her  skirt  up,  his  eyes  closed.  His  tongue whipped  up  to  lick  the  bottom  of  her  labia.  Loose  and  warm,  large  and  bulbous.  His  eyes remained closed as his hands pushed Jilly’s skirt to her stomach. 

Jilly groaned with pleasure. “Suck me, pretty girl, suck me.” 

James  pushed  his  tongue  between  her  vagina  lips.  They  were  large  and  bulbous.  No entrance.  He  moved  his  head  up  and  his  nose  touched  against  a  hard  object.  His  eyes  sprung open. He fell back. Eyes wide. 

Jilly’s  erect  penis  was  enormous.  At  least  eight  inches.  He  had  been  sucking  and  licking Jilly’s balls, not her labia. Jilly was male too. 

He stood up, panic splashed over him like a tidal wave. 

Jilly asked, “What’s wrong. Why did you stop?” 

James couldn’t answer. His throat was closed. He needed to think, he needed time. “Er sorry Jilly, I need to pee.” Shit. Jilly’s a man. She, he, has a penis. He tried to swallow but his throat was too tight. 

He grabbed his handbag and rushed to the toilet. He locked the door. What have I done, he asked himself? He sat on the toilet. He’d just been sucked off by a man. Jilly was beautiful. But a man.  His  handbag  fell  open  and  the  contents  tumbled  onto  the  bathroom  floor.  He  spotted  the

letter laying face up, he’d forgotten about it. He ripped it open. And unfolded the piece of paper inside. 

“Hayley,  are  you  OK?”  It  was  Jilly  outside  the  door.  “Hurry  up,  I’m  hot.  I’m  waiting  for your mouth on my clitty.” 

James shuddered at the thought of Jilly’s enormous erection. He though about how close his mouth  had  been  to  Jilly’s  enormous  erection.  He  peered  at  the  letter.  It  was  from  the  clinic offering him the operation to reverse his feminisation. Next week. They promised they could put his features back together as a man and remove his breasts and his female bum. 

“Hurry  up  Hayley.  You’re  so  cute,  pretty  Hayley.  I  want  more  of  you.  I  want  your  hard clitty-cock inside me.” 

He re-read the letter, his erection as strong as ever, despite the turn of events. He’d forgotten about  the  reversal,  he’d  become  so  tied  up  in  his  new  lifestyle.  The  success,  the  glamour.  The femininity.  What  should  he  do?  His  new  lifestyle  would  end.  He’d  go  back  to  modelling  polo shirts for mail-order catalogues. Is that what he wanted? And Jilly? She was the most beautiful and sexy lady he had been with. She had something extra. Was that a deal-breaker? He though about her erection. His penis stiffened. 

He tore up the letter and placed in the toilet bowl. He flushed it. “Coming, Jilly” 

Jilly giggled behind the door. “You will be, lover, you will be.” 



 

THE END

 

I really hope you enjoyed The Accidental Girl. 

It would help me so much if you could leave me a review. 

 Lady Alexa

xxx
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