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Part 8

The salt water still stung, but not as much as the day before, which was good.  The swelling didn’t last long, helped along by the ice I had put on them.  I had to admit, having pierced nipples was cool, but seeing them on Katya was even better.  In fact, one of the things Katya did that Saturday, before heading out, was put her old piercings back, including the ring she used to have in her nose when she was younger.  I had seen the ring many times, but only once seen it in her nose, when she showed it off to me at the beginning of our relationship, for all of about ten seconds.  Now it was back for good.

Chris spent the long weekend with us.  They had their date on Saturday night, and came back at about two in the morning, as they went clubbing after the movie.  I slept in the spare room, in my sissy dress, as they had forgotten to unlock me.

The next day, they told me to forget breakfast and join them in bed.  I lay in between them as Katya pulled me in for a long deep kiss; her arm wrapped tight around me, pulling me on my side.  As she did that, I felt my panties being pulled down gently.

“Are you ready?” She whispered.

“Yes.  Please.” I whispered back, and I saw her eyes connect with Chris. 

He had already lubricated his cock, as he pushed it inside me.

“Oh…” I moaned, feeling the large head stretching my anus.

“Take it.  Come on.  Take it.” She whispered in my ear.  “I love you baby, but this is your life now.  Taking cock and cum inside you, and not putting your cock in anything, maybe not even your own hand.”

“I know.” I told her.  “I’m so happy.” I grinned at her, feeling Chris slide inside me.

Katya grinned back at me.  Her face was the perfect mix of happiness, pride and excitement.

There was something amazing about anal sex as a man.  It had the capability of removing all sense of masculinity, and turning you into a murmuring sponge.  It was so powerful, that every single thrust could send shockwaves of pleasure through the body.

As Katya held me tight, moving with me as Chris ploughed into me hard, I let out word after word, begging him not to ever stop, to not let it end, to do it harder, faster, deeper, anything to just keep this pleasure going.  If you were to take the strongest orgasm you ever had through normal penetrative sex, then you would not even be close.  It was like a constant orgasm, just without a climax.

Sunday, was about me.  Strangely, there was no serving them food, or cleaning.  We cooked together.  We watched movies together, eating popcorn, and drinking wine.  But I was the centre of it all.  When Chris and Katya fucked, I was there hold her hand.  I was on-hand to lick both clean.  When Chris fancied a blowjob, Katya and I did it together, eyes locked as each kissed and licked a side of that beautiful big dick.  When Chris wanted to fuck, I had my turn, as Katya had hers.  Yes, in the heat of the moment they humiliated me, they talked dirty, they told me all the horrible things they would do to me.  But honestly, Sunday was amazing.

Chris stayed until three on Monday.  I was less involved, as they wanted a little time to themselves.  And then Chris had an idea.

“I need to go home, you know, work tomorrow and stuff.” He explained.  “But Katya, why don’t you pack some things and stay with me tonight?”

A wide smile appeared on Katya’s face.  “Good idea baby.” She purred.  She turned to me.  “Wanna help me find things to wear?”

“Um, sure.”

We left Chris downstairs and I walked upstairs with her.  Without a word, we walked over to the closet and found the cases.  She pulled out the overnight bag, and the medium case.

“Choose one.” She said with a grin.

For a moment, I was a little confused.  What did I need to choose?  “I don’t think I understand.”

“Well,” She purred, sexily, “I can take the overnight bag, and be home tomorrow, or I can take the bigger one, and stay longer.  I’m letting you decide.”

I licked my lips.  My brain said the overnight bag, but I was tired of letting my brain do the thinking.  Instead, I grabbed the medium sized case.  She nodded approvingly.

“Go ahead and pack what you think I need in terms of lingerie.  I’ll choose my dresses accordingly.”

I picked out a selection of very sexy panties, bras, corsets, stockings and nighties, and began packing them. 

“You packed for seven days.” She laughed.  “Are you trying to get rid of me?”

“No… I…”

“It’s fine.” She smiled, and then packed dresses for the week, and sexier clothes for the following weekend.  “Are you working from home or the office this week?”

“I had planned for the office.”

“That’s good.  I expect you to serve Chris as you would serve me.” We had had the talk about how Chris treated me at work, and instead of being angry, she found the whole thing hilarious.  It was agreed after that, that Chris was my Master, just as she was my Mistress.

When we headed downstairs, Chris saw the case and laughed.  “How long do I have you?” He asked, pulling her close.

“At least a week.” She purred.

“At least…” Chris grinned.  “I hope longer.”

As they were leaving, she walked over and kissed me. “Are you going to be okay here?”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, kissing her.

“I probably won’t call or write.” She told me. “I want to submerge myself into this and see where we are.  After a week with him, then, well, I’ll know if there is a future or not.  After all, I only really know the playboy.”

“I understand.”

That evening, I cooked myself a meal and watched at movie, before deciding on an early night with my hypnosis videos. 

The next day in the office, Chris was bigging up his long weekend with the guys.  I just walked in when he was telling the others about the awesome threesome he had.  He looked in my eyes as he said, “this other slut was just so into it.  She was dressed up in this sexy lingerie, and I took her in the arse.”

I smiled.  “She sounds like a total slut.” I said.

He grinned back at me.  “Oh she’s up for anything.  Absolutely, anything.”

“My type of gal.” I laughed, walking over to the coffee machine.

I sucked him off twice that day.  Once in the bathrooms, and once under his table.  I asked how Katya was, and he gave me a short, curt, great.

Tuesday night, Theresa and Mike stopped by and told me to grab some clothes to wear for tomorrow.  I was in a short pink collared sissy dress, make-up and wig, as I was every night, as promised to Katya. 

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea.” I told them.

“Katya’s away the whole week.” Theresa said.

“I know, but it doesn’t mean I can run off to you.”

Mike stepped forward.  “Honey, let me spend the night here.” He told her.  “Just tonight.”

Theresa nodded.  “Sure, why not?  It’s not like you weren’t away the whole weekend or anything.” She laughed, and blew a raspberry at us, and walked back towards the car.  “But I get him tomorrow.”

“Deal.” Mike laughed.  “Come on you.”

After Theresa was gone, I asked Mike what he wanted to do.  “FIFA?” I asked, pointing at the Xbox.

Mike’s deep laugh rumbled through the room.  He stepped forward and pulled me to him, placing his lips on mine and kissing me for the first time ever. 

“You’re my bitch tonight.  That means you will cook me a meal, we’ll eat it together, then we will relax on the sofa for a bit, and then you will suck my cock, and then I’ll fuck you all night.”

“Yes Master.”

“Get to it.” He said, kissing me again, and then spanking my arse.

I gave him a yelp and a giggle, and set to work.

That evening, I felt more like a wife than a slave.  Whilst I was cooking, he frequently came up to me, running his hand up my dress and squeezing my buttocks, or kissing my neck.  At dinner, he frequently ran his hand up and down my leg, and then after dinner, he held me in his strong arms as we watched television.  And then, we kissed, passionately, getting ourselves worked up.  I was so horny that I didn’t think I could wait long enough to blow him.  I opened his pants and pulled out his hard cock, gave it a couple of sucks, and then climbed onto his lap, pulled my thong to one side and lowered myself on his big black cock.

“Ohhh, that’s the stuff.” I moaned, grinning at him. 

“Mmmm, kiss me baby.” He purred.  I lowered my lips onto his as I raised and lowered myself on his long cock. “Do you like my cock?”

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, kissing his face.

“I love your arse.  We should’ve done this years ago.”

“I know.”

“Fuck, you’re tight.”

“I won’t be after this.”

“Damn right.”

“Oh…” I moaned, twerking my ass up and down his thick cock faster.  “Oh fuck.”

“Ahhh, baby, so good.”

“Yeah baby.  Promise me you’ll fuck me more often.”

“Yes!  Tonight, all night.”

The next day, I yawned as I walked into the office.  I needed a coffee, and I’d already had two.  Mike had literally fucked me all night.  Sure, we slept, but only short sleeps before waking and fucking again.  It was weird, we sorted never properly slept, but we weren’t properly awake.  Looking back at it, I felt like we had fucked non-stop. At one point, I don’t even think his cock left my arse.

There was something odd about Chris that day.  When he arrived, he was in a really good mood, however, when John saw him and asked if he’d seen that leggy slut again, Chris pretty much screamed at him.

“Hey, don’t be like that, okay?” Chris told him.  “She’s not a slut!  Well, she is, but she’s my slut, okay?”

Holy shit, Chris was falling in love with her.  He never behaved like this, and I wasn’t the only one to notice it.

“Fuck dude!  You’re in love?” John cried out. 

“Shut up man.”

“I need to meet the girl who tamed Chris Heathcliff.”

“One day man, one day.” Chris said.

I followed Chris back to his office and sat down with him.  “So what happened?” I asked him.

Chris shrugged.  “I don’t know.  We went out for dinner last night, and then just walked and talked for like, hours.  We got home and continued talking, laughing, and well, we made love.  I…” He sighed.  “Tom, I’m sorry, but I really like her.  I’m not sure how serious you were about this falling in love thing, but if you are, then you’ve got your wish, at least from my side.”

My stomach felt tight.  Could this really be true?  What did it mean?

That night, I was joined by Theresa, who arrived dressed in fishnet tights, and her black latex body, along with her thigh-high spiked heels.

“Pink lingerie, pink nightie. Go now.  Then get ready.” She ordered. 

When she entered the room, she was wearing her strap-on, with her body slightly unzipped to allow access to her pussy.  She was wielding a cat of nine-tails, and I knew what this meant.

“Remember how it was?” She asked. 

“Yes Mistress.  For every sound or move, we start from the beginning.  One hundred of each whip type.”

“Well remembered.” She gushed. “But what else?”

“Oh, the butt-plug and the nipple clamps.” I told her.  “Except, I’ve had nipple piercings.”

“Yeah, don’t care.” She said, clipping the chain to each nipple. Then she eased the buttplug into my well-used arsehole.  “Ready to begin?”

“Yes Mistress.”

For the next hour, I was subjected to an extreme beating like only Theresa knew how.  With each strike of the whip, the nipple clamp chain swung, pulling on my nipples and earning a hiss.

Obviously, I moved and obviously, I screamed, so the beating began again.  When she was done with me, I was in a heavy subspace, whereby I felt like I was floating.  Each hit, or each pull of the chain, sent my body into an endorphin overload.  No high was like this. 

Whilst I was lying there, arse in the air, face on a pillow, moaning.  I felt the butt-plug slide out, and her dildo enter me.  She fucked me slowly, taking long deep thrusts.  Finally, she pulled me to my side, so she could hug and fuck me at the same time.  We fell asleep like that.

When I awoke, I found that she had removed the dildo during the night and instead had cuddled up to me, sleeping on my chest.  I smelled her hair and all of a sudden, memories of our first night together flooded back.  I realised that I had missed her terribly, and that I did not remember a single bad time together. Yes, there had been rough spots, obviously, but nothing which could be seen as bad.

“Good morning my love.” She told me, kissing me.

“Good morning Terry.”

“I missed this.” She purred.  “I missed your body, I missed waking up and feeling you in this nightie.”

“I never stopped loving you Terry.”

She placed her lips on my mouth and kissed me.  The kiss became increasingly passionate.  “I want you back baby.  I want you back.” She reached down to my cock to find the metal cage.  “Fuck!  Katya has the key?”

“Yes.”

“FUCK!”

“Then fuck me with the dildo.”

“Yes!”

I was late into the office that day, but so was Chris.  When he arrived, he looked tired.  I deliberately went to see him and asked if everything was okay.

“Yeah, yeah, definitely.” He told me.  “Just, we didn’t sleep much, you know?”

“Right.”

“Listen, erm.” He seemed nervous.  “Katya will likely come home on Friday night.”

“Oh?  Is something wrong?” I asked.

“No, no.  Just, she thinks she should talk to you personally.  She’ll be home Friday.”

“Okay.  Should I write to her?” I asked.  “Or call her?”

“Oh, no, good god, no.  She was pretty clear on that.  Anyway, I’ll drive her home on Friday.”

I was nervous as hell for the rest of the day, trying to figure out what it could be.  I called Theresa and discussed it with me, but she convinced me that the only person who really knew what was coming, was Katya.

Thursday night was alone time for me, so I spent it looking at hypnosis.  Friday, I decided to work from home and prepare things.  At four, they both arrived home.  Katya immediately ran into my arms and hugged me. 

“How are you? What did you get up to?” She asked.

I told her about Theresa and Mike’s visits, which she thought was lovely of them.  “Chris said you wanted to talk about something.” I said, wanting to get to the point.

She immediately looked nervous, and my stomach clenched.  “Yes, sit down please.”

I was going to sit next to her on the sofa, but she directed me to the armchair so she could hold hands with Chris.

“Erm, well, so,” She coughed to clear her throat.  “So, Chris and I have been talking, and we think it would be a good idea if I spend my weekends here with you, and weekdays with Chris in London.  Well, I say here with you, Chris would be here sometimes too.”

“So, erm, you’ll be with Chris in our bedroom?” I asked.

“Um, yes, that would be mine and Chris’ bedroom, and yours would be the one next door.  So, um, I’m going to need you to move your things there.”

Chris leaned forward.  “You see, we’re in love.  You have what you wanted.”

“I’m sorry Tom, but I love him.  Something just clicked, the other night, and well, he’s the perfect package.  I love him so much, it hurts.”

My cock swelled in the cage as I listened.  “Okay, yes, thank you.” I said.  “What about us?”

“You are mine Tom, I love you, and I’m not going to abandon you.  We both went into this with open eyes.  But, we now need to organise priorities.  For this weekend, I’ve booked you into the tattoo parlour.  You’ll get several tattoos, as you should’ve done in the past.  Then we need to discuss an idea I’ve had.”

“Which is?”

“I want you to go on hormones, but as we know, in this country it is not so easy.  As you know, we have vacation time to use, and so does Chris.  We are thinking that we go and do three weeks in Thailand.  There, we see are friendly doctor and get the hormones you need.  We can also get some work done, hair removal, at least the main part, and, maybe, if necessary, some plastic surgery.”

“What sort of plastic surgery?” I asked, getting increasingly excited by this news, but also drastically scared.

“I don’t know.  Soften your face, jawline, make you more feminine.  Breast augmentation?”

I frowned, wondering how I would hide that at work.  “And if I say no?”

“No, sorry, you don’t understand.  I’m not asking you.  You’re my slave, you agreed to that, didn’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

“I’m telling you how it is Tom.  Your normal life is over, you have to count with that now, don’t you?”

I gulp and nodded.

“Look mate,” Chris began.  “You’re not going to lose us.  We’ll keep you as our own.  You just, erm, won’t have Katya anymore.  She’ll be mine.”

“Well, she’ll be with you.” I pointed out.

“No, you don’t understand.” He said.  “Katya darling, show him.”

She looked at the floor and then nodded quickly.  She raised her skirt to show her left buttock.  Katya and Chris 4ever was tattooed in a heart.  She dropped the skirt.  “Honey, it’s over between you and I, as husband and wife.” She told me.  I began to cry, so she pulled me to her.  “Baby, I’m not divorcing you, not yet.  A tattoo can be removed.  What I’m saying is, I’m going to invest my emotions into the relationship with Chris, who I love.  If this relationship works out, in the way we expect, then I would divorce you and marry him.  But, that doesn’t mean we would leave you.  You would stay with us and serve us.  Sexually, physically, emotionally.  I swear to you, on heaven and Earth, that I will never, ever abandon you.”

“But my fetish, you said you would…”

“I know what your fetish is.  If everything works out, then this is how it will go down.  You will convert, transform into a shemale.  Work will be simple.  The whole diversity thing?  You’ll come out there, as transgender, and gay.  You will work, and then you’ll come home and serve us.  That maybe cooking and cleaning, or it maybe as a fucktoy for Chris, especially if I am pregnant.  It also maybe as a gay whore, but there are, erm, complexities.  Legalities, so to speak, and we would need to work that out.”

Chris spoke out.  “We are speaking a longer plan here.  It won’t be over night.”

“But we begin immediately.  It will not be a matter of months?”

“Correct.” Katya told me.  “My sister Ingrid is coming over next week.  She knows everything and will stay here whilst I’m at Chris’.” Ingrid hated me.  She thought I was completely wrong for wild-child Katya.  “She has said she wants to be in charge of your training.”

“I understand.” I sighed.

“Listen,” Katya told me.  “I am desperately excited by this.  I know I’m horrible, but this fantasy of yours is amazing, and, well, I’m so turned on.  I don’t hate you and no, I haven’t fallen out of love with you.  I know in your story you wrote you wanted to hear that, and I know Theresa said that, even though I know it isn’t true.”

“I also know,” Chris said, “that Theresa and Mike have been suffering since you left them.  I know what this relationship is founded on, and you are the glue that allows that to stick together.  You know me, and I’m going to be throwing everything at this relationship.  The last time I fell in love, she cut me like a knife.  I vowed never to fall in love again, but here we are.  But you need to be involved.”

I nodded.  Again, I had tears in my eyes, but this time from happiness.  “Yes, of course, yes.  Thank you, thank you so much.”

Chris and Katya held their hands tighter, and then embraced.  The held each other’s cheek as they stared into each other’s eyes, before kissing.  “I love you Katya.”

“I’ve never felt love like this, Chris.” That hurt, but for me, it was a good hurt.  She turned to me.  “Please, Tom, go clear out your thinks and move it to the spare room.  That’s now your room.  I’m also going to need you to get rid of all your male underwear now.  Understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

I started to get up, but Chris coughed.  “Oh, sorry, there’s one more thing.”

“Yes?” I asked.

“So, Chris told me what the guys are like at work, about me.”

“Yes, they’re, erm, well, you remember.”

“I do, and well, I don’t like it.  I don’t like that Chris needs to cover for me like that.”

This was going to be very difficult.  I knew what was coming.  “What are you suggesting?”

“You don’t need to engage, but on Monday, Chris is going to admit that he is seeing me.  He is not going to say you know.  If you want to say it, you can, but he is leaving that up to you, but I want people to know now.  He was also tell people that you and I don’t sleep together anymore.”

I went pale.  “But, why?  Can’t we…”

“Again, sorry, but you don’t seem to understand.  There is no discussion here, understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I hope you will not begin being a problem.  Do you or do you not admit that all of this was your fantasy?”

“Yes, but…”

“And did I or did I not tell you it is my fantasy too?”

“Yes.”

“And if it was my fantasy, but not yours, would it not be fair that I can still continue my fantasy?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s have no further discussion.  Go do what I told you to do.”

That night, I knelt by the bed, dressed in a very puffy pink satin baby-doll, wig and make-up, watching Chris fuck his girlfriend, my wife.  Every so often, they would tell each other how much they loved each other, and I could tell, this was not a game, they were madly in love.  After Chris came in her, I was first invited to clean Chris’ dick, and then lick and suck the cum out of her pussy.

“Slave, it’s time for you to go to bed.” Katya said, nuzzling up to Chris. “Make sure you listen to your hypnosis.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“The good news is, tomorrow Chris will fuck you.”

“Thank you Master.”

I started to stand.  “Baby, crawl out of here.  You don’t walk in here.  And also, slave.  Tomorrow morning, you will drink our morning piss.  It will be a weekend thing.  Trust me, you’ll need to get used to it.  Ingrid will want to do it to you.”

“Erm, yes Mistress.” Ingrid was gorgeous.  I would gladly drink the white wine from the furry cup from her, but she was also a self-absorbed evil narcissist, who I didn’t trust to keep me safe.

The next day, I crawled into their room once they were awake and watched them make love.  Their movements were in sync, soft, raw, their emotions completely out there.  Every time they made eye contact, they both smiled, that look that said, “Oh my god, I can’t believe I have you.” I remembered that look. Katya gave me that look at the beginning of our relationship. I remember seeing that look between Theresa and Jake, whenever I spied on them.  Theresa didn’t have it with Mike.  That was a relationship of convenience, but not with Jake; that was true love.  Chris was Katya’s Jake.  That was what made this hurt more for me.

“Clean us.” Chris ordered.

“Yes Master.”

I cleaned them both, and then was led on all fours to the bathroom.  Chris aimed his cock at my mouth, which was wide open waiting, and he let rip, urinating into me.  It was vile and acrid.  Morning piss was the worst, but I didn’t dare say no.  This was my true place.

My noon trip to the tattoo parlour was different to when I went for the piercings.  This time, I was sent in my sissy dress, wig and make-up.

“I don’t see a reason for you to dress in men’s clothes for any other reason than work.” Chris explained.  “When we travel to Thailand, you will travel en-femme.  Maybe not as extravagant as this.  We’ll buy you new clothes to travel in.”

“It’s what I want Tom.” Katerina said.  “I don’t like seeing you in male clothes.  I like you in sissy clothes.”

The tattoo artist didn’t care.  She’d seen it all.  I had several tattoos once I left.  I love Master Chris and Mistress Katerina on my left buttock.  Gay sissy slut on the right.  Cumdump on my lower back, Pussy above my cock, Property on my left bicep, and Owned on my right.  She also pierced my belly button, but that was my own request, for myself. 

When I arrived home, I saw my dad’s car parked outside, and I felt sick all over again.  There I was, dressed in a dark hot pink sissy dress, covered with lots of pink lace, and again, I would need to see my dad.

I took a deep breath and walked inside the house.  Chris gave me a look and a soft smile, and then gently pulled Katya’s arm.  “We’ll give you some space.”

My dad, who had a cup of tea in his hand, turn and nodded at them, thanking them for their hospitality.

“We need to talk.” He told me.

“Okay.” I said, sitting opposite him.

“When I was young, twenty or so, before I met your mother, I dated a girl called Ashley.  She was a lovely girl, and well, there was a reason I wanted her.  She was dominant.  We had a great relationship, whereby we did very similar things that you are doing.  And well, I led her into the arms of my best friend, Will.”

“Wait…” I said.  “Uncle Will and Aunt Ashley?”

He nodded.  “The very same.”

“But you still speak to them.”

“Occasionally.  They agreed to keep it all secret from your mother.”

“I don’t understand.  What happened with them?”

“My friends found out about what was going on and I ran away.  They tormented me.  They abandoned me in droves, and well, I felt awful.  I thought there was something wrong with me.  I forced myself not to be that person.”

I nodded.  “My friends didn’t abandon me.”

“No?” He asked.

“No.  Not one.  Everyone was supportive.”

“A different time perhaps.” He agreed.

“Actually, the only person who did abandon me, was you.”

“I couldn’t bear to think that I made you into this.”

“If you had the chance to start again with Ashley, but in today’s world, would you behave the same way?”

He shook his head.  “I’m not even sure I’d behave the same way if I had to do it again back then, but, society Tom, society doesn’t allow people like us.  We simply can’t.  You’ll lose your job.”

“No, I won’t.”

“Why?”

“Because HR wouldn’t allow it.  Diversity dad.  You preach about Brexit and the country moving too far left, but you are a hypocrite.  You preach your right-wing bullshit because you are too afraid to admit you would rather be in a dress, sucking cock in front of your wife.”

“Now hold on!”

“No, you hold on dad!  All my childhood, I had to live with your extremist bullshit, just because you wanted to suppress your own urges?  Because you hated yourself so much?  Sorry, but you don’t get to preach to me.  Have you ever been happy dad?  Have you ever been happy with mum?”

“Yes, of course!”

“No dad, you have tolerated everything because you couldn’t have the life you wanted, and now you expect me to be unhappy too.”

“That’s our lot son!”

“No, it’s not!  Listen, this is what is going to happen.  Katya and Chris are going to begin living together.  I am going to be put on hormones and I’m going to have breast implants.  This is how I dress now.  The question is, can you live with that?  Can you live with not having a son, or a daughter, but a sissy, somewhere in between?  A submissive who will be crawling in front of their wife on a leash?  Can you handle that?”

“Yes.” He mumbled.

“Pardon?”

“Yes!  Yes, and,” He sighed. “You need to be you, and I’m so jealous.  Be happy son.”

He stood to leave and I joined him, walking him to the door.  He pulled me in for a hug and I could tell he was feeling the smooth satin of the dress.  I could tell he wanted one of his own.

“Dad?” I said.  “Tell mum.  Tell mum everything.”

“And what if she leaves me?”

“She won’t dad.  Maybe you won’t get everything you want, but you’ll get some of it, and you’ll also find relief.  Talk to her.  That’s what is important.”

“I will.”

The moment the door closed, Katya and Chris descended the stairs, looking concerned.  I immediately explained everything.  Katya was gobsmacked.  As I, she had not expected my tough, angry dad, to be a submissive sissy. 

“Something tells me there are a lot of right-wing loudmouths who are just using it as a cover to suppress their real desires.” Chris noted.

“True.” I nodded.

“So what next?” Katya asked.

“Between me and dad?  Or generally?”

“Well, generally.”

“Generally, I need to prepare for Ingrid’s arrival, I need to prepare for the fact that I don’t have a wife anymore, and I need to prepare for the fact that I’ll be going on hormones, and really, I think we need to seriously talk about the surgery.”

“Seriously, as in, you want to do it?” Chris asked.

“Yes.  I want to get breast implants.”

“You know, you don’t need hormone therapy if you want breasts.” Katya noted. “On top of that, you need to wait at least a year, and you already have a feminine shape.”

I decided to go online and check it.  For sure, in Thailand, I could have a ton of work done, but the rules were getting stricter.  I eventually found a recommendation from another transgender woman to go to Turkey.  There, she had breast augmentation and facial work.  I found the name of the clinic she recommended, and noted it was close to a resort.

“We could spend time at the resort whilst you get the work done.” Katya stated.  “Give them a call.”

“I think I’ll drop them an email.”

“Whatever works.”

I couldn’t believe I was going to make this step.  This was huge.

Sunday night, I kissed goodbye to my wife as she went to stay with Chris in his house in London.  She packed a larger suitcase and took all of her work clothes.  “It makes no sense to have it here, if I’m going to be living with Chris in London during the week.” She explained.

On Monday, in the office, Chris began secretly telling people that the woman he was sleeping with was my wife, Katerina.  The whispers spread like wildfire as did the looks, some of sadness and others almost laughter.  Eventually, I walked into the kitchen to see John, Simon, and Frank laughing, and they suddenly went quiet, talking in hushed whispers.  I had a choice to make.

“I know guys.” I said.

“Huh?”

“Guys, I know all about Chris and Katya.” I told them with a smile. “It was me who got them together.”

“Oh…” They said, looking confused.

“Yeah, well, given that I’m transitioning, and coming out, Katya and I are like, really good friends.”

“Holy shit.” John gasped.

“Yep.”

And with that, I grabbed my coffee and headed back to my desk. Of course, at around noon, I was called in to HR.

“Hey, so we’re hearing a rumour…” Trish Donovan noted.

“That I’m separated from my wife and that I’m going to transition to a woman?”

“Yes.”

“Sort of true.  I have a special relationship with my wife, and we have agreed that it’s going to be best if I transition.  I will be having work done during my time off.  I’m waiting to hear back from the clinic.”

She nodded.  “Of course, we are fully supportive of you and will do everything we can to help this transition.” She paused.  “Um, actually, we’d like to discuss the possibility of helping out with some of the costs.”

I became confused, and it must have shown.

She continued.  “You see, our company needs to demonstrate more diversity.  Adestria has some budget put aside to help move that along.  We are willing to fund your surgery, and in return, we’d like you to appear on some marketing stuff.”

An image of me standing on an Adestria poster dressed in a sissy dress appeared in my head.

“Thank you Trish.”

“No, thank you Tom.  Oh, what will your new name be?”

“Oh, ah,” I hadn’t given that much thought, so I needed to think fast.  I’m not sure why, but I remembered an episode of Two and Half Men I had watched the night before, and I suddenly said, “Candy.”

Trish looked at me blankly, wondering if I was being serious or not, and then she composed herself and smiled sweetly.  “O-kay.  Good, Candy.  Thank you.  And when do you plan to start dressing to the office?  The sooner the better, to get everyone prepared for your change.”

“Yes, I suppose that’s important, isn’t it?  Well, I guess, I can start tomorrow.” 

“The sooner the better!”

“Great.”

After the meeting, I almost ran into Chris’ office.  “I need Katya’s help.”

“You can’t see or speak to Katya during the week.  You know that.”

“I need to begin dressing for work, and I need help shopping.”

“I will call and ask her.”

I stood waiting, but he didn’t pick up his phone.  He looked up at me.

“Later.” He said and waved me off.

I sighed and walked out.  Ten minutes later, he walked into my office.

“She says that she will take you shopping today, after work, at five.” He said.  “As an exception.  But I’m not happy about you spending time alone with my girlfriend.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’ll be happier once you are divorced.  Luckily, she’s feeling generous because this weekend I’m taking her to meet my parents, so given you won’t see her Saturday, she thinks it is only fair.  By the way, I’m actually trying to convince Katya to get you on hormones, instead of the breast surgery.  That way you will not only lose the erections, but it will also sterilise you.  No chance of kids coming out of that.” He said, pointing at me.  And with that, he left the office.

I watched him leave and felt my stomach drop.  Was I doing the right thing?  The more I thought about hormones, the more I realised I didn’t need or want them.  Just as I was thinking that, my email pinged.  It was the plastic surgeon in Turkey.  They wrote they were more than happy to perform the surgery, and that they had a consultant in London who could discuss the details and do the prep-work prior to travel.  I was given a number to call.  I decided, I would be proactive and get ahead of it, before Chris could convince Katya.  I was taking back control, albeit only some of it.

End of part 8.
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