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Part 9

Ingrid was due to arrive at noon on Sunday, and my Saturday night was empty.  I had two options; spend my evening with Theresa and Mike, but given their kid was home, it would be very subdued, or a very unexpected invitation to dinner at my parents.  For some reason, now I had more conservative female clothing for the office, I decided on the latter option.  For some reason, I was quite looking forward to going out dressed nicely, as a woman.

That was to say, other than to the office.  I had been dressing up the past few days to the office, thanks to a rather contemptuous shopping trip with my wife.  She had made it clear that she was not happy to be disturbed from her valuable time with her lover.  However, after the first couple of stores, she relaxed somewhat, especially after also spending some money on her.  Then by the end, she admitted that she enjoyed our girlie shopping trip, admitting she was looking forward to having me as a girlfriend, rather than a husband,

I had purchased several skirt suits, blouses, and dresses, all young, stylish, and suitable to the office in which I worked.  I also purchased some additional dresses for my trip to Turkey, or whenever I might want to go out clubbing and such.  On top of that was of course, lingerie, shoes, jackets and boots, make-up, creams of all different type which Katya told me I would need to use daily, and expensive real-hair wigs, which looked much better than the cheap ones I owned.

The only purchase I didn’t make were bras.  I was on my own for those, as I needed to go home, get changed quickly, put my breasts on, and head to the local shopping centre to get myself bras. 

Wearing a hot pink A-line minidress, and matching pink stiletto heeled tie up sandals, I ended up walking into a Boux Avenue, where a young girl named Carmen was more than willing to help.

“Don’t worry at all,” the young black girl smiled warmly.  “We get a lot of transgendered women in here.  It’s a safe space.  Let’s get you measured.”

She used a tape measure around my boobs and then under them, and then made a note on some paper.

“You’re at 26GG, and that’s because your prosthetics are really the wrong size for your frame.  My advice, go down to a D maximum DD, and you’ll still get the desired effect, if the larger size is what you’re going for.” She explained.

I nodded.  “Yeah, when I have the surgery, I will take that into consideration.  Unfortunately, I’m not going to be able to get replacement prosthetics by tomorrow, and, well, I go to work for the first time, erm, en-femme, so to speak.”

She frowned and seemed to think, and then smiled.  “I have an idea.  Just a second.” She walked to the back of the store by the checkouts and looked for something.  Finding it, she came back.  “These are silicone lifts.  Basically, they are designed to stick to smaller boobs and make them look bigger.  These are the biggest we have, but should get you to a larger B-cup.  What I’m thinking is, some 26B bras for business, and some 26GG for fun.” She nudged me and grinned when she said fun.

She took the B-cup forms and cut off the piece in the middle which held both cups together.  We then spent the next twenty minutes trying on all sorts of bras, of different colours.  None were what I would call plain. 

As she rung me up at the till, she asked me, “So, married or gay or what?”

“Erm, married, bisexual, and well, wife is with her boyfriend.” I laughed.

“Oh, we’ve had a couple of those before.” She chuckled, looking at her colleague, another pretty young girl.  “What was it the last one called herself?”

“Erm…” She tried to think.

“Sissy?” I mused.

“No, I know that term, but not that.”

“Cuckold.”

She clicked her fingers.  “Yep, cuckold.  That’s a big thing then is it?  Letting your partner sleep around?”

“I guess.  I know I like it.”

“I don’t get that.  I’d fucking kill my boyfriend if he slept around.”

“Yeah, but I don’t get to sleep around.  Only my wife.”

Both girls raised their eyebrows.  “Oh, well, when you put it that way…” They both giggled.

She packed up the bras and the forms and handed them to me.  “Come back anytime.” She told me.  Then as I was leaving, she said, “Quick question.”

“Yeah?”

“Handbags?  I assume you have handbags and a woman’s purse.” She pointed at my very male wallet.

“Bollocks.” I said.

“The mall is open for another half-hour.  Run.” She grinned.

My first day at work as a woman was a revelation.  Wearing a burgundy halter neck mid-thigh length dress from Cos, and tan stockings, along with a long straight blonde wig which cascaded nicely over my left shoulder and down my back.  On me feet, I wore black mesh ankle high boots from Selfridges.  I felt awesome.  For some reason, I felt strong, powerful.  I walked into that office with my red Burberry mac, and my burgundy Michael Kors medium quilted leather handbag and all eyes were on me.  Even Chris’ mouth dropped when he saw me.  He lifted his camera, and took pictures, sending them to Katya.  She even wrote to me.

Katya: Amazing!!! Fierce! Powerful!  OMG! 

Every day that week, I made an effort to look amazing.  People complimented me wherever I went, and I genuinely felt great.  The only issue was with the tattoos on my arms, which people seemed confused by.  “Why owned?” They asked.

So, Saturday, I threw on my 26BB boobs, and called Theresa, the one person who hadn’t seen the new me.  “Babe, shopping trip?” I asked.

“Huh?  Like, food shopping or what?” She replied.

“No, girlie day.  Let’s go get our nails done, and buy some new clothes.”

Her squeal made my ears ring.  “Yes, yes, yes!  Mike, you’re watching Mark.  I’m having a girlie day!”

“At yours in thirty.”

I quickly put on a short cream coloured satin tie-back criss-cross dress from HouseOfChic and realised I needed bigger boobs and no bra.  I switched to my large breast prosthetics and immediately, I looked amazing.

With my new blonde wig, and my beige knee-high tie-up high-heeled sandals, I felt amazing.  I even treated myself on Friday afternoon to a new handbag which matched my dress.  When Theresa saw it, she freaked.

“For fuck’s sake Tom, you can’t have a Chanel handbag.  Sissies don’t have Chanel handbags.  And fucking dresses like that.  And fuck me, are those Jimmy Choo?”

“Ah, no.  They’re copies.” I told her.

“They aren’t are they?”

“No.”

She sighed.  “So you invite me out shopping, and blow your shopping budget in advance?”

I tilted my head and looked at her curiously.  “Erm, how much money do you think I earn?”

“I dunno.  When we were together you were on fifty K a year.”

“When we were together, I was a junior sales guy.  Now I’m Director of Retail Sales, West.”

“So Chris reports to you?”

“No, he’s hardware sales.  I’m software.”

“Whatever.” She rolled her eyes.  “So how much do you earn now?”

“Including commission?”

“Yes.”

“Last year, just over two hundred and twenty thousand,”

“Fuck me Tom!  You earn more than Mike.” She laughed.  “Don’t tell him that!  His cock will shrink, and that’s the only thing he has going for him.  Are we going?”

“Yep.  By the way, it’s Candy now.”

With a snort, she stifled a laugh. “It’s not is it?”

“It is.”

“Jesus.  Well, good choice.”

I threw on a beige Calvin Klein coat, and grabbed my handbag.  “Let’s take my car.” I told her.

“What’s wrong with my car?” She asked.

“It’s a yellow Aygo.  Mine’s a Jag.”

“Yeah, fair point.”

Of course, Theresa wanted to hear everything that was going on.  She asked a lot of questions and listened intently, and then she offered her advice.

“My advice, don’t let her put you on hormones.  It was one of the many reasons why I didn’t do it to you, you know, the whole not being able to get me pregnant thing?”

“I thought it was just too difficult?”

“We’d have found a way, if we wanted to.  But no, I wanted kids with you one day, and well, it didn’t seem right to take that away from you.

“The other thing I’d recommend, is talk to Katya about the living situation.  If she cuts you out in this way, she’s going to lose you.”

“She said she will want me to live with them as their slave.  Why would she say that and abandon me?”

“Um, I’m talking about you.  You will leave her.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because she’ll be less relevant.  She will have her life and you’ll find your own.  I get the feeling this week was a wake-up call for you, right?  I mean, look at you!  I’ve never seen you looking this confident.  And you know what?  I love it so much.  You just give off this glow of confidence.  Wow.”

“You’re right.  I felt so much more powerful at work.  And weirdly, my boss noticed it.  I get the feeling that I’m being watched more now, just in case my productivity suffers.  Anyway, my boss called me last night and said he thought I was amazing, that he spoke my team, and they said I was way more responsive and on top of the ball.  And I feel it.”

“Amazing.”

We spent the day laughing and joking, drinking coffees, a cocktail with lunch, getting our nails done, and new earrings for me.  By the time we made it back to the car, our boot was filled with bags.  Of course, I treated her to a Gucci handbag, and I bought myself two dresses from Dior. 

But the highlight of my day, was when a man with silver hair approached me and gave me a card.  “Call me darling.  I could use you on a shoot.” He told me with his French accent.  I looked at the card and it said he worked for Storm Model Management.

“Oh my god!” Gasped Theresa, staring at the card.  “They represent some huge names.  You need to give this some serious thought when you go for your operation.  I mean, your boobs.”

“I know, right?”

“You are such a bitch.” She laughed. 

That afternoon, I dropped Theresa home and stopped in for a coffee and to say hello to Mike.  To say that Mike was blown away with how I looked was a lot less than accurate.  Mike couldn’t believe how amazing I looked.

“I need to fuck that.” He told Theresa.

“Take her to the bedroom then.  I’ll look after Mark.”

Mike didn’t fuck me.  He made love to me.  We kissed, passionately, and he then had me ride his cock, slowly.  His huge hands ran up and down my body, as he stared at me.

“You’re beautiful, so beautiful.” He whispered.

I went home with an anus full with cum, and feeling pretty good about myself.  I had turned down an invitation to dinner with them, instead choosing to accept an earlier invitation from my parents.

When I pulled up at my parent’s house, I was wearing a long dark green silk dress from Kate Spade.  It fell gently from around my neck, but didn’t reveal cleavage, but did leave my arms exposed.  I wore a very thin white gold necklace and a white and green bracelet from Hermes.  My shoes were a light gold shade or pumps, with a three-inch spiked heel. The dress itself split at the side to reveal a little of the beige lace of my self-holding stockings.  My hair was the same blonde wig, but I had lightly curled it to give some waves to it; and that lightly covered my long dangly white-gold earrings.  Of course, for my parent’s house, I wore the smaller boobs.

When mum opened the door, she gasped, putting her hands in front of her mouth.  Tears came to her eyes.  “You’re so beautiful.” Mum told me.  “Oh my gosh, you’re beautiful.  Come give your old mum a hug.”

I gave her a huge hug, and then walked inside.  I took off my shoes and placed them neatly next to some black flats, which I knew were not mum’s. 

“Who else is here?” I asked, expecting an intervention.

“Jane is.”

“Is there a reason for this dinner mum?”

“Yes.  But nothing you should worry about.”

I walked inside the living room and saw my sister sitting there.  She’d put on weight.  Whereas I was born tall, she was only 158cm tall and was plump.  However, when she saw me, she stood and ran to me. 

“I thought you were weird.” She said.  “I didn’t know you would look like this.  I didn’t know you were so beautiful.”

“Thank you Jane.  How’s Derek?”

“Um, we’re separated.”

“Oh dear.” I said without emotion.

She grinned briefly.  “Don’t cry too much for me then.  Any idea what this is about?”

I looked at the ceiling.  Somehow, I had a feeling that tonight we would witness something very special.  Someone finally letting themselves free.

“Right,” Mum began, “Tom, you know something about this, because you and your father had a conversation about it.  I spent years not realising that your father was deliberately making himself unhappy, just so that I wouldn’t walk out on him.”

“Oh god…” Jane mumbled.  “Are you two getting a divorce?”

“No, no.  Nothing like that.  It’s just that, your dad and I had a long talk and well, it seems the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree,” she said, smiling at me.  “Tom and your dad are more similar than we thought.  So I have decided to help him explore things.”

“Oh god.” Jane said, louder this time.  “Are we about to see dad in one of those dresses that Tom used to wear?”

“A sissy dress.” I told her.

“Jack?” She called out, “Come here!  Now!”

“O-oh, mum’s become a dominatrix.” Jane said to me.

“Yep.” Mum replied.

Dad walked in, wearing a very long pink satin maid’s dress, complete with full length pinafore and a very large petticoat.  The white pinafore was tied at the back by huge ribbons.  He was wearing a very curly cheap looking blonde wig, and very thick make-up, and clearly had white stockings on.

“I took a leaf out of your book and added padlocks to the neck and the wrists.” Mum explained.

“Wait.” I began. “You mean you made this?”

“Yes, lovely isn’t it.  I’m making him a few more, some shorter, and in different colours.  But I wanted to do this coming out dinner because you will be seeing him like this permanently now.”

Jane sighed.  “Jesus H. Christ.  This fucking family.”

“No Jane.” Mum said with a stern tone.  “Enough of this.  I’m tired of all this judgment.  You need start accepting who your father and brother want to be.  Your father has kept this a secret for thirty years.  Can you imagine, suppressing your urges for that long?  And well, had had he come to me earlier, I would have said yes.  Anyway…” She clicked her fingers.  “Serve dinner.”

“Yes Mistress.” Dad spoke for the first time. 

“Is, erm, dad going to talk today then?” Jane asked.

“He just did.” Mum quipped.

“No, I mean, to us.”

“No.  He’s here to serve us dinner.  Nothing else.”

We spent the evening chatting about our lives.  I let them know that I would be having surgery, and of course that led to questions if I would be having sexual reassignment surgery, in fact, that question had come up a lot. 

“No.  I want to keep, erm, that part of my body.” I said.

“Jesus.” Jane laughed.  “Talk about having your cake and eating it.  So you’ll be a ladyboy.”

Rolling my eyes, I said, “Yes sis, I’ll be a ladyboy.”

Overall, the night became less bizarre as it went on, and mum eventually let dad off and he sat down with us and chatted.  He admitted he was the happiest he ever was, and he was having a lot of fun. 

“Of course, we won’t be letting our friends know.” He said.  “They’re old-fashioned.  It’s not worth it.”

I arrived home to find Chris and Katya just pulling up too.  As I stepped out of the car, I received a woot from Katya, and a wowzer from Chris.  I returned the compliments with a smile.

“How was it?” I asked them.

“Lovely.” Katya said.  “Chris’ parents are lovely.  Their house is huge!”

“How did they feel about you being married?”

“Oh they’re just happy that Chris is finally open to settling down.” She laughed.  “And given that I told them that I’m separated, they were okay with it.”

“Well,” I said, “stretching the truth a little.”

Katya tilted her head to one side. “Um, well, not really.  I’m with Chris now Tom.  We’re going to get divorced.”

“So, that’s certain then?  I thought there was still a chance…”

“No Tom.  I love Chris.  I want to be with him.  I said, I want to keep you as my slave, not as my husband.  I will be divorcing you, in time.  For heaven’s sake Tom, I just met Chris’ parents.  Why would I do that if I wasn’t serious?”

“But…”

“No buts.  The plan was always to divorce you.  It was what you wanted.  You wanted to be humiliated, not married.  I told you I would do it, and I told you I would do it properly.”

I began to get angry.  I felt manipulated.  “Why wait?  Why not just divorce me already?  If it doesn’t work out with Chris, you could find anyone you want.”

“That’s true.” She smiled.  “Fine, then I’ll file the papers next week.  But you leave everything to me.”

“No.”

“You wanted this Tom.”

“No.  I said I wanted to play things out.”

“No you didn’t.  You wanted this.  And you’ve played your hand.  I’ve been exposed at work, I’ve been exposed to my parents.  I’ve already begun to tell my friends, and they’re fine.  They knew.”

She grinned and stepped forward.  “That wasn’t my hand baby, and it never was.  You don’t seem to get it do you?” She turned to Chris.  “Babe, go run me a bath and wait for me up there, I need to explain something to our slave.”

“Of course.” He replied.

She waited until he went upstairs and then pounced on me, lips mashing against mine.  “Are you stupid Candy?” She asked me in hushed tones.

“I don’t understand.”

“Baby, I love you more than life itself.  More than I’ll ever love Chris.  I am playing our fantasy, but think a little.  My hand is you.  I do not want to end up like Theresa and Mike.  What they did wrong was to let you go.  Move elsewhere, expecting you to work the streets and then come running back.  But you didn’t.  I expect you to be by my side, serving me. I expect to watch Chris fuck you.  I expect to fuck you.  But, if you tell me right now that you won’t be there, that you don’t want to do this, then we stop right now.  I will go up there and tell Chris to go home.”

“If I want to stay your husband?”

“Do you really think Chris will stay?”

I shrugged.

“You need to decide what you want.  You have time baby, but remember, I’m doing this for us, but I don’t want to lose you.”

On Sunday, I was told to wear a pink front-tie long-sleeve crop-top over my huge boobs, and with that a white PVC mini-skirt and white stockings with the lace clearly visible under the skirt, and then I was sent to Stansted to pick up Ingrid.  I was the subject of a lot of stares, which only grew when Katya’s little sister arrived.

Ingrid was two years younger than Katya, and lived in Switzerland with her sixty-year-old husband.  She was as tall as Katya and had long straight platinum blonde hair, and huge light blue eyes.  Like Katya, she had her boobs enhanced, and loved showing off her legs.

So, there she was in front of me, in little yellow hotpants, and a thin white lace cami-top, clearly without a bra underneath because her nipples were clearly visible.

“Oh my god!  You look amazing.” She told me.

“Hello Ingrid, nice to see you.”

“Tommy, when Katya told me you were her sissy slave, I just couldn’t picture it, but wow!  Oh my god.  You are so lucky though!  I brought all my equipment.” Ingrid was a cosmetician.  She did IPL hair removal too, so I assumed she meant that.

“Oh cool, so you can help get rid of my stubble.” I told her as we walked to the car park.

“Not only!  I’ll be doing your permanent make-up.”

“Oh crap.” I mumbled.

“How’s Klaus.” I asked her, changing the subject.

“He died.”

“Wait, what?”

“Heart attack.  Whilst we were fucking.”

“What?”

“Yeah, terrible.  Left me everything.”

“When was this?”

“Um, two weeks ago.”

“For fuck’s sake.” I mumbled, shaking my head.

We didn’t get much chance to have a conversation on the drive home, because Ingrid was too busy talking about her holidays, travelling on private jets, her Instagram followers, her amazing life, and nothing about her recently dead husband. 

When I arrived home, I watched as the sisters screamed and hugged.  I stood next to Chris and said, “If you were thinking that Ingrid was here to torture using whips and something, then you’d be mistaken.  That drive from the airport was worse than one million whips of the crop.”

Chris mused that and then said, “I think she’s hot.”

“Oh, she’s hot.  She’s also full of hot air.  Mainly in the skull.”

“So, show me what she can do!” Ingrid gushed.

“Slut, go get changed into a sissy dress and wait upstairs.” Katya told me.

I changed into a short pink dress. And waiting.  Minutes later, all three walked in.  Chris dropped his pants, and I dropped to my knees, taking his cock in my mouth.  Ingrid watched with wide eyes and an even wider smile.

“Oh, have him fuck him.” She gushed, her German accent making an appearance.

Chris happily obliged and spun me around so that I was holding onto a chair right in front of Ingrid.  Ingrid held my hands as Chris pushed inside me.  I couldn’t help it, but I moaned, as that fat cock invaded my man-pussy.

“Fuck me!  Fuck me!” I moaned.

“Yes!  Yes!  Fuck him!  Fuck him!” Ingrid giggled, clapping and jumping.

That night, I got to watch as Chris had a threesome with the two sisters; something I had only fantasised about.  I knew Ingrid and Katya had slept together in the past.  Apparently, it’s not illegal in Germany, but what do I know.  All I know, it was hot to watch it happen in real life. 

I had expected Ingrid to be given the other spare room, but no, Katya said she was to sleep with me.  What that meant was, I was subjected to an intense whipping, followed by a fucking by strap-on.  But that was not the highlight.

“What’s that?” I asked her, as she pulled something out of a sock, which itself was hidden in some boots. “I told my gay friend back home about you before I left, and he said that I should give you this.”

“What is it?” I asked, a little concerned as to why she should hide a small vial in a sock.

“You’ll see.” She said, pulling out a syringe. 

“I didn’t know you are diabetic.”

“I’m not.” She laughed, and then opened up the vial and extracted the liquid to a precise amount, and then closed the vial again.

“Oh no.” I said, shaking my head.  “No!  I’m not doing drugs.”

“Oh relax.  Everyone does it.  I’ve done it a couple of times. It’s just tina.”

“It’s meth.  I’m not doing meth.” I told her, and then I called out for Katya.

“What?” Katya whined as she entered the bedroom.

“Ingrid wants to inject me with drugs.” I complained.

Katya looked confused.  “What is it?” She asked her sister.

“Just a little meth.”

“Oh Jesus Christ Candy, grow a pair.  You’ll be fine.” And with that, Katya shut the door and left.

Ingrid turned to me.  “If you don’t want to do it, then we won’t do it, but it was my understanding that you liked to be forced to do things.”

I sighed, and nodded.  She then put an elastic band around my arm, found a vein, and injected the drug into me, releasing the elastic.  I moaned as the drug hit, sending a rush of heat and pleasure through me.  It felt like the best part of the high of poppers, except it just kept going and going. 

“Oh, fuck me.” I moaned.

“Oh yeah.” The hot blonde moaned.  She then found her iPad and headphones and put them on my head. “I heard you like hypnosis.  I friend of mine made this for you.  She said it will make you into a proper bimbo.” Like you, I thought to myself.

I stared at the whirling hypnosis spiral, the flashing words and images, and listened to the thumping sounds and words in my ears.  My brain was mush as I absorbed the blipverbs and subliminal messages. 

“Oh fuck yeah.” I moaned, as I felt her dildo enter me.

“Yeah, you fucking whore,” She whispered.  “We’re going to try pimping you out this week.  My gay friends in London are all really excited to play with you.”

“Uhhhh.” I moaned.

The fucking and hypnosis went on for an hour, and at the end of it, I was wide awake and my heart was racing.  I couldn’t sleep.  Ingrid, was fast asleep with the cock still deep inside me.  In the end, I decided to focus on the hypnosis and ended up watching it on loop for another three hours, until I finally fell asleep.

The next day, I worked from home.  Ingrid went to London with Katya, leaving Chris with me.  What did that mean?  I meant Chris was horny most of the day, and it meant that when I didn’t have a meeting, I was sucking or getting fucked.  Obviously, this was no chore.  If anything, I fucking loved it!  Which was good, because I needed to get over the come-down from the drug, which was awful.  After Ingrid arrived home, she set about using her electrolysis device to begin removing my facial hair.

That night, thankfully, Ingrid didn’t bother with the drugs.  Instead, she simply beat me with the whip, insulted me, calling me a wimp, and a pussy, and someone who didn’t deserve her sister.  More than once, Katya stopped by to watch and said she couldn’t help but agree with Ingrid.

Thankfully, Ingrid didn’t sleep with me that night, as Chris insisted they have a threesome again, which actually gave me some much needed rest.

My meeting with the consultant in London went very well.  We discussed the clinic and facilities, and then the possibilities, and I was shocked to find that they had the ability to plumb me into their computer and show me different modellers of how my face would look, and so on.

“Here you see we will take that small hump off your nose, and just take it in a bit.  Not a huge amount.” The doctor explained.  “Your jaw line is good, you don’t need work on that, but we would take in the skin around your cheekbones to accentuate them a bit.  Finally, you don’t have a very pronounced Adam’s apple, but it will need a little shaving.  Not a huge job.  Overall, you have an extremely pretty, feminine face, we’d just be making some minor adjustments to remove some of the little more masculine traits.” The final picture looked amazing. With the long blonde hair, I looked like a young Gwen Stefani.

“I’ll take it.” I laughed.

“And then the breasts.  Looking at your frame, I would recommend a 450cc implant, which is a large B, small C on your frame.  However, if you are going for the large size, then we can go up to 800cc safely, which will put you up to the G factor.  It really depends on what you are going for.”

“What do most transsexuals go for?” I asked.

He smiled.  “Honestly, most start small and regret it.  There is a need to over-correct for not having any to begin with.  Really, go for 600cc, which will be a D cup.  On your frame that will be big and noticeable but not, um, vulgar, should we say?”

“I understand.  Let’s go for that.”

“Okay.  We will need you to sign a consent form.  I assume you didn’t eat or drink yet?”

“Correct.”

“And a urine sample?”

“Already handed to the nurse.”

“Great.  We can get the blood tests out of the way now then.  The price for the breast augmentation will be a little under three thousand pounds.  The facial work in total comes to two thousand.  If you want above standard care when it comes to your stay, then that is additional seven hundred pounds.”

I nodded.  “That’s fine.”

“Great!  We will need a deposit of one thousand pounds within the next ten days.”

“Not an issue.”

He opened a booking system on his calendar.  “So, how about we book you in for surgery at the clinic, um, three weeks from now?  Will that work?”

“Yes, absolutely.”

“Great.  Please schedule at least three weeks off work, as that is how long you will be staying with us, and then my advice, if you can work from home for a couple of weeks, do so.”

“I can.  That’s not an issue.”

“Perfect.  Thank you Candy.  We look forward to assisting you with your transformation.”

I was actually excited when I left the consultant’s office.  I went to my office and noticed Chris was not in, even though he had said he would be.  The first thing I did was to go to HR and let them know that I had a date for my operation.

“Super!” Trish cried out, clapping her hands together.  “I’m so happy for you Candy.” She said, giving me a warm hug.  “Do you have the bank account details and the contract?”

I handed both over to Trish and she gave it a run through.

“Very reasonable price.” She murmured.  “I was thinking about having mine done but it all came out so stupidly expensive.  I’ll see how you turn out and if you recommend them, then I’ll go there.”

She took the documents off me and photocopied them, letting me know that it would go through the process and get approval within twenty-four hours.  Payment will then be made on Friday for the whole thing.

“Great!  Thank you.” I gushed.

“You’re lucky.  I have to pay for my own!  Not really fair.” She chuckled.

“No husband or boyfriend to help you out?”

“Nah.” She laughed.  “I could do one of those Gofundme things, but I’d feel guilty.”

“Tell you what, if this all turns out to be a success, then I will pay for yours.”

“You don’t need to do that.”

“Yes, I do.  You’ve been great.  And besides, even if I pay for yours, it still saves me money, because I’m also having facial work done.”

She hugged me again.  “Thank you.  But if you change your mind, I won’t hold it against you.”

I thought about it for a moment.  “How about this?  To prove I’m serious, what don’t you see my consultant and see if you can’t get yourself booked in for the same time.  If yes, then I’ll pay for it now, and we both get it done together.”

“Are you sure?  I mean, what if…”

“If you are worried, I checked this place out.  Lots of famous people had theirs done there, and it is one of the best rated in Europe.”

I gave her the number for the consultant and she promised she would go speak to him.  By the end of the week, she confirmed that she was booked in, and that mine was approved and paid.  I asked her to send me a scan of her invoice, which she did, and I immediately paid it.  She was in tears of happiness.

That afternoon, I headed home early as I didn’t have any meetings and it made no sense to fight London traffic.  However, upon my arrival at home, I found a quiet house.  No sign of Ingrid, or Chris.  I slowly headed upstairs, where I heard sex coming from the bedroom.  I gently opened the door to find Chris and Ingrid in the midst of the throws of passion.

“Oh fuck!” Chris gasped.  “Tom!  Shit.  Erm, Katya said we could fool around.”

“Did she?” I asked.

“Well, erm, she didn’t say we couldn’t.”

I sighed, shaking my head.  “I won’t say anything.”

“Thanks mate.  Hey, how did it go at the clinic?”

“Good.  Booked in for three weeks from now.”

“What about the hormones?”

“What hormones?”

“Well, I was discussing with Katya, and she sees my side of things…”

I smiled at him.  “Oh no Chris.  There’ll be no hormones.  And I think Katya will see it my way.  Won’t she?”

He mused what I was trying to say to him.  He wasn’t exactly the sharpest tool in the shed, but he got it eventually.  “Sure.  I’ll talk to her.”

“Good.”

I walked back downstairs and left them to finish up.  An hour later, I was in Ingrid’s hands, having more electrolysis work done, and then having some light permanent make-up work, such as darkening the skin around my eyes, and toning my cheeks.

“Um, so I planned an event tonight,” Ingrid said softly, “at my friend’s place in London.  Some ten people are coming for a PnP party.  I said you would be there, but if you don’t want to go…” She was clearly nervous.

“Will I be safe?” I asked.

“I think so.  I don’t know though.  I mean, they’re good guys, the couple I know.  But the rest, I don’t know.”

“Then I don’t think I should go, do you?”

“I mean…if it was up to me, you would.  I think you’ll have a lot of fun, but I get you’re scared.”

I thought about it.  “Call them and check the situation.  If they are sure everyone is safe, then I’ll go.”

She called and found out they were all tested in advance.  As such, at eight at night, I turned up at their apartment in North London, dressed in a dark purple sissy dress, where I was injected with tina and then fucked over and over until three in the morning.  I had to admit, the boys were all young and astonishingly good looking.  In breaks between fuckings, I found out they were all medical students.  The sex was fantastic, especially on the drugs, which they gave me more of through the night, and I was surprised at how much these boys could cum.  I mean, ten boys, who could get hard again in minutes; I was filled with cum almost non-stop, and boy, did it feel good.

“You should come by again.  We do this fairly regularly.” One of the organisers named Kevin told me.  “A hot tranny like you is always nice.”

“How often do you do it?”

“Once every two weeks usually, sometimes more, sometimes less.  The rule is to get tested the day before the party.”

“I wasn’t tested.” I noted.

“Well, we have your history from Ingrid.  We made an exception for you.”

“Okay.”

Kevin pulled me in for a long kiss.  “I’d like to see you again, if I can?  I know you’re married but still, I like you.”

I blushed.  “Sure, I’d like that.”

“Come to bed with me?  Just us?”

“Sure.”

We headed back to bed, where we made love, kissing, hugging and fucking.  Around four, he asked me if I wanted one more hit, and I said yes.  I wasn’t ready for this night to end.  Then at five, his two flatmates entered the bedroom and the whole thing began again.  I didn’t mind, I was getting used to having cocks in my ass and mouth.  If anything, I missed it when they weren’t there.

On Friday, I headed to the office, where once again, Chris was missing.  I knew exactly what was going on, so I called Katya.  At first, she rejected my call, so I called again.

“What Candy?  You know the rules.” She snapped.

“Katya, go home.” I told her.

“Huh?”

“Go home.  Don’t call anyone, not Chris or Ingrid and go home.”

She was quiet for a moment and then very softly said, “okay.” I knew she suspected something, I could see it in her eyes the previous night.  And this time, I could hear it in her voice.

End of Part 9.
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