

MY TRANNIE LIFE


By Tina Shoreland

Chapter one: Tentative steps (2009 to 2010)

What an amazing few years this has been, as I have slowly started to reveal to myself who I truly am…


It all began in the summer of 2009. I have always loved computer games and in that fateful summer, I stumbled across Second Life (sl). At this time, I had been retired for well over a year; the pressure of work had been lifted and I was free.


Second Life was a revelation; I could be anything I wanted to be within the virtual world, so my chosen avatar was a woman.


It didn’t take long for someone to whom I was talking online to question whether I was, in reality, a man. I could not lie, so henceforth a new avatar was born. She was very upfront as to who she actually was: a transvestite (tv) and her name was Tina Shoreland. 


Within sl, I found virtual clubs that specialised in "she-males". My online world became very addictive, helped by the fact that my smart phone enabled me to chat with others at any time of day or night.


I started to have online sex – or, to put it more crudely, mutual masturbation. I was hooked. At the time, I had been offered some lucrative consultancy work, which meant the money was still flowing in, so I could afford to fund an alternative lifestyle.


I chatted with another trannie in sl, who lived in the UK. I fell for her; the passion was very strong – online, anyway. She told me about a tv contact site called tv chix. Now my horizons really started to expand. 


I suggested to my sl lover that we try to meet up in real life. I became quite possessive of her in the virtual world. She ran a mile and dumped me. That really hurt; I recall driving up the motorway the following day, crying like a lovesick teenager, instead of acting like the middle-aged man I actually was. What was happening to me?


However, I joined the new contact site. Frightened that someone might recognise me, I posted a very obscure picture of me dressed in a very sissy frock; it secured a few comments, mostly negative ones.


Tv chix gave me a real-life perspective on just how large the trans community was; it seemed there was a trannie around every corner, or under every stone. I was not alone. 


By September 2009, one such tv from Worcester had left a comment on my profile, messages were exchanged and we agreed to meet as guys in a local pub. 


I sat nervously in my car in the pub car park, peering closely at every vehicle there that looked like the one he had described. It was quite unnerving, wanting to ensure I got the right person instead of starting to chat to a complete stranger, asking if he is Janette from tv chix! 


We managed to find each other and swapped potted versions of our trannie life stories. Janette was clearly more experienced than I was, having been out a few times in public, although she had not been out locally in Worcester. 


She also mentioned a big tv nightclub in Milton Keynes. It was called Pink Punters. I was interested, so I logged the name, to check it out later. There was also a local bar in Worcester, called Brewery Tap, which was apparently organising a t-girl night. We agreed that sounded interesting, although a bit too close to home, but we kept an open mind about it. Agreeing to keep in touch, we went our separate ways.


The meeting was invigorating for me, as I felt able for the first time in my life to share the fact I was a tv with another guy who was the same as me: sane, normal, middle-aged and a trannie. 


I had by now taken some better pictures, which I posted on tv chix. These got more favourable comments and every day I would check to see who had looked at my profile and felt a warm girly glow when comments were made about how "gorgeous" I was. There are several common features among trannies, though no two of us (as with all people) are exactly the same. But we all love to look good and get noticed – for the right reasons.


I knew at this time my view of the world was beginning to shift. I had been a tv all my life, but had never had any meaningful contact with other tvs. I had hidden my desires from my family and friends, suppressing my feelings and living a sex life at a fantasy level. I had kept all these feelings bottled up and firmly corked. But now not only had the cork been removed, but the bottle had been well and truly shaken.


I recognised I needed support, so I started visiting a counsellor who was familiar with the world of online gaming and the relationships that came from them. She helped to challenge my thinking. When, for example, I bemoaned the fact I was going through a “mid-life crisis”, she reframed it into a “mid-life awakening” – which, on reflection, was very apt.


All through this increasing head of steam, I had largely kept my wife in the dark. I was frightened about how she might react to my growing trannie experiences, which was at complete odds with the fact that wild horses would not have stopped my exploration at this stage. 


We had been married for more than 30 years and had twins, a girl and a boy, who were now grown up and living their own lives. My wife had always known about my desire to dress as a woman; she had accommodated that need, but thus far only in the bedroom. I was now venturing into a very different level of experience.


I always knew I was different, in that I had an overwhelming desire to dress in my mother’s clothes. Why? Oh, I have asked that question many times. Was it due to having an assertive mother who wanted a daughter rather than a son? Or having a father who made little impression in those formative years as he progressed his career? 


I know not the answer and have long given up trying to identify why I was a transvestite. My parents had an inkling I dressed, as I overheard a conversation in which it was dismissed as “he’ll grow out of it”. How wrong they were. 


I told my first serious girlfriend. That did not go down well, especially after she told friends in our circle. The rumours were out and life was somewhat unnerving, picking up comments that suggested I visit Casablanca and have my dick removed... Looking back, how naive I was, expecting my 16-year-old girlfriend to understand why I wanted to wear her knickers!


I so wanted to be one of the gang, yet deep inside I realised that no-one else I knew felt the way I did. So I buried my feelings. I conformed. I played the part of a heterosexual male. 


That, in turn, proved a challenge, as the girlfriends stacked up and when it got to the point where they wanted to have sex, I dropped them, faked drunkenness and generally ran a mile. I loved girls: they were beautiful, fabulous, sensual; they wore fascinating clothes; they had grace and poise – the list was endless. 


But while there was this huge attraction to girls, I did not want to have sex with them. To be direct, I did not want to fuck a woman. Guys, on the other hand, did nothing for me. I never even thought of myself as gay; it did not even occur to me in those formative years. But where did that leave me? The only thing I knew was that I loved to dress as a female.


So in 2009, with a growing awakening, I rang the organiser of a local transgender support group for advice on trannie-friendly shops where I could buy femme clothes. She was quite strident in her response, saying "my money was as good as anyone's and I should not be frightened about buying women's clothes". She was right. Her confidence inspired me to commit to going along to one of the social meetings in Birmingham. 


Oh, how my heart quickened at the thought. I had just agreed to go out dressed, in public. I swallowed hard. From excitement, the adrenaline rush and sheer basic desire, I knew this would happen. I just needed to sort out the logistics: when, what to wear and where to change.


I would not recommend to any budding trannie to get changed in a small women's loo in a gay bar; the look is never going to be particularly polished, even less so with limited make-up experience. But in September 2009, that is what I did. 


Everyone was very welcoming, very supportive. I was there very early and, as the evening wore on, I watched in awe as the increasingly beautiful t-girls sashayed into the bar. Contacts were made, my network started to form. I had a long way to go to get the look I desired. But I had made that first tentative step and there was no going back. 


So the tv world had another new entrant: me. Now I had to learn the new language and the acronyms that surrounded the trans community: hpws, cd, tv, tg… These few letters came to be very meaningful in representing a continuum of trans. 


Where did I sit? I had been a hairy panty wearer (hpw); a cross-dresser (cd) could be defined as a guy who fully dressed but possibly limited the use of make-up and did not go out, although I'm sure this definition is arguable. On the other hand, a transvestite (tv) fully dressed and did their best to look and act femme; while finally a transgendered (tg) person was born in the wrong gender and would aim to correct that. I had some uncertainty over whether I was tv or tg in the early days, although this became clearer over time. Other words were more obvious: time-wasters, admirers… 


"Meets" came up often in the trannie lexicon. I started to chat to a dominate (dom) tv called Jane. One thing led to another and before I knew it, a room was booked in a Travelodge in Swindon. 


I excitedly told my counsellor. She alarmed me, though, as she quickly pointed out I was meeting a guy in a hotel room, who I knew nothing about, who was going to tie me up, together with the fact that no-one knew where I was. She pointedly asked if I had got a “lifeguard". 


Luci took the call in good faith. "Would you be my lifeguard?” I asked. "Your what?" came the quick retort. I explained. 


Luci was what I would call a character, well into the trannie world. She was always wearing big wigs, had a very confident strut and a small whip strategically tucked into one of her boots, ready to administer summary justice. I'm sure she had been asked to be many things, but a "lifeguard" was a new one on her. Thankfully, she agreed. I breathed a sigh of relief, but also took a huge gulp, as I knew I now had no excuse not to go ahead with the meet.


I had met Luci socially at a local bar in Worcester – the one Janette and I had spoken of. This turned out to be Tina's first night out dancing. The pub was "trannie friendly", small and new to me. Janette and I had arranged to meet there early one Saturday, well before the party kicked off, as we both needed to change and Luci had said there was a changing room. 


The room was actually a small store room, just next to the small dance floor. This was going to be a cosy exercise, as we both dropped down our large bags and crowded around the small mirror. Being joined by a third guy, the transformation process became a logistical nightmare, as we took it in turns to stretch into Lycra tops. After much grunting and groaning – there was, I should quickly add, no sex – all three of us stumbled out on to the dance floor and the party began.


I love to dance and dancing femme was a mixture of learning the limitations of heels and the more feminine of steps in a short skirt, while not falling into the male-learnt behaviour of strutting my stuff. 


Still, a good night was had by all. I recall a tv asking me whether "I played?" Another word from the trannie lexicon – and one that I was about to put into practice.  


The Travelodge – or trannie lodge, as I shall henceforth call them – was booked. Driving down to Swindon, my head felt like it was going to burst with anticipation. I was so nervous, so excited, so fearful, not knowing how this was going to work out.


Jane and I had been texting and building up many scenarios. She was going to bring lots of rope, I loved bondage and was going to be dressed as the maid when she arrived. Nerves were on edge as I applied mascara in the room. 


There was a knock at the door. I cautiously pulled the door ajar. And quickly pushed it shut again, as I caught a glimpse of the hotel housemaid, who had returned to the room to finish cleaning. I guess she may have been more shocked than me!


Jane was a real mistress at using ropes. Mixing red and white for photographic effect, she completely immobilised me. It was relaxing but not hugely exciting; my nerves still did not allow me to let go. The gap between imagination and reality was exposed.


By now my trannie existence was taking on a life of its own. I felt like the girl denied sweets, yet now I was let loose in a sweetie shop. I was gorging. I was offered some more consultancy work. This was very lucrative, so it meant my collection of clothes and make-up was growing fast. 


However, some words my wife had said to me many years before kept going through my mind. I had made contact with another trannie in the days before the internet and my wife had seen the letter. She made it very clear that she would not forgive me if I "went with another man". Well, that line in the sand had already been crossed. I knew then that this could mean we would part; I would need somewhere else to live.


Much to my surprise, I found it remarkably easy to rent another house, as long as you had money. So in December 2009, I rented – unbeknown to my wife, family or friends – a small but very neat two-up, two-down link house in Malvern. This was to become Tina's home and maybe, one day, Nigel's home.


I furnished it, installed an internet connection and rapidly filled it with my growing wardrobe. I was ready to hit the big time: Pink Punters, the tv nightclub in Milton Keynes, beckoned.


I booked a room in the Campanile, the hotel opposite the club, which Janette had said would be full of trannies on the Big Night Out (BNO). This is held on the second Friday of every month and represents a monthly gathering from the transgendered community from across the UK.


Janette and I were to share a room, which was a huge boost to my confidence, as the club felt like a big step into the unknown. Not only had I not been clubbing for decades, I had never been clubbing as a trannie before.


Oh how I reflect back, years later, when my confidence exceeds my ability, as I stumble down the stairs into a gay bar at Christmas in my high heels – always keen to make an entrance. Or I get called a "VIP trannie" and "Goddess" by other trannies and admirers respectively. It's been quite a journey, with no regrets, apart from one, which I shall detail shortly…


My bags were packed, the nervous excitement and tension was rising on the morning of my first outing to Pink Punters. I paced the small living room of Tina's house. The phone went. Janette was not feeling well and was not coming. I felt a flutter of panic as the call ended. Faced with either pulling out as well, or going alone. 


The drive was unstoppable; you have to do things that make the heart skip. Be bold. It’s similar to the experience many trannies have when they try to purge but then return again and again to being a trannie. It's just part of you; it can't be buried, for if it is, it will escape. Each person on the trans continuum just has to manage their desires and needs. They have to be themselves. It’s easier said than done. But I was going to Pink Punters.


I have always been fairly confident as Nigel – but as Tina, that confidence expanded in all the right places. I strutted into the room at the hotel, trying not to let my hand shake as I paid for my drink at a very crowded bar, surrounded by a crush of tall, beautiful and gorgeous girls. I was at home.


I sat next to an attractive tv, who was a biker, engineer and trannie. I spent the evening and night with Jackie and was introduced to the delights of tvs with a heady mixture of male strength and passion, mixed with female demur and sexy clothes. It did not fully light my fire. Words such as top and bottom, submissive (sub) and dom were also forming important parts of my trannie lexicon. I was sub – most tvs are sub – therefore I was playing with guys whose sexual orientation was the same as mine. The analogy being that we both sat and stared at the handcuffs....


Tina was now running around the sweetie shop, stuffing her face with all the forbidden delights. My excitement was growing, as Christmas was on the horizon. My wife had been aware of my growing tv life, but over the holiday break, it erupted volcanically and nearly ended our 30 years of life together.


Ruth and I had shared our lives since 1975. The stock of history we had was huge and we would draw from it extensively over the coming weeks and months as a source to sustain us.


I mentioned I have one regret – only one, but it is very real and I carry it every day. That is the pain and hurt that my trannie life had caused Ruth. I love her dearly. I find words inadequate to describe the affection I feel for her. And I know in the pit of my stomach how lost I would feel if we parted. 


Words that she agreed I would put in my tv Internet profile summed us up: "My wife is very understanding and tolerates my, shall we say, ‘diverse’ needs. I love her to bits and I know I am very fortunate to have her by my side. She is my soul mate, always has been, always will be."


Having a regret is a point I have pondered many times. Does this mean I wish I had not done the things I had done, that I would turn back the clock if I could? The simple answer is no. 


Yes, I regret the pain and anguish, the sleepless nights, the worry, the stress. I have hated it, still do, but – and it is a very big but – I would not change a thing, because I could not change a thing. 


I was being me, who I really was: the person whose earliest memories were based on dressing in the female gender; who found the word "abnormal" against the description of a "cross-dresser and transvestite" in a dictionary; who buried my desires under the “abnormal” label and just got on with life. 


Did I regret the pain I had caused my amazing wife? Yes. Did I regret being a transvestite? Absolutely not. And the conflict that now spilled on to our rather sedate middle-class life was the collateral damage that was going to occur because of being myself. I would have to carry that guilt, that burden, that regret – but I would not change a thing.


Being a tv and coming out as one to all those close to me made me realise how proud I felt. Pride is a very appropriate word. Also what comes with it is a strong and passionate sense of defence of that pride. 


Over those weeks in between 2009 and 2010, Ruth quickly discovered that I would not give up Tina; I would not turn back the clock. I was prepared to throw away and end our lifelong relationship and was therefore incredibly defensive of the girl I sometimes needed to be. 


It all tumbled out into the rooms of our cosy home: the tears, the shouts, the thrown items, the silence, the anger, the despair, the clenched teeth. The Christmas break of 2009 was not a happy one.


Everyone we told was very supportive. The children, who were now young adults, were shocked and worried for the well-being of their parents and their parents’ marriage.


Ruth sat on a couch for days on end, hardly moving or eating, and saying little. I told her everything. It was akin to a cut on to which I sprinkled some salt. "I had sex with a guy. Well, a few guys…" "I can't stop this…" On new year’s night, I told her that I had secretly rented another house, Tina's house. Life was distressing. 


That said, I was still in the sweetie shop and had in no way had my fill. I was busily lining up meets at clubs, at the house. Equally, some of the responses I had surprised me. I still had a lot to learn. 


One local tv who was dom and therefore attractive in my eyes, was willing to meet, the next day. That gave me little time to prepare and, like all trannies, looks were very important to me. 


"For how long?” I asked. To which I was told about an hour. Inquiring what time, the answer, in a gruff voice, took me aback: "Oh, about 7.30am at my house, before I go to work." The net result was no result, realising that all I had been seen as was a call-out prostitute who was going to give a quick hand or blow job before this guy went to work. It was not as if I was even going to get paid!!


2010 accelerated the pace of Tina's evolution. I was being very open with everyone around me and was sparing few details. I look back and cringe with shame at the sheer ignorance I displayed. For example, having spent a couple of nights at my house with another tv, I detailed to my wife on the Sunday evening how we tried anal sex, but I "did not find it that comfortable". 


In hindsight (always a major advantage), I was anything but subtle. I was telling the truth, but not being discreet or sensitive to the feelings of others. Yes, I was doing – for the first time – what came naturally to me. But I was hurting, in a very selfish way, the person I loved the most. 


Still I drove on fast, feeling sometimes like a car crash was about to happen, but it never did.


Vicky was a love. She drove up to stay with me for two nights. She looked stunning in her pictures and arrived as Dave, a pleasant chap, who had made it clear beforehand that we would not kiss as guys, only once dressed would we become intimate.


The first night was memorable, having driven up as two t-girls to Birmingham and spent a happy few hours in a restaurant in the gay part of the city. Vicky, I found out that night, loved nipple clamps. She could stand a lot of pain – far more than me! Ouch, did they hurt, especially when removed and the blood flooded back to the nerve endings. It makes me shiver just typing that…


Our second night was at a local Worcester gay pub (not that there were many), where Luci was unquestionably the dame in charge. A night of dancing and fun ensued. Vicky had not got on to a dance floor for more than 20 years, but my charms are hard to resist and we had an exhausting night, surrounded by lots of young girls and boys who were fascinated by us – especially as there were few other trannies in the bar. This is yet another reason for being a tv: it's a big confidence boost to get so much attention from generations that are young enough to be the same age as my kids.


Back at the house, Vicky did not do it for me; that is, while I could make her climax and started to realise I was good at and enjoyed giving head, the reverse did little for me. It was a concern I pushed to the back of my mind, but still it was a concern.


Having firmly got my trannie wings, I was now making the most of all opportunities that were presented. I ventured out to Leeds one weekend, to Leeds First Friday (LFF). There I met a lovely trannie who was very out and about. Interestingly, others whispered to me that "she did not play". 


This felt as though she was being given a rather negative label, one that did not bother me, as I was out to dance and enjoy the nightlife. The beauty of LFF is that the girls all meet up in one bar and then trawl around from one bar or club to the next one, reminiscent of a pub crawl.


Jessica, with whom I had hitched up for the night, was well versed in visiting many clubs, not just trannie ones. When she suggested venturing outside the gay centre, a number of others girls backed off, but I could not resist the opportunity to explore and show off.


The first club took the form of a very large cavern, with a loose stone floor and laser lights. The DJ was positioned well above the pulsating crowd of dancers, who were largely moving as one, hands in the air, gyrating to the sounds. I describe them as “sounds”, as to my hearing that was all I could glean. My chest cavity received the beat in a way that felt liked I was being given cardiac resuscitation! 


The crowd was so young, with such vitality. We stood next to one bank of speakers, receiving the full blast. We were the only trannies in the club and no-one seemed to notice or care. It was marvellous. I watched transfixed. 


The next club was even more enlightening. Very much a straight club, the punters sat at round tables next to the stage while they watched various acts – all very tasteful. After a while, dancing started on the stage and I readily joined in. Strutting my stuff in my shortest mini-skirt and over-the-knee boots, I was very much the trannie out on the dazzle. 


Being over 6ft 6ins in my boots, I towered over the throng of gyrating dancers. I so recall being at the front of the stage, looking across at the tables full of folk and giving it my best moves as I sought to make myself the centre of attraction. Well, I was certainly getting noticed. 


That first trip to Leeds was unforgettable, exhausting but a night that I remember with great fondness as I proudly walked around the streets with others just like me, feeling part of a new community that I truly belonged to. I had arrived.


One memorable occasion in Leeds occurred when I was dancing away on a raised plinth in the middle of the dance floor, my four-inch heels being cautiously moved so I did not topple off the platform. Other things, however, decided to move. I caught a glimpse of a chicken fillet (the term used for a breast form) flying across the dance floor as I gyrated on the plinth. Yes, it was mine… 


I was making an impression – not always the one I wanted, but here I was well into my 50s, having an absolute ball of a time, doing things I never imagined or planned, especially hitting dancers with my breast form!


2010 moved at a pace. Ruth and went jointly to various counsellors, both determined to make our relationship work. We talked and talked. I made it clear that if I had a choice between a man or a woman, it would be the former. At that time, I never articulated this further; in a way, my thought processes had not developed to the level of acknowledging new and challenging labels, but time would reveal those. 


Ruth, for her part, made it clear that she could live with my going out every so often, but could not tolerate my sexual exploits. I was a coward. I could not leave; I did not want to leave. I loved her. 


So I accepted those terms, but knew deep inside that if the opportunity arose, I would go with another tv, with another man. I think Ruth was encouraged by the fact that I had not achieved any sexual satisfaction thus far and hoped that we could return to where we were before my trannie life took off. Time would tell.


In those early days, I was very defensive, even belligerent. Not willing to give an inch on any matter. I was totally selfish. But it was my rather negative way of trying to protect where I was.


I agreed to give up the rented house, which, by the end of 2010, had run its course. Our back bedroom became "Tina's bedroom", with all my trannie paraphernalia being carefully stored away in that one room.


Prior to saying goodbye to Tina's little house, I had tried to arrange meets of one sort or another. And I was quickly realising that while online passion and words could be very hot, putting them into reality was another matter altogether.


Louise was a very sweet tv who visited me in the daytime. She came dressed, which I thought was very brave. It soon became clear that she, like most trannies, was very sub and wanted to dress in my maid’s uniform. I thoroughly enjoyed ordering her about, getting her to practice curtsies and make me cups of tea. 


I have to smile at the picture I have of her having "corner time", standing in the corner facing the wall, not daring to move in case I smacked her arse. Trouble was, what I was doing to her was what I wanted doing to me... There is a saying that "to be a good dom, you must have worn sub shoes". I was therefore quite good at playing the dom, as I knew what was expected. And Louise had a good time.


I was now getting into a regular routine of attending BNO in Milton Keynes, increasingly bumping into girls I had chatted with online and thereby enlarging my circle of contacts. 


I met up with Mandy on one such night. She loved rubber. I had never really understood the fascination with this, but agreed to get a rubber dress for BNO, which was to be Mandy's first time out. 


We had a real laugh, slowly trying to unroll our dresses over naked skin. These were tight dresses, leaving all the bumps and lumps fully displayed under the latex contours. One tip to those folk reading this who maybe thinking of wearing rubber: bring plenty of talcum powder… 


Teetering down the corridor in my latex “sleeve”, which was a far better description than “dress”, I soon felt a degree of slipperiness. One understandable property of rubber, which I had failed to recognise, is that it does not breathe, so the skin gets very, very wet. Aggravated by dancing and several large open fires that peppered the club, I could feel the sweat running down my thigh. Not a pleasant sensation. 


Anyway, the wearing of rubber was another first, but one that would not be repeated. Mandy was so wet she needed a bucket to stand in at the club – for, as it was, you could see the pool of sweat around her heels! 


Ruth and I had agreed that in moving my Tina life back home, I would not leave the house dressed. So, as the summer of 2010 drew to a close and my lease of Tina’s house was coming to an end, I had a final opportunity to push my personal boundaries a bit further. I would drive to Pink Punters as Tina. 


This was a real buzz, as I loaded up the car with my evening’s outfits. Changing out of my heels to a pair of flats for the long drive. I had already taken a view not to stare back at anyone who looked at me, for I wanted to be noticed, but not to push it in people’s faces. I would always get read: apart from the unambiguous long face, I was 6ft 6ins in heels, so I tended to stand out. 


Calling at a couple of discount clothes stores, I took my time to look through the racks, not making any eye contact. There's a saying "out of the mouths of babes..." A couple with their small child wandered past and I heard the loud, shrill voice of a toddler: "Look, Daddy, there is a man dressed as a woman!" I think my secret was out! I smiled to myself in acknowledgment that I was getting noticed.


My enthusiasm was leading me to natter away and chat to many girls online. The site I used had charts that were updated every few days. Any other member of the site could vote for your picture. I would study the charts and marvel at the sexy girls who got into the top 10 or, even better, the top slot. The charts had such obvious titles as "top babe", "top admirer", "most kisses" and "top mature babe". Guess which category I was destined for?


I had, on a number of occasions, gone to a dressing service. As with so many of my tv experiences, the first time was nerve-wracking. My heart was thumping as I rang the doorbell. There was no need to worry: I was met with support and understanding, enjoying the unquestionable pampering of having a make-over and lots and lots of pictures. I so, so loved the camera, just in my natural element, taking every stance and pose I could think of, usually pouting my lips. 


This approach was one that I was to grow out of. While I was trying to look sexy and alluring, pouting lips only seemed to exaggerate the size of my face. As my dear wife kept repeating the well-worn joke: "Trannie walks into a bar, the barman says: ‘Why the long face?’." 


As time went on, I adopted a smiling face on most of my pictures, which in turn won many positive comments, as I always looked happy. The reality was that, as Tina, I was very, very happy. For the first time in my life, I was just being me – and, importantly, I was surrounded by people who were just like me. I had arrived and it was bliss.


After several dressing service sessions, I had hundreds of pictures. Most were rejected for public display, but enough looked – even though I say it myself – not half bad. In chatting with a girl at BNO who I knew to be a previous "top babe", I could not resist seeking to illicit some tips for progressing up the charts. She told me, very simply, how anyone with a reasonable picture could get rated. I listened very attentively. 


So for weeks afterwards, I spent hours and hours on the site, entering all the chat rooms, leaving positive comments on everyone else's profile, putting comments on the forums, with the simple task of marketing myself, getting noticed – "raising my profile", as my friend had advised. 


I entered the mature babes chart and slowly, week by week, I crept upwards. Oh, the elation when I finally made it to the top – that did put a big smile on my face. In  2010, I was finally a "top babe" – even if, at the ripe old age of 56, a mature one.


One high-profile trannie with whom I chatted was Frankie. In male mode, he was a mechanic but en femme, she was a very glamorous tv, who had been on the scene for some time. Frankie was also married to Wendi and only later in their married life had he revealed his alter ego. 


I was intrigued by their arrangement, as Wendi had a boyfriend, who Frankie had never met. Frankie certainly had boyfriends too, and, however this arrangement worked, the two of them were still happily together. 


I had not come across many tvs who were so "out" to their partners. Ruth and I spent an evening with Frankie and Wendi, which I hoped might allay some fears that both Ruth and I had that an active tv lifestyle within a sustainable marriage was tenuous. 


The evening did little to ease tensions, as Frankie spent most of the time, flicking through her photos on the PC, keen to show us her various poses and outfits. Wendi outlined how the transvestism had revealed itself and while all seemed sweetness and light on the surface, we came away with the view that they were both paddling away like mad underneath.


At that time, a friend had expressed how difficult I must find it, leading "two lives". I guess she had a point. But the only difficulty was the guilt I felt at allowing my feelings and desires to be enacted behind my wife's back. I would reframe that challenge into the fact that my life as both Nigel and Tina was richer and more varied than anything I could have ever dreamt.


Several years later, while walking in the Brecon Beacons with my lifelong friend Paul, he observed that I seemed to be “keeping all the balls in the air". It was a good analogy, reinforced by my need for significant concentration, otherwise some balls could easily be dropped…!


On the day of the general election in May 2010, I had booked to go on another dressing service called "Sugar and Spice", located in Portsmouth. After a long journey, I pulled up at a pleasant terraced house and met Jo. Together with her partner Jo held bondage, discipline, sadism and masochism (BDSM) nights in their dungeon and had recently started to offer dressing and picture sessions to trannies. 


I loved the fact that someone else was going to do my make-up and each woman had a different style and emphasis, so the outcomes varied. I dutifully sat still as Jo expertly applied the slap. As soon as I had my stockings and corset on, the camera was flashing. 


The dungeon gave lots of photo opportunities. Being expertly tied to the cross resulted in a picture that received more viewings than any other I had. What the picture did not show was the fact that as I was being tied, I started to feel nauseous: a combination of excitement, little food and a rather tight corset. Jo and her partner just managed to get some pictures and untie me before any unpleasant mess ensued!


After some food and a slackening of the corset laces, I was ready to venture outside. We walked out into the warm air, me wearing a fur coat, rubber dress, stockings and very high heels. The tooting horns and wolf whistles were confirmation that I was making an impression. 


Sitting at a bus stop, a young mum with her baby walked up and we chatted. As Jo continued to take snaps, the young mum asked which magazine the photos would appear in – and I thought: "I wish!" 


Many more shots were taken, including some while standing outside a polling station – I thought better of going inside, although I was tempted. We wandered through a nearby cemetery, which provided many memorable shots of me draped over tombstones; I guess the dead had seen it all before. 


I had a wonderful day at Jo's. The significance of the day and who I met as a result of that visit was something that would reveal itself in the months that followed.


At that time, I still spent many hours in Second Life (sl). The fantasy life it created was compelling and I made close attachments to a number of people. The vast majority I would never know beyond their avatar. 


In hindsight, I struggled with sl. I formed attachments easily; these developed into obsessions, unhealthy online love affairs. I always needed to be needed. I became possessive, insecure and very fractious if the focus of my attention was not always available and ready to respond to my chatter. 


Who were they with if they were online and not with me? I allowed such unanswered questions to eat away at my confidence, thereby increasing my obsession. So it was that with many online relationships, the contact was made, the relationship grew and it inevitably ended in tears. But – and again, it was big but – I was starting to make contacts in sl that I would draw into real life.


Alinta was one such trannie. We formed a close relationship in sl and that tripped over into real life and tv chix. We talked about meeting. There was a strong desire to spend time together. The only challenge was that she lived in Australia! 


Our meeting just proved to me the unstoppable drive that underpins a trannie’s existence. We spent a few hours in a Travelodge in Reading, when she came over on a business trip. It was a happy few hours, where we bridged our trannie lifestyles from one side of the globe to the other.


As the year drew to a close, Tina's house had been vacated, while Ruth and I were back on a more even keel. We spent hours and hours with numerous counsellors. It was helpful to have a structured opportunity to chat and be heard, although nothing was "resolved", for there was nothing to resolve that we were not already aware of. 


I do, however, recall one occasion where I used the analogy of sitting between a man and a woman and being able to put my hand on the sex of one only. My choice was the man. I was trying to say I was gay and not being particularly specific. 


The counsellor picked up on it and said she always thought I was gay. I don't remember Ruth responding. Years later, in one of our deeper conversations, she did note that I kept saying I was gay, but she reminded me I was also a husband and father. She was right, of course. That said, I would always be a father; whether I would always be a husband was another matter.


One day, a couple of years later, my amazing wife would say to me that she hoped I wouldn’t regret not pursuing a gay lifestyle. I replied that I was making my choice – and my choice was to stay married. 


I had always promised Ruth I would take her to BNO that year and the months were ticking by. So December 2010 was set as the joint visit. Not many couples go to BNO – and very few married couples. It felt strange being there with Ruth; my freedom to roam and flirt was curtailed. 


That, of course, was my selfish perception prevailing. She had the strength and courage to come into the "lion’s den" of clubbing transvestism. I don't think I could have done what she did. 


The evening went well, in that we joined up with a number of others from Worcester that we had both already met. The music at the club was not to Ruth's taste and relatively early, I took her back to the hotel. I had no intention of calling it a night, so returned to the club. To my lifelong shame, I ended the night with another trannie in her hotel room… 


When out, dressed and in the trannie zone, the desire to lie with another tv – i.e. a guy – is completely driven. I, however, look back on that particular night with shame. What an awful way to treat the one woman who had given me everything I had. I will go to my grave regretting my behaviour that night, although the reality is it was no worse than any other of the many times I had been unfaithful – just that she was physically close by as I committed my betrayal. 


As I will repeat many times in these notes, there is only one thing I regret: the pain I caused such a loving and beautiful soul. Everything else was like the child's dream of waking up in the sweetie shop and I loved it to bits every single second. I was proud to be part of this amazingly diverse community – I was out and bloody proud, and nothing would stop me.


At the end of 2010, I only had one uncertainty in my mind. I was not finding the life to which I was driven to be sexually satisfying. It perplexed me. I was with lots of other tvs but could not get excited. A definition of sexuality is not what you experience, but what is attractive. I had yet to refine that attraction, although 2011 would see a significant step in that direction. 


Second Life still took many hours of my time, chatting and playing around with avatars that were, in reality, pixels on a screen but each with a real person on the keyboard. 


One such real person was Flavia. She entered my avatar world in the summer of 2010 and thanks to the delights of an iPhone, I could regularly chat with her. She – or Brian, as is his real name – was well versed in playing sl and had several "alts" or alternative avatars, Flavia being one of them. 


We quickly found a strong attraction and that linked into the real world. Brian had originally joined tv chix as an admirer and, following a visit to a dressing service, had progressed to being a trannie on the site. That dressing service was Sugar and Spice. The connection was made. 


We both shared many sexual interests and while Flavia dressed, she was naturally dom; that pressed my buttons. We started to plan to meet. Flavia could get away for two nights, I had a large flat in Fishguard sitting idle, the plans emerged and a date was set for early in 2011. I was nervous, but oh so excited.


As the year came to an end, New Year’s Eve beckoned. By now, everyone in my Nigel world knew about Tina. "It" was not generally raised in conversation, as all were aware of the strain under which it had put Ruth and I. A fancy dress New Year’s Eve party was planned at a local club; the "gang" were going. This was my opportunity… Tina was coming out!


Dressed in white hot pants and white thigh boots, Tina made her entrance. I was noticed – of course I wanted to be noticed. I danced, we all did. But for Tina, dancing became an erotic expression of my sexuality, I flirted, my arse protruding, hips swinging, I moved my body as sensually as a mature trannie could and even if I say so myself, I was fab, darlings! 


Just before midnight, Ruth had had enough. Having brought the disco to a halt, which caused dance floor to resemble a statue party, she went storming off, apparently expecting me to follow her the two miles home, in my four-inch heels! Needless to say, that did not happen. 


For the first time in over 30 years, I spent New Year’s Eve on my own, without my amazing wife, standing in the pub car park, musing over the moment, confused, angry and sad. But what did I expect? I had pushed my wife further than any partner should have to tolerate. I loved her dearly, she had my heart, but I did not desire her because she was a she.


All my many meetings with trans people that year had been unfulfilling for me. I often pondered this, feeling very guarded that even now, outing myself and finding so many people who were just like me, I still felt different, somewhat alone. For I failed to get aroused by another trannie... 


Looking back, why should I have been so surprised? I did not get aroused by ‘real’ girls, so why should I get aroused by a man who was pretending (in the case of a trannie) to be a girl? Silly me. The light eventually turned on. I was attracted to guys. I was gay.


So what next? There was no checklist, no grand plan. Life just evolved and so did Tina. I just had to get on with it now, manage life, make things happen, deliver acts of unrequested kindness, be true to myself, love those with caring souls, support those in need, enjoy the gift of life, the privilege of time and leave it all, hopefully, a bit better than I found it. 


What a year it had been: a voyage of change and discovery. There was no going back. Onwards and upwards was my internal mantra as I entered 2011. 


And in February of that year, my understanding blossomed...
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