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OPERATION RECKLESS

By Charlotte Mayo


PROLOGUE

How the fuck did I get into all this? I can�t believe I�m sitting here, facing certain death, tied to a chair wearing a black leather miniskirt, a skimpy top and skyscraper heels. My ankles are bound to the chair legs, my hands are tied behind me, a thick rope binds me to the chair and there is a gag over my mouth so I can�t scream or shout �

not that anyone would hear me in this dark, dingy cellar. 

It�s abundantly clear that I�m going precisely nowhere. I was stupid to involve myself in such an insane project and all because my superior wanted to look good � send a cop undercover, infiltrate the Eastern European gang, get the glory�

Slowly the door opens ajar and Natasja comes in. 

�Do you want your dinner now?� she asks in her broken Euro-English. 

I look up at the shabby door; behind her some seven foot, muscle-bound goon lurks menacingly, gun in hand. I nod my head. Well, it was all I could do with a gag around my mouth. 

Natasja comes in with a tray and sits it on the floor. 

Then she rips off my gag, I wince with pain � it�s like a plaster being pulled off a wound � in fact, it�s a fucking plaster being pulled off. The goon is still lurking in the shadows. 

�It�s alright,� she says. �You can leave us now. I can handle him from here. He won�t cause me any bother.�

She says all this with a sense of self-assurance that tells me that a man in a mini-skirt is no match for her Russian brawn � not that she is muscular, far from it� but I do notice that she also carries a gun tucked into the waist-band of her tight trousers. 

As the door closes, Natasja picks up a spoon and starts to feed me thick vegetable soup. It spills down my silky blouse (the one with the volume sleeves that I had selected carefully from the police wardrobe department) and makes a stain. I strain at my bindings but Natasja just laughs. In a minute she�ll ask me if I need the toilet; if I do, the goon will be brought back into the room. I�ll be untied and marched to the small cubicle next door where I�ll be told to perform (arms still bound together) with the door open and Natasja and the bodyguard looking on. 

Not exactly Geneva Convention, is it? 

It�s my own fault. Why the Hell did I tell my female boss that my mother used to dress me as a girl when I was young and, though I had given it up, I knew I could still pull off a damned convincing female and I would give it a go undercover? (I knew, of course, that I was good at female impersonation because I did still dress in female clothes. Since my marriage to Julia had ended in acri-mony, I found myself dressing more and more). Sarah, 

my superior, had been rather surprised at my confession of transvestism � well, it�s not what you expect from a police officer � a detective at that � fire arms trained � part of the Flying Squad. I�m not totally sure she was convinced by my protestations that I had given up the dressing for Lent, if you follow my drift. 

�You want to go undercover� dressed as a prostitute to infiltrate Vladimir�s gang?� she said with an air of utter disbelief. 

It sounded pretty crazy. I blushed deepest crimson. 

�It�s an idea. No one else has come forward,� I tried to explain. 

And that was the truth of it. Most of the female staff had families and children and Sarah didn�t want them to risk injury; it would not look good for the police if they sent a female officer under cover to infiltrate a notorious and ruthless Russian gang. Heads would roll, not just the head of the poor detective who got the job; so much for equality, ah? One female officer volunteered but she was too inexperienced for such a complex operation. A single male with no family ties? Well, he was expendable, right? 

That was what Sarah thought, and who could blame her? 

It�s the same in Afghanistan � they send women to the front line but it�s always the men who come back in the body bags. 

To take you back, it was 2008 and an influx of eastern Europeans into the UK had led to a huge upsurge in organised crime: prostitution; drug smuggling; credit card fraud and God knows what. Anyway, the Metropolitan Police had received intelligence that a gang of Russians were going to flood London with prostitutes. The Squad wanted someone to go undercover as a hooker to befriend some of the Eastern European girls around Soho and get to Mr. Big, who was thought to be a certain Vladimir

Kontchelsky, a man on Interpol�s most wanted list and a real nasty. 

So, though Sarah was at first skeptical, a lack of volunteers led to me being called back to her office. 

�You know this very bizarre request you have made to go undercover and infiltrate the Kontchelsky gang?� my boss said. 

�Yes, Ma�am,� I said

�I�ve discussed it with my superiors and we think it may be worth a crack. First though, we have to see how convincing you are as a woman. We want to test you out in women�s clothes in the Opo Room and then, if we think it�s a goer, we�ll get you properly fitted out. You�ll need a handler, of course. You do appreciate this is very, very risky?�

�I understand that but I only want to do my bit in keeping the country safe � particularly at this time,� I said with an air of humble patriotism. Of course, the thought of being dressed as a woman in police time had nothing to do with it, did it? 

Sarah looked at me a tad skeptically and stood up from her desk. �Follow me,� she said. 

She led the way down a corridor and into the operations room; where I spied a bag of old clothes and some shoes. 

�This is all we could muster. It�s lost property. It�s amazing what people lose. Have a rummage around and get dressed in something that fits. I�ll be in the next room.�

So, I went through the clothes � they were hardly very exciting but eventually I selected a black skirt and blouse. 

The shoes were a bit small and pinched my feet. There was also a selection of wigs on a table. I selected a blond one and made use of the mirror and makeup facilities to

make myself look semi-glam. When I looked at my reflection� well, I still looked like a man in drag. I wanted to say to Sarah, Look, give me the afternoon off, I�ll go home, get changed properly and come back to the station looking like a woman� but, of course, that would have revealed my secret. The wardrobes of my bachelor�s apartment contained more female clothing than male and I was still very much into �dressing�. 

Even so, Sarah was impressed, so were her superiors. 

They decided I should be made-up properly and put in clothes that fitted me. As they spoke about me, I could see they were gradually convincing themselves of the merits of what was an absolutely madcap plan. As someone might have once said, No one is more deluded than an ambitious person. 

�Having a man undercover is less delicate,� Inspector Sythe said. 

Yeah, I thought, and how many times have you been undercover, you silver braided arsehole? 

�Yes, and at least Toni is trained in combat and fire-arms: he may be able to fight his way out of any difficult situations,� another brass-shouldered nonentity added with all the insight of a mole in a watering can. 

�And he�s divorced and doesn�t see his kids, Sir,� Sarah added for good effect. 

�Yes, yes, yes,� Sythe said, rubbing his chin. �Good work, Jones. I think this plan of yours to send this chap undercover might just work.�

I stood around like a proverbial spare prick whilst the conversation went on around me. Eventually, the top brass walked out of the room and I was left with my im-mediate superior, Commander Sarah Jones. 

�Get changed and I�ll call you back tomorrow,� she said. 

So, new clothes were bought for me and the following day, I was given a full �screen test�; this time, a make-up artist from Charles Fox theatrical retailers, was invited in to work her magic on me. I was then paraded in front of the top brass in the Opo Room again. I must admit this time even I was impressed. Getting ready had taken most of the morning but by the time everyone had finished working on me I really did look convincing � in fact, there was no doubt about it, it was the best I had ever looked. 

The makeup was far better than I could have done myself and the clothes were of the best quality. 

�Wow, if I didn�t know she was a man I would almost fancy her myself,� Inspector Sythe joked. 

�She�s certainly convincing, Sir,� Sarah added. �I think, on this basis, Operation Restless is a goer.�

�Agreed,� one of the top brass said. �Carry on, Commander Jones.�

�Agreed,� Sythe repeated and then added, �but can I suggest that to see how convincing she is, we test her out around the office. Set something up, Sarah, and give it a week. If it�s good to go, we move forward with plan 4B.�

�Yes Sir,� Sarah said. She was beaming from ear to ear. I could see she already had visions of another pip on her epaulet and dreams of becoming the next Metropolitan Police Commissioner. 

So a whole wardrobe of clothes was bought for me, and whilst the real Toni took some leave, Toni, the female impersonator, came back to the police station as a civilian temp. On my first day I was taken into the offices and shown around � I was a new girl come to do some temping. It was an experiment to see if I would function in public and, of course, I passed with flying colours. In truth, I wished Operation Reckless, as I called it, would end there and then. I just loved getting up in the morning and slipping into silky kickers (I discarded the horrid cot-
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ton ones the police bought for me) and 10 denier stockings, silky camisole tops, skirt suits, heels, handbags and jewelry, thinking I was going to work and being accepted as a woman. It was perfect. 

And, I was so relaxed and �chilled� at the end of the day. It made me reflect how unhappy I had been during my marriage to Julia; the rows, the disagreements, the frustrations. Maybe it would have all been more relaxed if I had been able to pull on a pair of knickers and panty hose but after the children were born, that had become near impossible. Julia wasn�t exactly supportive of my desire to wear the clothes of the opposite sex � in fact she hated it. 

The week passed and no one read me let alone recognised me as D.I. Toni Lombardi and so it came to pass that Operation Restless (or Reckless) had its stooge. The combination of a transvestite with an urge to wear women�s clothes on police time whilst going undercover to do a public duty and a megalomaniac boss who wanted promotion, promotion, promotion was a lethal cocktail and someone was going to get hurt. 

Whilst I was temping I was taken away from my mun-dane chores from time to time and given some training and instruction on how to be a lady of the night from a real-life hooker. She taught me how to walk and talk as if I was a woman (as if I didn�t know already!) and the lingo that went with the job whilst a coach helped me with my voice. I was also briefed on the Kontchelsky gang and shown photographs of some of the key gang members. I also watched DVDs of confessions from prostitutes that had got on the wrong side of the gang and taken a beating. It was all designed to give me motivation. 

Sarah was absolutely amazed by my transformation. I could see her glowing (and crowing) at the prospect of me going undercover and nabbing Vladimir Kontchelsky. 

When I had finished my stint as a temp, D.I. Toni Lombardi re-appeared from leave and came back on duty. 

On the first day, Sarah asked me to show her my hairless chest. 

�Umm, I like a hairless man,� she said rubbing her hand over my pecs. �There�s something so erotic about a man who is clean, smooth-shaved.�

I must admit I was amazed that Sarah was so aroused. 

All my fellow officers saw her as a frigid, ambitious ma-tron with no interest in children, men or husbands or any of the finer things in life. Work was her life. 

A few days later, Operation Restless was due to commence. One night, when I came on shift, I was taken to the Opo Room and dressed and made-up professionally. 

When I was ready, an unmarked police car took me to Soho and I was introduced to a Russian girl, Xenia, who was in on the plan. She had been arrested for prostitution and had no valid ID but had been told if she helped me then she would be let off and allowed to remain in the UK

� she knew Kontchelsky but hadn�t worked for him. She knew I was an undercover cop but little else. 

Of course, unlike her, I wasn�t available for hire! Even so, a number of cars stopped and asked about me as I stood around on the pavement. Xenia gave them the brush-off until one of the Kontchelsky mob approached us and warned us off the Russian�s London pitch; it was the part of Soho we knew the gang operated in. 

�We run the street round here,� the big Russian goon said as he got out of his large car. �So you go fuck your-selves. This is our territory.�

We acted frightened and walked a few hesitant steps away, then Xenia, who I have to say, was a mighty fine actress, stumbled back on high heels. 

�But please Mister, we are poor, we have no work, please let us work the street. We could work for you.�

The Russian thug relented slightly. �Ah, you say you have no pimp?�

�No pimp,� Xenia repeated. �Toni here is new to the game and she has no pimp either. Me? I have friend in Manchester and can work there but she, well, she has no one and just wants to work and would work well for you. 

She does much good fucky,� Xenia explained. �Many cli-ents come back to her again and again as such good is her fucky. She earn you much, much money and don�t do no fuck around either with the money so you make well out of her. And she�s English so speaks good the language. 

And she�s not like most English girls who jack the smack. 

She�s clean.�

The goon�s eyes lit up. �English, ahh? English women are dogs and slags and like to fuck.�

His dark eyes peered into me. As we hoped, he saw me as another potential whore on a string. I stood against a brick wall in my skyscraper heels and short skirt, trying to look seductive. In truth, I was as nervous as hell. The piercing black eyes never left me. 

�Come,� he said at last. �I take the pretty one with me and maybe give her work. But you? You�re just an old whore who needs to fuck off to Manchester and work there. There is no business here for you. We see you here again and you get such a beating you never work again. 

Now go fuck yourself.�

Xenia gave me a hug and whispered �good luck�, then she was gone. I was bundled into the back of a car� and that was the start of it. It wasn�t long before I had delved into Vladimir�s world and that in turn led me to being tied to a chair and gagged in the basement of a terraced house in the East of London. I figured there must be a spy in the police camp and Vladimir had been sent for. When he arrived, my fate would be sealed. 

The men who captured me made some pretty uncomplimentary comments about my �big butt� and �mannish face� but despite a bit of slapping, they had not been too

hard on me. I expected worse and knew I was likely to get it once my little secret was discovered. It was Natasja, with her full breasts and long legs, who exposed me. As soon as she walked into the room and saw me, she pointed and shrieked. 

�She�s a man!� Just like that. One look and she had clocked me. Maybe it was the stubble showing through my thick pan makeup. I don�t know for sure but I knew the stubble could give me away eventually. I hung my head. 

One of the goons shot a hand up the inside of my black leather miniskirt and grabbed my wedding tackle. 

He stumbled back, laughing like a hyena. 

�Natasja is right. We are, how do you say? Dealing with a geezer.�

The two goons in the room cried with laughter. They actually leant against the cellar wall and guffawed hyster-ically. They were literally crying with laughter at my predicament. Finally, one of my captors, who was seven foot if an inch and built like a proverbial outhouse, said. �You English, you so crazy. You send a man to do a woman�s job�.� The goon pointed to his head and repeated

�crazy� many times amongst a deluge of Russian which, though I could not speak a word of the damned language, I took to be of a far from complimentary nature. 

And not for the first time I thought my seven foot Russian minder was correct. We were crazy. It was a stupid plan that Sarah should have dismissed as soon as it had left my lips. For my part, I had only suggested it because I had wanted to legitimise my dressing; show the police service that I was a transvestite with a purpose, that I could pull off a daring undercover raid that would get Sarah promoted and me a mention in some report or other. 

But all it had led to was me being tied up to a chair and force-fed like a baby. When Natasja had finished spoon-

ing the soup into my mouth, she sat on the floor at my knee. 

�Tell me, Toni, how did you, how do you say? Get involved in this caper?� She curled her legs under her as if she was about to listen to her grandmother telling a tale of yore. �We�ve got much time and I�m interested,� she added. 

�Let me take you back�� I paused and took a deep breath. �Let me take you back to where it all began��


CHAPTER ONE

�It all goes back to my childhood. Most things do. My mum got pregnant with me when she was eighteen and my dad did a runner - I�ve never, ever, met him. Mum was thrown out of her house by my granddad. He was very strict and didn�t believe in sex before marriage. Mum ended up feeling pretty bitter about the whole experience. 

Anyway, she was convinced I�d be a girl - I think the mid-wife told her that and she wanted a girl because men had been so bad to her. My rat of a dad had deserted her and her dad had beaten her with a belt when he found out she was pregnant and disowned her so she felt utterly rejected. She came from a strict Italian Catholic background, you see. When the baby was born, she got me! She christened me Toni with an �I� and she dressed me as a girl when I was small. She had to struggle financially as she didn�t want to take benefits and she has always worked. 

We lived in apartments and things and eventually she bought her own house. 

�I don�t have much memory before the age of about five or six but I�ve seen photos of myself when I was two, three, four years of age and in quite a few of them I�m wearing dresses and have pretty pink bows in my hair. 

Because her family disowned her, she didn�t have anyone who could tell her not to do it. In any case, Mum was

pretty stubborn and just wanted me to be a girl. To add insult to injury, the woman opposite, Mrs. Patterson, Denise, had a daughter called Susan who was the same age as me. In fact, we went to school together. �Denise was a stay-at-home mum so around the holidays, my mum would pay her to look after me and I would play with Susan. We were best friends and did everything together. Of course, our games included dressing-up and I was dressed as a girl - a lot. Because Mrs. Patterson lived opposite she knew that mum dressed me as a girl. I�m sure Mum told her I wanted to be a girl because Denise would often encourage me to dress in Susan�s clothes and even brought some girls clothes for me. 

�Mum would love it when Denise brought me back home at the end of the day and I was wearing a dress. I used to go around there after school if Mum was late home from work and sometimes I�d be given a dress to wear. I think Susan, Denise, and my mum enjoyed it though I�m not so sure about Mr. Paterson; I think he had reservations about me dressing as a girl and would sometimes say to me that I should be out playing with the boys. Mrs. Patterson would just say, ��Look John, you know he has problems, he�s transgendered, let him play with the girls, it�s the least we can do.�

�I didn�t know any different. When I went to the shrink after my marriage failed, he said it was condition-ing and imprinting, that, as I was so young, I would have seen whatever my mother wanted as being �right� and would have gone along with it. As I got older, I loved the fact that mum liked me being feminine; when I wore a pretty dress and pirouetted or curtseyed, she would clap her hands and encourage me and give me a hug and kiss me. I loved that � my dressing made Mum happy. 

�At primary school it wasn�t a big deal at all; the school wasn�t too rough and back then, in the Eighties and early Nineties, kids were more innocent and there

wasn�t so much bullying. It wasn�t not like now with my kids and Facebook and mobile phones and what have you. Back then you just turned up for school and no one cared that I didn�t like football or sports or that I liked to play with the girls. That was just how it was. Maybe I�m seeing it through rose-tinted spectacles but I really don�t remember a lot of hassle at primary school � certainly nothing like secondary which I will come onto later.�

�Why? Were you bullied?� Natasjaaja asked. 

I enjoyed talking about my past; apart from the discus-sions with the shrink I had never really talked to anyone about dressing but my mouth felt so tight and sore, a consequence of being gagged. �Wait, I�ll come to that,� I said. 

�I just need some water.�

Natasja obliged with a glass of water. I closed my eyes and continued. 

�At primary school, every year you had to bring some money for a school charity and then you could dress as anything you wanted. So I got dressed as a girl. Every year. Sometimes a princess, sometimes a fairy, but always a girl. Mum loved it and would go into work late those days so she could take me to school and see me walk into the playground in my skirts. 

�Then there were Susan�s parties � all-girl affairs because girls didn�t have boyfriends at that age. Mum sent me across the road dressed as a girl. No one seemed to care; the other girls seemed to accept me as a girl. But as I got older, one or two girls did ask me if I wanted to be a girl or why I dressed as a girl but I just think they thought I was eccentric or wanted to be a girl and left it like that. 

Everyone at school knew, of course, and sometimes kids would look at me funny or tease me or call me a freak but on the whole things were OK. 

�Every night when I came home from school, I was given a dress or skirt to wear � all my pants were silky

girl�s knickers, I even slept in a nightdress so I was far more feminine than most girls.�

�That�s really weird,� Natasja said. She stroked my knee. 

I sighed. �That�s what others thought and it got really difficult when I was eleven and went to secondary school. 

That was when it was really hard. I started to look at myself in the mirror and think, �Do you know what, I�m a boy!� I couldn�t understand why Mum wanted to dress me as a girl. When I asked her, she said it was what I wanted but how could I have known what I wanted when I was a baby or a two- or three-year-old? I had no notion of different genders then. 

�When I got to secondary school, I really fell out with her over it. As I say, I started to question why she dressed me as a girl. One time, I got caught in women�s knickers when changing for P.E. The other kids really started to take the piss out of me and some of the kids, who had gone to primary school with me, said I dressed as a girl at home. That led to years of bullying. Not by one group of lads either but by all sorts of kids, girls as well. Every fucker seemed to know about me. Every fucker seemed to want to have a go at me.� I could feel tears in my eyes. �I hated secondary school and was always bunking off � my mum even got taken to court for it. It was just a total nightmare. I argued constantly with my mum and blamed her for dressing me. For two or three years, I didn�t dress at all and threw out all the female things she had bought me. I even went to charity shops and bought myself some boy�s clothes. Mum was quite strict and quite stubborn so I used to get punished a lot � smacked, that sort of thing. 

Because she worked full-time, she always expected me to do a lot of the chores when I got home from school but I got in with a group of boys who played up. I wanted to be hard, to be macho. I was getting into girls�

�Before that, though, when I was about fourteen, I just caved in. I really missed the dressing. Susan was less friendly to me as she had her own friends and had started dating boys. I was kind of jealous. It was tough. I was lonely. Really lonely. I had no friends to speak of. Then one day during the summer holidays, I went over to see Mrs. Patterson. 

��Susan�s out,� she said. �But come in, Toni.��

�I followed Denise down the hall and into the kitchen. 

I knew Susan was out with her boyfriend. Denise poured me some orange squash and I sat down in the kitchen and talked to her about this and that � how I hated school and that sort of thing. Then I told her about Mum and the problems I had been having. I really opened my heart up to her and told her that I was rebelling but that really, deep down, I wanted to dress as a girl and I missed the closeness to Mum. Denise really understood. She told me to come over the following day and she would sort things out. She would make things better between me and Mum. 

�Well, the following day, Susan, Denise, and I went shopping. Susan advised what to buy and Denise bought it � clothes, makeup, jewelry, lingerie. Susan was pretty disinterested by that time and she wasn�t the Susan of old but she went along with it - I think she liked the fact that she could show her mum she was fashionable and that she was good at matching clothes. 

�When we got back, she went off to see her boyfriend and Mrs. Patterson dressed me up. It felt so good, it felt great. Later, Mrs Patterson� Denise� took me to see Mum and she made quite a fuss of me. She couldn�t believe I was dressed again and she cried. I told her I was sorry for the way I had behaved and would do as I was told in future. After that, I went back to dressing but it didn�t last long. One time I got read by a woman � my voice was breaking and I was starting to shave, so I gave

up. Also I was really confused; I wanted to be a boy and I started acting tough. 

�I went to college and I had a few jobs. Mum met a guy called Mark and married . They bought me a flat. I started dressing again and went out and met other transvestites. Eventually I joined the police as I wanted to prove I was a man. I had no problem finding women. In due course I married Julia and put the dressing to one side. I tried to repress it but it came back; it always does. 

�Eventually, I started dressing again. Julia found out and we got divorced. It wasn�t just that, it was the late nights, the shifts; police work is not good for a stable marriage. When we divorced, I saw a psychiatrist; he told me I would always be a transvestite and I needed to come to terms with it. So I bought a flat and started dressing again. Then this undercover job came up and I volunteered.�

I left the sentence hanging to see Natasja�s reaction. 

She was sitting on the floor, her shoes were off, he had taken her hand off my knee and was stroking her feet. 

�It�s surprising your mum wanted a girl,� she said as last. �Most family they want boy.�

�I think Mum really liked me dressed as it gave her control over me and she hated men. I can never really remember her having a relationship when I was young, though she�s now married to this chap, Mark. He�s a nice guy. But back then, she felt bitter and she wanted me to be a girl. Obviously, I dressed as a boy most of the time; when I was a teenager, I had male friends, went out, partied and met girls. She was cool with all that but by then she had met Mark and was less interested in what I was doing.�

Natasja stood up and stretched. �Your life,� she said. 

�It�s how you say? Very weird. I think in my country, no man would admit to enjoying the dressing in the woman

clothes. Russian men are very macho. In your country the men are very weak and puny and do not have much, how do you say? Balls? Their wives tell them what to do and they are not real men at all. For my part, I like the Russian man the better.� She stood up. �Do you need the toilet? 

I told her I didn�t. �Then it�s good night, Toni with an

�I�.�

She unwrapped some heavy-duty tape from a roll, pulled some out, cut it and slapped it over my mouth. She walked to the door

�Sorry, Toni, we cannot have you make a noise. You stay nice and quiet and think about all the lovely dresses you once wore. If you want to wear again, you must do as we say. We Russians are not afraid of your soft courts and so-called justice.� She laughed. �Why your crazy coppers carry no guns? How can you catch a villain with no gun? I do not understand. You English are mad. You have no balls.�

She closed the door: Her light laughter drifted along the stairwell as she walked up the stone steps and away from the cellar. 


CHAPTER TWO

The rope dug into my hands and the one around my middle cut into my waist. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 1987. I was seven years old. Susan�s party was on a Saturday which meant Mum had all morning to get me ready. The dress had been hanging up on her wardrobe door all week, wrapped in plastic. 

�Don�t you go in there sneaking a look,� Mum said. �I want it to be a nice surprise. You will be the belle of the ball. You really will be.�

It wasn�t hard to resist. By then I already knew the difference between �boys� and �girls� and I was beginning to

question why mum had this strange desire to dress me up in girl�s clothes. Sometimes when I lay awake at night, I would cry and pray to God that He would make me normal, just like everyone else. But who was �normal�? The invitations had been given around at school and, as always, I was the only boy invited. 

�Susan wants to be your girlfriend,� one boy had said. 

It was nice to think some of the boys still didn�t know I went to the parties dressed as a girl. Most did though and even my teacher had asked one day:

�Toni, does your mum send to you to Susan�s parties in a dress?�

I nodded my head. 

�Do you like it?�

I shrugged and nodded again. Well, what else could I do? I knew Mum would be furious if I let her down and told the teacher she dressed me against my will. Mum often made it clear to me that she didn�t want anyone offi-cial knocking on her door; I risked being taken away if I told the teachers too much. But did I like it? I didn�t know. It was just what I did, how things were, it was kind of �normal�. 

Even though I never breathed a word to the teachers or said I didn�t like it, I know they spoke to Mum about it at a parents evening. Mum said it was what I wanted and that she was trying to bring me up to be gender neutral as she thought I might be transgendered. I think the teachers liked that. Mum was very plausible and persuasive. She was good at telling stories. She convinced Denise I was transgendered and I�m sure she convinced the teachers as well. It was all for my own good. It was what I wanted. 

So it was the Saturday of Susan�s party. Mr. Patterson had gone off to football � he was a keen Arsenal fan �

which meant the house would be Girls Only. The party

started at 2 PM. At about 10 AM, I was told by mum to have a bath. When I got out, Mum dried me and I put on a silky wrap. My feminisation had started. I was told to sit on my bed and she came through with nail varnish and painted my nails, toes and fingers. Then she combed and straightened my blond hair which had not seen a barber�s scissors for years. Did I like it? Of course! I loved the at-tention. Having Mum all to myself. She spoke so softly and kindly to me and she told me how pretty I would look, it sent a shiver down my spine. 

Then she left the room and returned with a pair of purple knickers and a slip which I was told to put on. 

They were silky and good quality. Mum never scrimped when it came to dressing her Toni.� I was then told to pull on little white socks with a bear motif on them. I stood in the room looking at my reflection in the mirror. Mum went back to her bedroom and returned with the dress, covered in polythene. She pulled off the wrappings and showed it to me. It was purple chiffon with a nylon un-derlay. The dress was straight with no skirts. A shift dress. 

�This is a more mature dress than the dress you wore last year,� Mum said. �You�re getting too old for pretty little party frocks. You need something more in keeping with the times.�

She took off the wrappings and unzipped it and I pulled it over my head. Mum ran up the zip. I looked in the mirror. I was a pretty girl; my blond hair smoothed, my dress tight to my body, my legs bare and pale. 

�Sit down,� Mum said. 

I sat back on the bed. She dabbed makeup on my face using her hands and a brush. It wasn�t much but enough to give my face a little colour, adding to the girlishness. 

Then she added jewelry

I always got nervous before I was due to go outside dressed � I wondered what the other girls would think of me, whether they would call me a freak as some boys at school had done on the �dress up� charity days. I wanted to tell Mum I didn�t want to go but I knew that was impossible. I felt nervous. Mum took my hand. 

�There, what do you think?� she asked. 

I looked at myself in the mirror. My heart was beating like a drum. A boy called Toni, a girl called Toni. The boy who liked to play with the girls, to dress as a girl. I knew there were some boys who were jealous of me � one older boy at school sorted me out and asked me about my mum dressing me as a girl. At first I thought he was just taking the rise out of me but quickly realised he was genuinely interested and wanted to know every last detail. He was the exception � on the whole the boys shunned me. It wasn�t cool to have me as a friend. The boy who dressed as a girl. They left me alone, though, let me get on with it; the bullying would come later. 

�Shall we go?� my mum asked. 

I nodded and she took my hand. I followed her downstairs. My mouth was dry and the butterflies swooped and dived around my stomach. In the past, I had enjoyed it because it was a dressing-up game. But I was seven now. I knew I was doing something other boys didn�t do and I felt nervous. Nervous to the pit of my stomach. I reached the hall and picked up the carrier bag that contained Susan�s present (Mum would make out I chose it myself but I hadn�t. It was a Barbie doll). Then the front door opened and the sunlight burst in. I always hated that bit. We lived on a busy road with a bus stop near us and pedestrians would come by. My hand felt sweaty on the carrier bag handle. Mum sensed my unease and led me across the street. On the stroke of 2 PM, Mum rang the doorbell. Denise answered, bent down, and told me how

pretty I looked. I was ushered in. Mum released my hand and turned to go. 

�But Mum�� I said, at last feeling the urge to resist. 

Mum bent down and kissed me on the cheek. 

�Don�t worry, Denise will look after you. Now have a good time, won�t you?� With that, she left me � as she had done every year. But that year I realised it was no longer a game. I was seven and knew it was �wrong.�

Susan appeared in front of me wearing a pretty pink dress and the thick glasses she wore until she was a teen and discovered contact lenses. Her hair bounced up and down her back like a horse�s mane. 

�Hello Toni,� she said. �Is that for me?� she asked as she looked at the carrier bag. She completely ignored my attire; she had seen me so many times in a dress she was blasé about it. I nodded and handed over the gift and card. I followed her into the front room; it smelt bright and fresh. A table been set up for tea. Three other girls were already there, sitting on the floor and looking at the presents Susan had already unwrapped. 

�This is Toni, Toni from school.�

I remember the smiles, the laughter, the smirks. Like me, they realised it was no longer a dressing game. 

�Toni, but he�s wearing a dress,� one of the girls said. 

I blushed: I wished the ground beneath my feet would open up. 

�Now girls, remember what I told you!� Mrs. 

Patterson said sharply. 

�Yes, Mrs Patterson!� they sang in unison. 

And that stopped any further comments. But what had Mrs. Paterson told them? What had she said? When I went to see the psychiatrist, all those memories were dredged up. There was so much going on when I was a

child which I knew nothing about. So many secrets. And a lot of them were about me. 

When the other girls arrived, we had our tea � jelly and ice-cream and crisps and things. Some of the girls looked at me. I remember the looks. As I was growing up, I got a lot of looks when I was out with Mum; when she took me shopping; when she took me to the pictures. Was I a boy or was I a girl? But at the parties there were always girls who stared at me. As children do. After Denise brought in the cake and we sang �Happy Birthday,� we played some games and listened to some music. We got bored as children do so we went out into the garden. As always I was quiet. I just joined in with the others. Then Mandy, one of the girls who was also in my class, took my hand. 

�I like you dressed as a girl,� she said softly. �I like you better as a girl than a boy. I wish all boys were like you.�

Then she skipped off. I never forgot that moment. 

Never. 


CHAPTER THREE

I slipped in and out of sleep. I daydreamed, mulled over my predicament. It was hard to sleep with my head lolling forward. It was so damned uncomfortable being tied to a chair for hour after hour, day after day. The rope around my middle cut me in two. My wrists felt sore. I just wished Vladimir would arrive and put me out of my misery. I lost the will to live. How long had it been? How long had I sat in that dingy cellar with a bare electric light bulb dangling above my head? The cellar smelt musty and damp. Well, I suppose I could not have expected five-star treatment. I just wished they would get on with it and shoot me. I had found out that they were the Syndicate: Vladimir�s Mob, that�s what they call themselves, the

Syndicate or Ñèíäèêàò as it�s known in Russian, not that I knew any Russian. Natasja translated that one for me. My head lolled forward. It was hard not to think of the past of sunny days� of open fields� of dresses�. 

It was March 1991 and I was eleven years of age�. 

year six at school and just about to go to secondary school. As I had told Natasja, every year the school allowed all the kids to come to school in anything they wished for a small donation to charity and every year I came in a dress. 

�What are you going to come as this year, Toni?�

Mandy asked me. 

�He loves looking like a girl; he always dresses as one,� one of the other lads said. 

I just shrugged my shoulders and pretended the jibes didn�t worry me. Everyone knew. The staff, all the other kids. I was transgendered, that was the word they used. 

Not that my fellow eleven-year-olds knew such words� to them, I was �sissy� and �queer boy� and �freak�. 

�So what�s it to be?� Mandy asked again. 

I shrugged. �Not sure. I may surprise you all and come as something complete different. Superman, Spiderman... .�

�Batman! Batgirl more like. Your mum won�t let you dress as a boy, Susan told us,� another boy sniped. 

I started to cry then. Big wet tears that rolled down my cheek. That was the truth of it and Susan had obviously spread the word around; maybe, just to a friend but things get repeated. Tell one person and you may as well tell the world. I covered my face, dug the heels of my hand into my eyes. Sometimes I wished I was normal... or dead. 

But when I saw the dress Mum bought for me, I just couldn�t wait to put it on. It was long and pink and the

skirts were buoyed by net. I couldn�t wait to wear it. I loved how Mum took so much time doing me up � working on my hair, applying a smidgen of makeup with her fingers to my face just to give me �some colour�; how she set out my underwear on the bed, how she helped me into that glorious dress. All week I thought about how I would walk around the school in the long skirts. I would get teased, I would get stares; I knew that but I would be im-mune from all the hostility; protected from the jibes and snide remarks by the silky covering of the dress. 

It was a Friday, the mufti day. I remember getting up, having a shower, then going back to my room to pull on silky underwear and a slip; there was no time for breakfast. Then Mum did my face and added the makeup. She got the dress out of its protective polythene wrapper and laid it on the floor like a sack. She held the bodice whilst I put my tiny feet inside the circle of cloth. Then she drew it up; I slipped my arms into the sleeves and she zipped me up. I looked at myself in the mirror. Toni the boy. Toni the girl. I knew I would be the most feminine at school; none of the other eleven-year-old girls would be quite so girly, so feminine, so beautiful. 

It was raining, I remember that. I remember slipping into low-heeled shoes; Mum gave me a Mac to hold over my head as I hurried to the car in my long skirts. I suppose I should have known the omens were bad. That rain. 

The crack of thunder. Mum drove me to school. I was late and despite my excuse about how I had had to get ready, I still got a detention. I think the teacher liked punishing me. He taught P.E., thought I was a Nancy boy and had no truck for the idea that I might be transgendered. That was the first thing that went wrong. Things seemed better when I entered the hall for assembly and there were cheers, even some wolf whistles as I was paraded in front of the school as someone who had made the best effort. I felt accepted. I didn�t learn much at all that day; all I

could think about was the dress, how nice it felt, and how I liked wearing it. It was a wonderful day at school but it turned nasty. 

It was the end of the school day and Mum was late picking me up. I was standing at the school gate on my own as the other kids had all gone. Waiting. It was a pity I hadn�t done my detention that night for lateness as it would have saved me from what happened. Four boys from the secondary school up the road walked passed. At first they didn�t seem too concerned, then one of the boys turned back, bag over his shoulder. 

�You a boy, mate?� he asked. 

I nodded, suddenly feeling really exposed. Frightened. 

�Well, why are you dressed as a fairy?�

�For charity,� I said. 

�What? A poofters charity?�

�AIDS!� Another lad joked and they all laughed. 

One of the lads came close and put his head near me. 

�You gay, mate?�

I shook my head. 

�I think you are. I think you�re a poofter.� He punched me in the stomach. Then again. The others joined in. They all pounced on me, kicking and punching and kneeing me. Red spluttered onto the pink of the dress. Fists rained down on me. I was caught in a blizzard of punches and kicks. The pain was excruciating. I tried not to fall to the floor but in the end, I could not stand up and fell onto my knees. I was an easy target then. Boots and shoes crashed into my body. Time and time again. Then I heard the car. 

The screech of brakes. 

Mum shouting. She was mad. Furious. �Get off him! 

Get off him! LEAVE HIM ALONE YOU FUCKING BULLIES! LEAVE HIM ALONE!�

She ran towards me. I had never seen her so incensed. 

Never. The car engine was still running, the car door open. I was collapsed on the ground in a heap, surrounded by the reddened silk of my skirts. She leaped at the boys and they ran off before she could deliver any blows of her own. �Fuck off, you bullies. Just fuck off and leave my son alone!�

I remember her picking me up and comforting me. She was sobbing. Really crying. She said how sorry she was. 

She wanted to take me to the police station but I said I just wanted to get home. I didn�t go to school the following week. I wanted the bruises to heal up. The mental scars took longer. 


CHAPTER FOUR

Two heavies came back into the room. One was wearing a worn Crombie and had long greasy hair which was tied back in a ponytail; the other was shorter and had a crew cut. They both worked in the same line of business: violence and intimidation. The Russian Mafia. This time they untied me. I was released from my binds and told to get up. This was difficult to do after I�d been tied to that infernal chair for days on end; my muscles had become stiff and had frozen up. I began to move like a creaky old man. I stretched and stood to my full height and, though not tall, I towered over the heavies in my skyscraper heels; even they were surprised at just how tall I was. I was just so relieved to lose my binds. My wrists and ankles were raw and sore and itched and I couldn�t stop rubbing them. They were red with rope burn and there were indentations from where the rope had cut into my flesh. 

�you follow with us,� one of the Russians said. 

I took a deep breath and followed Pony Tail from the room whilst Crew Cut lurked behind me, menacingly. I

followed them up some steep concrete stairs. It was difficult to walk in my high-heeled shoes and my leg muscles had gone to sleep. I�ve always prided myself on my ability to walk in heels but on this occasion I stumbled like a drunkard. Even so, walking in heels is almost an achieve-ment suitable for my CV: Policeman (male) 28, Divorced, 2

kids, Amazing ability to walk and stand for long periods in heels of 5� or more. I�m not sure it would have got me a job, though. 

Pony Tail led the way upstairs. His suit jacket flapped around him and he held an iPhone in his hand: I�d already seen the brown leather holster which contained his gun. We got to the top of the steep stairs and for the first time in I don�t know how long I saw sunlight. And felt fresh air. You can�t believe how good that felt! I blinked and took a deep breath. The front door of the house was open and I was ushered out onto the pavement. Crew Cut stabbed me in the back with a hard, round object which I realised was a gun. 

�Follow me,� Pony Tail said. �And don�t try to be a hero.�

I realised they were not in the least bit phased about taking me out onto the bright London street, even though I now looked like a man in drag. I walked down the short hall and down a couple of steps to the pavement. I was so relieved to be free from the cellar, I didn�t really mind what they did with me. 

Pony Tail did up his jacket buttons as he left the house; he clearly didn�t mind being seen out with a man dressed as a woman but he certainly didn�t want his gun, which was in the waist band of his trousers, to be seen. 

He started to stride off with his arms loosely hanging by his sides. The nose of the gun was buried in the small of my back and I realised how close Crew Cut must be. 

We walked about a hundred yards down the street, then Pony Tail opened the door of a blue Vauxhall Astra; not exactly the car you would have associated with a criminal gang but I surmised that they wanted a car that merged into the background. A door was pulled open for me and I was ushered into the back seat. Pony Tail sat down beside me; Crew Cut went to the other door and got in on my right hand side. Cosy. A goon was either side of me. Once seated in the car; I realised that there was another gang member at the wheel: a big fat oaf of a man who was almost bursting out of his tight suit. 

�You in?� Fatso said. 

I said nothing. 

�I drive,� he continued. �Must put on seat belt or we get nick nicked by Ploddy.� He released a great guffaw-ing laugh. �We would not want to be nicked by British P.C. Ploddy, would we?�

Crew Cut and Pony Tail were silent whilst the fat oaf enjoyed his own band of Russian humour. 

The car moved out onto a main road. I guessed it was a Saturday. There were plenty of shoppers about and people waiting around. It was all very �multi-cultural,� a part of London I didn�t really recognise, though I guessed by the ethnicity on display and the rundown buildings it was East London. 

The Russians started speaking to each other in their own tongue. It appeared to get a bit heated but I had no idea what they were talking about. God, how I wished I hadn�t got mixed up in the ridiculous Operation Reckless

� sorry I mean �Restless�. What a fucking mess. Part of me wanted to break down and cry � not very James Bond, I know - but I felt like jam in a doughnut, surrounded on all sides. I knew that unless Sarah organised some spec-tacular raid to get me released (something she was highly unlikely to do unless there was a whiff of promotion and

success was guaranteed), then I was likely to end up as hard core in the construction of a new motorway. It was all very depressing, but then that is the story of my life. 


CHAPTER FIVE

When I got to secondary school, I was seriously depressed. Big time. I had a real gender identity crises which came to a head when I got caught wearing women�s knickers when I undressed for P.E. That led to the revela-tion, by some boys in my class, that I had often dressed as a girl at primary school. That, in turn, lead to bullying; constant, continuous and cruel. Not just by one boy or one group of boys but by different groups at different times, both girls and boys and different year groups. I was amazed that so many people knew I had worn girls�

clothes at my primary school. Of course, the word spread around the place like wildfire. I didn�t really have any friends; no one wanted to associate with me for fear of attracting the same roughhouse treatment. In a school of well over 1000 students, there must have been a few other transvestites hiding in the closet, not daring to raise their made-up heads above the parapet.. 

I gave up then. Told my mum I wouldn�t dress. If there were girl clothes on the bed when I got home, I would stay in my school uniform. After the knicker incident, I only wore men�s underwear; I even bought it myself. Mum and I rowed big time � not about the

�dressing� but I knew that was the elephant in the room. 

The peaceful days, when I was at primary school and Mum and I got on so well, were shattered. From the moment I went to secondary school and got caught wearing those blue, silky knickers with a lacy trim, everything changed. Everything. I wanted no more of it; I began to assert my male identity and Mum responded in kind. She walloped me. Good and hard and often. 

I was lonely, depressed and miserable. I wanted out. I contemplated suicide. I stayed off school saying I was ill or when Mum sent me I played truant; so much so she even got taken to court and fined for not sending me. 

Now, what I suffered would be called transphobia and transgender bullying but back then, in the early Nineties, it wasn�t really recognised, not that I told anyone about it. 

I kept it myself to myself. I listened to music; I did a paper route to earn a few pounds which went on clothes - male clothes - and CDs and books. My favourite past time, though, was reading. I loved crime fiction; Mickey Spillane and that sort of thing. Crime thrillers were my favourites; they took me out of myself. I guess that�s one of the reasons why joining the police was an attraction. 

When I wasn�t at school, most of the time I stayed in my room. I was a loner, something the police recognised and which was good for my future career when I went undercover. Hunting down Russia�s Mr Big wasn�t my first assignment and I had come through my other solo missions with flying colours. I was known as someone who could keep a secret, was reliable and could act on his own initiative. That was probably why Sarah was so convinced I could make a success of Operation Restless. 

In the end, my mum laid off the �girl thing� and I became a semi-normal kid. Doing homework, going to school, doing housework, playing some sport. In my later years at school, I even had one or two friends. And though I was still bullied, I got into a few fights and I learnt how to take care of myself. I finally told my mum about the bullying and how unhappy I was and she sent me to martial art classes. I found putting one or two of the chief bullies on the floor worked wonders and the bullying died off to some extent. No matter what people say, nothing works better with a bully than a smack in the mouth. 

By the time I was fourteen, I was happier; maybe that was why I started to think about dressing again. It started with masturbation. Don�t most things? There was a girl I fancied at school called Shelly. Shelly had soft brown eyes and long auburn hair with a fringe that just touched her eyebrows. Her hair was always silky soft and smelt of shampoo; she also had a lovely smile which revealed her white, even teeth. Amazingly, she seemed to like to me; that gorgeous smile of hers was aimed in my direction on more than one occasion. She�d not been to my primary school but she knew about the bullying and the fact that Mum dressed me. One time, when I was about twelve and the bullies were beating me to pulp, she had con-fronted them and told them to stop. After that she spoke to me, asked how I was doing, that sort of thing. She was a really kind, nice person. I used to think about her a lot. 

One time there was a party and somehow I managed to get myself invited. It was a bit of a disaster as I sat on the sofa all night, drinking soft drinks. I never had the courage to approach her, not that it would have mattered as she had a boyfriend. But she was wearing this blue dress; strapless, full-skirted and pleated: it had a tight bodice; there were no underskirts but the dress had a bow around the middle and just looked gloriously feminine. I suppose, unconsciously, it may have reminded me of the dresses I had worn as a kid. 

When I got back from the party, I laid in bed thinking of Shelley; her auburn hair rolling down her back, her bangle jangling on her wrist, her adolescent breasts heav-ing in that dress. I found myself getting aroused. Was it her or the dress? I�m not sure but I pulled away on the one-eyed snake and had my first orgasm. Repeating Shelly�s name over and over and over as I did so. 

From then on I found myself thinking about girls�

clothes more � particularly as I beat the bishop. I had some mates by that time and sometimes we would look at

nudie mags. It was then that I became aware that I liked women better when they had clothes on. One time I was around a mate�s house; he had a porn mag which he showed me. The model was wearing a red vinyl jacket, a pair of red knickers, and red stilettos Further on in the photo shoot, she had removed the clothes but I preferred her dressed. I borrowed the mag and took it home but when I closed my eyes, I saw myself wearing what the model was wearing and that aroused me. 

�Mum, do you remember when you used to dress me as a girl?� I asked one day over dinner. 

Mum looked at me quizzically. �Why?�

�I just wondered why you did it. Did I like it?� I asked. 

Mum looked at her plate. �You liked it, Toni, of course you did. Mummy would never do anything her Toni did not like, would she?�

�I guess not. But why?� I asked. 

�Maybe I thought you wanted to be a girl.� She shrugged and got on with her meal. That was it with Mum, she kept her feelings under wraps. That�s why she was so annoyed when I went to the shrink after my marriage failed. 

�There�s nothing wrong with you! Why you want your head examined?� she argued when I told her. �People who have their head examined end up more cuckoo than before.�

But I�m getting ahead of myself. 

After years of rejecting photos of me when I was young � particularly in a dress � I found myself searching them out and looking at them. I started to relive the dressing days. I remembered how much I enjoyed them. Mum was right, I really had enjoyed dressing. I had found it strangely comforting: it gave me a sense of security. 

And that�s why, in the summer of 1994, when I fourteen, I went back to dressing . Mum was at work and, because I was older, the role of Denise Paterson, the lady who lived opposite, had been downgraded from babysitter to the person I went to if I was in trouble or there was an emergency. In fact, I normally occupied myself during the holidays: I didn�t see much of her or her daughter, Susan, who had her own friends and was no longer interested in me. But one morning, when Mum had gone to work, I did something on impulse. I went around to Denise�s house and knocked on the door. I remember the cocker spaniel yapping and the homely smells as Denise came to the door wiping her hands. 

�Hi Toni, how are you? Not seen you for ages,� Denise said. �Come in.�

I followed her down the familiar hallway and into the kitchen. 

�Susan�s gone out,� she said. 

I could have added that I had already seen her go out with her boyfriend but I feigned ignorance. It was Denise I had come to see. I had always liked her and found her very understanding; she seemed to have a soft spot for me. Sometimes, she had even taken my side against mum, though not to her face. 

�I see,� I said and tried to look disappointed. 

�Do you want a drink?�

I said I�d have some orange juice. 

She went to the fridge. �How have you been keeping?�

�OK,� I said nonchalantly. I sat down at the kitchen table. �Me and Mum argue a bit still.�

Denise sat down beside me and gave me the juice. 

Then, under Denise�s careful probing, I told her the truth:I

was bullied at school, not as badly as before but it still went on and I missed dressing up as a girl. I was crying by the time I had told her my confession but they weren�t the tears I experienced when Mum spanked me or the bullies hit me; they were tears of relief. Denise placed her arm around my shoulders. 

�You poor, dear, it�s only natural. It must be so, so difficult for you. I know your mum is really concerned. She only wants the best for you, Toni, she really does.�

�I miss dressing but I feel I shouldn�t do it,� I said. �I feel I should be a man.�

�Shouldn�t, there�s no such word as �shouldn�t.�� She gave me a tissue. �Dry your eyes. I�m not going to have you sad, Toni, I�m going to sort things out for you.�

�m not sure if it was her idea or mine but when I left her house some two hours later, we had agreed that I was going to come back the following day and that she and Susan were going to take me shopping for some �special clothes�. I was going to surprise Mum. 

I couldn�t sleep that night. I tossed and turned � had I done the right thing? Did I really want to dress as a girl again? The answer was an emphatic �yes� if my penis was anything to go by. I had never felt so aroused. I didn�t sleep well but got up just as Mum was going to work. 

She gave me a kiss as usual and said, �Now, what are you doing today?�

I shrugged, �Nothing. Maybe go �round Paul�s house.�

She rubbed my cheek. �Well, there�s food in the fridge. 

I don�t mind Paul coming around but don�t make the place untidy. Make sure the place is spick and span before I come home.�

As soon as she was gone, I walked over to Denise�s house. I was too excited to eat breakfast. Susan came downstairs and smiled at me knowingly. I was just re-

lieved that she hadn�t brought her boyfriend along for the ride as from what I could see from my bedroom window, they were always together. Young love. 

When Susan had finished doing her hair and makeup, we got into Denise�s car and she drove us into town. No one spoke much. I was beginning to wonder if I had mis-understood the purpose of the shopping trip and whether Denise really intended to buy me male rather than female clothes. However, when we entered the first shop, a large department store, my fears were assuaged. 

�What do you think of this?� Denise said, picking up a dress. 

�Mum, it�s so old-fashioned and so uncool. Toni needs to look fashionable.� Susan gasped in disbelief. �Poor Toni would look like a right troll if it was left to you.�

Denise laughed. �That�s why I brought you along, dear, so you can show me the error of my ways.�

It took perhaps three hours but eventually Susan found a dress for me; she had, at one point, suggested I wear trousers which I was not much for! In the end, we picked a pretty prom dress, pink and full-skirted. Next was the underwear � a lovely silky bra and panty set. 

Then we went to a shoe shop and Denise bought me shoes which I tried on in the shop; in fact, I got to try on all the clothes as Denise and Susan explained I was dressing up for a charity event. Because of my age, the shopkeepers just smiled and allowed me to try on whatever I wanted. 

Soon we were walking back to the car with bags full of shopping. 

When we got home, Susan phoned her boyfriend, Dean. She told us she was going off to meet him which left Denise to get me ready. In truth, I wasn�t OK with that as I now found the thought of dressing in front of Susan a tad embarrassing, maybe because we were both teenagers at the same school. 

I went upstairs and got undressed, then Denise came up. I wrapped a negligee (belonging to Denise) around me, though it was much too big for my small frame. 

�Right, Toni,� Denise said. �Let the magic commence.�

I followed her into her bedroom where she had set out the lingerie. Lovely, silky, rose red knickers and a matching bra were placed neatly on her bed, along with a rose red slip. 

�I�ll leave you to get changed,� Denise said and left the room, closing the door behind her. 

I slipped out of the negligee but already my ardour was rising. It was so different to when I had dressed as a child; now there was a sexual dimension and my whole body gave way to involuntary shivers as I tried to contain my excitement. Was this really happening? Electricity surged up my spine, I felt almost euphoric. Could I have ever really doubted that this wasn�t what I really wanted? 

Certainly, I felt more turned-on than I ever did thinking about girls and sex. Even Shelly had not excited so much as the pretty prom dress hanging on the bedroom door. 

Once out of the gown, I pulled on the kickers. They felt so nice against my smooth skin and I realised how much I had missed the sensual feel of soft, feminine undies on my smooth boyish skin. I drew them up and smoothed them around my groin. Next for the bra. I pulled it on and fastened it in front of me, then slipped my arms under the straps. It felt uncomfortable and re-stricted my chest like a rubber band. Thoughtfully, Denise had even provided some gel in-fills for me which I slipped into the bra pouches. Then I pulled the silky slip over my head and was amazed by the two little bumps on my chest caused by the breast forms. Finally, I pulled on a pair of stocking socks which reached up my knee. 

�I�m ready,� I called to Denise. My voice was high-pitched with excitement. 

She appeared in the bedroom door; a big grin creased her smooth face. �Don�t you look a peach,� she said. �Did you use the gel in-fills for breasts? They�ll have to do for now but no doubt a pair will grow in time.�

She left the sentence hanging and I wondered what she meant. 

�Now Toni, sit down and we�ll do your makeup.�

I sat on a stool in front of Denise�s dressing table. 

Denise picked up a tub of foundation and started to dab it on my face with a sponge. 

�You should never use your fingers to apply foundation as your fingers are greasy . Always use a sponge, but I expect your mum has told you that already.�

I shook my head. 

Denise�s thin-lipped smile appeared in the mirror. �It�s natural that you will have doubts, Toni, but Nature will always rule the day. Once you accept that, it will be easier for you. Of course, I recognise that it�s hard for you being a transgendered teenager but there are counseling and support groups, because God knows what you must be going through.�

I started to breath uneasily. What did she mean? I was just a boy who liked dressing as a girl, there was nothing more to it than that. I felt uneasy and momentarily wanted the whole procedure to stop. I guess Denise noticed my unease as she started talking about what a nice day it was and how mum was going to get �quite a surprise�. 

I calmed down and let her continue with the make-over. She picked up a tub of powder and began to pad my face with the puff. My skin felt hot. I had not worn makeup before and it was exciting. Next came the blusher, eye shadow, liner and the lippy. Gradually, a woman � or girl - was taking shape before my eyes. 

�I don�t know what we�ve going to do about your hair,� Denise said. �You need a wig but for now, lacquer and gel will have to do.�

The problem was I had had it cut short so I looked more like a boy so that I fitted in at school. 

Denise went to work on my short hair, pulling it and shaping it and moulding it so it looked a little like a girl�s Pageboy style. She did the best she could with very limited raw materials. With the lipstick applied, I looked like a teenage girl. I stood up, breathing heavily; it felt so sensual to be dressed again. In fact, I was getting rather excited! 

�That�s a giveaway!� Denise said as she looked down at my erection. �We�ll have to get rid of that if you are to look like a proper girl. Still, it shows how much you like it and it proves your mother was right all along.�

I blushed deepest crimson. �I�m sorry,� I said. 

�No need to apologise, I know it�s what you want, Toni. It�s the way you were born. Maybe if I leave the room for a few minutes, you�d like to do something with it?�

She walked out and closed the door behind her. For a few moments, I just stared at myself in the mirror. The red slip nestled against my thin frame, the nylon felt warm and pleasant. I smoothed my hands along it and felt the contours of my thin body. What was I to do about my ap-pendage though? By looking at myself, I made myself even more erect. The damned thing was sticking right out, ruining any pretence that I was female! 

I looked around the room to try to find something with which to push it down. I pulled open drawers until I noticed some tap, I pulled off a strip, delved under the slip and stuck the thing up as best I could. I looked at myself again with a smooth frontage; instantly the effect was

very pleasing to my male eye. Without my cock on view, I looked every inch a girl, albeit one with a short haircut. 

�I�m OK now,� I said hesitantly. 

Denise returned to the room. 

�That�s a lot better, isn�t it?� she said. She lifted my chin and smiled sweetly; her eyes twinkled with what appeared to be tears. 

�You poor dear,� she said. �You poor dear. Life has really dealt you an awful hand. I can see why your mother has been so concerned about you.�

I was not sure what she was talking about as, at that particular moment, I had never felt happier. �I like this,� I smiled. 

�Of course you do,� Denise said. �Now it�s time for your dress.�

I closed my eyes as Denise pulled it over my head and drew up the zip. When I opened them again, I could not believe the vision of feminine finery that greeted me. With my face made-up, I really did look like a girl I had never before realised how much makeup changed appearance. 

Denise gave me a pair of shoes to slip on. They increased my height and made me feel more confident. 

I ran my hands over my smooth midriff and down the front of my dress. I pulled out the skirts and released them so they fell back around my legs. �Thank you, Mrs Paterson,� I said. �Thank you so much. I really look like a girl�.�


CHAPTER SIX

But I didn�t look like a girl when I was seated in the back of one of Vladimir�s cars, what with the two days of stubble, the fact that I hadn�t washed in ages and smelt and my clothes were dirty, not to mentioned blood

stained from the punches I had endured. It all meant that I knew I looked far from my female best - or male best, come to that. As the car passed down the sunny London streets, I wished there was a way I could communicate a message to the outside world that I was a hostage, a pris-oner, a Ïëåííèöà. A captive. 

The car pulled down a side alley and Pony Tail Crew Cut got out whilst Fatso remained in the car. I was pushed out of the car seat and told to stand on the cob-bled, rancid smelling street. A graffiti-covered door was strewn with the illegible tags of various gangs; Pony Tail opened it with a key and I was ushered upstairs. I knew enough about kidnapping to know that it was usual practice to move the hostage around so anyone looking for them was put off the scent. But why were they keeping me at all? What did they want with me? I had no information for them and knew that, eventually, I would be killed as they would realise I could identify them and could give evidence in court against them. 

I followed Pony Tail upstairs; Crew Cut was behind me. The staircase was uncarpeted and my heels dug into the bare, floor boards, a smell of paint invaded the air. I guessed the downstairs rooms were being decorated. I realised we had come in the back entrance of a shop which was being fitted. I could hear Eastern European shopfitters talking in a front room; one was sawing wood whilst another was painting. They laughed as they listened to the radio, oblivious of my Fate. If they had opened the door they would have seen a tranny in a miniskirt walking upstairs sandwiched by two goons, not that they would have cared. Clearly, the shop was owned by the Russian Mafia and they had their own people doing the shopfitting job. Pony Tail pushed open a handless door and I was suddenly bathed in brilliant sunlight. 

�Wait,� he said and walked to the window. He pulled down two cream-coloured blinds which were attached above the two large sash windows. 

He gestured to me to walk into the room. I did so, walking over polished wooden floor boards as I went. 

Crew Cut took a paint-spattered chair and I was told to sit down again. My arms were roughly pulled through the chair back and my wrists tied tightly. A rope was wrapped around my waist and secured to the back of the chair. My ankles were tied to the legs and tape was placed across my mouth. 

Pony Tail cut me a side swipe across the face. 

�No one will hear you up here. So stay quiet. Those men working downstairs are our men and they have been told not to interfere with us. If you try to rock the chair, you will just knock it over and then you will be more uncomfortable than you are already. The only things you can do are sitting and waiting. You can do shitting when we tell you. Soon, he will come and when he comes, he will tell us what to do with you. For now, though, you behave. If you don�t behave, we will do killing of you��

They walked from the room. A bicycle chain and pad-lock was passed through a hole in the door and secured to a hasp outside. The room was better than the cellar; at least I would be able to tell if it was day or night and it wasn�t as claustrophobic as the dingy basement but I was still locked up, I was still tethered to the chair and await-ing inevitable death. 

I thought about Pony Tail�s words: �If you misbehave, we will do killing of you.�

It had put the fear of God into when my mum said, �If you misbehave, I�ll spank you.� Except for when I was fourteen. Then it had been different. 

CHAPTER SEVEN

Denise had taken the dress off the hanger and told me to duck my head so she could pull it over me. I remember the silky feel of the material as the dress fell about my body. I put my arms through the sleeves and let the material flow down my body. Denise edged up the zip. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked great. Wonderful. 

�Thanks,� I said softly. 

�It�s the least I can do, Toni. You�ve denied yourself for too long, now it�s time for you to embrace your femininity.�

For the first time in my teenage life, I really looked like a girl and I felt really good. My spine tingled with pins and needles, I felt excited. It was so different to how it had been when Mum dressed me as a kid. Back then I was kind of playing at it. I didn�t really realise the difference between the genders until I was a bit older. The clothes were just soft and silky and nice to touch. But at fourteen, it was different. At fourteen, I knew the difference between the genders and being dressed as a girl meant so much more. I knew I would be treated like a leper by my schoolmates, I knew it was �wrong� in the eyes of conven-tional society but I liked it. Liked it all the more. Liked it in a sensual sense, in a psychological sense, and a sexual sense. 

Denise fussed, around adding jewelry, perfume and an Alice band for my hair. 

�Come, we will show you to your mum; I�m sure she must be home now.�

So Denise took me by the hand and led me across the street. My skirts blew about me and a car hooted as we walked the short distance to my home. Denise rang the bell. The familiar sound of the Sailor�s Hornpipe played on the doorbell. I knew Mum would have just got home
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from work; she�d be wearing a voluminous skirt and a blouse as befit her office post and large size. 

She answered the door. She looked confused. Quizzical. 

�Toni?�

Denise looked satisfied. �He�s decided to dress again. 

He�s decided he wants to be a girl.�

My mum came forward then and embraced me. 

Hugged me. 

�Toni, oh Toni!� she said and her eyes were full of tears. She gathered me up in her arms and pulled me to her, she covered my head and face with kisses. Her skin was moist with tears. 

�Toni, you know how much you want this,� she said. 

�You�ve tried to deny yourself for too long.�

�I�ll leave you two to it,� Denise said and walked back along the path. 

Mum closed the front door and stood back, crouching on one knee. She rubbed her hands along the side of the dress. 

�Oh Toni, I never thought I would see this day again. 

I�m so pleased you have come back to me. Now you will dress for me always.�

I was crying too by then; tears of joy, tears of sorrow. 

What did it mean that I liked girls� clothes? Was I gay? I took a deep breath. 

�I� I � did it for you, Mum,� I stuttered. 

�But you like it, Toni, tell me you like it,� Mum begged. 

�Yes, I like it,� I admitted. �I really do like it.�

�And you want to do it more?� she pressed. 

�Yes,� I shrugged. 

I bowed my head and looked at my patent shoes. 

Mum couldn�t see but there were real tears in my eyes. I was so confused, so mixed up, with my fourteen-year-old hormones racing through my body and colliding with

each other like thousands of atoms. I was just so dammed screwed-up by it all. OK, I enjoyed going shopping for clothes and getting dressed at Denise�s house but now Mum was saying I should do it all the time and yet I wanted to be a boy and play sport and date girls and be fucking normal. Oh, the complexities of the adolescent mind! I wanted to dress. I loved looking like a girl and at exactly the same time, I didn�t want to dress and didn�t want to look like a girl! 

She hugged me again. �Oh Toni,� she said. �I knew you would come back to me! Think of all the frilly undies and silky blouses you have missed out on all these years because of your refusal to dress. You really did cause me a lot of heartache, Toni. A lot of heartache.�

�I�m sorry,� I said. �I never meant to� it�s just that� I don�t know� it�s so damned confusing.�

She leant forward then and looked me in the eye. �Do you think I don�t know that, Toni? Don�t you think I don�t know how hard it is for you? Of course I do! That was why I was so hurt when you rejected me the way you did.�

�I didn�t mean to hurt you.� I looked down at my shoes. I was starting to feel uncomfortable. I knew Mum was exerting her control over me again. She had me where she wanted me. 

�But you did though, didn�t you?� Her voice was soft, calm. She took me by the shoulders and looked into my eyes. �You hurt me with all those nasty arguments and unkind words. I was trying to do my best for you and you threw it back I my face. I was really hurt, Toni. Really hurt.�

�I didn�t mean to,� I repeated. I felt tears in my eyes. 

�You weren�t nice to me, Toni. You weren�t nice.�

�I was mixed up,� I tried to explain. 

�But now you have seen the error of your ways and we�re all glad of that. But that doesn�t mean Mummy forgets, does it? Mummy never forgets does she?�

�No,� I said. 

She took me by the wrist. �Come,� she said. 

She led me down the hall and into the dining room. 

She took me into the middle of the room and pulled out a dining room chair. It had been a long time since she had punished me but I knew what was going to happen. I was once more submitting myself to her control and she was going to make sure I knew it. 

�Now you can see that Mummy was right,� she said. 

�Perhaps you can see how rude and hurtful and distress-ing your former behaviour was?� There was that soft voice � a fist in a silk glove - again. 

I was crying again. �Sorry,� I sobbed. 

She sat down on the chair, her large backside covering the whole of the seat. Then she jerked me forward so that I landed over her lap. It was a place I had been many, many times before and I knew better than to struggle. Her hand delved beneath my skirts, she pushed them up and drew down my knickers. 

�You�ve act like a small, spoilt child so I�m going to treat you like one,� she said. �I knew what was best for you and you threw it back in my face.�

Her right hand came down hard on my right bum cheek and then the left cheek. I cried and whined and winced but I didn�t struggle much. In a bizarre way, I enjoyed it. Normally, I hated being spanked but on that occasion � probably because I was dressed - I enjoyed it. 

Mum must have sensed it because she took her time, be-rating me between each smack, telling me what a pretty, pretty girl I was and what she would buy me now I had seen the error of my ways. After, when I stood up and the

skirts fell about me, I thanked her and ran to my room. I locked the door and laid on my bed. Then I pulled the tape off my erect cock and released it from its bindings. I laid back, closed my eyes, and without doing another thing, experienced the most tremendous, trembling orgasm I had ever experienced in my life. 


CHAPTER EIGHT

Pony Tail slapped me hard across the face. I must have dozed off to sleep and been moaning or talking in my sleep so he come back into the room and hit me, which woke me up with a sudden jolt. I could hear a dog bark-ing and, in the distance, the burr of a motorbike and police sirens. It was late, it was dark, and I was cold and hungry. 

�Shut your row,� Pony Tail said. �Tomorrow Vladimir will be here and then we will know what to do with you. 

Until then, you do as we say.�

It was as uncomfortable as hell trying to sleep while tied to a chair. I must have dozed off again at some point, though, because the next thing I knew the sun was shin-ing through the blinds. Natasja came in with some breakfast of porridge and some coffee in a travel flask. She smiled sweetly. 

�Here Toni, I have bought you this.�

She took the gag off and started to feed me like a baby. 

�They�ve let you come here,� I said, stating the obvious. 

�Yes, I came last night. I�m here to look after you until Vladimir arrives. Then perhaps they release you, perhaps they kill you. I do not know. I hope you are not killed for I think you are a nice guy.� Her words were so matter-of-fact and slowly delivered, they sent a shiver down

my spine. I gulped. Killing was so casual to these people, it was just a normal part of the day. Like swatting a fly. 

�When... when� when� do you think Vladimir will come?� I stuttered. I suddenly felt cold, the realisation that my day of execution was drawing ever closer made my stomach turn. I have to admit I felt scared. Terrified. 

�Soon,� Natasja said. �He will come soon.�

She left me the room and I slipped back into sleep. 

Sleep had become a sanctuary from reality � a respite. I found myself drifting in and out of sleep during the rest of the day: I could hear people outside laughing and jok-ing and walking. I imagined them; buying coffee; getting on buses; shopping and all just a matter of yards away from where I was tied to a chair in a disused shop. It was agonising; if only I could get a message to them! But the reality was that I was like a frail, sick old man who had not long for this world. My spirit had been crushed and I knew there was no chance of me escaping. Worse was to follow for later in the evening, Pony Tail and Crew Cut came back. 

�Why you spy on us?� Pony Tail asked. 

�I don�t know, I was just told to find out what I could,� I said pathetically. 

He hit me then. Hard. In the mouth. It was the first of many such blows. Hard, fierce smacks and slaps that sent pain shooting through my body and my head as I was knocked back and forth. I�m sure it was one last attempt to interrogate me before Vladimir arrived so they had some information for him, for as the two thugs beat my senseless, they asked me again and again about what I had planned to gain from my undercover assignment. 

Pony Tail said something in Russian, and with that, they disappeared into the dark with their knuckles blooded and sweat dripping from their thin, sleeveless shirts. I lolled

forward in the chair far as my tight binds would allow: a river of blood poured from my nose and other wounds onto the leather of my skirt. I was irritated by the steady stream of blood that poured from my broken nose but I could do nothing to abate the flow. My breathing became difficult and uneven; eventually I blacked out. Out. 

Out. Out. Out �. 


CHAPTER NINE

It wasn�t long before I was regularly dressing again. 

This time I was doing it because I wanted it; I enjoyed it; I liked it; I loved it. It turned me on like nothing else could. 

In a perverse way, I had even enjoyed the spanking Mum had given me. I knew I had deserved it . I suppose I was masochistic. I liked punishment � especially if I was in a dress � maybe because I felt I shouldn�t be doing it and that it was somehow �wrong.� That�s what the shrink said, anyway. You remember the shrink I went to after my marriage went down the pan? He also said it wasn�t wrong because I wasn�t hurting anyone. Anyway, a few days after the incident, I wrote Mum a card and said I was sorry. When she came home from work, I cooked her dinner and gave her a card and a box of chocolates. 

�Why have you done this, Toni?� she asked. 

�Because I deserved the spanking you gave me and I wanted to say I�m sorry. I really, really want to dress again.�

�Oh, come here,� Mum gave me a great big hug and I felt a tingling down my spine. I just felt so loved, so wanted. When she broke away, she had tears in her eyes. 

�I love you, Toni, and only want what�s best for you. 

You know that, don�t you?�

I nodded. 

The truth was the dressing turned me on and I wanted to repeat it again and again and again. I no longer cared what people thought; I just wanted to dress in women�s clothes. Period. But at the same time there was a part of me that wanted to be �normal� and fit in. That had been the rebellious part after the incident in the changing room when I had been caught wearing women�s knickers. So that night, I made her Spaghetti Bolognese and laid the table. Of course it wasn�t up to her high standard of cooking but one thing Mum had taught was how to cook. I knew I could knock up a damn fine meal which was something that would be helpful later in life when it came to wooing girlfriends. Mum and I had our meal and I washed up. 

�Why don�t you dress up tonight?� Mum said when I had finished. She was sitting in the living room, drinking a glass of wine and watching TV. 

�It�s a school night, Mum I don�t think I�ve got time.�

It was an excuse because I still felt a bit embarrassed about dressing in front of her now I was an adolescent and wanted to give myself time. Prepare myself mentally. 

�OK,� Mum said. �It�s your call but on Saturday I�ll take you out for dinner; it�ll be my treat as you�ve cooked tonight.�

My eyes lit up. �Dressed!�

�Yes, of course, dressed.�

I couldn�t wait for Saturday. Whatever boring lessons I had at school didn�t matter because my mind was filled with thoughts of Saturday and going out dressed. I could not believe that Mum was going to take me out. I felt so turned-on when I thought of dressing again, so amazingly calm and relaxed and happy. Slowly the days ticked down till the Big Day came. After breakfast on Saturday morning, Mum said to me, �Right, I�ll take you shopping and I�ve booked a table at your favourite pizza restaurant for 6 PM.�

I went upstairs and got ready, then Mum drove us into town. We spent a lovely couple of hours shopping for lingerie and a skirt and top. Mum even bought me a wig as my hair was short. I knew I would look pretty and feminine when I had full makeup to wear. 

It was a lovely sunny day even though it was September and I felt all was well with the world. It was great to think that in the evening, I was going out dressed in girl�s clothes. I even walked passed some kids from school; they made some derogatory comments about me being out shopping with my mum but I simply didn�t care. Their malicious comments just washed over me and I didn�t give a flying fuck. That evening, I was going to do something much braver than they had ever done in their miserable, pathetic lives; I was going to go out dressed as a teenage girl! 

And I suppose that�s why everything went so well. 

Early in the afternoon, Mum told me to put on my lingerie, with rolled-up stockings for breasts. Then she helped me on with the knee-length black, silky pleated skirt, a thick belt and a black top. Next, I put on a waistcoat and added big, gaudy beads around my neck. It was very much the Madonna look from Desperately Seeking Susan, a bit grungy with my hair pushed up (with a wig and a small hat) and dramatic makeup which included a beauty spot. To complete the ensemble, I wore black, shiny boots rather than shoes. It took hours to get ready but when I looked at myself in the mirror after Mum had finished, I could not believe the transformation. I knew I looked fantastic. I could not believe I had morphed from a gawky fourteen-year-old boy into a trendy teenage girl. 

And that�s what the world thought too. I got into Mum�s car and she drove me to the restaurant for our dinner date. She parked up in a large car park which was attached to a cinema and bowling alley; suddenly I was overcome with fear. 

�Mum, what, if people see, what if they know I�m a guy?� I pushed my legs together and leant forward so I could not be observed. 

�Toni, you look fantastic, no one will ever know. Now, come on, we�ve got to get going, the reservation is for 6

PM and its already ten past six.�

�But Mum, Mum,� I whined. 

�You can�t back out now, Toni,� Mum said. �Now get out of the car.�

�You can�t back out now, Toni. You can�t back out now�you can�t back out now.. you can�t back out now��


CHAPTER TEN

I was tied to the chair and those words kept coming back to me. They were Mum�s words and then they were Sarah�s words. Mum�s words and Sarah�s words. Mum�s words and Sarah�s words. Sarah was annoyed when I told her (in strictest confidence) that the assignment was too much � I could not bring Vladimir to book. I had cold feet and I wanted to back out. 

�But you can�t back out now, Toni,� she said. �We�ve invested too much time and money into this project. You need to grow some balls and get on with it. It�s just tough if you�re having second thoughts. Act like a man and get on with it.�

So that was that. I just got on with it. 

The thugs were back and I was smacked around the head. Not a fist or a knuckle duster this time but a cosh. I was hit on both sides of my skull. 

�What information do you have?� one of the assailants asked. 

It wasn�t Ponytail or Crew cut, no, this time it was a different voice. A deeper voice. Harsh and strong and rasping. It carried an air of authority and of malevolence. 

�What were you mission in these stupid clothes?� the Russian thug asked. 

I tried to concentrate, eyes focused on my tormentors. 

Blood trickled from the corners of my swollen mouth and down my chin. The big man in the jeans and the baby face with the deep voice, I tried to focus on him. He was tall. 

He was the leader. He was Vladimir, of that I was sure. 

There was a gun in his hand. A semi-automatic hand gun. 

�Why they make you wear these clothes?� Vladimir asked. �You look like a gay boy. A poof.�

�I� I�..� I couldn�t answer, my mouth swam with blood. I sucked on a dislodged tooth. �I�m sorry,� I said for no reason at all. �Just let me go.�

My head hurt; burned on my shoulders � give me an axe and I�ll chop it off, I thought. I had never known such pain � I was sure my brain was pickled in blood. I fell forward; only my bound limbs stopped me falling off the chair. 

�Please God, let me go!� I cried. 

Vladimir booted me in the head and sent me flying backwards; the chair screeched on the wooden floor. My neck could no longer hold my heavy, swollen, head up. 

�Release me!� I mumbled, I spat my tooth on the floor; it fell on the floorboards amidst a sea of saliva and blood. 

�Release me!� I cried again but I knew they wouldn�t. 

They were going to kill me. It would be over soon. 

Over, and to be honest, I didn�t care. I had given up the will to live. I wanted to die. I really did want to die. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

But that had not been the case when I was a fourteen-year-old boy and I had cheerfully walked along by the side of Mum, one sunny afternoon in late September. I was so happy to be out in public dressed as a girl: I just loved the feel of the soft cotton skirt against my adolescent legs. Mum was a comforting shield for all my anxieties and doubts. A number of pubescent boys hung around the cinema and I saw them looking at me with a twinkle in their eyes. When we reached the pizzeria, some boys from school who knew the �real me� met my mum at the door. 

�Hello, Mrs Lombardi,� one of them said. Mum smiled: she didn�t recognise the boys but realised at once that they were �Toni�s� school colleagues. 

�We�re in Toni�s class at school,� one of them explained. �Is Toni alright?�

�Yes,� Mum said. �He�s gone to his dad�s and I�m looking after his half-sister for the weekend.�

The boys looked at me. I blushed and smiled and made small semi-circles with my patent leather boots. I felt a million dollars. Then, I lifted my head into the air and, with a show of bravado, followed Mum into the restaurant. Confidence eased over me and I walked with an exaggerated swing of the hips and fluffed my hair. I was a girl, damn it. We were shown to a table by a pretty waitress. It was in a booth and I had to slide across the smooth vinyl seat. I was conscious of my skirt creasing and smoothed it with my hands before I sat down as Mum had shown me. I smiled at the waitress as she handed me the menu card. There was no way she would have thought I was a boy. No way. I ordered a pepperoni pizza and coke and Mum ordered pasta and a glass of wine. 

Throughout the meal, she kept telling me how lovely I looked and how nice it was to go out with me dressed as a
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girl and how she hoped it would be the first of many such trips. 

I was so excited I didn�t want the night to end and, after we had finished, I persuaded Mum to take me to a movie. It just felt so natural to be wearing a skirt; wearing makeup , jewelry and a top. I just didn�t want to take the clothes off. I wanted to stay that fourteen-year-old for ever. 

When Mum had paid for the meal, we walked next door to the cinema. We got to our seats in Row M� and watched �The Mask� which was kind of ironic; it was a big movie at the time. How could I ever forget that time? 

It was a perfect day. The best of my life. So simple, so di-vine, so beautiful; for the first time I felt like a real girl. It had just been so darn easy to pass in public. Later it would become harder but pre-shaving, puberty and all that horrid man stuff which comes with growing into a teenager, it was easy. I was lucky as I was a late developer which meant me and Mum could have many more such days. 

That didn�t mean that I didn�t go back to school after my perfect weekend, with some trepidation � had the boys who saw me outside the pizzeria guessed it was me? 

Some of them knew I had dressed at primary school. I was so scared of being bullied that I went to school as nervous as a ferret in a sack. My anxiety grew when of the boys came up to me at break time and said. 

�What did you get up to at the weekend?�

Normally, no one ever bothered to ask. I wondered if he was trying to catch me out. I shrugged. �Not a lot.�

�You saw your dad, didn�t you?�

Suddenly I remembered mum�s white lies. �Yeah, I�ve not seen him for ages and he�s just got in touch with Mum He wanted to see me again.�

There was a genuine tear in my eye because I often lay in bed at night, or sat daydreaming in lessons, wondering

what Dad was like; what he sounded like; what he looked like. Mum had no pictures of him and wouldn�t say much about him. What she did say was all negative. 

�You�ve not mentioned him before,� the lad said, though why he thought I would have talked about my Dad to him anyway was beyond me. �No,� I said. 

�We saw your sister with your Mum on Saturday.�

I blushed; I was worried about what was coming next but I had no reason to be. 

�She�s pretty and really cool. I didn�t know you had a sister,� the lad said. 

I felt as if I was on Cloud Nine. Mum�s words came back to me. 

�She�s not my sister, she�s my half-sister, she doesn�t live with us.�

The boy smiled. He looked embarrassed. �Whatever. 

You should have her visit your Mum more often and get her to come out with our gang.�

I looked down to the floor, just as I had on Saturday. 

My face was burning up. �Yeah,� I said in what I hoped was a deep, breaking voice. �Yeah, I�ll get her to come down.�

The lad laughed. �You�re loco, Toni. You�re an absolute Muppet.�

He walked off still laughing to himself and I went to the toilet to douse my burning face with water. But I was happy. I had passed in public dressed, at close quarters with people who knew me. Success. It was better than taking any exams, it was better than everything. 

And that was the problem: it became an obsession. I just loved the image Mum had made for me. I just felt so damned cool and the fact that a couple of the kids that saw me asked me what my sister�s name was (Mum had

actually said she was a half-sister but they soon forgot that) and when she was coming down again excited me so, so much that I wanted to meet them again play the role of the coy fourteen-year=old girl. I had given myself the name of Tracy (I was looking at a girl called Tracey in the playground when another boy had asked what my half-sister�s name was). I was so pleased with that first trip that I suggested to Mum we make another trip out. It was beginning to get cold and I asked if we could go shopping in London. 

Mum beamed. �Do you want to go to a Christmas market?�

I nodded enthusiastically and we set a date. First though, we had to buy a whole new wardrobe, including a coat. For that trip I again wore smart, knee-high boots and a black skirt and blouse. Mum combed and styled the wig which she had bought me, and, after a couple of practice runs, we were ready. 

I couldn�t wait for the Saturday, I counted the days off on my calendar and every night I dreamt about walking around the streets of London dressed as a woman. I crossed the days off as if in my diary as if it were an Advent calendar and I was counting down to 25th December and in a way I was. It was my Christmas, my Christmas day at the end of November. I was so excited I hardly slept for three or four nights beforehand and on the day itself, I was up early and showered. I couldn�t eat breakfast so whist I was in the shower, Mum put the lingerie I was to wear on the bed. When I came out of the bath-room, I started to get ready. Again, she carefully did my makeup and I pulled up the skirt and put on the blouse. 

God, I felt good. So relaxed. It had almost passed me by but when I thought about it, I realised how calm and peaceful the house was once I had started dressing again: Mum and I were close again. 

Finally, I was ready and we got into Mum�s car and she drove to the station. She bought tickets and we headed for the platform, a smart black handbag on my shoulder. The train pulled in and we got on and found our seats. The train wasn�t crowded and it was easy to find seats by the window so we could look out at the rows and rows of terraced houses as the train sped through the outskirts of London. I looked at my well-manicured and painted nails and the shiny boots on my crossed legs. No one had looked at me at all; they just accepted I was a girl. 

I had even bought a girl�s magazine called Just Seventeen to read � when I wasn�t chatting to Mum. I was fourteen going on twenty going on female and it felt so, so good. 

Finally the train pulled in at Victoria Station and we made the long journey to the entrance barrier. I followed Mum across the station and down onto the Tube. We had to stand on the Tube but I enjoyed that as it gave me a chance to look at the other passengers and see if they were looking at me. They weren�t and I soon felt relaxed and happy. It was such a fantastic day. We got off the tube at Oxford Street and busied ourselves with Christmas shopping, stopping for a McDonald�s at lunch time. 

In the restaurant we sat on seats by the windows and looked out onto the street. As people bustled past, no one looked at the shy fourteen-year-boy in the window who was mimicking a girl. No one looked. No one bothered. 

No one stared. There were hundreds of people milling around and not one recognised that there was a boy in their midst. Not one. It just felt so wonderful. On the way back on the train, I stretched out my long- booted legs. 

�My feet are killing me,� I confessed. 

Mum laughed. �The perils of shopping.�

We got home and I dropped the bags of shopping on the sofa. I didn�t want to change � I didn�t want to get undressed - the clothes felt so warm and comfortable. If the

first trip to the pizzeria and cinema had proved exciting, the second trip had been pure bliss. I thought I would always pass in public as a woman. 

In a way, I suppose I did but at fourteen I didn�t realise the changes the onset of puberty would have on my body and how things would become a whole lot harder. 

Still, those were good days; Mum and I must have made three, four, five trips out until I did get noticed and some nosey old woman asked my mother why I was dressed as a girl. That was a major embarrassment and I could feel my confidence ebb away. Oh, I can analyse it now, as I did in the psychiatrist�s chair, and see that it was no big deal, an occupational hazard, you might say, but as a fif-teen-year-old it was too much to take. I became very distressed and vowed never to dress as a girl again. I was a boy, for God�s sake. Dressing as a girl was stupid! Stupid! 

Stupid! 


CHAPTER TWELVE

I wanted to die then and I wanted to die now. Back then it was just embarrassment; my foundation was too thin for a face which was beginning to sprout stubble and maybe my voice was beginning to get deeper. It hadn�t occurred to me to alter it. I was wearing a summer dress as well so maybe my figure wasn�t as shapely as it should have been either. Anyway, it was a wake-up call. After I�d been �read� for what I supposed was the first time (though it probably wasn�t) I again tried to go back to the straight and narrow and fit in with my mates who were after girls. 

I often wondered if I was gay but I liked girls and one in particular girl called Allison. She had had long dark hair, a nice smile, and glinting dark eyes. She was very popular and sometimes got into trouble with the teachers. The strange thing was she liked me too and we often chatted. I

sat next to her in the English lesson and one day I wrote on her book that I �fancied� her and drew a heart. She was embarrassed and I guessed she had a boyfriend but over the months, we became closer and found ourselves dating. My first girlfriend. The dressing got ditched then, well and truly. I didn�t want to speak about it. I told Alison that Mum had dressed me as a girl when I was a kid and she was kind of cool about it but I didn�t say I still liked to do it. Even so, I found I liked some of the jackets that Alison wore like a blue PVC one she had and things like that. Most of the time she was in jeans so that wasn�t so good but I did like her all the same. 

Mum was great about me having a girlfriend and even let her stay over. At first it was platonic but eventually we made love and Mum didn�t mind that I lost my virginity in my bedroom. In the bed, I often slept in wearing silky nightdresses (I hadn�t given those up). Mum�s view was that she would rather I did it in the house where it was safe than in a bus shelter. After a bit of discussion with Alison�s parents, it became a regular thing that she stayed over. Sometimes we even walked to school together the next day which made me feel a million dollars. I had never been so happy at school. Everyone knew I was dating an attractive and popular girl and everyone knew I was sleeping with her too. 

For her part, Alison was impressed by how cool my Mum was and that she let me be so independent. She would often say, �I wish my parents were like your mum.�

One day, when Mum went out with some friends, I cooked for Alison which was really nice too. She was the first girl I cooked for. 

Vladimir walked back into the room. Light was streaming through the windows. I had hardly slept and

had no idea what day it was or how long I had been held captive. He crouched down in front of me and slapped my checks a few times. 

�You want to speak?�

�I�ve told you everything. I was sent under cover to in-vestigate illegal prostitution and people smuggling.�

Vladimir stood up to his tall, imposing height. �Fuck you. We kill you,� he said with sudden decision. 

�Natasjaaja, get him some new clothes � these need to be burned. Then we take him into the countryside and it�s how you say capote.� He stroked his neck with his finger. 

I was no longer scared. I was beyond scared. I just wanted to die. I wanted it to happen quickly though and that meant the phrase �take him into the countryside�

scared me more than the death sentence because it meant a death prolonged. The door closed, I shut my eyes and I continued to reminisce about my short, eventful life. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The relationship with Alison didn�t last long � maybe eight months - these things rarely do when it�s young love and you are at school. I must admit I missed dressing although dating Alison had really turned my mind upside down. I wanted to be �normal� and date girls but at the same time I wanted to dress like one. I left school at six-teen and went to college for a couple of years. College was cool and I dated a couple of girls. No one called me

�queer� or mentioned the fact that I had been dressed as a girl when I was a kid. I chose a 6th form college which was a long way away from my old school so all those ghosts were laid to rest and I wouldn�t have to explain myself to anyone. I was the only kid from our school at the college I went to and it felt really good to re-establish

my image. I got a bus to college and later I bought a motorbike as the journey was long but I was happy. I didn�t want to go out dressed with my Mum. Those days were over. Probably the two years at college were the best in terms of being �normal� and fitting in; having girlfriends and just being a �Joe Average� teenager. I actually made a few friends and things were kinda good. But it never leaves you, does it? 

After I left college, I got a job. It was a boring office job but that was fine by me. Pushing bits of paper around a desk meant a) I got paid and b) I got to see some very nicely attired women walk around the place in high heels and tight skirts. Of course, they didn�t all dress like that but quite a few women did wear skirts to work and soon I was back on the tranny treadmill. At college, all the girls had worn jeans or cargo pants or some other form of trouser ALL the time. OK, I exaggerate, occasionally a girl would come to college in a skirt and boots (low-heeled) or shoes (low-heeled). The two girls I dated at college never, ever wore skirts or dresses. Never. Period. I suppose that was why it was kind of easy to suppress my interest in dressing. 

So, first pay packet, what did I do? I went shopping and bought lingerie and a nice silky blouse for myself and a black skirt, I was mimicking the office wear I had seen on display. That was the start of it. Me buying my own female clothes. Starting to build up my own wardrobe. 

Mum knew of course, knew I kept a stash of women�s clothing in my wardrobe and in a suitcase under my bed but she didn�t ask questions. And she didn�t really ask me to dress in front of her either. I suppose it was because her life had changed too. She had started dating a guy from work called Mark. He was divorced and had grown-up children. Romance really seemed to blossom for they saw each other most nights. If he came to our house, I had to stay in my room or go out. Even so, Mum didn�t bother

me much; as long as I kept the place clean and didn�t come home too drunk, I had an easy ride. We hardly ever argued. It was kinda strange; for years I had been her sole purpose in life � the epicentre of her existence - and then I found myself on the periphery with Mum putting Mark first . Maybe that was another reason why I found solace in dressing. The psychiatrist certainly thought so. 

When I was at work, I found I got on pretty well with women. That, bolstered by my first relationship with Alison, led me to have quite a few dates with women who I met through work or down the local nightclub or in pubs. In fact, at one point I was dating three girls at once. 

The fact that Mum was often out with Mark meant I could bring them home and cook for them before we got down to some hanky panky. Cooking my girlfriends� meals was a great dealmaker, I found. I soon built up a bit of a reputation for myself and it was a reputation I liked. I once overheard two girls talking about me. One was a new girl called Josie, and the other was a more experienced colleague, called Sally. I recall Sally saying, �You have to watch out for Toni Lombardi, the Italian Stallion. He�s a right womaniser.�

And did I feel good? You bet I did. And just for the re-cord, I bedded Josie. 

I dressed when I could, but I didn�t really go out dressed. That doesn�t mean I didn�t fantasise about it. I would dream of walking down the street dressed as a woman. I knew how hard it was though and I just didn�t have the confidence. After the success of my early trips out in public as a pre-teen, my confidence had been knocked by being read and I just could not bring myself to go out in public again. 

But all that changed when I was twenty; Mum and Mark got married. Mum sold the family house and moved in with Mark. I gave Mum away at the wedding

which was fun (as I also managed to bed one of the bridesmaids) but I guess they didn�t want any grown-up children marring their wedded bliss so Mum helped me put a deposit down on a flat. At last I had a place of my own. I�m not sure what she thought of me dressing � as I say, she knew I had a stash of clothes in my wardrobe but she didn�t really mention it to me or seem that interested in the fact that I still did it occasionally. But getting a flat was brilliant. At last, I could dress in peace, shave all over and really indulge my transgender leanings. It was the year 2000 and there was a lot of information on the internet so I didn�t feel alone anymore. I read up, re-searched the subject, read books on it and chatted to people online� and I dressed. 

Then, not long after I moved in to my flat, I ventured out dressed, just a short walk around the block after dark. 

It�s how a lot of transvestites start out. Gradually I built up my confidence and started going shopping. I practiced at home; the walk, the voice, the mannerisms. I put a lot of time and effort into not getting read (though no doubt I did on occasion) and I found a lot of it came quite naturally to me. I even had make-up lessons from a TG-friendly specialist. The internet was fantastic for putting me in touch with such people. So I had two lives, one as the drab male Toni with the boring office job with a reputation as a womaniser and, in the evenings as the flamboyant transvestite Toni who was extroverted and full of life. I even started going to a club and was able to compare myself to other TV�s. I was good, bloody good; I looked convincing. I was slim and had good dress sense and good skin. I loved going out and meeting other TVs and went to this TG-friendly club every Saturday. To make things even more complicated, I was dating a girl I had met at a straight club. And that�s when I met Ryan. 

I�m not sure how it started but it was late � 3 AM, perhaps 4 AM in the morning. I had just left the TG-friendly

club I went to every Saturday with some other TV�s. We often went to a late-night coffee bar, then home to my flat and bed. Sundays were wiped out. It started with some friendly enough banter with a group of girls who were swaying down the street, arm in arm. One asked us if we had had a good night; she was pretty drunk and her speech was slurred. Anyway, my TV friend, Carla, said we had. 

As the girls got closer, they realised we were blokes and started asking about the dressing � it was all friendly enough and nothing unusual � occasionally we�d get accosted on the streets. But they didn�t believe I was a man; one of the girls tried to put her hand under my miniskirt to see if I was a tranny. See, I really was convincing! I took offence and a scuffle took place. We were far enough away from the club to be out of sight of the bouncers. I pushed the girl who had accosted me backwards and she stumbled on her high heels and fell flat on her bum. Her friend, who I later discovered was called Mandy, then hit me hard in the face. A punch. After that, a fight started; fists and wigs and hair and shoes went flying as a bit of a melee ensued. 

A police van pulled up and a few of us were bundled in the back. Me, Mandy, Carla, another girl called Zara and the girl I had pushed over who I discovered was called Trisha. We were taken to the cop shop and all had to give statements. We were eventually released without charge having spent most of the night in the cells. Brilliant. It�s kind of ironic that the first time I set foot in a police station I was wearing woman�s clothes and as a

�criminal� to boot. 

Anyway, one of the officers who arrested me was P.C. 

Ryan Wilton. He was a big chap, six foot plus, well-muscled, enjoyed rugby, a pint with the lads, and had a cheeky smile. Unlike some of his wisecracking colleagues, Ryan was actually quite friendly to me and Carla. He

asked about the TV scene and whether we were we straight or gay. He seemed genuinely interested. A few days after the incident, he called me at home one evening. 

�I was just wondering how you are feeling?� he asked. 

�Blimey, I didn�t know the police had such good after care service.�

He laughed. �No, I just felt a bit sorry for you and your friend. Clearly those drunken girls started the fight. 

One of them sexually assaulted you but because of who you are, no charges were brought. If the boot was on the other foot, it would be a different story. The Sergeant said it was six of one and half a dozen of the other but they clearly started it.�

�It�s par for the course,� I said. �I wouldn�t have wanted to press charges anyway or go to court, so it worked out for the best.�

�Good, I�m glad you think like that,� Ryan said. 

There was silence on the line. A long silence. �I�m single,� Ryan said at last. 

�So am I,� I said. In fact I had a girlfriend but it was so casual, it didn�t count. 

�Good,� Ryan said. There was another deadly silence. 

�Do you want to meet for a drink?�

I was stunned. It was my turn to be quiet. �OK,� I said quietly. 

A few nights later we met in a bar. I suppose I was a bit naïve in those days as I didn�t come dressed. As soon as I entered the bar, Ryan slipped off the stool and met me but I could tell he was disappointed. Even so, he bought me a drink and we went to a solitary table near the back of the pub. 

�I thought I was meeting a woman,� he said. 

I blushed. It was hard to explain that it took a lot of confidence to go into a bar dressed and that, in my na-ivety, I hadn�t realised he had wanted to meet my female alter ego. I made an excuse that it was difficult applying makeup with a black eye � a consequence of a fist in the face during the altercation. Also, I liked to case places out before I went anywhere dressed � not that I had been to a straight bar before. 

�You�re very convincing, Toni, you could get away with it,� Ryan said. 

I knew it was more than a compliment � a lot of people said the same thing to me � and hadn�t the fight started because a group of drunken girls hadn�t believed I was a tranny? All those years of being dressed by Mum, well, they had left their mark. I could dress as a girl and act like a girl without a moment�s thought. It came very naturally to me. 

�Perhaps another time,� I said. 

�So there�ll be another time?� Ryan probed. 

�If you want,� I said. I then explained that I had only just started going out dressed. Apart from a few shopping trips down Oxford Street, I normally just went to the tranny-friendly gay club near to where the fight had taken place. 

�You really look like a girl,� he said. �When we drove up in the meat wagon, we just thought it was birds having a cat fight. Then we realised that your mate was male but it was a while before it dawned on us that you were too. I�d like to see you glammed up and without the black eye. I bet you look good.� Ryan took a gulp of his beer, I could see he was nervous and his hands were shaking. I knew it was hard for him to pay me compliments; we were two straight men after all. For my part, I felt like a woman must when a man is fawning over her. We had another drink, then left the bar. Ryan agreed to phone me

and arrange another date and I agreed that the next time, I would be dressed for him. 

I wore a tight red, knee-length dress; it had Lycra in it and stretched over my lumps and bumps. I had some good quality breast forms by then; I must admit, when I stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself with my long black wig, well made-up face and patent, black stiletto-heeled shoes, I knew I looked good. Damned good. 

Ryan was not going to be disappointed � and he wasn�t. If the first time we had met he had been nervous and anx-ious, when we met for the second time he was smiling constantly. He kept touching my hand and telling me how lovely I looked. We went to a wine bar where we sat in a booth, then we moved onto a Chinese restaurant. It was all very civilised. The tall, stocky policemen and the slim brunette � we made a lovely couple. It was a perfect night. 

I felt I was being treated like a lady; I felt wonderful; blissfully happy. 

So we dated. Whenever we could, we saw each other. 

It was Ryan who suggested I join the police. He got me the forms and I passed the tests and got in. We became really good friends. Close. And we did not just see each other when I was dressed; we met when I was �in the male� too. He got me interested in rugby and sport. It was an odd relationship when I wasn�t dressed. I�m sure a lot of his colleagues wondered about it but we didn�t care. 

We were happy. 

Then it all changed. Neither of us liked to admit that there was a homosexual element to our relationship. OK, when we went out, we held hands and Ryan treated me like a woman, perhaps we kissed, but it never went further than that. Then, one day, I invited Ryan to my flat for dinner. I cooked a nice Italian pasta dish � just like Mama cooked. I prepared everything, then went upstairs to change. I choose a tight white top and a full, black, pleated skirt with no tights or stockings. I wore black sti-

lettos on my feet with a three-inch heel, the same pair I had worn on the first date. I placed my long, flowing black wig on my head and worked it through with spray. 

I was twenty, Ryan was twenty-six. I dressed as a woman and I looked like a woman. 

He came to the door holding wine and flowers. We had a lovely meal and a few drinks as he was going to get a taxi home. Then, I cleared away and we sat on the sofa and listened to music. We started to kiss for the first time

� French kiss I mean � then Ryan put his hand under my skirt and felt my manhood. I kept telling him I was un-sure if it was what I wanted but he was persistent and told me how much he loved me. He was amazingly pas-sionate: I had never seen him like it before, he just wouldn�t stop! Of course, I was turned-on. I felt just like a woman would with a boyfriend. Eventually I allowed him to bend me over the back of the sofa. He lifted my skirt, pushed down my knickers, slipped on a condom and entered me. 

The relationship came to an end after that. We stayed in touch but didn�t meet up. I guess we both felt a bit embarrassed about the whole incident. Ryan admitted it was the first time he had done any such thing. I dedicated myself to the police and eventually I met and married Julia and had two children: I tried to put the dressing behind me but it was sure to raise its head again. Eventually we divorced and that was one of the reasons. There were other reasons, one of which was my infidelity. I suppose I wanted to constantly prove that I was a man. That�s why I went to counselling after the marriage ended to try to sort my head out. Mum wasn�t pleased about it but I was determined to make a fresh start and wanted the opportunity to tell the councillor things I had kept all bottled up inside for years and years. That�s why I�m writing this. It�s kind of cathartic. You see, I never told anyone apart from the councillor about me and Ryan. After my divorce, I

bought a flat and started dressing again with a vengeance. 

Then the assignment came up and it seemed like a marriage made in absolute Heaven� or should that be Hell? 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

I don�t know why but I just assumed that when Natasja came back with some clothes, they would be men�s and not women�s. To be honest, I would have given my eyeteeth to clean up my face and get back into a pair of trousers, trainers, and a T-shirt. There�s nothing nice about congealed blood on a satin blouse or a leather miniskirt stained with red. So I was surprised, and more than a bit disappointed, when she re-entered the room (wearing huge platform heels, enormous sunglasses, tight jeans and a black leather jacket � a film star if ever there was one) and placed bags of shopping on the floor which I knew instantly were from ladies fashion retailers. 

�Toni, I have bought you these,� she said excitedly. 

She delved into one of the bags and produced a slinky, knee-length dress. In another bag were platform heeled shoes; in another silky lingerie � the stuff I loved but the source of nightmares. I was already thinking about my body being found and colleagues then discovering that I was a transvestite. God, I wanted trousers and a T-shirt to go and meet my maker. But it wasn�t to be. For, whilst a thug untied me � not Pony Tail or Crew Cut but a new goon � Natasja sorted through the shopping bags and set silky red knickers and a bra out to the floor. I was then told to strip off whilst they looked on disinterestedly. 

Then, luxury of luxuries, another goon came into the room carrying a bowl of hot, soapy water. I hadn�t washed in days and knew I smelt. I was allowed to wash myself and clean off the blood. My head still throbbed but it was amazing how invigorating getting out of the stale clothes and having a wash was. 

When I had finished wiping my body with the damp sponge, I dried myself, pulled on the lingerie and donned the dress. Natasja helped me with the zip. Then I sat back on the chair and she gave me the platforms to strap on. 

After that, she cleaned up my face some more and applied some blusher and concealer; she made a remarkably fine job of covering my bumps and bruises. Then she added a wig and coiffured it into a neat style. When she finished, a tall mirror was brought in so I could see myself in all my finery. I didn�t look good but I didn�t look bad either and I was just mighty pleased to have some respite from the bindings; my wrists, ankles and stomach felt sore. When I looked in the mirror, the first thing that hit me was how much weight I had lost. 

Being free from the bindings didn�t last long, however, for soon my arms were tethered in front of me. Using the long length of rope that bound my wrist as a lead, one of the gangsters pulled and dragged me downstairs and out the back into a courtyard. Vladimir laughed when he saw me and made some uncomplimentary comments about

�British pigs,� how soft they were, how stupid they were, and how Russian men were �macho.� He praised Natasja on the clothes she had brought for me. 

�Let the poof die as a poof,� he said. 

Natasja lifted her sunglasses. �I figured he won�t run off dressed like a woman,� she said as they bundled me in the boot of the car. 

I didn�t notice it first � I was too taken up by trying not to lose my footing as I was dragged down the stairs, my ankles and legs being so weak it was really hard to walk -

but as I tottered across the courtyard, I felt a constant knocking on my knee. It was hard and cold and obviously in the hem of my dress. At first I found it irritating but then, as I was shoved into the boot and the goon pushed my head down so the lid could be closed, I suddenly had

a policemen�s intuition. Natasja had sewn something into the lining of the dress and that policeman�s instinct told me it was a knife. 

I was in total darkness, bar from slits of light from the rear seat which I felt depress as two goons got in the back. 

Then the car engine started and the car pulled away: the Russian murder squad was in place. They shouted and bellowed at Natasja and Vladimir in Russian as the car pulled out, and then we were out on the street. The first part of the journey was stop/start. God, it was hot and claustrophobic in the boot. Apart from the light that trickled though the back of the seat, it was pretty dark and smelt of petrol and rubber from the spare tyre. At first I laid still; the car soon sped up and was moving fast. I was in the foetal position so it was easy enough for my teeth to grab hold of the hem of the dress and slowly draw it up until I had the hem in my mouth. 

I gnawed at the hem until the knife fell out. As bad luck would have it, it fell behind me. I needed it in front of me so I could grab it with my hands. I thought there was no way I could get it; the boot was just too cramped to turn around in and they had stuffed the excess rope used to drag me down the stairs on top of me. But luck came in the form of a toilet break. The boot swung open and a goon, wearing sunglasses, black leather gloves, and a leather jacket, said, �You want piss or you want piss in knickers?�

�I want piss,� I said, accidentally mimicking his broken English. I was helped out of the car; I blinked and took a deep breath. The light hurt my eyes. For the first time in days, I was exposed to raw sunlight. As the goon untied my wrists, I took three or four easy breaths. I tried to gather my strength and oxygenate my blood. The goon finished untying me and transferred the rope from my wrists to my neck. He told me to walk forward towards some bushes. We were on a quiet country road with

woods on each side. As I walked forward in the high heels, my legs shuddered through cramp and I stumbled. 

The goons laughed, especially a fat one who I had not seen before. Slowly, the rope was reeled out as I moved forward. I was like a horse on a rein. I neared the edge of the wood. The grass smelt damp, green, and refreshing. It was soft under foot. I eased into the wood. The rope tightened on my neck. 

�Stop!� shouted the Russian. �You go for pissy there.�

I crouched down as a woman might do so I was out of sight. I urinated into the soil, taking my time, ensuring I got a sense of my captors. I knew when I got back into the car I had to ensure I was facing the rear of the boot. I walked slowly, then I felt a tug on the rope and I was dragged back to the car. My hands were tied again and, as luck would have it, again they were tied in front of me. I clambered back into the boot and made sure that this time I faced the rear lights: it was easy enough to fool the goons as fortunately no one had seen the small knife. The goon who held the rope threw the remainder on top of me and slammed the boot lid down. The engine started and the car moved off. Seconds later, I held the penknife in my clasping hands. 

It was like holding a thousand priceless gems; for the first time in days, or weeks I thought I might live. I pulled the blade open with my teeth and started to saw through the rope that bound my wrists. It was agonisingly slow. I just hoped I managed it before the car stopped for the final time. Eventually, my wrists were free and I held the knife in my hand. I moved as far as was possible to the back of the boot and waited. I knew the long length of rope which was coiled over me would also aid my decep-tion by shielding my untied hands and so it proved. 

Eventually, we stopped and the boot was lifted up. My heart beat like a drum. The loose rope was slowly pulled

out and I held onto the end to give the impression I was still bound. But one of the goons got impatient. He was tall, well-built, and had thick black hair, a beard and deep sunken eyes. 

�Fuck this!� he yelled. �We need to get on with job.�

With that, he bent down into the boot and lifted me up in his arms as if I were a girl. I was lifted clear of the car with my hands still in front of me holding onto the rope to make it look as if they were still bound together. It could not have worked better. God or someone was certainly on my side that day. He lifted me clear of the car and let me down so that my quivering, cramped feet touched the ground. I was some yards from the car and the other two thugs who stood by it. Only Sunken Eyes was close to me. 

In one quick movement with both hands together as if they were still bound and the knife shielded by the loose rope, I shot my hands forward and stabbed him in the gut. I put all my strength into the blow, plunging the penknife into him as hard as I possibly could. He clasped his stomach, then fell forward. His face contorted into a look of utter, utter shock and horror. 

I glanced at the other two thugs. They stood and gaped, not quite understanding why their comrade was doubled up in pain. I made a run for it. I knew I would not be able to run far in the ridiculous heels Natasja had bought for me so I loosened them, quickly slipped them off, and held them in my hands for they too were weap-ons. I got to the edge of a wooded area and, as my two captors started after me, I threw one and then the other at the two approaching goons. Both shoes missed them but they ducked and were so surprised it bought me extra time. I was off. I sprinted away from my captives, my skirts flapping around my legs. I ran into the wood. Fortunately, because the dress was short, it was easy to run in but my feet felt every stone and bramble; twinges of pain ran up my legs as my feet hit something hard or

sharp or spiky. But adrenalin kept me going. I was free. I had a chance to live. I ran. Like a terrified rabbit I ran. 

The two hoodlums had recovered their composure and shots started to ring out all around me. Bark flew and I heard the soft thud as a bullet impacted with a tree. I ran, trying to zig- zag as I did so to ensure that my assas-sins did not have time to take a clear aim. I had absolutely no idea where I was. No idea at all. I was in hilly wood-land; that was all I knew. A bullet flew by me and I felt the wind as it passed. The next shot hit me. I felt an agonising pain in my arm but I ran on. I ran and ran and ran. Hurdling bushes and brambles, I ran as I had never ran before. Then another bullet hit me and I fell. I tumbled and spun. It was like I was falling down a cliff side; every so often I would feel excruciating pain as my body bounced against the side of the hill. 

I tumbled and rolled for what seemed like ages, then I came to rest in some thick, thorny undergrowth. All was still, peaceful. I heard Russian voices shouting and calling and then they started to fade. They must think they�re got me, I thought. I laid still, fearing to move. I waited. 

Waited. Waited. The voices faded. Then I allowed myself a smile. A closed-eyed smile of relief. There was pain in my spine and I could feel blood on my back, feet, hands and arm. I had never been in so much pain. I had never felt so happy. I was alive, damn it. Alive! I tried to roll over, to get up. That�s when I passed out. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

I came to in hospital. Fortunately, I had not broken my spine; the first thing I did when I came round was to wriggle my toes. My injuries were serious but not life threatening; although a bullet had hit me in the back, it had been from a long range and with a hand gun. Still, it

had knocked me off my feet and had pushed me over the side of a valley which meant I had rolled down a hill side. 

My two assailants were too lazy to come after me, not that they could see me as I had lain for hours in thick undergrowth. A dog had finally sniffed me out and the owner had called the police. The goons had probably curtailed their search because they were worried that their fire fight may have awoken the neighbours. Obviously, they were keen to believe that I was dead and that their mission was accomplished. A week passed. 

Sarah, my superior, was standing over me, holding some grapes and magazines which she placed on the bed-side cabinet. She looked genuinely sad. 

�How are you?� she asked. 

�I�ll be up and kicking a ball about in a few days.� My mouth hurt as I spoke and felt dry. Don�t hospitals ever give you a drink?, I thought. 

She smiled, pulled up a chair and sat down beside me. 

�You need to rest. Here I bought these.� She pointed to the things she had placed on the side. Her voice was softer than usual, caring. It was a side of her I�d not seen before. She put a hand on my forehead. 

�I�m sorry, Toni,� she said. �I didn�t mean it to end like this. It was a hair-brained mission from start to finish.�

�Did you catch the bastards?� I asked. 

�We got some. We managed to follow the three that were going to kill you. The one you stabbed was badly injured. Anyway, there were reports of shooting in the area. 

At first it was thought to be clay pigeon shooting but then someone reported having seen a woman and three men by the roadside and the women was bound. We traced the car with them in, followed them and that lead us to their

hideaway in London. We caught a few but Vladimir got away.�

I smiled. I suspected he had a mole in the police. Either that or the hoodlums had managed to get a message to him. 

�And Natasja?� I asked. 

�She�s safely under lock and key.�

�Don�t be too hard on her.� I told her about how she had helped me escape by sewing a knife into the hem of my dress. 

Sarah grinned. �She liked you. She told me that your mother used to dress you as a girl and you were a transvestite.�

Fuck, I thought. I�d not thought about that at all. 

�Don�t worry; the police are an equal opportunities employer, it won�t affect your employment. I thought you were rather keen to take on the assignment.� She became serious. �We need a detailed statement from you, though, and you can explain Natasja�s role. I�d better leave you now. I don�t want to tire you out.�

I looked up at the ceiling. It was going to be hard going back to the police. 

�Do you think I�ll ever be able to work again for the police?� I asked. 

Sarah gave me a doe-eyed, sad look. �It�s too early to say, Toni.�

�Be honest with me.�

�I don�t know. You�re injuries may limit what you can do and you will need counselling��

It was the councillor who told me I was born to be a girl. I had been in hospital for two months and my inju-

ries had healed but I still walked with a limp and I had not recovered full use of my hand. I started the counselling in hospital but it continued when I got home and was on sick pay. I saw the councillor weekly and discussed what had happened and, of course, we got onto the real reason why I had wanted to undertake the mission (Sarah had nicely turned around her involvement in the affair by saying that I had persuaded her to let me go undercover because I was a transvestite). I explained how I was dressed when I was a young boy and that when I had reached puberty, I had started to dress again. This time the councillor saw it as my destiny to be a woman and recommended I have a sex change (the councillor who I had seen after my divorce had taken the opposite view) so I started the treatment. It was easy. The recommendation of the police councillor was that I had a full sex change operation and, if I went back on duty, I had lighter duties. 

The police knew they had let me down so they agreed to compensation and that got spent on the operation. 

Appendix 1

Ref: 14/AA/78/HYP/896

Statement in support of my son, Toni Lombardi,�s gender re-assignment surgery I always knew Toni was a girl. As soon as he was born, I was convinced he was a girl. I bought him up as a girl as best I could. That was why I christened him Toni with an �I.� In the womb I knew, mother�s do, you know. 

OK, the scan said �boy,� that�s only physically. Inside, I knew he was a girl. 

So that was how I raised him, not just in terms of dressing him as a girl but teaching him to cook and clean the house and keep the place tidy. I suppose I�m a tradi-tional Italian Mum like that. I tried to get him to act as a girl as much as possible. He had no brothers or sisters so he had nothing to compare his upbringing to but I didn�t let him fight or climb trees or play football. I was protective � maybe over-protective - and I know that was hard for Toni. Of course, the dressing in girl�s clothes was a su-perb way to make him toe the line. If he was dressed as a girl, he didn�t want to go out with his friends and play football, he couldn�t climb trees. As he didn�t go out, he didn�t get into scraps. Denise and Susan were great, Denise knew all about his gender dysphonia (I hope I spell that correctly!!) She helped me dress him and he played with Susan who was well brought-up and a nice feminine girl. The sort of girl I wanted Toni to be. She was a very good role model for him. Very good and kind and understanding with it. They were lovely friends. Lovely. I loved seeing them together. 

You asked me did he always want to come home from school and dress as a girl. The answer is of course he didn�t. Girls like to run and play rough games as much as boys nowadays but they still dress up from time to time. I suppose with Toni, I over-compensated. I made him perhaps dress too much. Maybe I was too strict on the dressing and maybe that made him a bit rebellious. 

I had no idea what would happen to Toni. At school he was a sad boy, lonely, sometimes tearful boy. His face only lit up when I gave him a dress to wear or took him to school dressed as a girl for one of the non-uniform days. It was difficult for him, though. There was lot of anguish and anxiety in him; particularly at secondary school when he was bullied and his body started to change. He didn�t like what he was seeing before him in the mirror. He always hated seeing his male body. Naturally, he rebelled. 

Maybe, in hindsight, I was too harsh with him. I only wanted what was best for him and I could see that eventually he would want to be dressed again; I always knew he wanted to be a woman but he repressed it. I think I did give him time to work those things through, though. I was a good mother like that. Eventually he came back to dressing when he was fourteen and we went out and we had some good times together. He was always aware he was different so when some rude woman asked me why I allowed my son to dress as a girl, it upset him and he gave up dressing again. 

I was disappointed. I�m not denying that but it took Toni a long time to find his true self. I know I had to just let him get on with it. In some ways, I was too good to him and had done too much for him so I decided to back off. I�m not saying I didn�t feel hurt, though, I had invested a lot of time and energy in trying to do what was best for Toni and in some ways, he threw it all back in my face. He could be very hurtful like that. He gets his selfish gene from his dad. 

Then I met Mark, got married, and helped Toni buy a flat. When I visited, I used to peek in his wardrobe and would see the wigs and dresses but by then I thought he needed to find his own way in life. He met this policeman and they became friends. Eventually he joined the police and got married to Julia. I knew it would never last and he was trying to deny his true self. When the marriage broke down, I was disappointed that he went to see a psychiatrist and the psychiatrist blamed me! Said I had imprinted the dressing on Toni! I ask you! What cheek! 

Could anyone say I had not done my best for my son? Of course it was hard for Toni but it was hard for me too; don�t anyone ever think about that? I did right for Toni. 

He should have seen our priest and not the psychiatrist. I told Toni the psychiatrist will only mess your head but of course he didn�t listen. 

Toni did well in the police. He was used on a few undercover operations because he could work on his own initiative and keep a secret. He also had a good memory for detail and was very reliable. The final operation nearly destroyed him though and he was invalided out of the police, as you know. The police paid him a lot of compensation for their negligence. At least this time he saw a psychiatrist who was sympathetic to his gender dysphonia (I hope I spell it right!) and didn�t try to sweep it under the carpet. 

In conclusion, I have no hesitation in writing to support my son Toni�s decision to have a sex change operation so he can become the girl we all know he truly is. 

Epilogue � 2012

Mrs. Lombardi�s Statement

I was lucky Mark was rich and that Toni gained a handsome pay-off from the police for their botched raid on that Russian gang. Together we pooled resources and were able to make Toni the woman she is today. Mark was reluctant at first but once he saw the outcome of the surgery he was only to keen to invest in his new step-daughter � he had two boys from his first marriage you see. So, apart from the gender reassignment treatment, Toni has had a nose job; her eyes re-shaped; a boob job. Not to mention a bit of Botox and ongoing electroly-sis. She now works as a fashion model. She has lovely, long dark hair (all her own) and a figure to die for with legs that travel on for ages. I love having a daughter. It�s what I always wanted. We go shopping together and are so, so close. I love putting an arm around her shoulder and cuddling her. The early years of training Toni to act

like a girl have proven so fruitful as she has made the transformation to womanhood effortlessly. I just wish she hadn�t had those wasted years when she tried to pretend everything was alright and she was really male: the marriage, joining the police. She was in denial and she knows that now. I have two grandchildren and at least she realised in the end. I think the shock of nearly dying made her realise she could not continue to live a lie. Mark and I were at her side throughout. 

It�s October and it�s my fiftieth birthday and I�m having a meal with a few friends to celebrate. We�re waiting in the restaurant for everyone to turn up. Mr. and Mrs. 

Paterson have come along with Susan, her husband and children and some other friends of mine but the person everyone is waiting to see is Toni. Denise and Susan have not really seen her since she was a teenager and I�m anx-ious to know what they will think of my thirty-two year old daughter. 

Toni�s over half an hour late and the staff keep coming over to see if we want to go to our table. I decide to go outside and try to call her. I walk out into the sunlight; it�s a lovely sunny day. I take my phone from my handbag and I�m about to call her when I�m distracted by a wolf whistle. I look along the street and see a beautiful creature coming towards me. She�s wearing high-heeled black san-dals with gold bracelet straps around her ankles; she has bare legs. As my eyes move upwards I can see she is wearing a short black, flared, leather miniskirt and a tight, black top which stretches over her ample bust. Her long black hair blows in the wind. In her right hand she carries a purse and iPhone. No hand bag. She walks with a confident, long stride. I watch as a woman, about her age, wearing jeans and a sweatshirt, looks at her jealously. A man gazes in admiration and a car hoots. It�s Toni of course. My daughter. I feel a teardrop forming in my eye. 

At the same time, my spine tingles with happiness. I don�t
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like to admit it as I know it sounds strangely perverted, but I feel slightly turned-on by the fact that my daughter is so beautiful, so desirable. I just love the fact that she has now had that horrible penis cut off and she has big boobs. 

She is a woman. No going back. Toni is MY daughter. 

And she is what I never was. 

I was always over-weight as a child. I liked mum�s cooking too much. That�s why I fell pregnant by the first boy that showed an interest in me. He persuaded me he didn�t need to wear protection as he said he was sterile due to cancer treatments he had as a kid. I was 18 and he was 24. He got me pregnant and I never saw him again. 

He disappeared. I had Toni. A boy. We had our ups and downs. It was a long, hard battle and for a long time, I thought I had lost it. Then came Operation Restless, or Reckless, as Toni dubbed it. I was amazed when Toni told me that the psychiatrist thought he should have been born a girl and he had decided to have a sex change. 

Amazed. Gobsmacked. Stunned. And delighted too. Absolutely deliriously happy. Maybe he was feeling vulnera-ble after the experience of nearly being killed but I didn�t let him get away again. Not again. He lived with Mark and I whilst he was undergoing his treatment. Everyone thought it best that he recuperate with his family rather than at his flat on his own. Julia and the kids don�t see much of him so he came to me and I made up a bedroom for him. In the end, he actually sold his flat and moved back in with us. I wanted to help him and make sure he didn�t back out of it. I was determined to invest as much as possible in ensuring that I had the perfect daughter. 

Toni draws closer. The long legs stretching out under the soft leather skirt. I�m amazed she�s not wearing tights but then she never feel the cold and those legs are so gorgeous. Why keep them covered up? 

She smiles as she sees me and raises her eyebrows as if to say it�s typical that she�s late for everything. She�s so forgetful now; she never used to be when she was male - I don�t think the hormones have helped. 

�Hello mum,� she says in her soft feminine, well-practiced voice. �I�m sorry I�ve not had time to buy you a present but I�ve been working on a glamour shoot up the road.� She laughs girlishly and pats her head. �Stupid me, 

I thought I would walk to the restaurant. I didn�t realise how far it was!�

I�m crying now. Crying with happiness. I grab her and hug her and cover her in kisses. 

�You don�t need to buy me a present, Toni. You never need to buy me any presents. You�re the best present I could ever have. You are all I ever wanted, Toni. Thank Mother Mary for Operation Reckless, that�s all I say and the psychiatrist that made you see sense. Thank Heaven you�re a woman, Toni. Thank the Lord.�

Toni wipes away a tear with a well-manicured nail. 

�You�re making my mascara run, Mum.� She smiles and rubs her hand down the front of her leather skirt. �I�m pleased I�m a girl, Mum, I really am.�

And, accompanied by much cheering and clapping from my other hungry guests, we link arms and walk through to our table in the restaurant. 

END
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