

Chapter 2: A Life Less Ordinary (2011)

I had packed lots of bags, ready for my meeting with Brian. I was nervous, oh so very nervous. We had chatted for many hours online, the chemistry was there and we worked up scenarios that we would put into real life. Brian was a dominant transvestite, who, as Flavia, I had met in Second Life months before and we now planned to translate our virtual world into real life.

I had always had a very strong desire to be a maid – not uncommon in the trans world. Yes, there were the frilly clothes, frothing satin petticoats that meant you had no chance of hiding lace knickers as you bent over! But the maid image was much more than the excitement of dressing in fine, girly clothes. Giving away control, giving up authority was intoxicating. Being told what to do by a partner was hugely alluring. The maid scenario fitted those desires that were core to my being.

Brian and I agreed that I would be ready and waiting for his arrival, dressed as his maid. We exchanged texts on the morning. With trembling hands, I applied make-up; meanwhile he was driving up from Hampshire. My excitement mounted as the intercom buzzed. I pressed the switch and in he came up to the flat's front door.

We stood for a moment, looking at each other. A 50-year-plus, rather wrinkly trannie, dressed like a pantomime French maid – although some may unkindly say a pantomime dame – and a 49-year-old, well-built guy, ex-Army, strong and fit. We smiled and, with few words, we kissed.

It was that one act, kissing, that if nothing else we did over those two days defined us. We kissed almost constantly, until our lips were sore – and then we kissed again and again. For the first time, I felt I was yielding to another. Yes, Brian was a tv, but he was stronger than I was, he was fitter and he would not take any of the crap that I could sometimes spout. He was the man and I was the girl. His girl.

We talked endlessly. All the things we planned to do, dressing together, experimenting with make-up, trying bondage, taking lots of pictures… And it all took hours and hours, principally because we kissed constantly. Doing his make-up in the bathroom, I vividly recall the smiling face that looked up at me as I applied his mascara. He was having fun and so was I.

The company was easy, the chat flowed and for the first time in my trannie life, I was excited. My body told me so, my penis did not lie and I came – a number of times. This guy knew how to press my buttons. The sense of letting go, giving him control, consent to do with me as he pleased was heady and powerful.

All that first day, I was dressed. I dressed Brian into Flavia as the day progressed. We went to bed, happy and exhausted. He spooned me to sleep, resting his spent penis between my buttocks – bliss.

Having come out of the shower and in Nigel mode, I stood at the sink and looked across as he came into the room. We both smiled. Oh, I knew what was coming next... After more and more passionate snogging, we decided to get some fresh air. We had decided to go for a quick walk around the town. Now Fishguard is not known as a trannie hotspot, so Brian and Nigel would be the ones having a stroll.

I take a minute to reflect back. For that was such a significant event. I was kissing a guy as a guy and, importantly, loving it. No need for girly clothes; I was very comfortable being with Brian as Brian and Nigel as Nigel. A big moment – yep, I needed to get used to another label: I was gay.

We packed up all our bags of trannie paraphernalia after two days of lovemaking, did a forensic sweep of the flat – Brian was always very careful, understandably so, as he was very much in the closet, plus the fact he was ex-military. We parted, agreeing to arrange to meet when the opportunity arose and of course we would "meet" regularly within our virtual world.

Returning home, I remember telling my wife Ruth, weeks later, that I was gay. This label in my understanding of myself echoed loudly and I guess I had wanted to make that acknowledgment. It was not met with anything other than acceptance.

A year or so later, Ruth noted that she hoped I would not regret staying with her and denying myself the opportunity to live a gay life. I felt constantly torn – I could not leave the woman I loved and with whom I had shared my life, giving me children I never thought I would have. She would not throw me out. I would not leave. We were where we were. Life continued – some struggles went unresolved, but we were not unique in that respect.

More visits followed to trannie venues. None stood out in particular, but I was building up a stock of friends and contacts.

Online chat provided a vehicle for crossing the path of many beautiful souls. Very often, I came across girls who were far more in the closet than me. My friendships started to fall into two very clear categories: those who were keen to "play", where the feeling was mutual; and those who were just friends. Eliza fell into the latter category.

Eliza was beautiful, with fabulous profile pictures, but more importantly a very personable individual. We met in Swindon one summer day at a coffee shop. The added challenge was that we had only ever seen each other dressed as tvs. It is always a bit of a gamble approaching a stranger in a public setting, let alone someone who had only previously been seen as the opposite gender. Still, we managed to find each other. A fun afternoon was spent at an excellent dressing service, as we posed and posed again. It was so much more fun having pictures taken with a friend. Eliza had four kids, with a continental wife who had no idea he dressed. He ran various macho businesses and was a very sweet trannie who could only come out and dress when his wife took the kids to see her parents in Spain during the school holidays. Being a tv could never be classed as easy!

I really started to appreciate that while the pain of coming out had been difficult, it lifted the shadow of fear that others would find out my secret. No-one ran about shouting I was kinky; no-one pointed a finger in the street; no-one sniggered behind my back. The fear was a fear of its own making, grounded in my own paranoid believe of self. I was still me. And the secret had, through being revealed, lost its potency. I no longer needed to hide my shaved legs, or store my clothes in the loft, or cover my face in any photos in which I was Tina. I was a trannie and bloody damn proud to be one.

Yet I was so much in the minority, for the vast majority, like Eliza, had to hide their secret; the fear of being found out turned discretion into deceit. I reflected on how challenging it is being trans  – but how much harder it must have been in previous decades, before the arrival of the internet, let alone for earlier generations.

Flavia and I continued our online activities and planned a trip to Pink Punters in May. I had now been going to the club every month. Sometimes I arranged to share my room with another t-girl, but more often than not I would just pootle along on my tod and see what happened. I started to feel like a lioness out on the prowl for unsuspecting prey, often picking up another tv, spending some time together and moving on to the next one. While walking back to the hotel at some late hour, the stroll could often be punctuated by a guy sitting in a car, asking if I "wanted some fun". I so loved the euphemisms – why the f... can't folk say what they want, ie in this case "do you want to suck my cock?" The answer, via a drunken haze, started in f... and ended in ..f. I was looking for more than a quickie.

One trannie I met on my travels was Wendy, a very active, out-and-about girl. She invited a number of us to her house in the Cotswolds for a day of dressing, laughter and pictures. It was a beautiful April morning, so with bags packed, anticipation rising and the sat nav set, I drove across the countryside. Wendy had said the house was not overlooked, which gave me an indication that we could get out into the garden. Pulling into a long, curving driveway, I gasped at the very luxurious home that came into view. This was going to be fun. Wendy was clearly a very successful businessman – or should I say businesswoman? Anyway, she was loaded. A couple, tv and rg (real girl) were also there; it was a real delight to natter to a woman. We all had a fabulous day, helped by blazing sunshine, but more than that: the sheer beauty and relaxation of being with others who were just like me. Glorious. 

My breadth of contacts just continued to grow. I chatted to Stevie and we arranged to meet up in Birmingham at lunchtime one day. Only later did I find that Peter, aka Stevie, was terrified that I might turn up dressed and he was not sure how he would react. While I had by now come out to everyone I worked closely with, I did not dress on a day-to-day basis – I had no desire to; I was quite happy being Nigel. The clarity was emerging about where I was on the trans continuum. I was happy being a guy – well, I had been one for a long time! Stevie and I enjoyed a free rambling lunch, confirming yet again how many guys had the same desires as I did – to dress – but equally were as individual as we all are. She invited me at a future date to her home in Nottingham. I accepted.

While I had been an employee, my tv side was well and truly buried. I was scared that if my secret became known, it would undermine my ability to do my job, which I found challenging enough as it was, managing huge budgets and many thousands of staff in the highly political environment of local government.

So femme Nigel was kept in a deep, dark well for more than 30 years. However, now it was different: I had the financial protection of a pension, I was self-employed, I was secure. To this day, I have a degree of shame that I was not brave enough to come out when I was a senior manager and potentially act as a role model for others. I prided myself in my support for equal opportunities while in employment and particularly trying to encourage under-represented groups, but my personal drivers were hidden. I am ashamed of that.

Elaine was my boss for the last years of my career and I owe her a lot, not least the opportunity to take early retirement and maintain an enduring friendship. When I told her I was a trannie, she was – as with everyone else I have told – very supportive, interested and understanding. It was such a release to be able to reveal a big part of my life.

During online chat with another trainee, I had previously mentioned how I felt that being a trannie had helped my career. She retorted: "Why, are you a hairdresser?" I laughed. The reality, I believe, is that someone who crosses gender has a more honed and developed set of empathic skills – I could see things from many viewpoints, from both a female and male perspective. Being a tv had given me the ability to be the successful manager I had become. Being a trannie was a blessing, never a curse. Native Red Indians have a term for trans: "twice blessed". Being part of a woman and part of a man. As I see it, I have the best of both worlds.

I found my way to Stevie's home and we shared a night of dressing, chatting, taking lots of pictures. She had already made it clear to me that she did not want to "play", which was absolutely fine by me, I could take it or leave it. Anyway, Flavia and I had a date in May and I knew that would be electric.

I arrived at the hotel early and sat in the car park, as it was another hour before I could get into the room. When Ian pulled in, we decided to go for a wander along the canal. Sitting on a bench as the ducks paddled up and down, I looked across at this guy I had come to know well and thought I needed to kiss him, whether dressed or not was immaterial. Unlocking the room, the bags dropped to the floor, we looked at each other… The urgency of that kiss was electric; no, it was akin to lightning, which struck in the same place, over and over again.

After lots of fun and playing around with my toys, we slept before applying all the slap (make-up) ready for the club. On reflection, I think I would have been happy to snuggle up and stay there for the night, rather than go out – but we were in the heart of the tv world, and Flavia and I needed to strut our stuff.

We had a super night in the club, which had now become my tv home. Many folk we bumped into that night asked if we were an "item". The answer was "yes". I smiled to myself as I write that. But something inside still was not clear – I was with a guy who dressed, who wanted to be a girl, who I so loved to kiss… but it was not the girl in Brian I was seeking but the man in Flavia!! No-one said being trans was easy.!

I have a sister, Rachel, who is 10 years younger than me. She was always my "little sister". Telling her about my trannie life was something I increasingly felt the need to do. My hesitation was underpinned by the practicalities of our home locations (many hours’ travelling apart) and finding space when we were alone. The opportunity finally arose when we drove to our mother’s home in west Wales.

With degree of trepidation in my voice, not knowing how she would react, I told her that I was a transvestite. Thinking back, just saying those four words to those I love was invigorating; not having to hide the secret I had buried all my life. Being free of that burden, the fear of getting found out – no longer would it haunt me.

Rachel was tremendously understanding and supportive. As we drove down to Mum’s cottage in Pembrokeshire, we chatted constantly. Questions arose, I did my best to answer them. As with my children, she was concerned for my wife, Ruth, and the well-being of our marriage.

We talked about our parents. My revelation had reinforced facts that already existed in our minds: Mum had wanted a girl as her first child; instead she got me! Had that desire affected how she raised me? The answer was not clear, but, as I recounted in chapter one, Mum was by far the most dominant presence in my childhood and it was her that I was wary of; it was she who would chastise me and ultimately it was she that I sought to emulate.

At the end of our journey, my sister, bless her, said she "had always wanted a big sister". We hugged. I was so happy that she took my confidence so well and, over the coming years it, together with our mother’s failing health, it brought us closer together.

My consultancy work continued and my journey home from Pink Punters once a month took me past a marina on the Grand Union Canal. I started to look at narrowboats, seeking to renew my acquaintance with a form of transport that I had enjoyed on many a holiday. This time, the opportunity to buy one beckoned. And so, in May of 2011, 57ft of steel weighing 17 tonnes and called "Aragon" came into my ownership. I could live on this boat – I may even have to.

Another tv who was a tg I met in Second Life was heading to London from Cumbria to have a consultation at a gender clinic, so we arranged a stop-over on the boat. Tizzy was the same age as me, had four kids, was still with her wife, although in a polymorph relationship (her wife had a boyfriend) – and she was going through full transition. I listened with interest and an increasing realisation that such a path was not for me. Yes, give me a magic wand and make me a 20-year-old gorgeous blonde and I would be waving that wand with frantic enthusiasm. But that was not going to happen. The huge respect and awe I felt for Tizzy only confirmed to me that her chosen path was not mine. I was a tv to the core, I was not born in the wrong gender – I was a trannie, who loved a woman, who was gay and fancied guys. Simple, really... In 2013, Tizzy transitioned to being the she, she now is. My mid-life awakening had been rocky – but it paled into a tiny speck when compared to those who transition. I salute, with huge respect, each and every one of them; they are truly amazing, courageous people.

Leeds First Friday was a regular slot in my diary – a long way to travel but unique in atmosphere. The joy of being out and about and in mainstream locations was huge. I met several girls on my travels, all of whom, without knowing it, were helping to peel away the hidden layers of who Tina/Nigel really was.

I would often travel to nights out with no pre-arranged plan of meeting anyone. I just so loved to strut my stuff and flit around from one group to another. That said, I always felt restless by the end of the evening if I still had not hooked up with anyone. I felt, and was, alone.

I met Kim again in Leeds. She was without work, with no qualifications, shy, in the closet, with little money but a caring soul. Like so many, she was simply trying to find her way. Kim was a pretty girl who sat by herself in the beating, thumping club. As was my way, I wandered over and introduced myself. Before much time had passed, we were kissing and I fell into that heady mix of being with a guy who was dressed.

As with others, our encounters – though full of foreplay – did little for my sex drive. We had so little in common, apart from our love of dressing, that it was clear in my mind that the relationship had limited longevity. A memorable occasion took place when we stumbled out of one club into the cold, dark winter night and a drag queen of some beauty and stature came over and asked, with a broad grin on her face, if we had been kissing? The answer was very obvious when viewing the digital images the following day: there was Kim and Tina, standing on either side of this immaculate drag queen, both grinning happily with faces that looked like they had been smeared by a very red jammy doughnut!! Reminder to self: I must get some more permanent lippy.

Amanda was a very different girl – a real, natural beauty. At the time we met in Leeds, she was, like me, just starting out to explore the trannie world before us. We meandered in drab (guy mode) around numerous large clothes outlets before our night out. I tried on several girls’ jackets, which Amanda thought was very brave. By now I was more than happy to buy whatever clothes I wanted to buy and, as Sally from the brilliant trans support group in Birmingham had advised, when trying on clothes you go as you present: "You are dressed femme, you go in the ladies’ changing room" and vice versa, irrespective of the clothes you were trying on.

Amanda and I had a fabulous night out, with such laughter and fun, which underpinned all the time that I was with kindred spirits, none of whom judged me – and many of whom said I looked gorgeous. I was such a flirt. At some unearthly hour, we flopped into the double bed, already agreeing that there was to be no "funny business". As we briefly chatted, we held hands and fell asleep. The life of an out-and-about tv is nothing but varied and I was loving the sheer diverse nature, also having to readjust and learn.

Being now a fully-fledged member of the trans fraternity, I was learning that although the umbrella covers so much of the spectrum of dressing, there were few fixed points of reference, few matches of taste, desire and attitude. As in the rest of society, each individual is unique and each trannie certainly is.

Then I met Charlie.

By this second year of Tina's life, I was becoming clearer in my mind that I was attracted to those who were "top, dominant, assertive". Whatever the term, to me it was a partner who took control. Charlie was one such person.

We chatted on tv chix and on one of my trips to Leeds, I called into his house on the way up north. We chatted, very relaxed; he was very open that he had a master side and had limited experience as a trannie. We went upstairs and he showed me his wardrobe of rubber clothes – which, as revealed in the previous chapter of my story, did little for me, but we hugged. As I drove off, my mind was already starting to hatch a plan to invite him on to the boat – my first meet afloat.

At August’s BNO (Big Night Out – a monthly trans clubbing night and one of the largest, if not the largest, such events in the UK) at Pink Punters, I had arranged a date with a guy that did not turn out quite as I had hoped. In fact, it was a disaster. Mike and I had chatted online. Like many admirers, he had no photo and a rather too brief textual profile. But did I heed the warning signs? Nope.

In arranging a meet, I always requested a facial photo and a natter on the phone first. There is nothing like hearing the voice of a would-be liaison to allay nerves or alert fears. Mike hit the mark. He looked sweet. Our chat was peppered with all the rather naughty things he wanted to do to me – I was hooked. Oh, I can be such a tart...

The thought of going to BNO with a guy on my arm appealed. In fact, it appealed a lot. The vast majority of tvs who turned up at BNO did so with other trannie friends; few had guys with them. To me, being with a guy, out and about, completed the image of how I felt about Tina. I was a girl and, as a girl, wanted to be with a guy who didn't want to wear my knickers. Well Mike, if nothing else, fitted that criteria.

I arrived early at The Camp (the hotel opposite Pinks, which is full of tvs on BNO), changed and was ready in my short mini-skirt, boots and fluffy pink jumper as Mike ambled into the car park; he had caught a train.

I reflect that I can be one big snob. Mike was a security guard, pretty right wing in his views, he was overweight, covered in tattoos and not my cup of a tea. All in all, we had very few "points of reference", apart from the fact that we were now in the same place at the same time.

Having downed a few pints of lager, burping with little subtlety, Mike picked up his rucksack and guided me back to the room. Kissing was not on the agenda – I’m guessing it was not manly. After two failed attempts to enter me (I am very tight after years of lack of practice), he marched back to the bar, leaving me to change for the club.

By the time Tina arrived in all her glamour, my beau for the night was pretty merry. This pattern continued for the rest of the night, as I watched him get more and more drunk and increasingly verbose, wandering around the club bumping into folk. One friend asked me directly what I was I doing with him. I had no idea. I left the club alone and flopped into bed. About 5am, the now completely pissed Mike entered the room and, as I'm sure the reader can appreciate, it was not a quiet entrance. The snoring vibrated to the point I swear I could see my cosmetics shake on the shelf. After a couple of hours, I could stand no more.

I always surprised myself how quickly I could clear a hotel room already filled with a huge array of Tina paraphernalia – albeit that many hours would be required later in unpacking my things and rearranging them into some semblance of order. This night was to hold my record, as within short shrift I was out of the snoring cavern – phew.

Absolutely knackered and slightly worried I might still be over the drink/drive limit, I drove cautiously up to "Aragon", which was now moored about an hour from the club. I slept until midday and then headed home. What a night. I clearly needed to improve my filtering ability when applying it to any future admirer dates. And to this day, I can thankfully say, Mike and I have never further communicated.

My son had moved to London with his new job. Ruth and I planned a visit. We stayed in a swanky hotel and, after seeing our son for the day, he had other plans for the evening, so we went out to eat. Why the night became so fraught, I was not sure, although drink definitely played a part – certainly exaggerating how I behaved. As I had before, I indiscreetly expressed my enthusiasm for my tv life, from which Ruth had been excluded. She was understandably resentful. We argued, we talked, we argued. Ruth packed her bags to leave, but the night was now early morning and trains had stopped running. After many tears and hugs, I promised to behave and we slept for a few hours.

There was always this constant head of steam, exposed by my belligerence and her sensitivity. Yet when the pressure had been released, we both heaved a sigh of relief as we returned to just being Nigel and Ruth. I loved this woman. My unresolved emotional conflict was something I must deal with and manage. My sexuality was not determined by experience but by attraction and I was attracted to men. What Ruth gave me – and I hope I gave her – was contentment, which is a very valuable commodity and one that we both worked hard to preserve.

As many will know, Manchester has a large gay area, centred on Canal Street. (As an aside, this always seemed somewhat amusing, as when strategically standing in front of the first letter, you can create a somewhat apt name!) I had been there a few times and was looking to spend a night with another tv. Miranda was enthusiastic about sharing the accommodation and announced that she would arrive on her motorbike on the appointed mid-week rendezvous.

It was a horrible day, the rain was lashing down vertically, horizontally and in every other possible direction. I had arrived at the apartment hotel early. It was impressive, just as friends who had used it previously had told me. It featured a number of rooms with a living area and all for less than many trannie lodges cost further south.

Manchester was the location for the annual trans event called "Sparkle". I had planned to go the previous year, but the passing of my father and, 10 days later, the passing of my father-in-law made this impossible. So this outing was a later opportunity to explore the street.

Miranda arrived absolutely drenched. I was still in guy mode, and she told me later that when she clapped eyes on me, she thought she had struck the jackpot: I think she thought I was fit as a guy. But as often transpired, we were both very sub and nothing physical occurred, save a foot massage that she gave me after our night out in the clubs.

Miranda was yet another fascinating character, full of life, a vet who lived alone with her horses – which, apart from guys, were her main passion. She made it quite clear before we left the apartment that if I saw her pick up a glass with any alcohol in it, I was to remove it without hesitation from her hand. She was a recovering alcoholic. We had a fun night, trawling the pubs and clubs, dancing in front of the wall of floor-to ceiling-mirrors in one of the better-known clubs called Napoleons, or Naps for short. And generally we had a girly laugh.

I have seen her since at a few tv events, but our subsequent contact was very limited. I often ponder the future lives of those I have met on my Tina travels. Spending a night with someone in whatever capacity is always very intense, full-on. Little time to think. Then they are gone. Like cars on the roundabout, we circle around together for a short while, then head off in different directions. Without fail, everyone I have met has been what I would rather feebly describe as a ‘character’. Often driven, egotistical, vain, rarely boring and invariably fun. Trans folk are nothing but individual; they have to be, for each has had his own share of doubt and angst, yet has summoned the courage to go out dressed in the opposite gender to the one they were born as. It takes balls to be a trannie...

I type this in 2013, recalling the joys and trials of discovering Tina. I stand in my mum’s cottage, overlooking the sea in Pembrokeshire, full of mixed emotions, as my sister and I put Mum into a care home last year and my latest role is to renovate her home to pay for her care costs. I am doing this with the selfish intent that I hope I can keep the cottage and one day pass it on to my children. But not quite yet...

Having published chapter one of my story, I have been receiving comments online, such as:

"riveting read"

"so honest, so deep, so in-between"

"this is one of the most enjoyable, tender, difficult reads I have ever experienced"

"that must have been a very hard life for you"

"just coming out as a tv takes immense courage – I tip my hat to you"

"you are an inspiration"

"should be compulsory reading – all of it"

"amazing, truly amazing, so honest and happy and sad and just everything!"

"absolutely exquisite if not unique piece of writing – so much resonates with so many"

"thought-provoking read, I've re-read it a couple of times and enjoyed immensely, it's the best true story on here by far"

"it's a brilliant read. I didn't realise till the end of part one that all the breathless activity you recounted occurred in the space of less than a year and a half"

"wonderful honest account of Tina and the road she walks"

It warms me so much to read these thoughts from so many folk, most of whom I have never met or spoken with. It means more than any comments about my several hundred photographs on the internet. I know this narrative is confessional. But if it engages and supports just one other person, directly or indirectly, in the trans world, then it will certainly bring a smile to my face. 

So, as I repeatedly noted in chapter one: "onwards and upwards".

I moored the boat on a particularly isolated stretch of the Grand Union Canal. Knowing this was first time I was dressing on the canal and meeting another, I felt that isolation might be advisable. After many mobile phone conversations to identify the location, I watched Charlie’s car pull up at a nearby bridge. He waved as he walked down the towpath, pulling a large suitcase behind him. It didn’t take much to guess what would be in the case...

I had already dressed and Charlie was very enthusiastic in her praise of my attire: short leather skirt, boots, a fluffy pink jumper. Not quite a nautical theme, but attractive nonetheless. A narrowboat is not a craft gifted with lots of room, so it was a struggle for us with lots of clothes and make-up, but we managed. I was more than happy to make Charlie up and he was transformed into a dom with his – or should I say her – tightly pulled-back hair, and long leather coat.

A few boats chugged past as I sat in the stern seating area – I was pretty sure I received more than a few looks, but I never stared back to see and anyway, vanity would never let me wear my glasses when I was Tina, so anything at more than a few feet distant was more or less a blur.

Charlie was certainly very dom and that appealed. We took lots of pictures on the towpath and she was very keen for me to wear a variety of leather and pvc coats. I'm sure you will have guessed by now, Charlie loved leather. As she kept a careful look-out to ensure there was no passing boat traffic, she indicated for me to kneel down. But while I was happy to be seen dressed in a public setting, being observed giving head on a towpath would be pushing the boat out (no pun intended!) beyond levels of decency!

We spent a fun evening on the boat and other props, such as arm-binders and riding crop, also played a part in the evening’s entertainment. In between, I even managed to cook a meal. My overriding memory involved the "taff rail". This is a raised seat that sits right at the stern of the boat and allows the person at the helm to have a degree of comfort while at the tiller. The taff rail now had another use, as I was bent over the rail, skirt lifted high, being pounded from behind by Charlie while I stared down at the clear reflection in the canal. This was an image etched into my memory and one that remains to this day, as I smile at the thought.

Danielle was keen to meet. She was a fascinating trannie with an interesting background. She had a strong, confident personality, was successful and lived her tv life to the full. I was drawn to her.

We arranged to meet at Pinks, but not at a BNO night. Staying at The Camp was entertaining, as we appeared to be the only two trannies among lots of "vanilla" folk. On BNO nights, the reverse is true. The hotel had a small conference facility and this weekend, it was hired to a Christian fellowship. What the conference participants thought as they wandered past a pair of almost 7ft trannies sitting at the bar is something I shall leave to your imagination. Their eyes would be drawn to us, but as soon as we met their gaze, they quickly glanced away.

That night, the club was relatively quiet, few tvs about, but as usual many young kids all having fun and being inquisitive about two trannies, although never in a threatening way. It was lovely to be the centre of attention.

So the year drew to a close and was capped with a fabulous Christmas evening event arranged by the Outskirts social group in Birmingham. What a wonderfully apt name! A gay bar was hired, food was laid on and girls slipped into their most treasured little black dresses. Many got very drunk, many danced for hours, many chatted the night away and all had a thoroughly enjoyable time – just being themselves.

In the early hours, a group photo was organised. At the appointed click, rows of glamorous trannies smiled and raised their arms - what a picture! I really felt part of the gang – among an amazing group of lovely and beautiful people.

And so the second full year of Tina's life came to a close. It had been exhausting, invigorating, stressful, sad and happy – all rolled into one. I knew this rollercoaster was not going to stop; the ride was continuous. I always needed to plan and know when and where Tina would next make an appearance. It was a fix and I was addicted, but this was not a drug: it was simply me, being myself.

Ruth and I had settled into a pattern of keeping our two lives separate. Not ideal, by any means, but it allowed us to manage our world. I lived with the guilt of my adultery, but consoled myself with the fact that I was not just a trannie, but a gay trannie. I needed an assertive lover and much preferred male bits to female bits. I had been open with my amazing wife. Our love, our fear of change and potential loss, our stock of shared history all weighed collectively to keep us together. My time with Flavia had answered my nagging doubt about my sexuality, experiences that gave me greater clarity as to who I was.

The next year would bring heartache and reinforce an early lesson that I needed to embed – that of "protecting my heart".  Equally, that pain would bring new horizons and relationships, which chapter three will reveal – plus a return visit from my first lover and a re-introduction to the delights of bondage ..

Chapter 3: Virtual life and harsh reality (2012)

My amazing wife gave me a chance: she posed the question – made the statement – that she hoped I would not regret foregoing my gay life. I cannot leave her, I will not leave her. Although I yearn for strong arms to enfold me as I hold her, it is my choice that I stay and love the person who has given me her life; to live with the sadness that the gay love, which I now know exists, is not something that will be a full part of my life. It's life and there are many, many things far more arduous, dangerous and sad than the sacrifice Ruth and I both make to each other.

Love transcends sex. But sex was still there, in my Tina life.

John was the first guy I met on my exploration of Tina. He dressed occasionally but his big passion was bondage – in particular, rope work. For those who have read chapter one, in which his work was detailed, you will recall that this guy was very talented in the sphere of desire.

A message popped up in my tv chix mailbox. John was back on the scene and was interested in meeting up. I was interested too.

A night at Pink Punters was arranged. The love-making was more relaxed now, less stressful, as regards expectations. John was naturally assertive; we played around in the room before going over to the club. The abiding memory was of a sense of security and comfort as I sat with my guy for the night in the hustle and bustle that made up a BNO evening. And for once I was with a guy, not another trannie; I was the girl with her man. That feeling, that reality, put a smile on my face.

John had left the scene for a while, facing huge sadness, as his wife had become terminally ill. He was now re-establishing contacts and we arranged to meet on my canal boat.

The narrowboat afforded privacy, if not a huge amount of space, especially when all my trannie paraphernalia was laid out. John’s long strides headed along the walkway; after numerous directions, he had found me. The boat was now moored in a busy marina and I was not going to enlighten the other boaters about my alter ego by wandering along the canal bank in my stilettos. John plonked down a large carrybag. I knew what it contained: rope – and lots of it.

We had chatted at length about sexual scenarios we would act out. I had also been fascinated by breath play: dangerous, very dangerous on one’s own, but extremely exciting when with a partner. The tantalising fear of them controlling the most basic of needs… The thoughts were heady. Would the reality prove to be equally intoxicating?

After binding me with rope in his expert way, so that nothing was strained but the mobility was taken from me, John produced a rubber gasmask. Once it was fitted, he dropped some ‘poppers’ on to a cloth and held it against the breathing filter. I inhaled. Now poppers, or alykyl nitrates, are supposed to heighten the sexual experience and relax muscles, particularly those in the anus, I shall go no further with that line of discussion at this point. This they did – but as I was bound and, not having sex, they had limited impact, other than inducing a headache, which is quite common, according to one of the warnings on the bottle. I would compare inhaling poppers to sniffing a whiteboard marker pen, which I'm sure will hold fond memories for those who have ever stood in front of an audience and scribbled words of wisdom on a whiteboard.

Next, we moved to the bed. Here, John pulled out several bundles of rope. He always kept each length neatly folded; without such tidiness, a bagful of rope would, I'm sure, take several hours to unravel – thus causing an unquestionable loss of libido.

This time I was tied lying off the bed, effectively becoming a mummy, with every inch of me secure. I went into sub space, lost in my own world while the dom did all the work – oh, the relaxing joys of being a submissive. The picture I subsequently posted on my Flickr site scored many internet hits, with one friend asking: "How did you manage to remain so still?" The simple answer being: "I had no choice!"

John and I did another BNO in the spring of that year, which was the last time we were together. Looking back, I knew I could not give him what he wanted: a partner. And before the year was out, he was with a pre-op, who was about to move in with him. They were happy and made a lovely couple and, unlike the emotions that were to come in due course after my parting from Flavia, I only experienced positive feelings towards John and hope he is now having a happy life.

Second Life, the computer game that had given rise to Tina Shoreland, still played a big part in my daily life. I'd log on, check who was about, natter and then do all things in my virtual world that my real world would not allow. Fantasy was always much more alluring than real life. The biggest sex organ exists between the ears.

Leading a trannie virtual life was a substitute for a limited trannie real life. It was remarkably easy to flit in and out without any of the time and energy constraints of going out for the night with bags of clothes, transforming into a dressed tv and then doing everything in reverse at the end of the evening. Instead, at the press of a button, I was Tina – well, in a virtual world, anyway.

Second Life had some features that undermined any trusting relationship, for not only could you be anything you wanted to be within the VDU screen, but you could also be one of several people; you could have an "alt", or an alternative avatar. Flavia, I knew, had alternatives – and through those alts, she had online friends who I did not know. She had another life, within the other Second Life.

At the start of the year, she was on a works course. We arranged to meet. I booked the hotel room. We hugged in the foyer, like mates or pals or buddies, but as the bedroom door shut, the kissing as lovers resumed from where it had left off several months earlier. We took lots of pictures of each other and, by using a camera timer, pictures of us together. There was one picture taken on the bed, of us together, which still today, as I look at it, shouts out our love, as eye contact is being made. She left early in the morning to return to her course and, in her haste, sorting through the piles of clothes left lying around the room, she forgot to take her dress. But that was not a problem, as we were already planning to meet again.

Our next meeting – our final meeting – took place near Bracknell. The formula was very much as before. I booked the room and was ready to greet her after her works course. As we walked to the room down the corridor, she kissed my cheek; I smiled at the very open demonstration of affection, which she reinforced by adding: "Now, where were we?"

The following morning, she left early as before, returning to her works course. This time she took all her clothes.

Our only contact existed through Second Life; we rarely sent texts or e-mails. Each night, I would log on to see if she was also online. Increasingly, I could search for her "alt", which I would see was online – i.e. she was online, but not with me. So I explored more and met others. I went to the places in Second Life where she might be, with other avatars, other people. I was starting to stalk her.

It is difficult to describe how Second Life became first life. It made me more needy, requiring attention from those I knew, getting anxious if they did not say hello. It sapped my self-esteem.

On reflection, I realised that I was trying to make Flavia jealous. My god, what was I doing? Writing this now, I cringe at my behaviour. But here I was, a 50-plus married father, a trannie, trying to make her real life lover jealous in a virtual world. Well, it worked – worked to the point that Flavia’s little light came on; she logged on, we chatted. Well, actually, we argued – a lot. I was told that her alt was "out of bounds". Ouch, that hurt! I cried. Our contact dwindled.

I was upset. Here was the first guy I had loved, had a fulfilling sexual relationship with and I was excluded from his life. The biggest gift he could give me, he denied me: his time.

With unnerving frequency, I could not get Flavia out of my head. I ran over, time and again, what had gone wrong, what I should have done, what might happen in the future. I blamed myself for the circumstances. I knew I needed help.

So I returned to the counsellor who had supported me when Tina first entered the scene. I had never before heard the term "letter unsent". She gave me a tool to close my feelings with regards to Ian (for that was Flavia’s real name). You write a letter, say whatever you wish, read it, read it again – and then burn it.

So I wrote several pages. I kept it for a while. The words were full of anger, bitterness, regret and frustration. All the negatives came tumbling out. I won’t have been the first to scribble such words and I certainly won’t be the last.

My sister and I landed in Pembrokeshire in the autumn, as Mum was increasingly frail and confused and in and out of hospital and temporary care.

We sat at the table in the cottage and I read my “letter unsent". I cried; she hugged me. I then burnt the letter. Funny how the quantity of bile and angst that had gone into those pages has quickly faded to the point I can hardly remember what was in it. My abiding view is that he left our relationship and that was his loss. We now have very little contact.

Two good things came out of that heartache: one was that I learnt again, first hand, in a small way, what Ruth must have felt like when I rejected her. It's a pain, a physical pain that cuts through you. And I caused her that, to my deepest regret.

Secondly, I left Second Life. It had run its course, but more importantly I recognised it was not good for me, as I could not handle relationships in a virtual world. The real world was where real things happened and that was where I now needed to focus my energy.

By then, I was renting and working in an antiques shop in Leominster. It was hardly work, more a way of expanding a hobby of collecting antiques – or, as Ruth would describe it, "tat" – into a part-time mechanism for making a bit of money. Buying more stuff and then trying to resell it. The business was populated with characters – very much the wheelers and dealers of life, always looking for the next profit, the next find. And the most important lesson was not how much you sell an item for, but how much you pay for it. Thus, to this day, I am always looking at a prospective purchase with the mantra of: "Is there any money in it?" running around my head.

I was full of enthusiasm, arranging and chairing a meeting of all traders, demonstrating a naive keenness for making changes and trying to make swift improvements. All of which, in hindsight, turned out to have as much worth as a chocolate fireguard!!!

I told a number of folk I worked with at the shop about my tv life. Everyone was interested, to a degree – some to the point of asking many questions, others just giving a nod of acknowledgement.

It now felt normal to “come out”. It was no longer a big deal. I also felt content in the fact that once I had told one person, it was in their control as to whom they passed that baton of knowledge. For all I knew, everyone knew – it didn’t matter any more. The fear of being known as a trannie was replaced with the pride of being myself, being part of a select group, being special.

With Second Life at an end, my use of tv chix took on even more importance. I chatted to Lara online; we arranged a phone call the following week. At the time, I was walking another section of Hadrian’s Wall. I chatted for over an hour to Lara while standing on a section of the wall – somewhat surreal, nattering about what girly clothes we liked, while being astride a permanent mark of masculinity. We had a lot in common and, as with previous meets, the same pattern was followed and we arranged to go out. Having previously had such a fabulous time at Gay Pride, we decided that was where Tina and Lara would make an entrance.

Weeks before, Sian, a lifelong friend of both me and Ruth, had gone into hospital for a routine operation, only to learn that she had advanced cancer. Disobeying her request for no visitors while in hospital, Ruth and I went to see her, together with two other close friends. This was the last time we were to see her.

Her passing was a huge shock, a massive loss, but a million times more so for her 14-year-old daughter. Sian was a single mum who had two parts to her life: pre and post her daughter. In the first era, she was gregarious, promiscuous, full of adventure. Known in work as “no shit Sian”, she told it as it was and did not suffer fools, but she was fiercely loyal. When, as a teenager, she told me she was going on the Pill so we could have sex, after we had been going out for several weeks, I dumped her. Not only did I know that I didn’t want to have sex with her, but I also knew I could not do so, as it was not something I desired. Years later, I told her I was trans and, together with our two other lifelong friends, she was very supportive. These friends were an even greater support when Ruth and I revealed that Tina was now on the scene. In the second part of her life, Sian became the mother she was always meant to be. She gave her daughter everything a mum could, but after 14 years, she was gone. What a loss. “Silly old sausage,” I would say, “why did you have to die?” There are tears in my eyes as I write these words. Love you, Sian.

So it was against this sad backdrop that I had arranged to go to Birmingham Gay Pride. Lara was tall, 6ft 6ins, so she would stand out. We had coffee first, then headed to the hotel. Lara sat on the edge of the bed, head in her hands. She was not going to change from her drab, male self to her sparkly, femme alter ego. She could not go out. I was stupid; I had assumed she was like me. She was not. Lara had never ventured out into a public setting. I had led her along the intoxicating path of transformation, which sought to bridge the attraction of fantasy into reality, but the latter was way outside her comfort zone. At the bedroom door, she lent across, kissed my cheek and was gone. Not feeling particularly joyful and now alone, I too went home. Gay Pride would wait another year, as I sat with Ruth and we discussed what we would both be saying at Sian’s funeral.

The loss of my dad, my father-in-law and now Sian, together with my break-up with Flavia, all kindled my commitment to make the most of the present.

On my tv chix profile, I copied a passage written by John Diamond (the journalist) who, while dying from cancer, had written: “What’s it all about? Random acts of kindness, which still, magically, preponderate over acts of incivility and nastiness. It’s about loving and being loved, about doing the right thing, about one day being missed when we are gone. Why am I happy? Because I’m alive. And the simply answer to the question: ’What the hell is the point of it all?’ is this is the point of it all. You aren’t happy? Yes, you are: here, now, enjoy.”

So I sought to explore new places, make new friends and live the time I had left to the full.

Most weeks, in some part of the country, daytime events were held for tvs and admirers. I had never been to one, but this was about to change. In September, I visited Romeo’s in Bristol. Amy (a tv), together with her wife, Sue, arranged the event at what was effectively a sex club. As usual with the seedier side of life, such places tend to be located out of sight and out of mind. Romeo’s was no exception. On an industrial site, with an entrance around a back alley, partly blocked by a refuse skip, up some concrete steps, I eventually found the club, bags in hand. There were several rooms with varying themes – please just use your imagination at this point. One room was intriguing and a new one on me: the dark room. There was nothing in it and no light, so you could not see who was groping you, although you could probably tell what you were groping.

The advantages of daytime meets are obvious: no hotel costs, no overnight stay and, for many guys, arrangements could be made while they were still “at work”. Perfect.

My first visit was spent in the company of a very ardent trannie. On expressing her desire to have sex, I reached for the lube. Each room was set up for sex with a ready supply of tissues and lube. Within seconds of a liberal application, a burning sensation spread like fire through my buttocks. The moral of the story is, don’t use antiseptic handwash as an anal lubricant!

Anyway, apart from that hiccup, I had an enjoyable time and committed to Amy that I would return the following month.

As with many aspects of life, it’s the happenchance connections that tend to move things along. George, an admirer on tv chix, had previously been to Romeo’s and, seeing on my profile that I was going, he made contact. This guy was yummy. What do I mean by that? He was all guy, did not cross-dress, had the confidence to take me out as Tina and was clearly very intelligent. The only downside was that he lived in Spain! But he came over to the UK for regular business trips and to see his elderly mum  – and was now coming to see me!

Technology played its part in building our relationship. George used a messenger service that meant we could chat in real time via our phones. We started to “Boooo” each other every day, several times a day, and we arranged a meeting in Bristol in October.

He arrived slightly early at the hotel and came to the room before I had finished changing. That was instantly telling, as he had seen me as Nigel and had not run away; it was also important for me, as while I loved being Tina, some of the time – and for most of my life – I was a bloke.

George bought me a red rose and chocolates – he was very sweet and very loving. As we sat in a pub near the hotel, like any “normal” couple, I revelled in being his woman. I was enjoying the little male/female touches, for example opening the door for me, getting the drinks, putting his arm around my shoulder. As each minute ticked by, I felt more and more femme. We ate in the hotel restaurant and had a fabulous night together. I climaxed twice that night, which was rare for me. Clearly being with a guy who was nothing less than the guy was arousing my passion.

A few days later, I had my planned return visit to Romeo’s. I had already arranged to see the tv who I had met on my last visit and with whom I had the lube incident! But George was also planning to attend. So my second trip to Romeo’s was exhausting, entertaining my previous meet and then George. My lips were positively sore, probably from grinning…

We kept in regular contact via the internet. As 2012 drew to a close, I felt very much felt as though I had a boyfriend, which I found to be both stimulating and scary. The first feeling was obvious; the second was how to manage my feelings for George and my love for my wife.

One evening in December, again lubricated by alcohol, I confessed to Ruth that I still occasionally saw guys when I was out. Looking back, I was trying to seek approval from the one person I loved. Yet again, after much pleading and promises on my part, Ruth forgave me, but she made it clear that there could be no further revelations. The line in the sand had been drawn. I learnt that night that I must not have any Tina confessions with Ruth when I was drinking, as I would say things I’d regret; what is said cannot be unsaid. Also I knew that if I made any more such confessions, our relationship would be over.

Keeping Tina separate was working for me – at least as long as I was discreet. Were we at a stage of ‘don't ask too many questions and don't tell too many lies’? Maybe. Time would tell.

The Outskirts Christmas party was looming and I had arranged to meet up with another fabulous t-girl called Mia. She was a very tall tv, very bright and, at that time, still married.

Mia travelled down from Manchester for her first outing in Birmingham. Having already arrived at the hotel, she was well advanced in the transformation process. I soon caught up and before long we were strutting our stuff down Hurst Street, enjoying an evening of fun and laughter, booze and dance, with a like-minded soul. We were still going strong at 2am and bounced into another club, with me literally sliding down the staircase that led directly on to the dance floor. I made a noticeable entrance, if not a particularly dignified one, as my hemline rose up, exposing my knickers as I lay prone on the floor! Within minutes, we were on the dance floor, the party continued.

Back in the hotel, Mia was keen to “have a bloke”. We had already acknowledged that as two gay trannies, we were not going to light each other’s fires. Mia planned to log on to a site where she was convinced that she could find a local guy to come to our hotel room. It was now heading towards 4am and all I wanted was sleep. So I managed to talk her out of scouring the net. We flopped into bed, held hands and were asleep in seconds.

The year ended as the previous one had done, with a party. I certainly felt more settled, having a boyfriend that I could chat with regularly and who was married, like me. The fact that he lived abroad made planning meets a big logistical exercise. Yet where there is a will, there is a way.

As to the year ahead, that unfolded with the turn of a page... 
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