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Chapter One
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As Miles stared up at the large sign above his old high school, he thought about how far he’d come since leaving Dambrook High, it was only a year and a half ago that he’d graced these halls still wearing his male clothing. Since then, he’d blossomed into a fine young crossdresser, being able to successfully seduce men who knew him and fool those who didn’t with his act. He lavished the idea of their hands on him and their breath on his neck as he remembered his antics over the last few weeks. He was coming along in leaps and bounds with his techniques and skills. 

Whilst he was back visiting his parents, he was taking a break from this however, trying to engage in more normal activities. That hadn’t stopped him from donning one of his brown wigs that fell in ringlets about his chest and one of his feminine outfits in protest. His parents didn’t know about his persuasion but visiting them didn’t mean he wasn’t going to be himself when he was on his own, as long as no one recognised him he was safe. He couldn’t imagine anyone here speaking to his parents now he’d graduated. 

Ascending the steps into the main building he hoped none of the staff would mind him having a nosey about. As he walked the halls, he could feel people’s eyes on him, and it wasn’t because they recognised who he was. The women’s eyes were garnered with jealousy, hating him for the way he looked and dressed because of the effect he was having on the opposite sex. Striding past the lockers he noticed the hungry gaze of the male stare, undressing him with their eyes, imagining all the perverse things they might be able to do with such a scantily clad beauty with the shapely butt he’d been developing in the gym to make it cute and round so his clothes bounced just right against it.
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