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Introduction by Ann

—o—

 

Dear Readers,

 

Walter’s story continues!  Just when he thought he’d figured out what was  going  on,  and  why  his  workouts  were  so  terrible,  Jackie  throws  him another curve... or is that:   grows him a curve?  Now he will wake up on the island to find that things have changed dramatically.  Indeed, this is not going to  be  the  vacation  Walter  expected  at  all.    In  this  part,  Walter  finds  himself trained in any number of ways as his body changes almost before his eyes.

He will be taught the fundamentals of looking and acting like a woman.  He will be taught to serve.  He will be taught to obey.  Can Walter escape and save his masculinity?  Does he actually want to?  Let’s find out together.

 

This is Part Two of Three.  Things start to get a little more kinky now.

This part includes forced feminization, female domination, power exchange, hormones,  growing  breasts,  a  little  spanking,  a  bit  of  bondage,  some  very public masturbation, and a few other surprises.

 

Hopefully,  you’re  enjoying  the  story  so  far!    Let  me  know  what  you think!

 

With love,

Ann :)

Chapter Fifteen: “A Close Shave” 

—o—

 

Walter awoke to the soothing sounds of island breezes and steel drums playing somewhere in the distance.  He was on the island, that was for sure, and  in  a  nice  room.    It  had  to  be  the  resort,  he  thought,  because  it  had  the same look and feel he recalled from the brochure.  He just couldn’t remember how he got here.  The last thing he remembered was getting off the plane.

No... wait.  There was something more.

There  was  a  lounge...  a  pretty  young  woman...  Karen...  Connie...

Candice?  His wife was there.  She was smiling at him.  Smiling strangely.

He was drinking something too.  A toast.  To a good time?   No, to something else.

“Why can’t I remember?” asked Walter.

He  closed  his  eyes  and  tried  to  focus.    He  remembered  a  lime-green pencil  skirt.    Something  about  a  lime-green  pencil  skirt.    Nikki.    Nikki  was there too.  And a lime-green pencil skirt.  There was fuchsia too.

“Was it a party?”

It wasn’t.

What was it then?

An  ominous  feeling  came  over  him.    Walter  decided  he  better  get  up and find Jackie.  She might know what had happened.  So Walter tried to sit up, but something stopped him.  In fact, he couldn’t really move at all.

“What the heck?”

Walter  jerked  his  arms  and  found  they  were  strapped  down  at  the wrists, which lay at his sides.

A sense of panic began to build within him.

He tried to move his legs but they were strapped to the bed upon which he  had  woken  up.    Even  his  head  was  held  in  place  by  a  strap  around  his neck.  He could turn it left and right, but that was about it.

“What is going on?” he asked nervously.

Just  then,  Walter  heard  the  sound  of  high  heels  approaching.    He looked up and saw two women.  They were gorgeous.  They wore identical white  skirts,  snug  but  loose,  along  with  white  tailored  vests.    Beneath  the vest,  each  wore  a  fuchsia  blouse.    On  their  feet  were  tall,  black  slingback pumps.  There was something very familiar about this to Walter.

“Where am I?” asked Walter.

“She’s awake,” said the brunette.

“So she is,” said the blonde.

“Where am I?” repeated Walter.

“You’re in good hands, Wendy,” said the blonde.  She was the taller of the two and had angular features.  Her name tag read “Amanda.”  The other, a cute little brunette, was called “Kim,” according to her name tag.  She had a button nose and mischievous smile.

“I’m not ‘Wendy’.  I’m Walter,” said Walter.

“No, you’re Wendy,” said the blonde.

“Hi Wendy,” said Kim.

Walter shuddered at being called “Wendy.”  That was sexually exciting to  him  in  a  big  way.    Unfortunately,  it  also  triggered  intense  feelings  of emasculation which shook him.  Who were these women?

Walter recovered quickly and furrowed his brow.  “My name is Walter

—  Walter Richards!” he insisted.  “And I want to know where I am!”

“Your name is Wendy, dear,” said Amanda, correcting him.

Kim nodded her head enthusiastically.

Walter looked at them like they were crazy, but the sharp look hid his fears.  This was all very worrisome to Walter.  Why had they called him by a girl’s name?  What did this mean?  What were they up to?  And why was he tied up?  Were they really crazy or was something else going on?

Walter  wasn’t  sure,  but  whatever  the  reason,  he  didn’t  have  long  to think about it.  For right after the woman said this, she yanked the silk sheet off of Walter’s body.  He turned his eyes down his body as best he could and saw he was naked with his ankles and wrists bound to the leather bed upon which he lay, though he also saw that this was not a bed so much as a sort of chair which could be made to lie flat, as it was right now.  He tugged against the restraints again, but they still held fast.  He was stuck for sure.

A  million  thoughts  raced  through  his  mind,  none  of  them  good;  after all, nothing about this screamed surprise party or welcome gift.  Why had two women  stripped  him  naked  and  tied  him  to  a  bed?    How  did  he  get  here?

And where was here?  He was definitely on the island, he could tell that from the breeze.  What’s more the room had a similar theme to the brochure of the resort.  And the two women wore...  uniforms!  Now it came to him!  These were  uniforms  from  the  resort!    He  had  seen  these  in  the  lounge  at  the airport!  He remembered now.

“I’m at the resort,” he said.

Kim smiled at him politely.

But how did he get here?  He couldn’t remember that, and he couldn’t remember  anything  that  happened  that  led  to  this!    He  tried  desperately  to make sense of all of this.  Was he dreaming?  No.  Had he been kidnapped?

Possibly.  But if so, why?  And why would these two women strip him naked and  call  him  “Wendy”  if  they  were  kidnappers?    Could  it  be  a  blackmail plot?  Maaaaybe.  But it didn’t feel like blackmail.  There was no camera, for one  thing.    There  had  been  no  demands  or  questions  about  who  to  present them too.  And it just didn’t feel like blackmail.  Honestly, it felt more like some sort of sex game gone wrong, like Walter had hired them to pretend to be his captors and they got carried away.  But that made no sense either.  For one  thing  he  couldn’t  remember  that,  nor  was  it  his  style  in  any  event,  and how did he get two resort employees to do this anyways; that seemed a little above  and  beyond  for  “the  customer  is  always  right”!    And  where  was Jackie?

Then Walter remembered something.  A year or so ago, he read a story about a secret sex club for celebrities.  It was in New York or Los Angeles or maybe  even  London  and  it  pandered  to  all  sorts  of  fantasies  for  famous people.  It was very hush hush, but someone had exposed it and even named a few actors and politicians who were members.  Could this be something like that?    Was  it  possible  the  resort  was  really  a  sex  club?    Would  Jackie  have booked them to such a place?  She did say its clientele were “exclusive” and she had been really secretive.

“But if this is a sex club, why did I get  this fantasy?” he asked himself.

Then another thought occurred to Walter.

“What if this is just a joke?”

Could it be a joke?  Was it possible Jackie set all this up as some sort of practical joke?  He furrowed his brow in concentration.  That made a lot more sense than the resort being some mystery sex club that randomly decided he wanted  to  be  tied  up  and  called  by  a  girl’s  name.    It  definitely  made  more sense  than  him  being  kidnapped  right  out  from  under  everyone’s  noses  by two sexy women for no clear purpose.  Maybe Jackie had given him sleeping pills  and  he  fell  asleep  in  the  lounge.    Then  they  brought  him  here  to  what appeared to be the resort spa.  Now these two women would try to scare him with whatever the joke was, maybe getting him to admit some embarrassing kidnap or femdom fantasies, and then Jackie and the rest would burst in and have a good laugh at his expense.

“I can see where Jackie would think that would be hilarious.”

What’s  more,  he  thought,  he  could  see  where  Jackie  would  think  this was  making  a  point;  she  was  always  tweaking  him  about  needing  to  be  “in control  of  everything.”    Maybe  this  was  her  way  of  having  a  little  kinky revenge?

“That would be her style.”

He nodded his head, bumping his chin against the strap.

“It would also explain why she kept me from being involved in any of the  details,  because  she  was  working  them  out  with  the  resort!    And  it explains why she wanted Nikki here!  To be part of the joke.”

It was all starting to make sense.  It had to be a joke.  What else could it be?  No other explanation made any sense... at least that’s what he wanted to believe.  His face started to flush with anger at this new “fact.”

“I’m  going  to  get  even  with  Jackie  for  this,”  he  growled  to  himself, though  this  felt  more  like  him  trying  to  convince  himself  that  he  was  right about what was going on rather than being any genuine impulse for revenge.

“I’m going to cut off her credit cards too.  She’ll regret this!”  He licked his lips  more  nervously  than  his  bravado  in  assigning  punishments  would  have suggested.

Then he considered trying to turn the tables on the joke right now.

“I could hit on these women.  That would drive her nuts.  See her come running in here to stop this thing.”

Either  way,  he  realized  that  pretend  revenge  wasn’t  the  most  pressing issue right now.  What he needed right now was to put an end to this.  And if there  was  one  thing  he  knew  about  jokes,  it  was  that  denying  the  joker  any satisfaction  for  their  joke  was  usually  the  best  way  to  stop  a  joke  cold.    So how could he ruin this joke?  He didn’t know what the women were planning to do exactly, so he couldn’t quite be sure how to react, but the fact they had tied him up suggested they wanted him to beg for his release.  So he would not beg.  Maybe they also wanted him to admit something embarrassing.  He would not do that either.  They almost might want him to be frightened.  That meant he needed to avoid showing any fear.

“That’ll ruin her joke!”

Moreover,  because  this   was  all  just  a  joke,  he  knew  they  wouldn’t actually  do  anything  to  hurt  him.    If  they  had  really  kidnapped  him,  that would be different.  But since this was ultimately a joke, they had limits, and those limits would be not to hurt him and not to do anything permanent.  That helped  him.    That  gave  him  an  advantage.    That  meant  he  could  call  their bluff pretty easily and stop the joke cold.

But first, it was time to get aggressive to see if he could shake them.

“Let  me  go!”  growled  Walter  angrily  and  he  jerked  the  bindings.    He wanted to sound as intimidating as possible in the hopes the women panicked at his angry reaction to what they believed was a joke and they let him go.

“Untie me now!”

It didn’t work.

The  women  weren’t  intimidated.    They  didn’t  even  respond;  they moved around the room gathering items and looking through a file and barely noticed  him.    Walter  tried  to  jerk  himself  free  once  more,  hoping  the thrashing  about  might  scare  them  into  deciding  this  was  a  bad  idea.    That didn’t work either, though.  To the contrary, when he stopped, cutie Kim put her hand on his knee to calm him.

“Be a good girl now, Wendy,” she said.  “Don’t hurt yourself.”

A soft, warm feeling dripped down his spine at her tone at calling him

“Wendy.”  “Stop calling me that!  Untie me!” exclaimed Walter.

Amanda, the blonde, rolled her eyes.  “They all resist at first,” she said to Kim.  “Something about the male ego, I guess.  But don’t worry, Wendy will get used to it quickly and will settle down.  Then he’ll be on his way to becoming the cutest, most perfect little girl.”

“Whether he wants to be or not,” added Kim knowingly.

“Correct,” said Amanda.

The women giggled.

A  deep  wave  of  insecurity  passed  through  Walter.    Not  that  he  feared their claim about him giving in as that could never happen, but he didn’t like this game they were playing; he didn’t like being called a little girl and being made helpless.  That made him feel vulnerable, even more so than being tied up naked.  Why would this be part of the joke?  Was it possible Jackie knew about  the  terrible  weakness  inside  him?    That  thought  made  him  sick  to  his stomach.  Is that why they chose this particular method of attack?  He didn’t know,  but  he  annoyingly  found  himself  on  the  verge  of  tears,  which  he  put off to the intensity of the situation.  He took a deep breath and tried to calm himself;  he  was  not  going  to  cry  for  them!    He  decided  it  was  time  to  act indifferently to this increasingly frustrating joke to see if that robbed them of their joy.

He took a deep breath and calmed himself.

Walter watched the two women move about the room.  Kim fetched a pot  of  water  and  a  pot  of  white  cream.    Amanda  went  to  a  drawer  and removed two razors.  She also grabbed some white towels and a different pot of cream.

“So what are you planning to do to me?” asked Walter calmly.

“We’re going to shave you,” said Amanda.

“Good.    I  can  use  a  good  shave,”  said  Walter  boldly.    He  pushed  his chin out, like Popeye.

The  women  snickered  at  each  other.    Then  they  gathered  more materials.  Finally, they came to Walter and set them down.  Kim dipped her hand inside the pot with the white cream and brushed the cream against his chin.  She spread more down his chest and along his forearms.

“What are you doing?” asked Walter sourly.

“Shaving you.”

“My chin’s up here.”

“And  the  rest  of  you  is  down  here,”  said  Kim  with  a  smile  as  she lathered his chest and stomach.

Would she really shave his chest?  If he lost his chest hair, then the flab on his chest really would look like breasts.  That would be embarrassing!  If they shaved his chest, there would be no going around without a shirt at all, which  would  ruin  his  vacation.    He  was  just  about  to  protest  when  he reminded  himself  they  wouldn’t  do  anything  to  ruin  his  vacation.    Jackie would  never  authorize  that.    That  meant  this  was  a  bluff!    So  here  was  his first chance to call their bluff.

“Make sure you get everything,” said Walter bravely.

There.  He’d called Jackie’s bluff.  He now held his breath and waited pensively to see what Kim and Amanda did next.  Odds are they would try to scare him.

As Walter watched nervously, Kim took more of the cream and spread it along his legs.  Walter now suspected he had been right because Kim had not started shaving his chest.

“She’s bluffing,” he told himself, as his confidence grew.

Kim next wiped her hand on a towel and picked up a razor.  She looked over his body and paused.  Walter saw confusion in her eye; she had no idea how to proceed now that he had ruined the joke, he told himself.

“Need help,” said Walter snidely.

Kim smiled.  “No, I’ve got this.”  She then lowered the blade to his ear and  pulled  it  down  to  his  chin.    Far  from  suggesting  to  Walter  he  had  been wrong,  this  made  him  certain  he  was  right.    If  she  was  going  to  shave  his chest, why start and stop with his chin which he shaved every day?

“This has to be a bluff.”

Then Amanda slipped her hands inside a different pot of cream.  This had a bluish tint.  She looked Walter in the eyes and smirked.  As she did, she grabbed Walter’s penis.    She grabbed Walter’s penis! 

Walter jumped involuntarily, trying to escape her touch.  After sensing victory with Kim, he never expected Amanda to touch his dick!  Indeed, he couldn’t conceive of Jackie ever letting another woman touch his penis, even as part of a joke!  Yet, she had.  Could he be wrong about this being a joke?

His  sense  of  calm  and  indifference  withered  and  it  took  him  a  moment’s concentration to regain his composure.

“What are you doing?!” gasped Walter.

“As Kim said, we’re shaving you,” replied Amanda.

“Well, don’t shave that!”

Amanda chuckled.  “Don’t worry, Wendy.  It’ll still be there when I’m done.”    Then  a  look  of  amused  confusion  came  over  her  face.    She  leaned over and glanced at some papers she had laid next to Walter and read a few lines.  “Just checking.  Yes, it will still be there.”

“Congratulations,” said Kim.

Walter stared at them.  Were they lunatics?

Without  warning,  Amanda  ran  her  hand  up  his  shaft  as  it  grew  erect before massaging his balls and the skin around his penis.  She was covering everything in cream.  This was highly erotic to Walter.  At the same time, it made  him  nervous;  she  shouldn’t  be  touching  his  penis,  not  if  this  was Jackie’s  joke:    Jackie  would  never  let  another  woman  stroke  his  manhood.

Ever.  Something was wrong here!

Or was it?

Just  as  Walter  was  about  to  panic,  he  realized  that  the  women’s melodramatic  attempt  to  suggest  someone  might  cut  off  his  manhood  was overblown and silly:   me thinks thou doth suggest too much, as Shakespeare might have said.  That suggested they were still bluffing.  Not to mention, he couldn’t help but notice that neither woman had yet shaved a single hair from his body other than his chin.  So this still had to be a joke, right?

But what if it wasn’t? 

“It is,” he told himself.

Still,  he  couldn’t  be  sure.    Walter  nervously  decided  to  call  her  bluff again; this was still the only strategy that made sense.  “Don’t leave any loose hairs,  will  you?”  he  said.    Then  he  braced  himself.    If  he  was  right,  they would never cut a single hair.  If he was wrong... well.

Amanda wiped her hands clean of the cream and took up her razor as Kim had done.  Without warning, both women dove in.  Walter felt the razors moving everywhere, scraping away the cream...  and, with it, all of his hair.

Everywhere  he  looked,  hair  was  flying  off  his  chest,  his  arms,  his  legs.

Everything was becoming hairless!  This was shocking.  The only area they didn’t  touch  was  his  penis,  but  everything  else  got  shaved!    They  left  his penis covered in the cream as they worked on the rest.

“That’s my hair,” gasped Walter!  He was shocked they were actually doing it!

“Of course,” said Kim.

“We told you we were going to shave you,” added Amanda.

This was bad.  If they took off all his hair, how could he go outside in shorts or without a shirt?  He would look like a fool!  This wasn’t just a joke anymore, it was now a problem.

“Whoa!  Hold on.  Stop!” exclaimed Walter.

The  women  stopped  and  looked  at  him.    They  seemed  amused.    “Go on,” said Amanda.

“Listen, this joke’s gone too far.  You can’t remove my hair.”

“Just relax, sweetie,” said Kim.

“Hold on!  Hold on!  Hold on! ”

“Don’t worry, Wendy, we’ve done this before,” said Amanda.

“And  you’ll  feel  so  much  better  after  all  this  nasty  boy  hair  is  gone,”

added Kim.

The women started shaving again.  More cream was removed and, with it, more of Walter’s hair.  He could see large hairless spots starting to form on his chest and his thighs.  Walter instinctively tried to back away, but couldn’t; he  was  still  strapped  tightly  to  the  bed.    “Stop!    You  can’t  do  that.    I  don’t allow it.  I’m refusing to participate in this joke anymore!  Untie me!”

Kim stroked his hair.  “Do be still, sweetie.  We wouldn’t want to cut you.”

“Cut  me?”    He  decided  to  stay  very  still.    And  as  Walter  watched  in horror, the women removed the last of the cream and the last of his hair.  The

only hair left was on his manhood.  They hadn’t touched that since Amanda placed the cream on it.  They eyed that now.

“Almost done,” said Amanda.

“Can we talk about this?” asked Walter anxiously.

“What would we say?” said Amanda doubtfully.  As she said this, she took  a  cloth  and  rubbed  the  cream  off  his  penis.    At  first,  Walter  was relieved.  It seemed she had relented and would not shave him after all.  But then, all of his hair came away with the cream on the towel.  His body was hairless.

Walter’s jaw dropped.  “You can’t do this to me!”

“Too late!  Already done,” snickered Kim.

“Let me go!” demanded Walter tensely and he jerked at his bindings in a  panic.    If  they  were  willing  to  take  off  all  of  his  hair,  then  there  was  no telling what limits they had... if any!

Amanda patted the head of Walter’s penis in a sort of “tut tut” motion, making Walter feel like a weak child appealing to his mother.  That helpless feeling always made him cringe.

“I want to talk to your manager!” exclaimed Walter.

The two women giggled.

“Jackie!  Let me talk to Jackie!  Tell her this isn’t funny and it needs to end.”

The  women  shook  their  heads  and  got  back  to  work.    Kim  set  about cleaning up the mess they had made as Amanda left the room before coming back with a large white machine which looked like it belonged in a doctor’s office.  As Walter watched nervously, the women rolled the machine next to him  and  a  third  woman  arrived.    She  was  dressed  in  nurse’s  scrubs  and  sat down next to Walter.  She turned the machine on.  It hummed.

“W— what are you going to do?” asked Walter.

“We’re  going  to  remove  your  unwanted  hair.    We’re  going  to  use  the laser.”

Walter’s jaw dropped.  He knew about lasers from his secret books.  He also  knew  these  things  were  permanent,  maybe  not  after  the  first  pass  but soon.    This  had  to  be  a  bluff,  right?    Part  of  the  joke?  This  stuff  was permanent!   If this woman removed his hair, it would  never grow back, ever.

And  that  would  leave  him  with  feminine  looking  skin!    No  more  going shirtless or in shorts or even showering at the gym ever again!  They couldn’t do this!

“Wait!  The joke’s over.  Ha ha.  Very funny.  You got me—!”

“Don’t  worry,  this  won’t  hurt  much,”  said  the  woman.    Then  she smeared a cream over Walter’s face and neck.  When she finished, she gave the cream to Kim, who smeared it over Walter’s chest and legs.  While Kim did  that,  the  woman  pulled  the  laser  machine  closer  to  Walter  and  turned  it on.    It  hummed  like  a  vibrator.    She  aimed  the  tube  at  the  front  right  at Walter’s chin.

Walter shook his head.  “Y— you can’t!  I want my hair!”

“Yes, but our client doesn’t.”

“W— what cl— client?”

The woman smiled sweetly.  “Just relax.  This might feel warm.”

“Don’t!” said Walter.

The woman did.  She pushed a button and a bright light flashed for only an  instance.    Walter  heard  an  audible  click  as  it  did.    His  skin  warmed.    It wasn’t  painful  exactly,  but  it  was  uncomfortable  enough.    It  had  certainly done  something.    The  woman  then  moved  the  laser  to  another  spot  on  his chin.  Once more, he saw a flash and heard an audible click.  Then came the warmth.  Again, she moved the device.  Again, he heard the click and felt the warmth.  This continued as she slowly worked her way across his face, down his neck, across his chest and down his legs.  Fortunately, she did not target his  manhood.    Walter  didn’t  know  the  effect  that  would  have  had,  had  she done that, but he was certain it wouldn’t have been good.  When they were finished, the woman told Walter they would meet every day to get all of his hair until it was gone for good.  Then she left.

When she left,  Amanda and Kim  covered his body  with a moisturizer lotion, which made his skin soft and supple, and which wiped away any hairs that had been removed in the process.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” asked Kim.

“That  was  my  hair,”  said  Walter  almost  crying.    Again,  he  was embarrassed at feeling so unusually emotional.

“Not anymore,” said Amanda.

“Think of it this way,” added Kim with a snicker.  “You’ll never have to shave again... any part of you.”

Walter lay there unhappily imagining the future.  His chest was bare.

With  the  flab  growth  he’d  had  on  his  chest,  he  looked  like  a  teenage  girl without his hair.  He was sure of that.  That meant he could never show his chest again at the gym!  He could never go outside without a shirt.  What’s more, every time he showered or got naked to make love to Jackie, he would be reminded how they had feminized him.  His legs were just as bad.  They looked  shapely  and  feminine  without  hair.    If  he  wore  shorts,  even  to  the grocery store, people would assume he shaved them and that meant he was...

something.  He felt sick.

“They’re going to think I’m— I’m—”

A girl, said the voice inside him.  Or do you mean a sissy? 

Walter felt sick to his stomach.

With  everything  cleaned  up  and  the  machine  returned,  Amanda grabbed some strips of paper which looked like tape and what looked like a container  of  honey.    She  slid  her  rear  up  onto  the  edge  of  the  bed/chair  on which  Walter  lay,  near  his  shoulders  so  she  could  look  down  into  his  face.

She took a tiny wooden stick between her fingers and she dipped it into the honey.

“Hold still,” she said.

She pulled the stick out and dripped the honey onto his forehead around his eyebrows.  She immediately placed the strips of paper into place on top of the  honey,  which  Walter  now  recognized  to  be  wax,  not  honey.    He  knew exactly what this was too, as he’d seen it done to Jackie before.

“Oh no!  She’s waxing my eyebrows!  What is going on here?!  Why are they doing this to me?!”

Sure  enough,  after  the  wax  had  a  chance  to  set,  Amanda  ripped  the paper  off  his  eyebrow.    It  hurt.    It  hurt  a  lot.    He  saw  a  lot  of  hairs  on  the paper too.  What must his eyebrow look like now?  This was bad.  Worse yet, he knew this wasn’t something he could hide nor was it something that would grow back very quickly; he was going to look like whatever they had done to him for possibly weeks at a minimum!  Originally, he’d hoped they wouldn’t do anything permanent, but then they used the laser.  So he mentally retreated to  hoping  they  wouldn’t  do  anything  that  couldn’t  be  hidden  –  maybe  that was the limit of the joke?  Indeed, even when they shaved his entire body, he could  still  hide  what  they  had  done,  maybe  not  easily,  but  he  could.    But this?  This couldn’t be hidden.  This was on his face and whatever they had done  would  still  be  visible  the  next  time  he  stood  before  his  dominant  boss Anna.  She was going to destroy him.

That thought made Walter cringe... and oddly excited part of him.

He needed to put an end to this now, before more happened!  But how?

Chapter Sixteen: “A Splash of Color” 

—o—

 

“Listen here,” said Walter as calmly as he could muster.  “This joke has gone on long enough.  Untie me.”

“Sorry,  Wendy, we can’t have you running away,” said Kim.

Walter  trembled  with  an  intense  sense  of  emasculation  when  Kim called him by this girl’s name.  It almost overwhelmed him.  “Don’t call me that!  My name is Walter,  Walter Richards!”  He tried to growl this to hide how weak he felt, but his desperate tone came out sounding almost more like he was pleading.

“It’s Wendy.”

“To be fair, it’s not official yet,” said Amanda.  She showed a paper to Kim, making Kim giggle.

“Oh.  Sorry,  Wendy,” said Kim disingenuously.

“But  orders  are  orders,”  said  Amanda  as  if  she  was  lamenting  not having a choice.

“What does that mean?” asked Walter cautiously.  The word “official”

could be quite scary in the wrong context.

“You’ll find out when the time comes.”

“When is that?” demanded Walter.

“We can’t say,” said Amanda.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be fun,” said Kim as if this was meant to assure him.

Walter didn’t even know how to respond at this point.  They had some plan  clearly,  and  whatever  it  was,  it  sounded  bad  for  his  masculinity.    But what did they want and why?  And how was Jackie tied up in this?  Walter decided  to  try  a  different  approach,  one  closer  to  the  insecurity  he  was actually feeling.

“Please let me go,” he said softly.

“We’ll let you go when you’re dressed,” said Amanda.

“Dressed?”

Amanda  nodded  her  head  and  waved  her  hand  toward  a  closet  full  of what  were  clearly  women’s  clothes.    Walter  winced.    The  last  thing  he wanted  was  to  appear  dressed  like  some  woman  before  these  women.    Or even worse, appear dressed before Jackie and her friends!

“I don’t want to ‘dress’,” he said.

“You  can’t  run  around  naked,  silly.    What  would  the  other  guests think?” said Kim.

“Guests?!  What guests?” asked Walter nervously.

“From the resort, of course.”

“So I  am at the resort?”

Kim  patted  him  on  the  chest.    His  mounds  jiggled  embarrassingly  as she did.  “All of your questions will be answered soon.  In the meantime, just relax and let us do our jobs.”

“I’m not going to just let you do this!” he protested.

“Wendy—”

“No!    I  will  not  be  silenced!    I’m  not  going  to  let  you  turn  me  into  a girl!”

“Wendy!” exclaimed Amanda, freezing him.  “Resistance is pointless.

You can’t resist us, so stop trying.”

“Be a sweet girl, Wendy.  It will be so much easier,” added Kim.

Walter cringed.  He didn’t want to be a “sweet girl.”  He was a man and wanted  to  be  one.    Indeed,  his  sense  of  masculinity  began  to  assert  itself again and his strength started returning.  They can force him into a dress, he told himself, but they can’t make him accept it.

“There is nothing you can do to make me accept it,” growled Walter.

Amanda  sighed.    “There  are  ways  to  do  this  and  way  to  do  this.    We can make this as pleasant or as painful as you like.  How do you want this to go, Wendy?”

“She means it.  She’s no fun,” said Kim with a giggle.

Walter  was  just  about  to  tell  Amanda  to  shove  it  when  he  realized fighting these women when he was tied to the bed was hopeless.  Her threat was genuine too; he knew that.  What’s more, he realized that if they took the harder  path,  then  escape  would  be  that  much  harder  too.    Maybe,  he  told himself, right now was not the time for rebellion.  As they say, discretion is the better part of valor, and this situation called for discretion... lots of it.

He huffed and then stayed silent.

With  Walter  silent  for  some  seconds  as  proof  of  his  submission, Amanda  moved  to  a  drawer  and  removed  a  large  needle  from  it.    She  also grabbed a piece of cork and a small jewelry box.  She came back to Walter and motioned Kim to hold his head immobile.

“What’s that?” asked Walter nervously.

“Nothing to worry about,” said Amanda.

“All girls do it,” added Kim.

Kim  braced  his  head  with  her  wrist  on  his  chin  and  her  other  hand pressed against his opposite cheek.  He could see her long red nails out of the corner of his eye.  He found her nails oddly exciting.  In fact, throughout this process,  no  matter  how  worried  or  horrified  he  had  felt,  little  things  kept sending  small  bursts  of  excitement  to  his  brain,  which  only  amplified  his feelings  of  helplessness.    It  felt  to  him  like  his  own  body  wanted  to  betray him.  He didn’t understand it.

“This will pinch a bit, but the pain will pass quickly,” said Amanda.

Walter watched the needle.  “W— what are y— you doing?”

Amanda tapped her ear, where a silver triangle hung from her earlobe.

This filled Walter with panic once more.  He couldn’t have his ears pierced.

That  was  permanent,  right?    He’d  have  holes  forever  if  she  did  that!    That would be even worse than getting his eyebrows waxed!  He would be marked forever!

“W— wait!” exclaimed Walter desperately.  “I can’t!  Y— you can’t!”

“Every girl loves earrings, Wendy,” said Kim.

Walter  tried  to  shake  his  head,  but  couldn’t.    “I—  I  can’t!    My  job—

My  boss  is  really  old  fashioned.    She  would  fire  me  if  I  got  earrings,”  said Walter.    This  wasn’t  true,  at  least  Walter  didn’t  think  it  was  –  not  for  an earring  –  but  Anna  would  probably  fire  him  if  he  showed  up  the  way  these women intended to dress him!

“I’m sure it will be fine, Wendy,” said Kim.

“How?” demanded Walter.

“Tell  them  you  want  to  follow  the  women’s  dress  code,”  replied  Kim with a snicker.

Amanda rolled her eyes and shook her head.  Then she moved in with the needle.

Walter  closed  his  eyes  and  waited  helplessly.    As  he  did,  Amanda placed the cork behind his earlobe and drove the long, sharp needle through the flesh.  When she pulled it back out, there was a little bit of blood, but she wrapped  it  in  a  handkerchief  for  a  few  seconds  until  the  bleeding  stopped.

Then she inserted a stud into the hole and she placed the back on the earring.

She  repeated  this  once  more  on  this  ear,  giving  him  two  earrings,  and  then twice  more  on  the  other  ear.    No  man  Walter  knew  had  double  earrings;  he had that now.  They had marked him as feminized.

“How am I going to hide that?” he asked himself.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” asked Kim as she locked the last stud into place and Amanda returned the needle to the drawer.

“It hurt,” said Walter grumpily.

“Oh  you  big  baby,”  laughed  Kim  and  she  rolled  her  eyes.    “Teenage girls (and now many boys) do this all over the world every day.  For a big girl like you to complain about a little prick like that is silly.”

“Especially when it’s the other ‘little prick’ that should concern you,”

said Amanda with an ominous chuckle and she flicked his erection with her finger.
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Walter  was  starting  to  worry.    He’d  convinced  himself  this  was  all  a joke.  It had to be a joke, right?  After all, what else could it be?  But it had gone way too far, and now they had done something permanent.  This didn’t sound like a joke anymore.  But if it wasn’t a joke, what was it?  And even if it was a joke, he didn’t want to be cross-dressed by these women.  Sure, that was  a  fantasy  he’d  had  many  times  in  his  life  –  in  fact,  it  was  his  biggest fantasy, truth be told – but this?  This was much too close to that part of him that scared him.  Plus, he couldn’t appear before his wife in a dress.  He just couldn’t.  That would be too humiliating.  It was also the sort of thing she’d never let him live down.  And then there was Nikki.

Nikki. 

The  thought  of  Nikki  seeing  him  in  a  dress  was  sickening.    It  was  a disturbing  thought  which  made  him  want  to  hide  in  a  deep,  dark  hole somewhere.    He  and  Nikki  had  never  gotten  along.    She  thought  he  was sexist, he thought she was— well, let’s just say she wasn’t the type of woman that would have attracted him and he didn’t like the way she always seemed to be judging his manhood.  If she saw him in a dress, stripped of his hair and with ears pierced like some young girl, that would be a shattering blow to his masculinity.

“She’d love that,” he told himself.  Anyone would be better than Nikki.

Yet, at the same time, Walter found his manhood growing hard too at the  thought.    There  was  something  in  that  thought  of  being  debased  before Nikki which actually seemed to turn him on... in a twisted sort of way.

He shuddered.  That was the thing inside that scared him.

Meanwhile,  Kim  had  fetched  nail  polish  as  Amanda  took  something

shiny  from  a  drawer.    Kim  returned  to  his  side  and  started  sorting  out  the various bottles and vials she had collected.

“Somebody’s happy,” said Kim.

“What?” asked Amanda.

“Wendy’s excited,” laughed Kim and she wiggled his erection with her fingertips, causing a tiny bit of fluid to drip out onto its head.  If she grabbed him right now, Walter was sure he would explode like a rocket.  That would be embarrassing.

“Look,  ladies.    We  need  to  stop.    This  is  literally  going  to  ruin  my vacation  and  maybe  cost  me  my  job.    I  understand  my  wife  paid  you  to  do this  to  me,  but  it’s  not  funny  like  she  thinks  it  is.    It’s—  it  has  to  stop.”

Walter almost admitted this was creating some overwhelming and conflicting feelings within him too, but he stopped short of saying that because he denied any conflict to himself.  There was no conflict.  He didn’t want this.  The end. 

Still, he knew he felt it.

“You seem sweet, Wendy, but there’s really nothing we can do,” said Amanda  in  response.    She  approached  him  holding  a  rose-gold  metal  ring about two or three inches in diameter.

“We just work here,” added giggly Kim as she laid out the nail supplies on  a  small  table  next  to  him.    She  picked  up  a  vial  of  red  nail  polish  –

checking a sheet of paper to make sure this was the right color – and shook it.

“My nails are fine,” said Walter.

“Not yet they aren’t,” said Kim.

“Really, you don’t need to.”

“Don’t worry, Wendy.  There’s no extra charge.”

With that, Kim opened the nail polish, filling the room with the acidic smell of the polish.  She moved a chair next to the small table and grabbed Walter’s  left  hand.    Holding  his  hand  firmly  in  place,  she  dipped  the  nail polish  brush  into  the  vial  and  pulled  out  the  brush  with  a  big  drop  of  red polish  on  it.    As  Walter  watched  in  fascinated  horror,  she  placed  the  brush against the nail on his middle finger and pulled it toward her.  As she did, the nail behind it turned bright, wet red.  It was a gorgeous color.  It was a color Walter  loved,  in  fact.    It  was  the  very  color  he  would  have  chosen  had  he chosen to get his nails done.

But he hadn’t. 

“Please don’t do that,” he said anxiously.

Kim snickered.  “I think he likes it.”

“I never said that,” snapped Walter.

“Yes, you did, sweetie,” said Kim and she nodded toward his very firm erection before she dipped the brush back into the vial and then placed it on his  next  nail.    Again,  she  pulled  the  brush  and  his  nail  turned  a  gloriously beautiful red.  One by one, his nails turned that same beautiful color.  He was hard the entire time.
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As Kim worked on his fingernails, Amanda moved behind her, where Kim’s position blocked Walter’s view.  She had been holding the metal ring when  he  lost  sight  of  what  she  was  doing.    Then  he  felt  her  warm,  soft, feminine hand latch onto his naked and exposed testicles.  He tried to crane his  neck  to  look  around  Kim  and  saw  Amanda  tugging  his  testicles  away from the base of his penis.  This sent a jolt of terror racing through Walter at having this woman yank his balls and being helpless to stop her.  What if she —?!  He didn’t want to think about it.

“Did Jackie say you could grab my balls?!” he blurted out.

“It’s all right, Wendy,” said Amanda calmly.

“My wife is not going to like another woman holding my testicles!”

Amanda  snickered.    “It’s  all  been  approved,  dear.    We  just  need  to install something.”

“Just  relax,  Wendy,”  said  Kim  soothingly  and  she  stroked  his  thigh with  the  backs  of  her  fingers.    That  tingled  and  made  him  shudder.    At  the same  time,  he  felt  Amanda  pull  his  testicles  even  further  away  from  his penis.  Then he felt her work something cold and metallic around the base of his testicles and the top of his shaft; it was tight.  It was the ring.  What was it for?

“What’s that?” he demanded.

“You’ll see when the time comes,” said Amanda.

“I don’t want it there!”

Both  women  exchanged  glances  and  chuckled.    “I’m  sure  you  don’t,”

said Amanda.

Walter heard it click shut.  Amanda then took a bottle Walter could not see at this angle and she dripped its contents into the keyhole that had locked the ring.  It would no longer come off unless it was cut off.

In the meantime, Kim finished the fingernails on Walter’s right hand.

They  were  gorgeous.    She  then  shifted  to  his  other  hand  as  Amanda  got  to work on his toes.  Soon, each of his nails would be the same pretty red.  He didn’t care about that at the moment though.  Right now, he wanted to know very badly what she had put around his penis.  All he could see though was the top of the metal ring running over the top of his shaft, hugging his crotch.

What  would  the  purpose  be  of  a  ring  like  that,  he  wondered?    He  didn’t know.

He would find out soon enough.

Chapter Seventeen: “A Chance To Escape” 

—o—

 

The  women  had  left  the  room  as  Walter’s  nails  dried.    He  lay  there helpless  to  do  anything  except  wait  for  their  return.    The  bindings  still  held him  fast.    He  glanced  down  at  the  work  they  had  done.    His  body  was hairless.    His  skin  was  soft  and  moist.    His  eyebrows  were  apparently feminine.  His nails were dark red and pretty.  His ears had been pierced.  If Jackie...  or  Nikki...  came  in  now,  he  would  be  humiliated.    But  there  was nothing  he  could  do  to  get  out  of  this.    He  couldn’t  even  move  his  arms  or legs,  much  less  escape.    He  was  trapped.    They  could  do  anything  they wanted  to  him.    He  didn’t  have  to  accept  it  though,  he  told  himself.    No matter what they did to him, he would still be Walter, and that thought gave him strength.

“Have a nice rest?” asked Kim as she returned to the room.

“Lovely,” said Walter sarcastically.

“Now comes the fun part.”

“There’s a fun part?”

“There’s always a fun part, silly girl.”

Walter  shivered  with  a  feeling  he  could  only  describe  as  erotic helplessness at being called a “silly girl.”  He just couldn’t get used to being talked  about  as  a  woman,  and  when  Kim  did  it,  it  was  like  his  whole  body shook  like  he  was  shaking  off  his  manhood,  leaving  in  place  something weaker  and  more  malleable,  not  just  his  penis  but  his  strength  and  will.    It was  an  intensely  strong  feeling  which  was  surprisingly  pleasurable  but simultaneously  deeply  shameful.    It  was  also  the  kind  of  feeling  he  knew other men never got, which made him doubt his ability to escape this... this...

whatever it was these women were doing.  Indeed, if an opportunity to escape presented itself, he now wondered if he would even take it.  He told himself he would... definitely would, but something inside him really did want to stay and  see  how  this  turned  out,  how  it  felt  to  be  a  girl...  for  a  while...  a  little while.    Why  couldn’t  he  make  that  voice  go  away,  he  wondered,  even  now when giving in could destroy him?

Amanda came through the door with several bags.  Dangling from the fingers of one hand also were a pair of high-heeled sandals, which she held by their ankle straps.  These were black with white highlights and looked like the ones worn by the young women who served drinks at the airport arrival lounge.  He knew they were meant for him.

“So it begins,” he told himself.

The women started unpacking the bags.

“W— what are you doing with th— those things?” asked Walter.  His mouth was dry.

“These are yours, Wendy.”

Walter swallowed hard.  He was struggling much more than he should have  with  conflicting  desires  that  never  should  have  conflicted.    He  should have  wanted  to  bolt  out  of  here  the  first  chance  he  got  from  these  crazy women who were pulling various items of feminine clothing from the bags, not wonder how it felt to wear them or wish he could let himself enjoy this.

This is a once in a lifetime chance... enjoy it, whispered the voice.

“No.”

Walter  watched  as  item  after  item  came  from  the  bags  or  as  Kim grabbed  more  from  a  closet.    Walter  saw  pink  panties,  white  lingerie,  what looked  like  a  corset,  stockings,  heels,  a  long  lime-green  skirt,  a  fuchsia blouse, some bags of makeup, a container of jewelry, perfumes... and then he could  look  no  more.    He  closed  his  eyes  and  told  himself  this  wasn’t happening.  This  can’t be happening.

“Women don’t just kidnap men and turn them into women,” he said.

He shook his head at the unreality of his situation.

“This just doesn’t happen—”

Then  a  title  flashed  before  his  eyes:    “Hotel  for  Girlies.”    That  was  a story he read online at some point in which the main character seems to win a stay at a luxury hotel.  What the guy doesn’t realize is that it’s a trap set up by his ex-wife.  She has opened a hotel which takes in men and turns them into women.  When they are completely feminized and turned into sissygirls, the simpering men are handed back to the women who sent them there.

“I’m in ‘Hotel for Girlies’,” said Walter in shock at the ridiculousness of this realization.  He began to laugh uncontrollably.  “But that’s fantasy!”

“Something funny?” asked Kim.

“You wouldn’t get it,” said Walter.

He kept laughing.

Amanda  and  Kim  glanced  at  each  other  and  shook  their  heads sympathetically.    Amanda  then  grabbed  his  ankle.    Walter  looked  down  the length of his body and saw that she had unlocked one ankle restraint and had worked  a  stocking  over  his  foot  and  up  past  his  ankle.    She  then  refastened the restraint before working the stocking up his leg to his upper thigh.  She did the same with his other leg next.  As she worked on the second leg, Kim took  one  of  the  black  and  white  high-heeled  sandals  and  slipped  it  on  his stockinged foot, forcing his foot into the curved, feminine shape of the shoe.

The heel on this shoe had to be close to five inches with only a platform of perhaps a centimeter to mitigate its height.  Walter had never worn heels this high, but he knew from past experiences that walking in this shoe would be challenging.  He imagined himself tottering around like a sissy.

“These are cute shoes,” said Kim.

Walter  didn’t  reply;  they  were  cute,  though.    And  he  now  watched  in excited  dread  as  Kim  tightened  the  straps  around  his  ankle  and  buckled  the shoe.  He felt a chill race down his spine when she finished.  He was wearing a  high-heeled  shoe  in  front  of  two  women!    A  woman’s  high-heeled  shoe!

On  his  foot.     He  felt  disturbingly  exhilarated.    Walter  opened  his  mouth  to reject the shoe and his feelings for it, but found he was speechless.

Luckily, neither Kim nor Amanda asked him his thoughts.

Walter next expected Kim to move to the second shoe, but she didn’t.

Not  right  away.    Instead,  she  took  a  tiny  padlock  from  a  pile  of  items  and slipped it through the buckle on the sandal he wore and locked it.

“What’s that for?” asked Walter cautiously.

“What  are  padlocks  always  for?”  asked  Amanda,  who  grabbed  the second  shoe  and  slipped  it  over  his  toes,  forcing  that  foot  into  the  same unnatural curvature as his other foot.

“To lock things?”

Amanda nodded her head.  “Oh, look at you, Wendy.  Exactly.  These will keep you from removing the shoes.”

Walter twisted his lip.  This was a new problem.  How could he escape if  he  couldn’t  remove  these  shoes?    They  weren’t  exactly  meant  for  daring dashes!    Indeed,  he  imagined  himself  tottering  down  a  long  hallway  at  the resort headed toward the jungle, moving ridiculously slowly in the girly heels as his naked erection swung before him like some sort of compass.  He would be caught in seconds, if he didn’t fall and break an ankle first.  And what if he did make it to the jungle?  High heels were hardly jungle shoes!

Amanda  buckled  the  second  sandal  and  attached  a  padlock  to  it  as well.    Walter  now  felt  like  a  real  prisoner  for  the  first  time;  he  had  been hobbled.    Amanda  then  stepped  away  to  gather  more  materials  as  Kim pressed some buttons on the bed/chair.  Rrrrrrrrrrrrrr came the noise of the motor and the bed bent back into the form of a chair.  As it did, Walter was moved into a sitting position with his legs bent at the knee.  A platform came out upon which to rest his feet.  Walter sat there now, naked, except for high heels and nail polish, with a stiff erection.  His situation seemed hopeless to him; how was he ever going to escape?

“Makeup time,” announced Amanda.

“Make up?”

“Every girl needs makeup,” said Kim.

“I’m not a girl,” said Walter snidely.

“We can’t all be perfect.”

Amanda  took  Walter’s  chin  in  her  hand  and  started  doing  something with  his  eyes.    It  involved  a  tiny  paddle  of  sorts  which  Walter  recognized from  watching  Jackie.    Amanda  was  adding  eye  shadow  to  his  eyelids.    A moment later, she picked up a liner pen and got to work on his lids.  Then she took  the  strangest  pair  of  scissors  ever  and  she  curled  his  eyelids.    At  the same time, Kim added powder and cream to his face and then set to work on his lips with a tube of lipstick and a lip liner.  He couldn’t see it yet, but his lips  now  looked  seductively  red  and  pouty.    His  eyes  looked  smoky.    His cheeks had the slightest hint of blush, and his skin was smooth and “natural,”

meaning it had no blemishes but didn’t look like it had been adjusted.

“We’re almost ready to get you dressed,” said Kim.

“You  mean  I  get  to  wear  more  than  heels?    Oh  goodie,”  said  Walter coldly,  who  realized  there  was  no  point  in  playing  along  or  in  putting  up  a fight  anymore.    They  had  him  and  there  was  nothing  he  could  do  to  stop them.  All he could do was let them do their thing and hope an opportunity presented itself to escape.

Or  accept  it,  said  the  tiny  voice  deep  within.    He  burned  with  shame immediately after.  He would never accept it, he told the voice harshly.

“Lean forward,” said Amanda.

“I’d  love  to  help,  but  I’m  a  little  tied  up  right  now,”  said  Walter sarcastically.

Amanda  lowered  her  hand  to  Walter’s  testicles  and  backhanded  them with  her  fingers.    It  wasn’t  a  hard  strike,  nor  did  it  hurt  much;  it  shocked Walter more than anything... but it sent a message.

Walter leaned forward as best he could.

When  he  did,  Kim  placed  a  good-sized  piece  of  white  lingerie  across

his chest and then fed the ends between the chair and Walter’s back.  Walter recognized  this  right  away  as  a  corset.    Kim  then  pulled  on  the  laces  to tighten the corset.  When it was mostly tight, she connected two leather straps to  their  corresponding  buckles  to  hold  the  whole  thing  together  until  she could tighten it fully with the laces.  Walter would need to leave the chair for that.

“We’re  about  to  untie  you,”  said  Amanda.    “When  we  do,  we  expect you to cooperate.  Do you understand?”

This was unexpected.  “You’re untying me?”

“Yes.  Do you understand?  Cooperation.”

“Sure,”  said  Walter,  offering  no  promises.    His  mind  was  suddenly alive with the possibility of escape... or failure as he saw himself tottering off into the jungle once more naked except for the towering heels, which seemed even taller in his vision.  Would he really try to escape?  Should he?

Amanda  reached  behind  the  chair.    Walter  heard  a  click  and  then  the strap around his neck slid open.  Kim took it away.  A moment later, Kim and Amanda  each  inserted  keys  in  the  arm  restraints  and  opened  those  as  well.

Walter instinctively pulled his arms away and rubbed his wrists though they weren’t  sore  or  injured.    As  he  did,  he  glanced  at  his  nails.    They  were fantastic.  They looked absolutely perfect.  Jackie had some good nail people and yet she rarely had manicures this well done.  In other circumstances, he would  have  jerked  himself  off  raw  to  have  these  nails.    But  right  now,  he needed to keep thoughts like that out of his head.

Click! 

Walter’s feet were free.  Nothing held him in place anymore.

Nothing.

In that moment, Walter had a decision to make: should he make a break for it or should he submit to these women.  That had seemed an easy choice when  it  was  theoretical  a  moment  before,  but  now  it  suddenly  felt  a  little more complicated.

A raft of emotions screamed to flee.  Nothing good could come of what was  happening,  they  told  him.    These  women  planned  to  turn  him  into  a woman, and they weren’t just doing this for fun.  They had painted his nails, shaped  his  eyebrows,  pierced  his  ears  and  removed  his  hair.    Some  of  that could  not  be  undone.    Who  knew  how  much  further  they  planned  to  go  or what  they  might  do  that  might  involve  serious,  irreversible  damage?    They might even cut off his, um, hmmph for all he knew!  One of them had already joked about that!  And even if this was somehow all a practical joke, it was dangerous to let them continue because they had no sense of when to stop.

What if they tattooed “Jackie’s girl” or something like it on his belly?  He’d read that in a story once too!

What’s  more,  they  weren’t  going  to  let  him  go  until  they  finished, which is something he could not let them do.  At the very least, he would end up looking like a fool before his wife and whoever else was in on this joke.

Nikki?!    That  idea  made  him  sick,  and  that  was  the  best  case.    What  if  this wasn’t just a joke?  What if they intended for him to spend a few days as a woman?  A week?  Longer?  Could he stand trooping around the entire resort like this?  What if it was a man behind this?  Could he stand it as some man looked down on him and his wife laughed at her feminized husband?  What about when they got back home?  He imagined the good time Jackie would have  telling  everyone  they  met:    “This  sissygirl  is  my  husband,”  and  Nikki would confirm.  Oh, how they would howl with laughter telling and retelling the story.  He could never live that down!

On the other hand... was there another hand?

Oddly, there was, though Walter didn’t want to admit it.  He knew he couldn’t  escape,  and  there  was  no  telling  what  these  women  might  do  if  he tried to escape and failed.  That meant trying to escape was not without risk, so maybe it was wise to stay.  Not that he could escape anyways.  The heels.

The  lack  of  clothes.    He  had  no  idea  what  was  out  there.    How  could  he escape?

There was something else too, something Walter didn’t want to admit was going through his mind, but it was.  He probably didn’t even know what he was thinking, not fully, he just felt it.  And what he felt was a strong urge to let them dress him up, to see what he looked like after these women made him  into  a  woman.    This  wasn’t  like  throwing  on  a  dress  and  maybe  some lipstick  and  imagining  the  rest,  as  he  had  always  done  before;  no,  these women  were  really  going  to  make  him  look  like  a  woman  as  much  as possible,  and  something  inside  him  wanted  to  see  that.    It  wanted  that desperately.    What’s  more,  something  a  little  deeper  and  fortunately  a  good deal  weaker,  but  still  strong  enough  to  be  heard,  wanted  to  see  what  it  was like to spend time as a woman.  Here he could do it.  Here was his chance.  A chance he would never have anywhere else, ever again.  Even better, he had an  excuse  to  let  him  do  it  without  bearing  any  responsibility  for  it:    he  was being forced.  This was like a free pass to live out a fantasy and nobody could say it had been his choice.

But  that  was  nuts,  he  told  himself.    And  the  mere  fact  he  entertained those feelings was enough to rattle him:  that was the crazy part of him which would lead to a life of feminized, second-class status... slavery... if it could.

Those urges needed to be fought.  He couldn’t surrender to those urges.  He was a man! 

Walter  took  off  running  before  he  even  realized  he  had  made  a decision.

It didn’t go well.

Walter started toward the door.  The heels were high, the tile slick, and balance  difficult.    Right  away,  he  struggled  to  find  traction  on  the  slick, waxed floor in these tall, unfamiliar heels – these were higher than the white heels he’d worn in the evenings and he’d never worn them on slick floors like this, so that experience didn’t help him much except in the barest of sense.

That  meant  he  made  very  little  progress  as  he  ran  –  in  fact,  “run”  wasn’t really the word for it.  He felt stupid as he tottered across the floor with his arms held out waving like wings for balance.

Walter only got several steps from the chair before he heard the women start  laughing  behind  him.    This  burned  him  with  shame.    Then  he  felt something tugging on him from behind, slowing him and holding him back.

His chest felt like it was getting tighter somehow.

“Having fun, Wendy?” asked Amanda.

Walter heard her taunt and winced.  He glanced over his shoulder and saw  her  right  behind  him.    He  realized  he  was  barely  moving.    The  reason was  that  Amanda  was  holding  tightly  to  two  white  laces  which  ran  to  the corset he wore.  That explained both the tightness in his chest, as the corset grew tighter the more he pulled to escape, and why he wasn’t making much progress.  She had much better traction in her lower, familiar heels.

“Let go of me!” exclaimed Walter.

The women looked at each other and burst out laughing again.  “No,”

said Amanda.

“I want to leave!”

“You can’t leave, Wendy,” said Kim.

“Come back to the chair, Wendy,” said Amanda.  She gave the laces a quick tug which pulled Walter off balance and threatened to topple him.  This was a warning of what was to come if he didn’t comply.

Walter could not comply, however.  His ego wouldn’t let him.  “Let me

go!”

Amanda  sighed.    “We  warned  you.”    Then  she  yanked  hard  on  the laces.  This pulled him backwards and it did so at a moment when one foot was in the air trying to move forward.  Walter went down into a lump on the floor with his penis poking up in the air.  Two sets of hands grabbed him and pulled him to his feet.  He tried to resist them but learned he was too weak.

This was stunning to him!  Had he lost more strength than he realized so that these  two  women  were  able  to  overpower  him  with  little  effort?    No,  he decided, it had to be the heels he wore.  Still... this bothered him.

They stood him up without further resistance.

“Don’t do that again,” said Amanda.  “Next time, you’ll be punished.”

A  chill  came  over  Walter.    He  hadn’t  thought  of  punishment  before.

“Punished how?”

Kim  closed  one  eye,  sharpened  the  other  like  she  was  taking  aim  at something, swung her hand as if it was holding a paddle, and said, “Thwack.”

Walter got the picture.  He stopped resisting.

The women walked him back to the chair, where they made him place his  hands  on  the  chair  and  stand  bent  forward  with  his  legs  spread  wide apart.    Amanda  moved  directly  behind  him  and  tugged  on  the  laces  once more.  They had been pulled tight when he ran, but loosened again when he went down.  They now became tight again.  Then Amanda yanked as hard as she  could  and  they  became  super  tight.    Indeed,  the  corset  was  pulled  so tightly Walter could barely breathe.  The pressure on his ribs was intense.

“That’s too tight!” said Walter.

“Don’t be such a sissygirl,” said Kim.

Amanda  pressed  her  knee  into  the  small  of  his  back  for  stability  and pulled the laces even tighter.

“I can’t breathe!” he gasped.

“You’ll get used to it,” said Amanda.

Amanda tied off the laces and closed the straps on the side.  The corset was as tight as it was going to get.  Walter could barely breathe.  He couldn’t move  easily  either.    For  one  thing,  the  corset  was  long  enough  it  kept  him from bending and rigid enough to keep him from twisting his torso very far.

It  changed  his  shape  too,  though  Walter  couldn’t  see  this  yet.    He  would.

And when he saw it, he would be shocked at the hourglass shape it gave him.

He would be shocked even more how much the new weight on his hips and rear helped give him that shape.  Even more shocking to him would be how

the  flabby  globes  on  his  chest  would  morph  into  full-fledged  solid  B-cup-appearing breasts with just the tiniest bit of encouragement from the corset’s built-in  bra.    Not  breasts,  mind  you,  just  something  that   appeared  like breasts.

All told, between the heels and the corset, his body looked surprisingly feminine, which set off alarm bells in his head.  Men didn’t just morph into women in a pair of heels and a corset.  Of course, being shaved helped too, as did having painted nails, but there had to be more, and that was the hormones he still knew nothing about, but vaguely suspected.  He knew something was wrong at least, because it took more than a couple items of clothing to make these  changes.    Indeed,  he  knew  his  shape  had  become  somehow  feminine even  without  seeing  himself  in  a  mirror  yet.    He  knew  his  chest  was  larger and  fleshier,  his  hips  had  grown  wider  and  his  rear  had  rounded  out  to  the point  his  pants  no  longer  fit.    Something  had  been  turning  him  into...  well, making  him  less  masculine  and  more  “rounded.”    Up  to  now,  he  thought  it was  weight  gain,  but  would  weight  gain  do  this  all  by  itself?    And  now  he was here, being feminized?  Coincidence?  That seemed highly unlikely.  But what had made these changes?  He was honestly a little afraid to answer that question.

Now they were going to dress him up.

Chapter Eighteen: “A Lesson In Obedience” 

—o—

 

The women slipped a pair of panties up Walter’s legs.  These were pink briefs  which  covered  his  cheeks  but  let  his  erection  slide  around uncontrolled.    It  tented  them  out.    It  was  actually  quite  a  good  feeling, especially after being virtually free of erections for some weeks.  But he also wished it wasn’t happening, as it showed this was exciting to him.  He didn’t want  the  women  knowing  that  wearing  panties  turned  him  on.    He  also wondered  unhappily  if  other  men  would  have  had  the  same  problem.

Probably not.  So what did that say about him?

Amanda  stepped  back  and  examined  Walter.    Walter’s  body  hair  was gone.  His nails were painted.  His ears were double pierced.  His face was made-up with smoky eyes and pouty lips.  He wore high heels, stockings, the corset and now the panties.  He had the ring around his penis.  He was ready.

“All right, we’re ready,” announced Amanda.

Walter furrowed his brow.  “What do you mean, ‘ready’?  I thought I was going to get dressed?”

“You are dressed.”

“This?  This is dressed?  Not where I come from!”

“It is here,” said Amanda in a matter-of-fact tone.

“You expect me to go around looking like this?”

“For now, yes, Wendy.”

Walter put his hands on his hips and glared at her.  The only thing he could imagine that would be worse than being presented to Jackie or whoever was  behind  this  or  being  seen  by  other  “guests”  dressed  as  a  woman  was being  dressed  half  as  a  woman,  like  he  was  now.    Every  detail  of  his feminization would be on display.  His erection would be clearly visible to all as it sloshed around inside his panties.  They would see that his hair had been shaved.    They  could  see  his  hard  little  nipples...  well,  not  so  little  anymore, they seemed to be stretching lately and had seemingly stretched again in the corset – or appeared to at least.  There was no way he could show up like this in front of anyone!  He looked like barely a man!

“I’m not going anywhere like this,” insisted Walter.

Amanda raised an eyebrow.  “We talked about cooperation, Wendy.”

“Yes, well, I’m not going.”

“Then you’ll be punished.”

Walter folded his arms.  “Fine.  I’m not going.”  He had decided to take a stand.

As  Walter  watched  –  increasingly  nervously,  mind  you  –  Amanda walked  over  to  a  drawer  and  pulled  out  a  black  paddle.    It  looked  like  a flatter, longer ping pong paddle and it looked ominous.  She then returned to Walter  as  Kim  moved  around  behind  him.    She  looked  genuinely intimidating.

“Now, hold on a minute,” said Walter.

“You asked for it,” sang Kim.

“Spread your legs, then bend over and touch the tops of your toes with your fingers,” said Amanda coolly.

Walter twisted his lips.  He shook his head.

“I would do what she says,” said Kim.

“Do as instructed, Wendy, or I will double the punishment.  And I will keep doubling it every minute you don’t comply.”

Walter  stared  at  the  dark,  evil  looking  paddle  in  Amanda’s  hand  and saw  the  determined  look  in  her  face.    Then  he  thought  of  the  punishment doubling and doubling again.  Did it make sense to get punished for this, he suddenly  wondered.    Was  it  really  that  different  to  be  seen  in  a  dress  than panties?    Did  that  really  make  it  any  worse?    Maybe,  he  thought,  he  was being a little too touchy about this.  It’s not like he had a choice either way, right?  Then he recalled the two women overpowering him moments before, something he wanted to attribute to the heels he wore despite other suspicions he  refused  to  accept;  he  still  wore  those  heels  too,  he  told  himself.    Further resistance was clearly hopeless.

“All right, I’ll go,” said Walter after a deep breath.

“After you’re punished,” said Amanda.

“What?!  But I said I would go!”

“Yes,  after you resisted.  You need to learn not to resist.  Your place is to obey.  Resistance will always be punished.”

“But I—”

“Your punishment will now be double,” said Amanda calmly.

“Do as she says, sweetie,” cautioned Kim.

Walter  was  ready  to  offer  a  dozen  arguments  why  he  should  not  be punished,  but  he  knew  they  would  be  futile.    Moreover,  he  realized  they would  be  seen  as  further  resistance;  anything  short  of  compliance  would  be seen as resistance.  That meant he had one choice, unless he wanted to try to just  walk  out  of  here.    But  he  didn’t  see  how  he  could  do  that.    His  first attempt failed.  And looking at the way he was dressed, how far would he get if he got off the resort?  What would happen to him when he stumbled into town  looking  like  this?    Was  there  even  a  town?    He  had  no  money,  no identification.  Could he even escape?  The resort had to have a large staff.

How hard would it be for them to catch him and overpower him?  Heck, he couldn’t even get out of these heels to make a decent run for it.  Maybe some chance to escape would present itself in the future, but right now... right now he was trapped.

He submitted.

“What do I need to do?” asked Walter.

Amanda waved a finger toward his bottom, which caused Kim to pull down his panties and pull them off of one leg.  She left them bunched on top of his other toes.  Amanda then again said:  “Spread your legs, then bend over and touch the tops of your toes with your fingers.”

Walter  nodded  his  understanding.    Then  he  looked  down  and  tried  to bend  over.    It  was  much,  much  harder  than  expected  in  the  corset,  but  he finally managed.  To achieve it, he needed to spread his legs wider than his shoulders  so  they  made  a  sort  of  triangle,  which  caused  his  toes  to  turn inward.    He  was  sure  he  looked  ridiculously  feminine  doing  this.    What’s more, he felt incredibly vulnerable.  Not only had this pose caused his rear to project outward and upward, making it a prime target for the paddling, but it left  his  balls  swinging  unprotected  between  his  legs.    Even  worse,  at  this angle, Walter’s chest really filled the corset’s bra like real breasts.  Breasts!

They were so large they almost blocked the view of his toes.  Walter stared at them with a mixture of horror and fascination.

“Where did these come from?” he asked in shock.

“Stand still,” said Amanda.

Walter  snapped  out  of  his  shock  and  braced  himself.    He  had  no  idea what to expect.  He’d only been paddled once in his life, when he was very young  and  used  a  dirty  word  he  didn’t  even  understand  in  school,  and  he barely  recalled  that.    It  couldn’t  hurt  that  much,  right?    His  rear  was  pretty padded... more so lately in fact.

The room went unnaturally silent for an instant.

THWACK!! 

The paddle struck his rear, off-center, on his right side.  It struck with a

stinging blow which caused his increasingly chubby cheek to shake and sent a ripple passing through the flesh to other parts of his rear and crotch.  It even made  his  chest  jiggle  like  real  breasts.    It  had  hurt.    Of  that,  there  was  no doubt.  What was worse though, it made Walter feel powerless.  It made him feel inferior... dominated.  To let a woman paddle him freely was shattering to his ego.  He hadn’t expected that aspect.

Walter  could  almost  hear  the  paddle  raising  in  the  air  once  more  and then cutting through it.

THWACK!! 

It  struck  in  the  same  place,  again  sending  ripples  through  his  flesh.

Ominously, this time, Walter felt the sting a little more sharply.  It hurt more.

It lasted longer.  It seemed the pain accumulated.

THWACK!! 

THWACK!! 

THWACK!! 

The paddle blows came hard and fast, one after the other, until Walter was struck ten times, each on the same spot.  By the time they stopped, his rear  was  sore  and  hot  and  tender.    It  felt  like  it  was  on  fire.    It  wasn’t  over either.

“Be still,” said Amanda.  He had started shifting back and forth on his feet to take the pain.

Walter tensed up.

Amanda struck again.  Only, this time, she didn’t use the paddle.  She used  her  hand  to  slap  Walter.    And  she  didn’t  slap  his  rear,  she  slapped  his hanging balls.  In fact, she sent them flying forward, after which they swung like a pendulum between his legs.

SLAP!! 

Now this hurt.

The paddling had stung and it made him sore and tender, but this hurt.

It genuinely hurt.  It hurt enough to make Walter wince and almost fold up.

Even worse, it terrified him.  What if she damaged them?  That thought filled him with a fear which was almost irrational, and it took tremendous effort not to run away or to drop to his knees and beg her to stop.  Worse still, he felt a single tear run down his cheeks.  She had made him cry, and he felt so very weak for it.

SLAP!! 

SLAP!! 

Two more came, and then the final two.  By the time she finished, there were tears running down both cheeks and Walter was on the verge of begging her to stop.  This had been a surprisingly powerful lesson to him.

“Now stand up and put your panties back on,” said Amanda.

Walter nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”  He sniffed away a tear.

“Let’s go see Miss Esmeralda.”

“Who’s Miss Esmeralda?” asked Walter.

Amanda smirked.  “She’s the reason you’re here.”

This was going to be interesting.

Chapter Nineteen: “Welcome To The Program” 

—o—

 

Walter  followed  Amanda  into  a  large  conference  room.    Kim  walked behind him.  He struggled to keep up with them in the tall, unfamiliar heels; Amanda and Kim both wore heels as well, though theirs were slightly lower and they clearly had more practice.  Ironically, he found himself thankful he had  worn  the  white  heels  so  much  before  he  came  here.    Without  that experience,  he  would  have  struggled  tremendously  in  these  and  probably would  have  fallen  down  at  times.    That  said,  he  still  wasn’t  happy  about having  worn  the  white  heels,  but  that  was  neither  here  nor  there.    He  had much worse to worry about at the moment.

Making  it  harder  for  Walter  to  balance,  Amanda  had  tied  his  hands behind his back before they came.  She called it a precautionary measure.

“Precautionary of what?” asked Walter.

“We don’t want you getting any wrong ideas.”

Walter  rolled  his  eyes.    There  were  no  “wrong  ideas”  to  be  had;  he couldn’t escape.  In these heels and this corset, with as weak as he felt after the  failed  gym  experience  (which  he  still  did  not  suspect  had  been  part  of this),  there  was  no  way  he  could  overpower  anyone,  let  alone  these  two women.    Indeed,  despite  being  pretty  and  feminine,  both  Amanda  and  Kim had proven themselves well-trained and sufficiently strong to overpower him if they wished.  That had been a sobering, emasculating lesson to him.  Not to mention,  he’d  already  seen  how  unsuccessful  any  attempt  to  flee  would  be with the heels locked on his feet.

Nevertheless, they tied his hands behind his back.

Now he entered the conference room.

Walter saw a crowd of people toward the front of the room where there were some chairs and a podium.  From this distance the crowd looked to be all women and two men, though as they drew nearer, Walter realized that five of the “women” were men.  These men were dressed exactly like he was in panties  and  heels  and  corsets,  all  in  the  same  colors.    By  comparison,  the women  were  dressed  like  Amanda  and  Kim  in  white  skirts,  lime-green  or fuchsia  blouses  and  black  pumps.    The  two  obvious  men  wore  white  suits with  lime-green  shirts,  white  vests  and  black  or  brown  sandals  of  the  type you would expect men to wear on an island.  Each of the feminized men had their hands tied behind their backs.

Seeing all these men feminized raised one critical question in Walter’s mind:    “If  this  is  Jackie’s  doing,  then  who  are  these  other  men?    What connection would they have to her?”

There was no connection Walter could think of.

“So why would Jackie involve them in a joke against me?”

She wouldn’t was the answer.

“Does  that  mean  this  wasn’t  Jackie’s  idea?”  wondered  Walter  with  a creeping sick feeling.

Walter  had  no  time  to  consider  the  implications  of  this  realization  as Amanda  and  Kim  promptly  walked  Walter  to  the  middle  of  the  group.

Walter looked around.  To his left was the small man he saw with the trophy wife at the airport.  He looked angry and miserable in his tall black and white heels and tight white corset.  Interestingly, his breasts were quite pronounced in  the  corset.    They  had  stuck  out  at  the  airport,  but  now?    Now  they  were unmistakable as women’s breasts!  They were firm and large and everything.

Probably D-cups, thought Walter.  This made Walter wonder if the man had been taking hormones or even had implants.

“Why would he do that?” wondered Walter with contempt.

To  his  left  stood  a  larger  man  who  was  gagged  as  well  as  having  his hands bound behind his back.  He looked rather displeased wobbling on his heels.  Walter could sympathize.  Oddly, his chest too seemed enlarged with flabby mounds around enlarged nipples, which mounds had only just started to form little globes.

Then to his left stood a third man dressed as the others.  He had long hair  to  the  center  of  his  back  and  also  showed  budding  breasts  and  raised nipples  like  the  trophy-wife’s  husband,  only  not  as  large...  but  definitely enlarged.

“Why do they all have breasts?” wondered Walter.

He  glanced  down  at  his  own  chest.    It(they)  looked  so  full  and  fleshy and round in the corset.  Could there really be more to this than poor diet, he asked himself?  Judging by the others, it seemed there might be, or else this was all an amazing coincidence... but Walter didn’t believe in coincidences.

That thought sent a shiver down his spine.  Was something making him grow real  breasts,  just  like  the  others?    Would  he  come  to  look  anything  like  the trophy-wife’s  husband?  How  much  of  a  start  did  he  have  on  this  already, snickered the voice.

“No,” he told himself firmly.  “These aren’t breasts, they’re just flab.”

His denial was less than convincing, however.

Walter now glanced to his right.  On the far end was another man with budding  breasts.    He  was  bald  and  struggled  just  to  stand  in  the  heels.    Of them all, he was probably the least capable in heels.

Finally,  between  the  man  on  the  far  right  and  Walter  stood  a  young man of perhaps twenty with long hair.  He recalled this young man from the flight; he had been with an equally young woman and they struck Walter as a honeymoon  couple.    His  chest  looked  perfectly  normal  for  a  young  man.

That said, his chest was a tad soft as was the rest of him, and the corset lay naturally on his form.  He balanced well in heels too.  Something about this young man rubbed Walter wrong.  He didn’t know what it was, but the young man somehow seemed different than the rest.  Walter would learn his name was Dale.

For reasons Walter could never explain, Walter glanced down at Dale’s panties  to  see...  something.    Dale  was  hard  and  his  erection  tented  out  his panties.    Their  eyes  met  and  Dale  smiled  an  embarrassed  smile.    Walter blushed both at being caught having checked out another man’s penis and at finding  that  man  erect  apparently  because  of  his  interactions  with  Walter.

Walter found himself growing hard in turn.  A quick glance around the room confirmed that they were the only ones with erections too.  Walter instantly averted his eyes from Dale and turned his back toward Dale.

Before  Dale  could  say  anything,  the  trophy-wife’s  husband  exclaimed toward one of the women near the podium:  “What is going on?!”  His voice was stronger than Walter would have guessed.

“All will be explained in a moment,” replied the woman.

The man stepped forward and opened his mouth to speak again.  As he did,  however,  the  door  opened  at  the  front  of  the  room  and  a  raven-haired beauty  swept  into  the  room.    She  was  older,  but  still  young  in  all  the  areas that mattered, and she radiated power like a thunderstorm.  She wore a calf-length  green  dress  with  a  wide,  flowing  skirt  and  a  tailored  bodice  with  a deep  v-neck.    It  reminded  Walter  of  something  from   Gone  With  The  Wind, though more airy and less cumbersome and mixed with a Latin beat.  On her feet were silver sandals with sharp stiletto heels.  Her nails were blood red.

She  was  followed  by  three  more  women  in  white  skirt  suits  and  a  man  in white pants and a puffy lime-green shirt.

The woman came to the podium and stopped next to it.  She looked out

over  the  assembled  group  and  then  took  time  to  examine  each  man individually from where she stood, one by one.  She nodded her head as she did.  Walter felt a cold chill run down his spine as she looked him over head to toe and smirked.  Her smirk read as if she had plans for him.

“I am Esmeralda.  Welcome to my island,” said the woman.  “Welcome to   Isla  de  Domina.”    Her  voice  was  deep  and  sensual,  with  a  slight  accent Walter couldn’t place.  It could have been Spanish or Portuguese, perhaps.

“What are you going to do to us?!” demanded trophy-wife’s husband.

The woman smiled wryly at him.  Her eyes spoke to her annoyance at being  interrupted.    The  man  started  to  speak  again,  but  one  of  the  women standing next to him cut him off.  It was time to listen.

The woman spoke.

“There  comes  a  point  in  the  life  of  every  caterpillar  when  it  must embrace its future.  If it can do so, then it can grow and become strong and beautiful;  it  becomes  a  butterfly  and  the  world  marvels  at  its  beauty  and  its grace.  You are like the caterpillar.  Your time has come.  Embrace change.

Become  the  butterfly.    Become  strong  and  beautiful  and  the  world  will embrace you.”

Walter was confused.  Was she offering a choice?  Could he refuse?

“When  I  started  this  program,  I  vowed  that  I  would  help  those  who need  it.    I  would  use  the  techniques  I  had  learned  to  teach  caterpillars  to become  butterflies.    I  would  teach  you  all  to  fly.    And  for  ten  years  now,  I have  succeeded.    You  are  my  newest  students  and,  I  hope,  my  greatest achievements yet.  This is your chance to fly.  Embrace it.”

There was an awkward silence as the men shot glances at each other.

“What  if  we  don’t?”  asked  trophy-wife’s  husband  in  a  tone  like  he thought she was crazy.  “What if we don’t want to fly?”

The  woman’s  wry  smile  returned.    “That  would  be  a  mistake,  but  the choice is yours.”

There  is a choice, thought Walter!  He knew right away what choice he would make!  If he had the option, he was gone.  No doubt.  There was no way he was staying around here to embrace his inner butterfly, whatever the heck nonsense that was!

“So  I  can  just  walk  out  that  door?”  asked  trophy-wife’s  husband suspiciously.

The woman chuckled.  “I didn’t say that.”

“You said I had a choice—”

“You do have a choice.  You can embrace the lessons we teach you, or you  may  not.    If  you  do,  you  will  find  this  to  be  a  rich  and  rewarding experience.    If  you  do  not?”    She  paused  for  effect.    “The  caterpillar  which does  not  metamorphose  is  crushed  under  heel.    Either  way,  you  will  be trained, you will be remade.”

“Remade into what?”

The  woman  smiled.    “Into  whatever  your  wife  requests.    Into   her butterfly.”

“Do you know who I am?” demanded the man sternly.

“Of course, I do Harrison.  I know your name, what you are worth and how many companies you own.  I know you are terrible lover.  I know you sniff  your  wife’s  panties  when  she  is  not  home.    I  know  your  penis  is  little larger than my finger.”  She held up her pinky as she said this.  “Would you like to know more?  Shall I tell the others about your little secrets?”

The man blushed and grew suspiciously silent.

The woman sighed.

“You  see  gentlemen,”  continued  the  woman,  now  addressing  all  of them,  “you  have  failed  as  men.    Mediocre  in  what  you  do.    Indifferent  as lovers.  Devoid of passion and inspiration.  Fearful of your positions.  That is what you are now.  I will free you of all of that.  Embrace your new selves.

Embrace your training.  You will be the better for it.  Fly, my butterflies.”

Several of the men furrowed their brows.  The man with the gag in his mouth shook his head vigorously.  Walter too told himself there was no way he was going to help them do this to him.  He wasn’t a failure as a man!  He was  going  to  fight  everything  and  the  first  chance  he  got,  he  was  going  to escape.

“Mmou mman’t mmange me,” growled the gagged man.

The woman smiled.  “We will see.”

Walter felt a chill race down his spine at her confidence.

“Embrace,”  said  the  woman.    Then  she  turned  and  started  toward  the door.    She  stopped  before  reaching  it,  however,  and  turned  back  to  address the  men  one  last  time.    “For  those  of  you  still  thinking  of  resisting,  let  me leave you with this question.  You will be transformed.  You cannot escape this.    Would  you  rather  be  seen  as  a  woman,  be  comfortable  as  a  woman, know how to handle yourself as a woman, or would you rather the world sees you as a man in a dress?”

She  cocked  her  head  to  one  side  as  if  she  were  considering  the  idea.

Then  she  flipped  her  hand  toward  the  feminized  men  as  if  to  say  “what  do you think?” and she left the room.  Her entourage followed her.

 

—o—

 

After  the  woman  left,  there  was  a  sort  of  pause  as  everyone  digested what  had  happened.    What  she’d  said  had  been  shocking  to  the  men.

Whatever  they  thought  had  been  happening,  none  expected  this.    As  they contemplated  this  and  their  futures,  the  remaining  women  regrouped  to discuss  what  would  happen  next  and  what  needed  to  be  done  to  make  that happen.  The men were left where they were.  They glanced nervously at each other.

What  choice  would  each  make?    Would  they  resist?    Would  they submit?    How  bad  would  submission  be?    How  far  would  they  go?    What exactly were these women going to do to them?  Dress them up?  They were already in heels and corsets.  Was that it?  Or was there more?  And if they did submit, would they need to do it in front of the others?

Would they need to do it in front of the others? 

Each of the men seemed to hit this question at the same time as they all suddenly became nervous  considering how it  might look to  submit if others resisted.    This  thought  shook  their  sense  of  manhood  and  filled  them  with angst.    Indeed,  it  was  hard  enough  to  contemplate  possibly  submitting  and agreeing  to  shed  their  manhood,  but  to  do  so  in  front  of  other  men...

impossible.    Not  that  they  were  ready  to  concede  they  would  submit  in  any event.    It  was  possible  though,  and  they  each  knew  it.    They  just  weren’t ready to submit yet.

“What do you think they’ll do to us?” asked the man with the erection.

Walter  didn’t  really  want  to  speak  to  him  because  he’d  seen  Walter’s weakness when Walter grew hard as well –  none of the others had, not one!

But maybe the man knew something.

“I don’t know,” said Walter.

The man sighed.  “I guess they’re going to dress us up.”

“That would be my guess too,” said Walter cautiously.

“I’m Dale, by the way.  They’re calling me Daisy.”

Walter  raised  an  eyebrow  at  him.    This  didn’t  seem  like  the  time  for introductions and he definitely didn’t see himself offering that they wanted to call him ‘Wendy’.  That sounded a bit too much like acceptance.

“I guess we don’t really have a choice,” said Dale.

“I’d say we do,” countered Walter.

Dale blushed.  “Sorry.  I didn’t mean anything.  It’s just I usually lose arguments  with  my  wife,  so  I  don’t  really  see  anyway  to  stand  up  to  these women.”

Walter  cringed  at  the  meekness  in  Dale’s  tone.    He  never  last arguments with his wife – well,  rarely anyways.  And he would never admit that to another man, especially in these circumstances.  “What’s he going to tell me next, how the panties they want to put him in aren’t as comfortable as his panties at home?” Walter asked himself condescendingly.

“Look—” said Walter, about to tell Dale not to speak to him anymore.

“All  right,  ladies,  let  me  have  your  attention,”  said  the  woman  at  the front of the room.

Walter was relieved to have his conversation interrupted.

“There are private rooms down the hallway where you will be taken for the next step in your program.  After that, each of you will undergo a unique training, though some aspects of your training may overlap.  How you will be trained  depends  on  your  sponsor.    Be  aware  that  we  expect  you  to  behave demurely and respectfully at all times.  Any failure to do so will be punished quickly and severely.  Follow your trainers.”

Amanda and Kim returned to Walter and started him toward the door at the back of the room.  Walter didn’t see where the others were taken except for  Dale.    Dale  clattered  along  next  to  Walter  in  his  equally  tall  heels.    He walked suspiciously well.  Walter grimaced at this.

“How are you holding up?” asked Dale.

Walter  glanced  sideways  at  Dale.    He  really  didn’t  want  to  talk.

“Obviously, I’m not happy.”

Dale nodded his head.  “I know what you mean.”  He stumbled slightly but caught himself.  “You’re doing great in those heels.  I’m still not used to mine yet, but I’ll get there.  These are a lot harder to walk in than I thought they would be.  Got any tips?” asked Dale with a nervous laugh.

Walter glared at him.  What kind of man would offer another man tips in  walking  in  high  heels,  even  if  he  had  some?    Dale  might  as  well  have asked him what it’s like to be a girl.

Dale cast his eye downward and dropped the question.

They moved along a little further when Walter suddenly realized Dale’s hands  weren’t  tied.    Had  they  been  that  way  the  whole  time?    How  had

Walter missed that?  “Why aren’t your hands tied?” demanded Walter.

Dale shrugged his shoulders.  “Different package, I guess.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  What did he mean “package”?

Just  then,  Walter  stubbed  the  platform  of  his  shoe  on  the  carpet.    It stopped  cold  and  he  fell  forward.    He  watched  helplessly  as  he  stumbled toward  the  ground,  unable  even  to  break  his  fall  as  his  arms  were  tied.

Suddenly,  Dale  reached  out  and  caught  him,  saving  Walter  from  falling down.  It was such a shock it took Walter a moment to recover his senses and realize  he  wasn’t  falling  anymore...  and  that  Dale  had  caught  him.    What’s more,  Dale  caught  him  by  grabbing  his  left  breast  in  one  hand  and  his enlarged  rear  in  the  other:    Dale  was  holding  Walter  by  his  butt  and  his breast!  Walter flushed with instant shame.

“I—  uh—  grab—  trip—  chest—  not  breasts,”  sputtered  out  Walter nonsensically.

Dale set him on his feet again.  “Careful, buddy.  The carpet is worn.”

Walter  could  not  describe  the  feelings  going  through  him  of  being  in Dale’s arms, but they were powerful.  To describe it succinctly, he had never felt more emasculated in his life than being saved and then held and felt up by girly Dale.  Adding to his humiliation, his erection throbbed tensely.

“Thanks,” whispered Walter.

“Any time,” said Dale softly, which felt like another knife in Walter’s ego.  Why was he so... nice?

They reached the door and a young woman Walter had not seen before opened it.  He and Dale stepped through onto a concrete walkway which ran in  three  directions  from  the  door.    Straight  ahead  was  a  set  of  outdoor couches  with  a  large  pool  beyond.    To  the  left  and  right  the  walkway  was covered with a wall running along one side and wooden support polls on the other.    The  roof  was  wooden  with  a  thatch  top,  like  the  rest  of  the  resort.

Everything was surrounded by tropical trees, especially palm trees.

“Good luck,” said Dale.

Walter nodded his head.  “Yeah, thanks.”

A  moment  later,  the  women  separated  them  and  sent  Dale  down  the walkway  to  the  right  while  Amanda  and  Kim  pushed  Walter  to  the  left.    It was time to see his wife.

Chapter Twenty: “Oh Walter, Darling” 

—o—

 

Amanda  led  Walter  into  a  new  room.    Kim  followed.    This  room reminded  Walter  of  the  club  level  rooms  some  island  resorts  have,  where there are multiple chairs and couches, a television, a liquor cabinet or small bar, a table for cookies or  hors d’oeuvres, and loads of promotional material about  the  club.    This  room  was  like  that.    And  sitting  in  two  comfortable chairs in the middle of the room were Jackie and Nikki.  They sat side by side with  drinks  in  their  hands.    Jackie’s  drink  looked  to  be  a  gin  and  tonic  or perhaps a mojito.  The garnish suggested a mojito.  Nikki drank an umbrella drink.    Both  wore  sundresses  and  tall  wedge-heeled  sandals.    Jackie’s  dress was  red  and  off-shoulder.    She  had  a  tan  already.    Nikki’s  dress  was  green and  white  and  orange  in  a  tropical  print.    Her  sandals  were  white,  Jackie’s were brown.

Both were smirking.

So  much  suddenly  became  clear  to  Walter.    Jackie   was  behind  this.

She had found out about this place and maneuvered to bring him here.  That’s why  she  kept  all  of  the  planning  so  secret.    That’s  even  why  she  invited Nikki,  so  Nikki  could  have  her  revenge  on  Walter.    He  thought  back  to carrying that leather bag through the airport and felt like a fool.

“She must have had a good laugh over that!” he growled to himself.

The only question left, at least to Walter’s mind, was why she had done this.  But right now, that wasn’t what mattered.  What mattered was getting out  of  this  and  getting  back  home  before  something  even  worse  happened.

He  could  live  with  holes  in  his  ears  and  loss  of  chest  hair  if  they  left  right now.

Walter stormed over to his wife, his heels making a terrible clatter on the wooden floor.

THUD! THUD! THUD! THUD! THUD! THUD! 

Jackie  watched  Walter  approach  with  a  mixture  of  amusement  and excitement.    She’d  never  seen  him  dressed  like  a  woman  before  –  half  a woman – and it was quite a shock.  She shook her leg excitedly, making her dangling sandal dance on the ends of her toes as she sipped her drink.  She was  definitely  turned  on  seeing  him  helpless  and  feminized,  especially  with his  hands  tied  behind  his  back.    Very  turned  on.    She  had  made  the  right decision.

“I  should  tie  Walter  up  at  home,”  she  told  Nikki  and  she  wiggled  her foot.

“You should,” replied Nikki.

As  for  Nikki,  she  watched  Walter  approach  with  a  smug  smile  on  her face, the same one she used whenever she thought she had the upper hand in some argument with him.  This felt like victory.

Walter reached them.  “Get me out of here!” growled Walter.

“Hello to you too, darling.”

“Hi Walter,” said Nikki with a chuckle.  Walter tried to ignore her.

“I mean it, Jackie.  This joke has gone on too long already!”

“Now Walter,” said Jackie with a fake pouty tone.  “Is that any way to talk to me?  I’m going to be your new mistress.  You should be worshiping me, darling.  Shouldn’t you?”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “What?!” exclaimed Walter incredulously.

“You had them kidnap me!  You had them shave me.  They put me in these ridiculous clothes!  Why, Jackie?”

“Because I think it’s cute, Walter.”

Walter  felt  something  explode  inside  his  head  like  fireworks.    He expected  a  denial,  despite  the  evidence:    “Walter,  it  wasn’t  me,  I  was tricked.”  He expected something profound:  “I wanted to make you whole.”

Truth  be  told,  he  even  kind  of  expected  a  diatribe  about  how  he  never respected her.  He never expected to hear a reason so petty and announced in such a flippant manner:  “Oh, I took your manhood because I thought you’d look cute.”  Walter’s brain could not process the shock the insignificance of this reason presented.

“You what?!” gasped Walter.

“She said you’re cute, girlybobs,” said Nikki.

Jackie ignored her interjection.  “Oh Walter.  Don’t pretend you don’t like it.”

Her comment whipsawed Walter’s mind.  He heard the panic button go off.  There were times in his life where he feared Jackie might suspect some aspect of what he kept hidden.  Those moments involved sheer terror, disgust, humiliation  and  intense  regret,  and  each  of  those  was  the  result  of  some relatively  minor  incident  only,  such  as  her  asking  if  he’d  seen  a  pair  of panties that had gone missing – missing because he had worn them and then stuck  them  in  the  bottom  of  the  hamper  –  or  finding  a  women’s  fashion magazine he had stashed behind some books because a dress interested him:

“How  did  this  get  here?”    Blush.    Panic.    Regret.    But  this?    This  was  in  a different class entirely.  Was she suggesting she knew about his secret?  The thought filled him with a panic so strong he almost collapsed.

“W— w— what?!”  He felt woozy.

“Walter, Walter, Walter.  You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

Walter shook his head vigorously.  He was trembling.  His knees began to shake.  He wobbled in the tall black and white heels.  Did she really know something?  “I— I have no idea,” said Walter defensively.  He wasn’t going to admit anything.  If she knew something, he was going to make her spell it all out word by word and deny every last syllable.

“Grounded in Heels.  Does that sound familiar, darling?”

Walter’s stomach dropped.

Nikki snickered.

“How  about   Blackmailed  Sissy  Maid?  Sissy  for  My  Wife’s  Lover?”

continued Jackie.  “You want to be a sissy for my lover, do you?  Well, here she is, Walter.”  With that, she pointed to Nikki.  “Sissy away, darling.”

Walter  was  shaken.    He  was  so  shaken  at  her  naming  the  titles  in  his hidden  stash  of  secret  books,  so  horrified  that  she  knew  his  deepest,  most terrifying secret, that he completely missed her comment about Nikki.  All he could  see  right  now  was  a  man  exposed  completely  before  his  wife,  and  he felt vulnerable and terrified.  He wanted to beg her to forget everything she knew.

“I— I can explain,” said Walter hopelessly.

Good luck, laughed the voice inside him.

Jackie  laughed  too.    “This  should  be  good.    By  all  means,  darling,  go ahead.”  Jackie sipped her drink as she opened the floor to Walter to speak.

Walter, however, found he had nothing to say.  There was no explanation he could offer, nothing on Earth, to explain away what she had discovered.  She knew the truth.  That was it.  That bell could never be un-rung.

“What  are  you  going  to  do  to  me?”  asked  Walter  finally.    His  voice cracked.

“I’m going to give you exactly what you want, apparently.”

“What does that mean?”

Jackie rolled her eyes.  “Look around, Walter.”

Walter visibly bit his lip.  She meant feminize him.  She really did.  He shook his head.

“Oh yes you do,” said Jackie, cutting off his protest.  “I looked through your stories and the photos and everything else.  I watched you.  I listened.  I know you better than you know yourself Walter, and I’m giving you exactly what you’ve wanted your whole life but were too much of a coward to take.

I’m like the Wizard of Oz, Walter, I’m giving you courage.”

Walter opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

“Pussy got your tongue, Walter?” snickered Nikki.

Jackie finished her drink and handed her glass to Nikki, who rose to her feet and took the glass to the bar to fetch another.  Walter watched her walk away.    He  hated  that  she  looked  fabulous  in  her  flowing  flower-print  dress and moved so effortlessly in her wedge-heels; he felt intense shame at being turned on by her when she wanted to dominate and humiliate him.

He returned his attention to his wife.  “What’s going to happen to me?”

“I’m having you trained, Walter.”

Walter  knew  that  much.    It  was  what  came  next  that  determined  his future:    what  kind  of  training?    He  licked  his  lips.    He  was  understandably anxious as he asked, “Trained for what?”

Jackie  leaned  back  into  her  chair.    She  slipped  one  foot  out  of  her wedge-heeled  shoe  and  pressed  it  against  his  panties,  rubbing  his  dick through the silky material.  It grew really, really hard.

“They’re  going  to  train  you  to  be  the  perfect  servant  for  me  and  my lover.”

Walter couldn’t believe his ears.  “Lover?”

“Yes,  Walter.    I’ve  missed  the  passion  of  my  relationship  with  Nikki and I want that again—”

“Nikki?!”

“Yes, Nikki.”

Walter  was  stunned.    What  was  she  talking  about  Nikki  being  her lover?  How could that be?  And he was supposed to become a servant?  For her?    For  the  both  of  them?    She  was  going  to  be  in  charge?    None  of  this made sense to him... but he knew it was bad.

“You can’t do this!” he exclaimed.

Jackie  smiled  ominously.    “Oh  darling,  from  now  on,  I  can  do anything.”

At  this,  Jackie  rose  to  her  feet.    She  stepped  right  up  to  Walter  and grabbed his penis through the panties.  Walter was helpless to stop her with his hands tied behind his back and needing to balance in the difficult heels.

She slowly started stroking him through the panties.

“This is for the better, darling.  We’ll both be so much happier.  I’ll get the lover I want and a much better husband.  And you?  You can be the girl you’ve  always  wanted  to  be,  right  down  to  all  the  submissive  brouhaha  in your  little  stories.    You  can  worship  me  to  your  heart’s  content.    You  can even worship Nikki.  I’ll let you experience everything you’ve ever wanted to experience.  And the only price is that from now on, I will be in charge and you will follow my orders without question and without challenge.”

Was this the joke?  She couldn’t be serious, could she?

Suddenly Walter felt something jerk inside, behind his balls.  He knew this meant his penis was on the verge of eruption.  Indeed, he felt it starting to throb  in  her  hand  as  the  muscles  within  him  all  began  to  pulse  in  a  sort  of rhythm.

“What about Nikki?” asked Walter.  He didn’t know why that was the concern that came to mind first, but it had.

“Nikki  will  move  in  with  us.    We’re  going  to  be  a  nice  big  happy family.”

“And you and I?”

“You and I will still be married.  In fact, we’re going to have a wedding here  to  renew  our  vows.    I  still  love  you  and  always  will,  Walter.    It’s  just that we need to make a few changes to our marriage to make it stronger.”

“And Nikki?” asked Walter cautiously.

“Nikki will be my lover.”

Walter tried to formulate the next set of questions.  So much had been thrown at him and the answers were so fantastic that his mind was swimming in  confusion.    He  had  no  idea  what  was  real  or  if  this  was  all  jokes  or exaggerations?  Could this all be some sex game?  The fact she’d found his secret magazines made it even more likely that she had actually arranged all of  this  for  his  benefit,  not  knowing  that  he  wouldn’t  ever  want  to  live  out what happened in any of those stories.

Oh yes you would.

Before  he  could  figure  out  what  to  ask,  however,  Nikki  returned  with another  drink.    Jackie  let  go  of  his  dick  to  take  it,  ending  his  chance  at ejaculation.    She  then  leaned  over  and  kissed  Nikki  on  the  lips,  shocking Walter.    He’d  never  seen  two  women  kiss  in  front  of  him  before,  and certainly not his wife!  It was intensely erotic.  It made his nipples pop up.

“Well,  darling,  we  have  to  get  ready  for  our  dates.    They’re  taking  us

dancing tonight.  You should get going with your training too.  Good luck.

Listen  to  the  girls,  and  be  good.    Enjoy  your  submissive  side,  darling,  your girly side.  It will all be so much easier if you do.”  She then leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek.  After this, she and Nikki made their way to the door.  Walter watched them go.  He was so stunned and so confused he had no idea what to do or say.  Then one thing came to mind.

“Jackie?”

She stopped and turned.  “Yes, darling?”

“Why ‘Wendy’?”

Jackie shrugged her shoulders.  “It suits you, darling.”

With that, she walked away.
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As  Nikki  and  Jackie  left  the  lounge  and  made  their  way  to  the  main pool  where  their  dates  were  waiting  to  take  them  dancing,  Nikki  started  to laugh.  Then Jackie did as well.  Neither had been sure what to expect when they  saw  Walter  and  both  felt  a  sense  of  relief  and  a  tad  bit  of  jubilation.

Jackie in particular felt good about the meeting.  Walter looked much better than  expected.    She  had  been  worried  he  would  look  a  fright  and  she wouldn’t be able to deal with it.  Instead, he looked quite feminine.  In fact, she  found  herself  rather  turned  on  by  him  in  feminine  attire  and  makeup...

much more than expected.  Also comforting her, the way he seemed to offer only token resistance told her she had been right and he was enjoying this as well.  Walter might contest the idea that his resistance had been “token” but that’s how she saw it.

As for Nikki, she was happy Jackie seemed more at ease suddenly.  She also  greatly  enjoyed  seeing  “manly”  Walter,  of  all  people,  in  a  corset  and heels!  “Did you see the look on his face?” laughed Nikki.

Jackie  snorted.    He  had  looked  rather  shocked.    “I  loved  his  outraged look when he stormed in.”

“In  the  heels  and  the  corset  with  his  thing  swinging  around,  hard  as  a rock, yeah, that was priceless.  I struggled not to burst out laughing when he did that.  You can’t act all tough in heels and a corset with an erection giving away your secret, Walter!”

“Poor Walter,” giggled Jackie.  She was tingling at the thought of how easily she had taken control over her husband and shut down his attempt to

dominate the moment.  It would be nice to be in control from now on.  This was a new moment for them both and it was exciting.

“Or should we say ‘Wendy’?”

Jackie smiled distantly.  “It’s a beautiful name.  It fits him.”

“It better if you’re going to make him change it legally,” said Nikki.

“‘Wendy Richards’,” said Jackie happily.

Nikki  smiled  mischievously.    Something  had  just  struck  her  which would drive Walter crazy.  “Do you know what would be even better?”

“What?”

“You should make him take  your name.”

“My  name?”  exclaimed  Jackie  doubtfully.    “Men  don’t  take  their wives’ names.”

“Men don’t dress like maids and obey their wives either, but he’s going to  be.    Making  him  take  your  name  at  the  wedding  will  make  it  absolutely clear  who’s  in  charge  of  the  marriage.    Every  time  he  says  his  name  he’ll remember you own his manhood now... it’s yours, not his.”

“You mean his lost masculinity,” said Jackie.

Nikki nodded.

Jackie smirked at this idea.  “Wendy Leigh.  That has a ring to it.”

“Yes, it does.”

“Let me think about it.”

Nikki  smiled.    This  could  be  her  greatest  triumph  over  Walter  yet, though  there  was  a  bigger  one  coming...  one  measured  in  cup  sizes.    She would find out Jackie’s decision in a few days.

Chapter Twenty-One: “The Training Begins” 

—o—

 

Walter  was  taken  to  another  room  in  the  resort.    At  one  point,  they passed  a  pool  where  several  guests  were  lounging  in  the  water  with  drinks while  others  lay  in  the  sun.    Walter  was  shocked  that  none  of  them  seemed the least bit troubled or surprised by the man in the panties, corset and heels with  a  visible  erection  and  his  arms  tied  behind  his  back  as  he  passed through.  To the contrary, they seemed to watch him with lust or amusement in  their  eyes.    One  woman  in  a  leopard  print  one-piece  swimsuit  with  long golden blonde hair even blew him a kiss.

“This will be your room,” said Amanda as they entered the room.

The  room  was  smaller  than  one  would  expect  from  a  resort,  but  not unpleasant.    It  didn’t  have  the  normal  amenities,  but  it  did  have  a  bed,  a bathroom and a large closet.  It likewise had a table with a makeup mirror, a couch, and two padded chairs.

“No ocean view?” asked Walter sarcastically.

“Should have booked earlier,” replied Amanda in turn.

Amanda  walked  over  to  the  walk-in  closet.    It  was  framed  in  a  dark mahogany wood and had numerous matching shelves and racks.  The closet was packed with clothes, all women’s naturally.

“Somebody left their clothes here,” said Walter snidely.

“Yeah, you,” said Amanda.

“You’re going to look so cute,” chimed in Kim.

Amanda  ran  her  hands  over  several  items,  calling  them  out  as  she went:  “These are your server uniforms.  This is for the restaurant.  This is for personal service.  Here’s a swimsuit for your pool duties.  These are for the classes you will take.”  She pointed to a large laundry-style bag.  “These are for the ceremony.”  She didn’t explain what ceremony she meant.  Then she opened some drawers.  “Panties.  Bras.  Lingerie.  Everything a girl needs.”

She moved to another set of drawers.  “Toys.”

“Everything a girl needs,” said Kim with a chuckle.

“You  don’t  touch  these,”  said  Amanda  to  Walter.    She  pointed  to  the drawer of toys.  “We’ll use them when needed.”

“I prefer Legos.”

“Not many Legos in here.”

Walter craned his neck to look into the drawer.  He saw what appeared to be vibrators.  There were also handcuffs, some bindings, what looked like a rabbit tail and a few other items that looked either promising or terrifying, depending on how they would be used.

Amanda  closed  the  drawer  and  continued  the  tour.    “Here  are  your shoes.”

Walter glanced at the shelf at which she pointed.  It contained a number of  women’s  shoes.    He  saw  pumps  and  sandals,  stilettos,  chunky  heels  and wedges.    This  was  far  more  shoes  than  Jackie  had  at  home,  and  every  pair were heels.

“I’m hard to fit,” he said.

“I have the same problem,” said Kim sarcastically.

“We  will  inspect  your  closet  every  day,  at  random,”  said  Amanda.

“You will maintain everything in the order in which it is now displayed.  If anything is out of order, you will be punished.”

“Punished?” asked Walter.

“Yes,  punished,”  confirmed  Amanda.    “You  must  learn  to  keep  an immaculate  closet  so  you  learn  to  be  a  good  maid  for  Miss  Jackie.

Everything has its place, including you.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “‘Miss Jackie’,” he repeated darkly.

“That is what you will call her from now on.  Any failure and you will be punished.  You must learn to show the proper respect.”

“To my wife?”

“Don’t worry, Wendy, you’ll get used to it soon,” said Kim.

Walter glanced sideways at Kim.  “I doubt that.”

“I  don’t,”  replied  Kim  without  any  trace  of  humor.    This  sent  a  chill down Walter’s spine.

Amanda pulled a long lime-green skirt from the rack as well as a white vest,  and  a  fuchsia  blouse.    “Let’s  start  with  your  uniform.    After  you’re dressed, we’ll get started with the lessons.”

Walter  licked  his  lips  nervously  at  the  idea  of  wearing  that  uniform.

Then  Kim  led  him  out  of  the  closet  to  the  main  room,  where  she  had  him stand  in  the  middle  of  the  open  floor.    Amanda  handed  him  the  blouse  first and helped him pull it over his shoulders; the corset limited his ability to do this  on  his  own.    It  was  tight  across  the  chest  and  his  stiff  nipples  showed their stiffness through it.

A moment later, Amanda came from the bathroom with a glass of water

and some pills.  “Take these.”

“What are those?” asked Walter.

“These  are  high  potency  estrogen  pills,”  said  Amanda  as  calmly  as  if she had called them vitamins.

“W— what?  I’m not taking those!”

“You’ve been taking them for some time now, Wendy.”

“I have not!”

“You have, you just didn’t know it,” said Amanda calmly.  “Now that you’re here, there’s no reason to hide the fact anymore.  You will take two of these every morning.”

Walter’s jaw dropped.  “What do you mean I’ve been ‘taking them for some time’ and I ‘didn’t know it’?”

Amanda placed her fingers on Walter’s stiff left nipple and grabbed his thick and fleshy breast beneath, holding at least a handful; she held as much in her hand as he typically held when he grabbed Jackie’s breast.  This was shocking.  His breast was so sensitive too that her touch tingled to the point he almost needed to pull away.  He barely kept from jerking away.

“Where do you think this came from?” she asked.

“Diet.  I’ve been eating poorly.”

“Diet causes this?” laughed Amanda.  She squeezed it, causing him to wince.

Walter twisted his lips.  “I—”

“This,” she said and she held up the hormone pill, “causes this.”  She squeezed his breast once more on the second “this.”

Could this be true, Walter asked himself?  He couldn’t remember ever taking  a  hormone  pill.    In  fact,  he  couldn’t  remember  taking  any  pills.    He shook his head.  “No one gave me any pills.”

Amanda picked up a folder and skimmed through it; as she did, Walter rubbed his breast and tried to press his nipple back down.  Then he glanced at the folder.  Walter saw the name “Wendy” written on the front of the folder.

It was full of papers and photos and other documents.  These were about him, and it struck him as eerie that someone had kept a folder on him.

“You were given the initial shot in May,” said Amanda.

Walter stared at her blankly.  “Shot?”

“Then  you  started  nightly  pills  two  weeks  later.    They  came  in  a powder.”

“A  powder?”    Walter  furrowed  his  brow.    He’d  never  had  a  shot  or

taken  a  powder—  or  had  he?    “Oh  no.”    It  all  became  clear  in  an  instant.

First,  there  was  the  “booster  shot”  at  the  doctor  the  resort  recommended.

That had been in May.  Then Jackie started giving him smoothies after they started  working  out...  every  night.    The  pills,  or  powder,  were  in  the smoothies!  It was true!  Jackie had been giving him hormones for months!

And these...  these breasts were the result!

“I  am growing breasts!” he blurted out in shock.

Kim snickered.  “At least they’re pretty.”

Walter collapsed onto a nearby chair.  If what he knew about hormones was right, this would account for so much.  It would account for the breasts.

It  would  account  for  the  loss  of  strength.    It  would  account  for  the  mood swings.    It  could  even  account  for  the  increase  in  erections  and  then  the decrease in erections.  He’d been slowly turning into a girl!

Kim untied Walter’s hands.  “Stand up, Wendy.”

Walter glanced at both women.  He knew it was hopeless to resist, still it  took  a  moment  before  he  finally  nodded  his  head  and  rose  to  his  feet, somewhat inelegantly in the heels.  In that moment, he seriously considered racing out of the room and into the jungle, but as before, his fear of what he might find – or what might find him – stopped him.  He would need to stay here  and  risk  whatever  they  planned  to  do  to  him  until  he  could  find  some sure way to escape to safety.

He was on his feet again.  Amanda then held out the pill and the glass of water for him once more.  Her eyes told him he would take it, whether he wanted to or not.

“Take it,” said Amanda.

Walter  twisted  his  lips.    He  took  a  deep  breath.    Then  he  shook  his head.  There was no way he could knowingly take female hormones.  He just couldn’t do it.  “I can’t,” he said.

“You have no choice, Wendy.  Take it.”

Kim  patted  him  on  the  arm.    “Take  it,  Wendy,  or  you’ll  be  punished and  then  she’ll  make  you  take  it  anyways.    She  might  even  make  you  take two.  You don’t want that, do you?”

Walter  knew  she  was  right,  but  could  he  bring  himself  to  take  female hormones  voluntarily?    Yes,  he’d  been  taking  them,  but  he  hadn’t  known.

Could  he  bring  himself  to   knowingly  take  something  that  would  make  him grow  women’s  breasts?    Something  that  might  shrink  his  manhood?

Something  that  might  trick  his  body  into  deciding  he  was  a  woman?    He

didn’t  know  if  he  could.    It  was  hopeless  to  fight,  but  could  he  just  give  in without a fight?

“I can’t do this,” he thought.

Then  he  asked  himself  what  would  happen  if  they  made  him  take  the pills.    How  much  worse  might  this  be  if,  as  Kim  suggested,  they  started doubling doses as punishment?  He thought of the trophy-wife’s husband.

Maybe just go along for now, cautioned his rational brain.  Take the one pill and then undo it all later.

“Can it just be undone?” he wondered.

He  didn’t  know,  but  it  was  his  only  choice  when  it  came  down  to  it.

Either way, he was swallowing this pill.

Walter  reached  his  decision.    Slowly,  reluctantly,  Walter  grabbed  the pill.    He  wanted  to  scream  and  throw  it  across  the  room.    Sure,  they  would inject him with hormones or shove the pill down his throat, but he wanted to show defiance.  Yet, he didn’t.  He told himself he had no choice and there was  no  point  in  resisting  and  that  was  the  reason  to  take  it  and  the  only reason,  but  deep  down...  deep  down  something  wanted  to  see  what  being  a girl was like... even if only for a little.  Deep down, something recalled him lying in his room at night when he was younger and all the girls around him were  developing,  and  thinking  about  what  it  would  be  like  to  have  breasts just like they did.

“You’ve left me no choice,” he declared.

Walter popped the pill in his mouth.  He swallowed it with the water.

“Good girl.  A wise decision,” said Amanda.


Time would tell if that was true.

 

—o—

 

“No, no, no, use your hips,” said Amanda.

“You can do this, Wendy,” said Kim.

Walter  exhaled  unhappily.    He’d  been  trying  to  do  what  they  wanted, but this was a lot harder than it looked.  For one thing, the pencil skirt was so tight he could barely move his legs.  That made it really hard to balance.  It also meant there was no chance to bend his knees or bend at the waist.  How was he supposed to use his hips if he couldn’t bend at the waist or the knees?

What’s more, the tall black and white heels they made him wear were just not meant for these kinds of motions no matter what kind of skirt he wore.  How

was he supposed to bend over, while carrying a tray, in sky-high heels and a skirt so tight he couldn’t bend the lower half of his body?

“It doesn’t work,” said Walter.

“It  does,  Wendy.    Every  girl  we’ve  trained  has  managed  it.    You’ll manage it too,” said Amanda.

“I can’t do it.”

Amanda sighed.  “The problem is you’re over-thinking it.”  She turned to the flirtier Kim.  “Teach our pupil how to bend down, will you?”

Kim’s face lit up.

Walter tensed up.  What did this mean?  What were they planning?  He found out a second later when Kim picked up the riding crop he had assumed was just meant to scare him, raised it high in the air, and brought it crashing down on his rear like a meteor strike aimed at so many dinosaurs.

THWACK!!! 

It stung like mad.  It stung like a leather belt made of fire.  (Actually, it wasn’t so bad, but Walter was emotionally wound up and he was pretty sure it would feel terrible, so his brain told him it had.) “Ouch! ” exclaimed Walter.

“Did that hurt?” giggled Kim.

Walter furrowed his brow and glared at her.  “Of course, it did!”

“Good!”    And  without  warning,  Kim  raised  the  riding  crop  above  her head once more and again brought it crashing down toward its target, his soft, femininely shaped rear.

THWACK!!! 

Again, it stung.

“Ouch! ” exclaimed Walter.  “Don’t do that!”

But Kim immediately jerked the crop up in the air once more.  Walter saw  it  and  took  off  running...  sort  of.    Unfortunately,  the  tight  skirt  stopped him from running.  It was so tight and so long that it acted like his legs had been  bound.    The  heels  aided  the  skirt  by  giving  him  unstable  balance  and making him run on his toes.  Because of these things, Walter was unable to sprint  away.    Instead,  he  sort  of  scurried.    He  scurried  across  the  room  past Amanda, but Kim cut him off easily in her loose skirt and her lower-heeled pumps.    She  brought  the  crop  crashing  down  on  the  back  of  a  chair  he  had just  passed.    Walter  changed  directions  and  headed  for  the  bed.    Kim  bore down on him again, giggling madly, with the crop high in the air once more.

This time it landed on the back of his thighs.

“Ouch! ” exclaimed Walter again.  “Stop!”

“I’m coming for you, sissygirl!” taunted Kim.

Walter  raced  (relatively  speaking)  toward  the  bed.    Kim  was  in  hot pursuit.  She fired the crop at the bed this time as Walter slipped around the bed.  She followed him, slapping the dresser next.  She was herding him into the  corner.    And  when  they  reached  the  corner,  Walter  decided  the  only means of escape was to launch himself over the bed.  He landed on the bed instead, earning himself three solid smacks on the rear and back of the calves before  he  managed  to  get  off  the  bed  and  get  moving  again.  THWACK!!! 

THWACK!!!    THWACK!!!  This  time,  he  sped  past  Kim,  into  the  closet before doubling back to the bed.

“Stop!” exclaimed Amanda finally.

Walter  froze.    His  heart  was  pounding.    Kim  froze  too.    She  was laughing and giggling.

“Do you understand now?” asked Amanda.

“Understand what?” asked Walter.

“When  Kim  chased  you  around  the  room,  you  stopped  thinking  about the skirt and heels and you reacted naturally.  You bent, shifted, jumped, ran and moved in any number of ways.  You know how, Wendy.  This showed it.  You need to embrace the skirt to do it.”

Walter  glared  at  Amanda  like  she  was  crazy...  only,  she  was  right.

When he stopped worrying about walking in the skirt or heels, he found a sort of  natural  motion  which  let  him  move  quite  easily  in  both.    He  closed  his eyes and recalled how it had felt.  Then he tried squatting down, Amanda’s original command,  and it worked.  He tried bending too and that worked too.

He tried to walk swiftly across the room and managed that too.  He could do it!    Don’t  misunderstand,  the  skirt  was  still  as  tight  as  if  his  legs  had  been shrink-wrapped,  and  the  skirt  and  heels  forced  him  to  change  the  way  he moved  and  otherwise  blocked  much  of  his  mobility,  but  he  was  able  to maneuver.

“Now serve Kim the drink,” commanded Amanda.

Kim  took  a  seat  on  the  couch  and  patted  her  lap.    Amanda  handed Walter  the  silver  platter  with  the  drink  on  it.    Walter  braced  it  against  his shoulder as he’d been shown.  He walked over to Kim, carefully placing one foot  in  front  of  the  other,  causing  a  very  feminine  shake  of  his  rear  as  he made  his  way,  but  moving  smoothly.    He  reached  her  and  slipped  one  foot slightly behind the other – like a curtsey, and bent his knees.  The skirt slid slightly along his legs as he lowered himself.  He extended the drink and Kim took it.  He had done it.

“Good girl!  Next lesson...”

 

—o—

 

Walter  slept  fitfully  that  night.    He  had  nightmares  in  which  he  was barely  as  tall  as  the  heels  on  Jackie’s  shoes  and  she  chased  him  around  the house trying to step on him.  He had other nightmares in which she dressed him  like  a  woman  and  then  grabbed  scissors  threatening  to  remove  his manhood.  He had nightmares in which he lay on the bed in his bedroom at home  with  enormous  breasts  with  tall,  hard  nipples  and  an  erection,  and Nikki came in and laughed at him before reaching to jerk him off.  He woke up  before  the  critical  moment  in  each  of  these  dreams  –  being  crushed, getting snipped, and ejaculation – but he woke up panting and sweating from each.  Had he been excited or scared?  He didn’t honestly know; everything was so crazy.

By the time he awoke in the morning, he was a wreck.

Chapter Twenty-Two: “Little Adjustments” 

—o—

 

For  the  next  two  days,  Amanda  and  Kim  and  a  group  of  rotating instructors  taught  Walter  the  basics  of  being  a  woman.    He  learned  to  walk with grace, to sit in a skirt without showing his panties, and to carry himself delicately.  He learned to apply his own makeup and was made to touch it up periodically throughout the day.  He learned to paint nails, fingers and toes, and to care for female hair.  He was taught the fundamentals of fashion and how to organize his closet.  As much as he hated to admit it, he had a certain affinity  for  all  of  this  and  found  some  of  it  rather  enjoyable.    Indeed,  if  he was being honest with himself, he would have admitted that up to this point, his  stay  at  the  resort  would  have  been  a  fantasy  vacation  for  him  if  no  one knew he had come here and done these things.

On the third day, things changed a little.

“Your  makeup  looks  great,”  said  Kim,  who  always  checked  it.

“You’ve really come a long way.”

This was true.  Before these lessons began, Walter had a vague notion of how to apply lipstick, and that was about it.  He knew where other things went, but didn’t really understand how to apply them or how to apply them best.  After all, that wasn’t something boys learned.  As a result of Kim and Amanda’s  tutelage,  however,  he  could  now  apply  blush  and  concealer,  he could curl his eyelashes, add eye shadow, use eye liner and handle mascara.

He knew all about lip liners and lip sticks.  He gave excellent manicures and pedicures too.

Even  beyond  that,  he  had  come  a  long  way.    His  breasts  were  still growing  as  a  result  of  the  pills  he  took  every  day  and  he  seemed  to  have undergone  a  growth  spurt  right  after  he  arrived  –  so  much  so  Amanda complained the bras they had prepared for him were too small; she attributed this  to  bad  measurements,  but  Walter  knew  better.    His  hips  were  growing too,  and  his  rear  was  rounding  out  quite  femininely.    There  wasn’t  really  a masculine line left on his body, just feminine curves.  Adding the clothes and his  newfound  skill  at  wearing  them  to  these  physical  changes  meant  Walter could easily pass as a woman now if he wanted to.

Part of him found this really exciting.  That part of him, the small voice in the dark as he saw it, had always been turned on by the idea of looking like

a girl.  It liked the idea of women controlling his manhood and taking it away by making him dress and pretend to be a girl.  The rest of him dismissed that tiny  voice  as  crazy  and  denied  it  was  part  of  him.    That  rest  of  him  kept telling  him  to  stay  calm  and  not  give  in  to  these  women.    It  claimed everything they did could be undone: You can just take off the clothes when you get home. 

You just stop doing that when you walk or sit as soon as you leave. 

Stop the hormones and all of this will go away. 

That might have  been denial though;  Walter didn’t honestly  know.  It was the same way he kept thinking up ways he was going to make sure Jackie never  got  the  chance  to  do  this  to  him  again:    “I’m  taking  her  credit  cards, that’s for sure,” he grumbled.  But that too might have been optimistic given the current situation.  He refused to give up hope that everything could return to normal as soon as they left this island, however.
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The  third  day,  things  began  to  change.    As  Kim  was  helping  Walter dress for his duties, Amanda arrived and presented Walter with a new pill to take.  This pill was blue and red.

“Take this,” said Amanda and she held out the new pill for him.

“What’s this one do?” asked Walter suspiciously.

“It will give you erections.”

Walter looked at the pill.  He didn’t mind that actually.  Realizing he’d been  on  the  hormones  for  months  now,  he  recalled  how  he’d  had  lots  of erections when the hormones began, which he liked, but then they vanished and he struggled to get hard, which he didn’t like.  Not having erections made him feel neutered, stripped of his manhood.  Fortunately, they had started to return as he apparently neared the end of the effectiveness of the pills Lin had given him.  That said, he assumed his erections would now go away again as the new hormones he was taking kicked in.  So he was happy this pill would offset  whatever  effect  the  new  hormone  pills  might  have  in  that  regard...

though he wondered why they wanted him to be able to have erections if they were trying to feminize him.

Either way, he took the pill.

What Amanda did not tell Walter was that these pills would give him strong erections  and they would make him super horny; he would get hard at

the drop of a hat for the next few weeks.  This was part of the training.  By turning  Walter  on  constantly  as  he  went  through  submission  training,  he would learn to associate being submissive with being turned on and excited.

Then,  when  the  erections  stopped  –  and  stop  they  would  once  they  stopped giving  him  the  pills  –  he  would  feel  stripped  of  his  masculinity  and  his release.  Selective use of these pills could give them back to him but only at Jackie’s  discretion,  which  means  she  could  give  them  to  him  in  return  for submissive  behavior.    This  would  cause  him  to  start  craving  submission  as his gateway to sexual satisfaction and make him dependent on Jackie for his moments  of  manhood,  an  incredible  power  for  a  wife  to  have  over  her husband.

“Now we’re going to work on your walk,” said Amanda.

Walter raised an eyebrow suspiciously.  He could already walk, even in heels.  He could even walk femininely in heels.  What was there to work on, he  wondered?    He  balanced  well  in  heels,  he  moved  “delicately”  (that  was Kim’s word), and he moved confidently.

In fact, as an aside on this point, Walter had found the idea of walking like  a  woman  to  be  rather  erotic.    It  was  something  that  had  always  turned him on.  Part of this was that high heels excited him, but more so it was that they  were  forbidden.    Men  may  have  invented  heels,  but  men  were  not allowed to wear them anymore.  Women wore them, and they wore them to show off their balance and their grace.  Walter was always enthralled by this from afar, and admittedly in his secret fantasies the idea of being able to do that  himself  always  excited  him.    So  now  that  he  had  the  chance  to  try  to learn that, he actually felt a bit of excitement at the prospect.  It wasn’t that he planned  to  spend  the  rest  of  his  life  in  heels  –  he  would  never  wear  them again  once  he  left  this  crazy  resort  after  all  (except  maybe  on  special occasions)  –  but  while  he  was  here,  it  was  an  experience  he’d  always dreamed of and he decided to let himself enjoy that part of his visit here... for the moment.

Needless to say, this did not go over so well with all parts of him.

Are you crazy?  demanded the rational part of him.  But the small voice won this one.  It demanded this “one” concession and he decided to give it, not that he had much choice either way; he would be wearing heels whether he wanted to or not from the looks of things.

“What  do  you  want  to  work  on  with  my  walk?”  asked  Walter  of Amanda.

Kim smirked.  She heard the tiny bit of wounded pride which invaded his voice.

“This is a supplemental lesson,” said Amanda.

Walter  thought  back  to  the  lessons  he  had  mastered  so  far.    He’d learned to balance in heels:  bring his feet together mainly.  He’d learned to take  small  steps.    Bring  his  heels  down  first.    Yes,  yes,  all  obvious.    He’d learned to pivot on his toes.  That felt really feminine actually.  He’d learned to slide one foot behind the other when he sat or to bend down in the pencil skirt.  He’d learned to dance, a little at least.  He’d learned how to stand on tiptoe to reach high places.  He’d learned how to place his feet to pose.  He’d learned  what  they  call  the  “sorority  squat”  to  adjust  his  height  in  pictures.

He’d  learned  to  push  gas  pedals  in  heels.    He’d  learned  to  dangle  his  shoes and  to  use  them  as  tools  to  flirt.    He’d  even  learned  to  stub  out  a  cigarette, though he didn’t smoke.  What more was there?

“I think I’ve learned it all,” said Walter.

“Have  you  now?”  laughed  Amanda.    She  motioned  him  to  the  open center  of  the  room.    “Then  think  of  this  more  as  an  adjustment  than something new.”

“An adjustment?”

“Yes, we’re going to adjust your walk.”

Amanda  started  Walter  walking.    He  moved  quite  femininely, gracefully  even.    She  smiled  at  how  quickly  he’d  learned,  much  faster  than most of her prior students.  When he reached the wall and pivoted, she made her first adjustment.

“Lower your arms to your sides,” she said.

“Lower them?”

“Yes,  to  your  sides.    Now  bend  your  wrists  so  your  hands  stick  out, perpendicular to the ground.”

Walter  did  as  she  asked.    It  felt...  weird.    It  felt  pretend-woman  more than womanly.  “Are you sure about this?”

“Yes.  From now on, when you turn, I want you to do this to balance.

Also, when you walk, I want you to raise your arm slightly and let your wrist hang limp from it,” said Amanda.

Walter did this and it again felt weird.

“Now sway your hips a little more as you walk,” she said.

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Why are we doing this?”

Amanda smirked.  Walter had been more insightful than the others she

had  trained.    Most  took  this  as  fine  tuning  for  how  women  walked.    Walter was  the  first  to  realize  this  actually  moved  his  motions  slightly  away  from that  of  most  women.    If  anything,  it  exaggerated  certain  behaviors  which made  him  look  a  hint  more  like  a  sissy  than  a  woman.    That  was  the  point though.    They  didn’t  want  Walter  appearing  too  naturally  feminine  and disappearing  into  the  crowd  of  women.    They  wanted  something  that  stood out  and  marked  him  as  different,  something  Jackie  could  see  to  always remind  her  that  this  feminine  creature  she  saw  had  once  been  her  husband.

Giving him a hint of a sissy walk rather than a womanly walk would be that reminder.

“It’s just an adjustment,” said Amanda.

And that was the only answer he would get.  Neither Amanda nor Kim was  very  forthcoming  with  answers  to  his  questions.    Part  of  this  was obviously  that  they  needed  to  keep  their  training  methods  secret  so  he couldn’t  see  what  was  coming  and  defeat  it.    But  another  part  of  it  he  was starting  to  understand  was  that  they  wanted  him  to  see  himself  as  someone whose  role  was  blind  obedience;  they  didn’t  want  him  thinking  he  had  any right to answers.  That idea clashed with his insecurities and made him most nervous.  What were they making of him?

“Now  we’re  going  to  work  on  something  every  good  girl  needs  to know,” said Amanda, changing topics:  “How to curtsey.”

Walter  had  always  been  enthralled  by  curtseys,  ever  since  he  saw  the girls  do  it  during  a  school  play  when  he  was  young:    “Girls  have  their  own form  of  bowing  and  it’s  like  kneeling!”    That  struck  him  as  the  most wonderfully  feminine,  submissive  thing  he  could  imagine.    And  he  told himself,  at  the  time,  for  a  man  to  do  a  curtsey  would  be  a  pure  act  of submission to female authority.  That really excited him, and he’d since had fantasies  where  various  girlfriends,  including  Jackie,  made  him  curtsey  to them.    Now  he  would  get  to  do  that  for  real,  and  honestly,  he  was  rather turned on by the idea, whether he wanted to be or not.  Indeed, this time, the rational voice didn’t even try to counter his small voice.

“A curtsey is a form of respect shown by women to those in authority,”

said  Amanda.    “In  your  case,  those  in  authority  will  be  any  woman  you encounter,  especially  your  wife.    You  will  curtsey  upon  entering  the  room.

You  will  curtsey  when  seeking  instruction.    You  will  curtsey  when  given orders.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Walter.

“Watch Kim.”

Kim showed him how to curtsey.  She slipped one leg behind the other, grabbed the sides of her skirt, and slowly lowered herself by bending at the knee before bending her waist forward a hint at the end and bowing her head.

“Now you try it,” said Kim.

Walter grabbed the sides of his pencil skirt and found they couldn’t be held out as Kim had done with her looser skirt.  He continued nevertheless, using  his  hands  to  suggest  that  he  had  pulled  his  skirt  out.    He  managed  a perfect curtsey.  He actually felt quite proud of this, though in his moment of pride, he’d forgotten that these women were not part of some fantasy he was having.  They really wanted to take away his manhood, as they reminded him a moment later.

Amanda and Kim glanced at each other, laughed, and then applauded.

“Beginners luck,” chuckled Amanda.

“No!” protested Kim.  “Wendy’s all girl.”  She turned back to Walter.

“Do it again.”

“This will be second nature to you soon, Wendy.”

Walter  blushed.    He  chided  himself  for  forgetting  what  they  really wanted of him.  Nevertheless, he performed an excellent second curtsey.

 

—o—

 

“Come back to the vanity,” said Amanda.

Walter tottered over.  As he did, a third woman entered the room.  She did  nails.    In  fact,  she  had  done  Walter’s  nails  before  he  started  doing  his own.  She had also taught him to do manicures and pedicures.  Her name was Melissa.

“Hello Miss Melissa,” said Walter and he curtseyed.  This was the first time  he’d  done  a  curtsey  in  earnest,  and  as  he  did,  feelings  of  submission danced inside him and the little voice seemed to revel, making him feel very small; doing a curtsey for real was far more embarrassing than doing them in his training.

“Hello Wendy,” said Melissa.

She  joined  Walter  at  the  vanity  and  they  both  sat  down.    She  then pulled  out  her  nail  kit.    As  she  did,  she  explained  that  Walter  would  likely want to have long nails – “let me rephrase that, your Mistress will likely want you to have long nails” – but they didn’t have time to wait for them to grow to teach him.  So she was adding long nails to his fingertips.  These fake nails would  extend  about  an  inch  past  his  fingertips  and  they  would  have  square tips.

“They will make things harder, but there is always a price for beauty,”

added Melissa.

With that, she went to work adding fake nails to his fingertips.  As she worked  another  woman  arrived.    She  came  to  work  on  his  hair.    She  was adding  extensions  to  give  Walter  longer  hair.    It  would  now  run  to  his shoulders, though it would stay roughly in a bob cut for the moment.

“As your hair grows out, you won’t need these,” said the woman.

“Can’t we wait for that?” asked Walter, knowing the answer already.

“No.  Your wife chose shoulder-length hair.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Chose?  What do you mean she ‘chose’?

Chose how?”

“The  resort’s  clients  choose  any  number  of  ways  they  want  their trainees  to  look.    Hair  style  and  color  is  one  of  those.    Your  wife  chose shoulder  length  hair  for  you  and  a  red-brown  color  with  hints  of  blonde highlights.”

Walter  was  floored.    He’d  never  thought  about  it  before,  but  it  had  to be.  He just assumed the resort did what the resort did, not that the wives got to  design  how  their  husbands  would  turn  out!    But  now  that  he  heard  it,  it made total sense to him.  Why else would the wives do this if they couldn’t remake the husbands the way they wanted them?  Of course, they would get to  choose!    That  meant  everything  the  resort  did,  it  did   because  Jackie requested  it!    He  was  being  remade  according  to  her  specifications!    That realization  hit  him  like  a  ton  of  bricks.    It  somehow  made  all  of  this  all  the more humiliating.

“Jackie and I are going to have a very stern discussion when I get out of this!” he told himself.

 

—o—

 

That night, Kim introduced another new aspect of his training, though he didn’t realize it was actually part of his training.  He thought it was maybe attraction  or  kindness  or  something  like  that.    It  happened  after  Walter  was sent to bed.  Per the program, he wore a nightie and panties to bed, like most women.  Unlike most women, however, his wrists would be bound to the bed to avoid any sort of escape attempt.  Also, he would be made to wear high-heeled  shoes.    These  were  pink  T-strap  pumps  with  tall  heels,  over  five-inches  for  sure.    To  make  sure  he  could  not  remove  them,  they  had  been locked to his feet with padlocks securing the straps.

“Why do I have to wear the heels?” he asked.  He’d never seen Jackie sleep in heels, or any other woman, and he genuinely didn’t understand why anyone would want to do this.

“There’s a little secret not many people know,” said Kim.

“Which is?”

“Did  you  know  the  Achilles  tendon  is  what  lets  you  wear  heels?    It flexes and contracts to let you bend your foot into the position which lets you walk  either  flat-footed  or  in  heels.    But  tendons  can  change  shape.    If  you only ever use it one way, then it can actually shorten, making it hard to use it in any other way.”  She demonstrated an extended foot with her hand.

Walter didn’t understand.  “So what?”

“So wearing these heels will shorten your tendons.”

Walter gasped.  He understood now what she meant.  “You mean?”

Kim giggled.  “Yes, you’ll only be able to wear heels after that.”

“Only!”

Kim nodded her head.  “Only,” she said.  “At least comfortably.”

“But how do I—” Walter caught himself.

Kim guessed anyways.  “How do you go back to being a guy?”

Walter nodded cautiously.

“You’d  have  to  ask  your  wife,”  she  answered.    “I  don’t  think  she’s planning to let you.”

Walter swallowed hard.  Was this potentially another permanent bit of damage  they  would  do  to  his  body?    He’d  never  even  suspected  this  was possible, but it sounded possible the way she said it.  Could they really make it so he could never walk in anything but heels again?

“This is terrible,” he said.

“At least you look cute in heels,” said Kim.

Walter cringed.  Everything these women did was so emasculating!

Kim then sat down on the edge of the bed and slowly lifted his nightie up  his  body  until  his  panties  were  exposed.    This  made  his  penis  stand  up inside  them;  he’d  been  having  a  good  number  of  erections  already  from  the pills and her playing with his panties brought on a strong one.  She then put her warm, soft, feminine hand on his stomach and ran it up to his chest.  She slipped  her  fingers  over  his  left  breast  and  started  to  knead  it  like  dough  as she played with its nipple with her fingertip.

Walter’s penis surged in the panties.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

Walter  was  too  embarrassed  to  answer.    He  liked  it.    He  loved  it, actually.    But  it  shattered  his  ego  that  a  woman  could  make  his  breasts perform as she had.  Indeed, touching him had made his nipples rise as well as  his  penis.    And  scraping  her  nail  over  his  erect  nipple  sent  tiny  shocks racing  through  his  chest  and  made  his  spine  rubbery.    It  was  an  amazing feeling.    Had  he  been  standing,  he  suspected  he  might  have  slipped  to  the floor from the aftershocks.

“Don’t do that,” he said because he felt he needed to.

“Don’t  do  what?    Don’t  do  this?”  she  giggled  and  she  pinched  his nipple.

Walter  writhed  on  the  bed  and  thrust  his  crotch  upwards  until  she released  the  pressure.    The  pain  and  pleasure  had  been  intense.    Kim  then pulled her hand down his body again toward his erection.

“You liked that,” she said knowingly.  “See, being a girl can be fun.”

Walter blushed.

“I’ll  bet  part  of  you  even  finds  this  exciting.    Maybe  a  little  thrilling.

Naughty.  Are you a naughty girl, Wendy?”

Walter trembled, he was so turned on.  He bit his lip to remain silent.

Her  fingers  hovered  for  a  moment,  still  teasing  him  but  going  no further.  “Tell me you’re a naughty girl, Wendy.”

Walter bit his lip.

“Tell me or I’ll stop.”

Walter was deeply conflicted.  He absolutely did not want to say that.

He  wasn’t  a  girl  and  never  would  be  and  saying  he  was  would  be humiliating.  It would play into their game.  On the other hand, it seemed a very small price to pay to continue this pleasure.  He decided he needed the pleasure.

“I’m— I’m a naughty girl,” he whispered.

“Louder, dear.”

Walter shuddered.  “I’m a naughty girl,” he said weakly.

Kim smiled and dipped her fingers into her bra and pulled out a small key.  It was the key to the lock that kept the bindings on his wrists.  She held that up for him to see and then drew a figure eight on his belly with it.  “I’ll bet you’d love to have your hand free for a few minutes, wouldn’t you?”

Walter raised an eyebrow.  “For what?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she replied with a giggle, and she brushed the back of her fingers over the tip of his erection.

His erection jumped and its tip became wet.

“I’ll  bet  you’re  all  worked  up,  being  so  excited  about  all  the  pretty clothes you get to wear, your sexy little boobies, being tied up.  I’ll bet you just love it all... and you’d love to touch this little guy and maybe have a little fun.”  She gently brushed the head of his penis again, causing another lurch.

Walter’s first instinct was to see this as a trap of some sort, in which he was  right,  he  just  didn’t  understand  how.    His  second  instinct  was  to  refuse whatever he was offered to avoid any sort of potential trap.  His third instinct was never to masturbate before another human being.  He’d never even done that  before  Jackie,  though  she  had  suggested  it  from  time  to  time.    So  his instincts  said  to  refuse.    But  then,  he  was  so  horny  that  his  sexual  wants overwhelmed  his  sense  of  judgment.    What’s  more,  with  Kim  running  her finger up and down his shaft, but barely touching it and driving him nuts in the process, his wants were intense... they were almost needs.

“What would I need to do?” he asked despite his better judgment.

Kim smiled.  “Nothing much.  Just tell me how much this all turns you on – tell me truthfully – and then I’ll let you.  Of course, you have to tell me what you’re thinking about as you do it.”

Walter licked his lips.  That would be hard.

“But if you’re not interested,” said Kim and she slowly pulled away her hand, dragging her finger along his shaft on the way out.

“No!  No!  I’m— uh, I’m interested.”

“I’ll bet you’re super turned on, aren’t you?”

Walter twisted his lip.  Could he admit that?  They probably knew, he thought.  “I mean, they can see how hard I’ve been all day and at everything, basically.”  So what did he lose by admitting this excited him?

“Yeah,” he said.

“What turns you on the most?”

Walter  twisted  his  lips  even  further.    This  was  a  difficult  question  to answer, not just because it was hard to know, but because it dug a good deal deeper into his psyche.  But by this point, he could almost feel an ejaculation coming.  He wasn’t going to stop.  “Growing breasts.”

“You like those, don’t you?” asked Kim.

Walter hesitated, and then nodded his head.

“Did you ever wish you had breasts when you were young, when you were ‘little Walter’?”  Her hand returned to his erection and gently touched it before  withdrawing  and  then  touching  again  and  withdrawing.    Her  teasing skills were amazing.  Walter’s passions were on fire!

“When I was young, I thought about it,” he admitted.

Kim giggled, but supportively.  “Did you ever play with yourself when you thought about it?”

Walter nodded his head.

Kim  slowly  inserted  the  key  into  the  lock,  but  didn’t  turn  it.    Instead, she withdrew her hand and smiled at him once more.  “Would you like to do that again now?”

Walter nodded his head vigorously.  “Yes.”

“Because you’re a naughty girl?”

Walter nodded his head once more.

“Say it, sweetie.”

“Yes, I’m a naughty girl.”  He didn’t hesitate.

Kim slipped her hand over the key and unlocked the binding.  Then she pulled it open, letting Walter’s hand escape.  It seemed to take a moment to gather its bearings.  In that moment, she took his hand in hers and led it to his crotch.  She pressed it down against his belly and withdrew her hand.  Walter slipped  it  inside  his  panties  and  grabbed  his  shaft.    He  immediately  started stroking.    Meanwhile,  Kim  casually  rubbed  his  breasts  and  tickled  his nipples.

A few moments later, Walter came like a fountain.

“You’re  welcome,  Wendy,”  said  Kim  and  she  kissed  him  on  the forehead.

This  scene  would  repeat  itself  each  night,  and  slowly  through  this process, Walter began to equate the things she talked about and being tied up as a woman controlled his orgasms with intense erotic feelings and needs.  It got to the point his body yearned to be allowed to masturbate as Kim made him confess to enjoying some aspect of their day.  And in the process... the little voice grew bigger.

Chapter Twenty-Three: “Demurely” 

—o—

 

Walter’s  training  regimen  took  another  new  twist  two  days  later.

Walter  had  been  tasked  with  serving  drinks  from  the  bar  to  guests  at  the pool.  To do this, he was made to wear a white bikini swimsuit which showed off his growing breasts prominently; in fact, they were almost pouring out of the top and the edges of his areolas showed.  The bottoms did nothing to hide his  penis  either,  though  he  had  been  given  a  see-through  fuchsia  and  black floral cover-up which Kim wrapped around his waist to his calves, somewhat hiding  his  lump.    On  his  feet  were  brown  high-heeled  wedge  sandals  with tall,  narrow  cork  heels.    His  silver-painted  toenails  poked  out  the  fronts prettily.  The outfit made him look unmistakably feminine, and quite sexy.

According to Kim, the idea of today’s training was to teach him how to be  a  waitress  because  he  needed  those  skills.    Apparently,  he  needed  to  get used  to  carrying  drinks  on  trays,  serving  people  and  acting  demurely,  she said.

“How demurely?” he asked.

“Very demurely,” replied Kim.

“In what way?”

“Femininely sweet, and most of all submissively,” said Amanda.  “You are  here  to  please  the  guests  however  they  wish  to  be  pleased.    If  someone wants a drink, you provide it.  If someone wants help applying suntan lotion, you help them—”

“What if they want more than that?” asked Walter pointedly.

“You are not to refuse any guest any reasonable request.”

“What if they want to touch me?”

“Then you let them touch you,” said Amanda.  Her tone was matter-of-fact, but also had a hint of condescension in it, as if Walter should not have needed to ask that question.

“Anywhere?  Anything? ”

“Anything.    Your  purpose  here  is  to  please  the  guests,  just  as  your purpose  when  you  leave  here  will  be  to  please  Miss  Jackie.    Your  days  of refusing requests are over.  That is what you must learn today.”

“And  I  have  to  wear  high  heels  and  a  bikini  to  do  it,”  said  Walter pensively.

Amanda didn’t answer.

Walter sighed.  This was going to be difficult.

Amanda then pointed to the bar.  “The first order of drinks are up.”

Walter  took  a  deep  breath  and  tottered  over  to  the  bar  where  the bartender had placed a tray with three drinks on it.  The bartender wore white pants,  brown  men’s  sandals,  and  an  orange,  fuchsia,  lime-green,  black  and white  shirt  in  a  palm-tree  print;  he  was  rather  muscular.    As  Walter approached, he got the sense the man was looking him up and down, paying particular  attention  to  his  breasts  and  then  snickering  when  he  reached  his crotch.  Walter tried to ignore this.

“Are these the drinks?” he asked.

The bartender nodded.  Walter looked at the drinks.  One was a gin and tonic, one a wine and the third an umbrella drink.  The bartender pointed out which guests were to get each.  Walter then picked up the tray and tottered to the  first  guest.    Of  all  people,  this  was  the  trophy  wife.    She  sat  at  a  table, under an umbrella, reading.  She wanted the wine, which Walter gave her as she basically ignored him.

So far, so good, thought Walter.

He next went to a man standing in the pool.  The man had ordered the gin  and  tonic.    He  worried  Walter.    What  if  he  saw  Walter  as  an  attractive woman  and  wanted  to   do  something?    Even  worse,  what  if  he  recognized Walter as a man?  Walter had no idea what would happen in that event!  He approached the man with caution.

“What  have  we  here,  but  a  beauty  approaches?”  said  the  man.    He sounded a little tipsy.

“Your drink, Sir,” said Walter.

The man came to the edge of the pool and Walter stepped over to meet him  despite  feeling  incredibly  awkward  about  this.    Even  putting  aside  that the man looked horny and that he may have seen Walter as a way to satisfy that horniness, Walter struggled with the idea of serving another man in such a  submissive  manner.    Indeed,  regardless  of  the  fantasies  he  sometimes struggled  with,  Walter  simply  was  not  the  type  of  man  to  make  himself subordinate to another man – or woman – and he certainly was not the type of man to feminize himself and serve another man.  Never.

Yet, here he was, looking like a bimbo bombshell and offering his body to  this  man  if  the  man  wanted  it.    That  thought  made  Walter  queasy  and nervous.  He struggled not to turn around and flee.

“I haven’t seen you around here before,” said the man and he reached out and grabbed Walter’s ankle.

Walter began to tremble.  “I— I just arrived.”

“I know,” said the man, “with my drink!”  He burst out laughing at his own joke.

Walter  tried  to  smile,  but  the  man  started  fondling  the  top  of  his  foot and  running  his  fingers  along  the  straps  on  Walter’s  shoe.    This  was  oddly intimate and Walter found it humiliating; no man had ever touched him like this.  Still, he had a job he needed to do, so he tried to swallow his pride and ignore this.  He squatted down as he had been taught with his feet together.

“What’s your name?” asked the man.  His fingers now stroked Walter’s toes.

Uncomfortably, Walter’s penis grew hard in response.  Fortunately, the man  didn’t  seem  to  realize  even  though  the  bikini  bottom  did  nothing  to control it and the cover-up barely managed to hide it.

“My— my name is— Wendy.”  It felt so strange to claim this name as his own, but he certainly wasn’t going to call himself “Walter!”  Not that he was  allowed  to  answer  “Walter”  anyways.    Perhaps  when  he  finally  got  a chance to talk to Jackie, then he could talk her out of this—  NO, he  would...

he  would talk her out of this!  But in the meantime, he was Wendy as far as this man was concerned.

Walter took the drink from the tray and handed it to the man.

“Thank you, beautiful,” said the man.

Walter started to stand up, but the man’s hand slid from his toes up his foot past his ankle and skipped right up to Walter’s inner thigh before Walter could  escape.    Somehow,  it  had  gotten  inside  the  cover-up  and  now  played dangerously  close  to  Walter’s  penis,  which  was  super  hard  and  throbbing.

Walter  couldn’t  believe  how  hard  he  had  gotten,  all  because  this  man  was touching him?!  Walter blushed deeply.

The man sipped his drink.  “This is very good.”

“I’ll tell the bartender,” said Walter.  His voice cracked.

The man’s fingertips formed a line and started to move back and forth along Walter’s inner thigh, getting closer and closer to touching the tip of his erection which tented out the bikini bottom way out.

“You’re excited,” said the man.

Walter twisted his lip.  “Uh—”

The  man  smiled.    “You  ladies  can’t  hide  it,”  he  said  and  he  nodded

toward  Walter’s  breasts  where  Walter  saw  that  his  nipples  had  pushed through the thin material of the bikini and were projecting out as if he were a woman.    They  seemed  long  enough  now  that  they  were  hard  to  distinguish from a real woman’s.  Had they grown over night?  Maybe they had and he hadn’t noticed.  Maybe it was seeing them in public in a swimsuit for the first time.  Either way, they were huge and feminine!  This was shocking!

Walter’s shock at his womanly nipples was interrupted, however, as a different  shock  raced  throughout  Walter’s  body  and  his  whole  body  shook.

He even wobbled on his heels and almost fell over.  What had happened was that the man’s latest rub inward had gone just a little too far and some part of his  finger  just  barely  brushed  the  tip  of  Walter’s  penis  through  the  bikini bottom  before  withdrawing.    It  was  unlikely  the  man  even  knew  they  had touched  –  or  what  he  had  touched  –  but  Walter  knew.    His  mind  exploded with shame.  And a wet spot appeared on his bikini bottoms.

The man’s fingers started moving again.

“He’s going to touch it for sure this time! ” screamed Walter inside his head.

Panic set it.  He needed to get out of there!

And then... Walter was saved.

“Waitress,  I’d  like  my  drink,”  said  the  buxom  woman  on  the  lounger about ten feet away.  This was the third drink he was supposed to deliver.

“I have to go,” blurted out Walter and he started to rise.

The man grabbed his thigh to stop him, but Walter escaped.  Walter’s penis had been so close to the man’s wrist that Walter could feel the warmth of his skin.  Another millimeter and the wet spot on his panties would have wet the man’s skin, but somehow, they never actually touched.

“Come  back  when  you  get  the  chance,”  sang  the  man  and  he  blew Walter a kiss.

“Yes, Sir.”

Walter didn’t waste a moment; he scurried away as fast as he could on his towering heels.  He moved so fast he wobbled.  He had no plans to return, not anywhere within arm’s reach of that man.

 

—o—

 

Walter approached the woman in the lounger with the drink still on his tray.  Despite being away from the man, he could still feel the man’s finger or

knuckle or whatever it had been brushing the tip of his penis, and his penis was still hard as a rock as a result.  Unfortunately, Walter wasn’t sure how to fix this in public; he wanted to squeeze it back flaccid somehow.  Why was he so horny these days??  A man?  Really?  He shuddered.

“Was that old drunk bothering you, sweetie?” asked the woman.

“No, Miss,” lied Walter.

“I don’t believe you,” said the woman with a deep laugh.

Walter blushed.

“But that’s all right.  You handled it marvelously.”

“Thank you,” said Walter and he glanced her up and down.  There was something a little strange about the woman; in many ways, she reminded him of a Barbie doll.  She wore a large straw hat with a wide brim to shade her face and hot pink star-shaped sunglasses beneath.  Walter could see that her lips were full like pillows.  On her feet were bright white mule clogs with tall platform  heels.    Her  swimsuit  was  one-piece  and  hot  pink.    Through  it, Walter saw very large, round, perfect breasts.  Her waist was tiny and her rear was round like her breasts.  She was sensual if not exactly beautiful and she reminded  Walter  of  the  old  description  of  such  women  as  “tomatoes.”    She was incredibly seductive.

“Is that for me?” she tittered.

Walter lowered the tray for her to take the umbrella drink.

“Oh, I can’t wait.”

She took the drink.  Walter rose again and watched the woman take a sip through the straw, leaving lipstick marks around the straw.  She pretended to  shudder  to  show  her  pleasure  at  the  drink,  which  made  her  chest  jiggle.

That made Walter tingle.

“What’s your name, sweetie?” asked the woman.

“Wendy.”

“Oh,  I  like  that.”    As  the  woman  said  this,  she  placed  her  hand  on Walter’s arm.  “Would you do me a favor, Wendy?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Would you put some lotion on me?”

Walter  smiled.    He  didn’t  mind  touching  this  woman’s  body  at  all.

“Certainly, Miss.”  Indeed, if Jackie was going to put him in this situation, he told himself, he might as well take advantage of it.

The  woman  motioned  to  her  bag,  which  leaned  against  the  lounger.

Walter stepped over to it as the woman complimented his shoes and he fished

the sunscreen from it.

“Go  ahead  and  squirt  it  on  your  hand,  dear,”  purred  the  woman.    She was flirting with him.

Walter opened the bottle and squirted it on his palm.  He set the bottle down and smiled at the woman.  He rubbed the lotion between his fingers to warm it.  “Where would you like it?”

The woman thrust out her breasts.  “Here, sweetie.”

Walter’s penis grew hard once more.  This was exciting.  He sat down on the lounger next to her and reached for her breasts with their large, hard nipples.    He  rubbed  his  hand  between  her  cleavage,  following  the  curve  of each  breast,  outlining  each  nipple,  and  massaging  the  sunscreen  into  each globe.    He  couldn’t  believe  he  was  doing  this!    This  was  one  of  the  most seductive women he had ever seen and here he was fondling her breasts.  He was so incredibly hard!

He finished.  His penis was actually throbbing by this point.

“That was wonderful,” said the woman.

She  then  leaned  forward,  slipping  her  hand  behind  his  neck,  pulling him  closer,  and  she  kissed  him  deeply,  adding  her  lipstick  to  his.    She  also slipped her hand down between Walter’s thighs and grabbed the head of his erect penis and slid her hand back and forth along it several times.  He was on fire!    His  body  tingled.    His  erection  throbbed.    Then  it  happened.    He squirted in his bikini bottoms.  It was a surprise, but it felt so good.

“Thanks for the tip,” she giggled.  Then she smiled and leaned back.

That was the signal to leave.

Walter  was  still  stunned  as  he  rose  to  his  feet.    Had  that  really happened?    It  had,  but  it  was  hard  to  believe.    He  started  toward  the  bar again.  He was still half hard and his bikini bottoms were wet, soaked through with  his  seed,  so  he  slipped  the  empty  tray  before  his  bikini  bottom  to  hide the mess; he couldn’t hide his nipples though or the glow on his cheeks.  He glanced over his shoulder one last time at the woman.  She was incredible.

Her breasts were beautiful.  Her curves were perfect.

 

—o—

 

Walter  spent  the  next  hour  working  at  the  pool.    He  took  orders, delivered  drinks,  spoke  to  guests,  and  occasionally  dealt  with  a  hand  on  his leg or rear.  Fortunately, no one seemed to realize he had a penis even as it tended to be hard more than it was soft; at least, no one mentioned it.  Things also seemed to calm down for him after his initial brush with the handsy man and  the  woman  on  the  lounger,  so  he  became  just  a  waitress;  he  was  quite good at it, it turned out.

Around noon, Amanda returned.  Kim had been watching from the bar all morning.  She and Kim spoke briefly.  As they spoke, Walter picked up another tray of drinks and turned to serve them to some college girls, only to run into Jackie.

Jackie.

She  was  passing  by  with  a  young  man  on  her  arm  with  quite  the impressive physique.  The man was taller than her and muscular.  The outline of his penis showed prominently through his tight white pants as if someone had  stuffed  a  banana  down  along  his  thigh.    He  was  everything  Walter  no longer could be, if he ever had been.  Nikki walked to her other side.

“Jackie!”  gasped  Walter.    He  saw  the  man  and  a  hollow  feeling  filled him.

Jackie smiled at her husband.  “Hello, darling.  I see they have you hard at work.”  She pecked him on the cheek, causing his penis to grow erect once more; it visibly pushed against the cover-up.  Jackie noticed and snickered.

“Very  hard at work.”

Walter turned bright red.

Jackie  continued  her  introduction.    “Randle,  this  sweet  thing  is  my husband,  Wal—”    She  caught  herself  and  smirked.    “Well,  I  suppose  it’s

‘Wendy’ now.  This is my husband Wendy.”

The  young  man  nodded  his  head  indifferently  at  Walter.    He  did  so dismissively  as  if  to  say  Walter  presented  no  challenge  to  him.    Walter shuddered at the feelings of insecurity and inadequacy this produced in him as  he  could  not  assert  his  relevance  in  response.    What  would  he  say anyways?    “Keep  your  hands  off  my  wife?”    Hardly!    Worse  yet,  Walter knew he was required to curtsey to his wife and this emasculating specimen of manhood or Amanda would make him pay for his failure in some terrible and humiliating way.

It couldn’t be avoided.

This would be the first time Walter had ever curtseyed to his wife.  The emotions going through him were intense.  He had spent his whole life trying to defend his manhood from these deep shadows within him which threatened to strip him of his manhood and his position and leave him some feminized, submissive creature.  His entire married life, he had struggled to make sure he stayed in charge to prevent that.  Any time Jackie pushed to take control, he wrestled it back.  But there would be no wrestling it back this time.  He was about  to  curtsey  to  his  wife,  that  most  submissively  feminine  act  of deference... to Jackie.  It was a declaration of submission! This was going to be shattering.

Even  worse,  this  man,  whatever  he  was,  was  here  watching  him emasculate himself before his wife.  And so was Nikki.  Nikki, who always sought  to  emasculate  him,  to  take  him  down  a  peg  or  two,  to  unmask  him, was here to watch his moment of surrender.

Walter swallowed hard.

He heard Amanda start toward him.  It could be delayed no longer.

He tried to look up into Jackie’s eyes, but couldn’t.  So instead, he cast his eyes down at her feet.  She wore sandals with thin straps and mid-heeled chunky heels on her feet.  Her toenails had been done recently and reflected silver, like her silver one-piece bathing suit.  Walter took a hold of his cover-up  on  both  sides,  slipped  one  leg  behind  the  other  and  lowered  himself  by bending  at  the  knee  before  bending  his  waist  forward  a  hint  at  the  end  and bowing his head to his wife and this man.  He had done it.  He had curtseyed to his wife.  He felt utterly humiliated and defeated.

“Well,  isn’t  that  just  divine,”  said  Jackie.    She  was  glowing.    Her nipples poked out hard through her silver suit and even showed beneath the white lace cover she wore over her shoulders.  “Very submissive, darling.”

Walter turned bright red.

“What a good girl, you’re becoming,” she added.  “Isn’t he Nikki?”

Nikki smiled evilly.  “Oh yes.  A very good girl.”

Walter felt like he shrank.  Jackie, Nikki and the man suddenly seemed larger to him.

“Anyways, darling, we’re  off to the  beach, but while  we’re here, why don’t you be a good girl and fetch us a couple drinks,” said Jackie.

Walter felt like a knife had been twisted in his ego.  She was using him as a serving girl  in front of this man?  He could say nothing though, unless he wanted to be punished, which he most certainly did not.  Not that he feared a spanking  or  something  like  that,  he  told  himself,  but  Amanda  had  a  real variety  of  ironic  and  humiliating  punishments  in  her  toolbox  and  the  last thing he wanted was to test her creativity.  So he obeyed.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Walter helplessly.

“Nikki will have water.  Randle will have something with rum and I’ll have— well, you know what I like, darling.”

Walter trembled with... something.  Was it humiliation?  Was it anger?

Was it desperation of some sort?  Was it fear?  Jackie held the only key to his freedom as she was the only one who could let him out, but the tone in her voice told him she liked what she saw.  No... she  loved what she saw.  Worse yet,  who  was  this  man?    Had  she  taken  another  lover?    Was  she  like  the trophy wife now?  Was she planning to turn him into a sissy maid and make him serve both her and some man?  That thought added a new level of fear to this.  It also, for reasons Walter could not understand, made him hard.

“Yes, Ma’am,” squeaked Walter.

Walter  tottered  over  to  the  bar.    His  erection  swung  before  him  as  he walked.  Only the cover-up kept it hidden at all, and then only just; anyone looking would have seen the cover-up tented out rather far.

He ordered the drinks with the bartender.

“Is that your wife?” asked the bartender.

Walter nodded his head.

The  bartender  whistled  as  he  glanced  over  Walter’s  shoulder.    “She’s hot, man.”

Walter groaned.

As  the  bartender  made  the  drinks,  Walter  thought  about  all  the  things he wanted to say to his wife.  He wanted to tell her off for bringing him here, for  trying  to  feminize  him,  for  telling  them  to  make  him  servile  and submissive.  “At least she could have made me a normal woman!  Not this— whatever I am!”  He wanted to tell her this was never going to work.  When they got home, he was taking all of this off, and she couldn’t stop him!  He would stop the hormones, his brea— the things on his chest would go away.

They would fade away.  He would look like this Randle guy again (well, sort of, he never looked like that, but if he hit the gym for real, he would!).  He was going to show her too.  He was going to take charge and make sure this never  happened  again.    She  was  going  on  a  budget,  no  credit  cards,  no authority, no decisions.  He was the man of the house, and that’s how it was going to be.  She was going to respect him.  This whole nightmare was going to be forgotten!

The bartender handed him the drinks.  “I don’t envy you, man,” he said.

“Why?”

“You have to go serve your wife in a bikini?  She’s never gonna respect

you again, man.”

Walter pursed his lips to hide the effete feeling this caused to wash over him.  The bartender was right though, Walter felt pathetic.  He was no man, not like this.  What he do though?  Maybe... just maybe... maybe it was time to speak his mind?  Maybe, it was time for Walter to tell Jackie exactly what he was thinking!

Walter  snatched  the  drinks  and  took  a  deep  breath  to  steel  his determination.  He had a lot to say.  He was going to say it too.  He spun on his heels and tottered furiously back over to his wife.  She was laughing with Randle.

“I’m giving her a piece of my mind,” he growled to himself.  His heels made  a  powerful  thudding  sound  as  he  stormed  over  to  her:     THUD! 

THUD!  THUD!  THUD!  THUD! “Then we’re packing up and leaving.”

THUD!  THUD!  THUD!  THUD! 

Walter reached his wife...

... and he lost his nerve.

“Thank you, darling,” said Jackie and she took the drinks.  She handed one to Randle.

Walter said nothing.  He just stood there stunned.

“It’s too bad you can’t join us on the beach,” continued Jackie, “but I know you’re busy with your training.”  She looked him up and down.  “You look  fabulous,  by  the  way.    I  love  your  wedges.    I’ll  have  to  get  some  like that when we get home.”  She then kissed Walter on the cheek, took Randle’s hand, and they walked off toward the beach together.

Walter watched her go.  He’d never said a word.  Not a single word.

Amanda  and  Kim  came  to  him  a  moment  later.    The  three  of  them watched  Jackie  and  Randle  giggle  and  laugh  and  playfully  pull  each  other along the path toward the beach.  Nikki joined too.

“That looked awkward,” said Kim.

Walter didn’t know how to answer that.  Of course, it did.  But why had it?  Why had he just stood there?  Didn’t it bother him that his wife had left him here to be feminized and felt up by crazy old men and oversexed women while she went walking hand-in-hand with another man?  Yes, it did.  Didn’t it bother him even more that he couldn’t even bring himself to confront her?

Absolutely.    Didn’t  it  bother  him  even  more  that  he  had  gotten  hard  during this  encounter  and  that  even  now  he  was  desperate  to  jerk  himself  off?

Maybe it didn’t... and that’s what bothered him the most.  Why was he turned

on to be so dismissed?

“It’s ok,” said Kim in her helpful, optimistic tone.

Walter stared at her.  “It’s ok?  How?”

Kim shrugged her shoulders, acknowledging she had nothing to offer.

Instead, she smiled kindly and said, “At least, it gives you something to think about tonight.”

Walter rolled his eyes.  He couldn’t imagine thinking about this as he jerked  himself  off  under  Kim’s  watchful  eye  that  night.    But  when  the  time came, it was all he could think about.  He saw his wife, he saw the man and he  saw  himself.    He  was  on  his  knees  before  them.    Jackie  was  sipping  her drink.    She  wore  the  same  dress  and  heels.    For  some  reason,  the  man  was naked in Walter’s vision and his penis was hanging between his legs.  It was many times longer than his own.  Jackie snickered.

“Look how small you’ve gotten, darling,” said Jackie.  “Compare it to Randle.”

Walter blushed.  His tiny penis grew hard, but it was still so small.

“You’ve become Wendy for real.”

Walter  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  but  he  had  no  idea  what  to  say.

Then Jackie crouched down.  She held a measuring tape in her hand.  She set one end against the skin of his crotch and rolled the measuring tape out to the end  of  his  penis,  giving  every  valley  or  ridge  full  credit  for  length.    She glanced down at the number and shook her head; she sighed.

“Nice try, darling.”

Jackie  then  turned  without  standing  and  grabbed  Randle’s  penis  with her  free  hand.    She  stroked  the  underside  of  his  shaft  causing  the  penis  to grow  to  full  size.    Then  she  set  the  edge  of  the  measuring  tape  against  his body  and  unrolled  it  along  the  length  of  Randle’s  stiff  shaft  and  head.    She leaned to within inches of his penis and peeked at the number with one eye.

Then she braced the head of his penis with the fingertips of one hand and she kissed it.

“Much better,” she said.

Walter  was  burning  with  curiosity  to  know  the  difference.    He  could see the difference, but what was the number?

“But  she  won’t  tell  me,”  said  Walter  between  clenched  teeth  as  his penis  exploded  sticky  white  fluid  into  his  hand  and  over  his  panties.    He stroked it twice more to empty it.

“I told you it excited you,” said Kim and she kissed him on the cheek.

Kim  then  wiped  him  down,  slipped  his  panties  back  into  place,  bound  his hand once more, and left him to sleep.

It had been a long day... relatively speaking.

Chapter Twenty-Four: “Ladies’ Maids” 

—o—

 

A  day  or  so  later,  Walter  found  himself  being  taken  to  a  conference room  for  more  lessons.    He  wore  the  lime-green  pencil  skirt,  white  vest, fuchsia blouse combo.  On his feet were the tall black and white sandals.  The pencil  skirt  kept  Walter  from  moving  his  legs  apart  more  than  a  few centimeters at a time.  The tall heels made balancing a challenge and forced him  to  take  tiny  steps.    Between  the  sandals  and  the  pencil  skirt,  Walter barely made any progress as he walked.  What’s more, these items forced him to  totter  or  sashay  rather  than  walk  like  a  man  or  even  a  typical  woman  in office heels.  This walk was becoming much more natural to him, though he still  felt  so  unmanly  tottering  slowly  along.    He  felt  particularly  unmanly today, as he tottered along the concrete path through the palm trees with Kim and  Amanda  easily  keeping  pace  with  him  in  their  rather  high,  but  lower-than-his heels and their loose skirts; they wore black slingbacks today rather than  pumps.    In  fact,  he  felt  downright  sissyish  with  the  adjustments  they’d made to his walk.

Walter  also  had  begun  to  carry  a  purse  containing  his  makeup.    The women  had  been  teaching  him  to  touch  up  his  makeup  from  time  to  time.

That  didn’t  help  his  anguished  sense  of  manhood  either.    The  purse  was  a light  pink  leather  bag  with  a  half-inch  shoulder  strap  and  a  platinum  buckle on  the  front.    Kim  taught  him  to  sling  it  over  his  shoulder  and  then  run  his arm through the strap, holding his arm parallel to the ground and letting his wrist hang limp over the purse.

You go girlfriend, laughed the small voice inside.

He tried to ignore it, but he felt weak carrying the purse.

As  they  reached  the  end  of  the  path  they  were  on,  they  came  across another  path  which  ran  to  the  beach  and  the  sea  in  one  direction  and  back toward the heart of the resort in the other.  Walter had never come this way before.    For  an  instance,  he  contemplated  trying  to  escape,  but  Kim  and Amanda’s  slingbacks  and  loose  skirts  were  like  shorts  and  running  shoes compared to his restrictive clothes; he could never outrun them.  And where would he go in any event?  The impulse to escape seemed more of a joke to him now than anything legitimate.  His thoughts of escape faded.

“Turn left,” said Amanda.

Walter turned left toward the heart of the resort.

After another thirty yards, they emerged from the palm tree canopy into the main square of the resort.  The hut with the front desk was here as was the French  restaurant.    To  the  left  was  an  open  air  lounge  which  doubled  as  a game  room  and  a  stage  for  nightly  entertainment.    To  the  right  was  a  spa.

Ahead  to  the  left,  was  a  raised  mound.    Standing  on  the  raised  mound  was what appeared to be a wooden pillory like those of the colonial era.  This was a  wooden  stand  about  shoulder  high  where  criminals  could  be  locked  up  in older  times  for  public  display  in  a  rather  humiliating  way  by  making  them stand  in  the  pillory  with  their  heads  and  hands  shoved  through  holes  in  the wood,  which  were  then  locked  off  to  prevent  the  person  from  pulling  them back out.  This left the criminals at the mercy of the public.

The  pillory  stood  atop  the  raised  mound  and  could  be  approached  by paths from front or back.  On the sides, the mound was grass with a ring of pretty flowerbeds filled with red and pink flowers at the base of the mound.

A tiny stand of palm trees also stood near the pillory providing shade.  Guests walked past the pillory with most stopping to examine it.

“What is that?” asked Walter, suspecting it was an historical decoration to  suggest  some  supposed  pirate  history  of  this  island.    Pirates  were  always popular with island tourists.

“Sometimes, little girls need special punishments,” said Amanda.

“You put people in that?” asked Walter incredulously.

“Sometimes.”

“For how long?”

“Until they learn their lessons.”

“Doesn’t that look like fun, Wendy?” snickered Kim.

“Loads,” said Walter sarcastically.

Amanda  pushed  Walter  to  continue.    The  conference  room  was  up ahead on the right.  Walter tottered his way there.  He noticed lots of couples walking  along,  which  wasn’t  surprising  as  this  was  the  heart  of  the  resort.

Most  were  male-female,  though  there  were  also  some  female-female couples.  He wondered how many of those women had once been men... or might still be.
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Walter  walked  into  the  conference  room  to  find  Dale  already  there

along with another woman dressed similarly to Amanda and Kim.  Her name was  Gloria.    Dale  was  dressed  identically  to  Walter  in  a  lime-green  pencil skirt,  fuchsia  blouse  and  white  vest.    He  too  wore  tall  black  and  white sandals;  he  seemed  quite  graceful  in  these.    His  hair  was  longer  than  it  had been,  and  had  been  dyed  blonde,  and  he  wore  perfect  enough  makeup  to make him hard to recognize as a man.

“Hi Walter,” said Dale.

Walter grimaced.  Dale had called him “Walter” and, because of it, he knew  he  now  needed  to  “correct”  Dale  by  telling  him  his  name  was  now Wendy,  otherwise  Amanda  would  punish  him.    He  always  felt  submissive whenever he seemed to be doing the program’s bidding, and admitting they had changed his name was doing their bidding-est.  He had no choice though.

“It’s Wendy now,” said Walter.

He felt dirty.  He felt a squishy sense of weakness creep up his spine.

Then he realized his wrist still hung limp and he snapped it straight.  Not  in front of Dale!

“‘Wendy’.  Ok.  I’m ‘Daisy’ now,” said Dale amiably.

Walter  shuddered  at  the  ease  with  which  Dale  had  said  this.    It  was almost like he liked it, or so thought Walter.  And did he really smile when he said  it?    “How  can  Dale  accept  these  things  so  easily?”  wondered  Walter.

Walter couldn’t.  He wouldn’t.  Never.  He would not give in.

Dale on the hand...

In  fact,  why  was  Dale  here?    He  bore  no  relation  to  Walter.    What’s more, he made Walter uneasy.  The little bit of time Walter had known him now, he struck Walter as exactly what Walter feared he would become if he ever  gave  in  to  that  crazy  voice  inside  him  wanting  to  be  feminized.    Dale struck Walter as weak, compliant... hardly manly.  He saw him as content to be  dominated  and  would  probably  happily  serve  his  wife.    He  was  what Walter feared he might become if he gave in to his feminine impulses.  That made him nervous being near Dale.

Dale  leaned  in  close  and  asked  in  a  low  voice:    “What’s  wrong  with your voice?”

Walter froze.  “What about my voice?”

“I don’t know... it’s different.”

“Different how?”

“It’s kind of higher, I guess.  Kind of like a girl’s.  It wasn’t that high before, was it?”

Walter  was  stunned.    Could  that  be  true?    He  tried  to  remind  himself that  this  was  coming  from  a  man  dressed  like  a  woman  who  was  mastering heels  and  feminine  posture  at  record  speed;  hence,  Walter  should  take anything he said accusing Walter of femininity with a grain of salt.  Maybe a mountain of salt.  Still... what if he was right?

“All right, ladies,” said Gloria to Amanda and Kim, diverting Walter’s attention.  “We have a lot to do this beautiful morning.  Let’s start by getting the girls to change clothes.  Those are fundamental skills.”

“Changing clothes is a skill?” wondered Walter doubtfully.

Nevertheless,  Kim  and  Amanda  started  scurrying  around  the  room, gathering things they needed.

Gloria then spoke to Walter and Dale directly.  “As for you girls, today you’re going to start learning to serve your wives properly as ladies maids.

You’ve  already  had  some  basic  training  in  how  to  be  feminine  and  some advanced training like how to serve as waitresses.  Today, we start putting it all together and teaching you to apply those skills in a personal manner and to adopt  the  appropriate  attitude  required  of  the  most  exquisite  ladies  maids,  a noble profession indeed, in whose high-heeled footsteps you are following.”

Walter  pursed  his  lips.    So  Jackie  had  chosen  this,  had  she?    She wanted a maid.

“What  do  we  need  to  do,  Miss  Gloria?”  asked  Dale,  making  Walter’s eyes roll at the easy with which he complied.  Everything Dale did seemed to confirm Walter’s opinion of Dale.  Walter wasn’t going to give in so easily, he told himself.

“Look, I don’t want to be anyone’s maid,” said Walter.

Gloria smiled condescendingly at Walter.  “That may be, but what you want no longer what matters.  That is what you’re here to learn, and you’re going to learn it.  In fact, I’m going to make it my mission, Wendy, to make sure that you become the best ladies maid we’ve ever produced.”

Walter pursed his lips, but it was a futile gesture.

“Here’s  what’s  going  to  happen,”  continued  Gloria.    “You  girls  will help each other change, just as you would a mistress.  One of you will start by  helping  the  other  undress.    Then  you  will  dress  the  other  in  their  maid uniform.    You  will  switch  positions  then  and  you  will  be  stripped  and  re-dressed  in  your  uniform  as  well.    After  that,  you  will  apply  each  other’s makeup.    These  are  duties  you  will  be  expected  to  do  for  your  mistresses every  day,  so  it  is  important  that  you  learn  to  do  them  now,  and  do  them properly.”

They wanted him to strip Dale and dress him?  Were they crazy?  Even worse, they wanted him to let Dale strip him and dress him?  This was far too much  to  ask.    Not  another  man  and  certainly  not  Dale!    Heck,  bring  back Nikki!  Walter rolled his eyes unhappily.

Gloria stared tensely at Walter for what seemed like an eternity.  “You are  quickly  meriting  an  attitude  adjustment,  Wendy.    Now  do  as  you  have been instructed and help Daisy change.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Walter cautiously.  He’d dodged a punishment, he could tell, but it was close.  “All right Dale— er,  Daisy, do as I say and we’ll get through this quickly.”

Dale nodded his head.

“Stand still and I’ll undress you first,” commanded Walter.

“No,” snapped Gloria.  “You do not give orders to a mistress.”

“But I—”

“Daisy  will  begin  instead.    You,  Wendy,  will  watch  and  learn.

Observe,” said Gloria coldly.

Walter  sighed  his  frustration  but  moved  to  where  Dale  stood.    Walter stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room  now  as  Dale  moved  about  him.    Walter glanced at the clothes Amanda and Kim had assembled.  The standard ladies maid uniform the resort used looked a lot like a French Maid costume, right down to the short black dress with the low-cut top with the white frilly trim.

There were also stockings, a garter belt, and tall black stiletto sandals.  He’d read  many  stories  involving  French  Maid  costumes  but  never  thought  he’d actually be wearing one, especially in front of Jackie.  He turned his attention back  to  Dale.    Dale  needed  to  undress  Walter,  but  Dale  looked  confused where to start.

“Start in the back,” said Walter.

“Do not instruct Daisy.  He must do this himself,” said the woman.

“I’m just trying to help.”

“No  Wendy,  you  are  trying  to  control,”  said  the  woman.    “You  are trying to place yourself in charge of Daisy.  That is not your place anymore.

Now stay silent and let Daisy handle his own duties.”

Walter  clenched  his  jaw,  but  stopped  talking.    He  would  need  to  trust Dale.

“Don’t worry, Wendy, I can do it,” said Dale.

“Swell,” said Walter unhappily.

Dale moved behind Walter and unzipped Walter’s skirt.  Walter felt it loosen around his waist.  It was a strange, vulnerable feeling to be undressed by  another  person,  especially  a  man.    He’d  never  experienced  that  before.

Dale then slid his fingers inside the skirt and started to work it down Walter’s hips.  He had trouble at that point, getting it past Walter’s wide hips.  Walter blushed at this.  He knew the reason for Dale’s struggle was that his hips had expanded as a result of the hormones and were now as wide as most women his size.

Walter started to help and Gloria stopped him:  “The ladies maid does all the work, not the mistress.  Let Daisy do her duties.”

Dale tried again.

“I got it,” said Dale finally and he worked it down Walter’s hips inch by inch on each side.  He pulled it to the floor, where Walter stepped out of it.  Dale took the skirt and hung it in the closet.

“Excellent choice, Daisy,” said Gloria.  “Always hang clothes in their proper place in the closet.  Never leave your mistress’s clothes lying around.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dale.

Dale returned to Walter and unbuttoned the vest and pulled it off.  He then started on Walter’s blouse.  The buttons were a problem because of his long painted nails; he couldn’t get a good hold on them.  As a result, Dale’s fingers  seemed  to  roam  everywhere  and  in  every  direction  around  each button.  Around the neck, this had not been an issue, but when the time came for  Dale  to  open  the  buttons  around  Walter’s  ample  breasts,  things  became problematic.

Dale stared at Walter’s chest, making Walter blush.

“What’s the problem?” asked Walter pensively when Dale hesitated.

Dale twisted his lips.  “I’m just trying to work something out.”

“It’s a button.  Just open it.”

“Yeah, but you’ve—”

“What?”

Dale looked sheepish.  “You’ve got breasts.”

Walter turned positively red.  “Just open the blouse,  Daisy!” he yelled.

Dale  nodded  his  head  and  in  a  panic  jammed  his  fingers  right  in between Walter’s cleavage to reach the button.  The touch of his fingers sent a  shockwave  racing  through  Walter,  making  Walter’s  nipples  skyrocket  to hardness and his penis jump to erection.  Walter jumped back and covered his nipples with his arms.

“What are you doing?!” he gasped.

“Stop  interfering,  Wendy.    Let  Daisy  do  as  he’s  been  instructed  or you’ll be punished,” said Gloria.

“Careful, Wendy, she means it,” whispered Kim in his ear.

Walter  bit  his  tongue  and  hesitantly  dropped  his  arm  to  his  side, revealing his still hard nipples poking through the blouse.  He did his best to stand  still.    As  he  did,  uncomfortable  images  of  Dale  fondling  his  breasts began to fill his mind and made him shudder.

Dale now saw the nipples hard for the first time and made this awkward situation even worse:  “Oh my,” he said.

Walter instinctively covered his nipples with his arm once more, until he realized he was acting like a woman and that Gloria was glaring at him.

He yanked his arm away again.  “Get on with it,” he growled.

Dale nodded his head.  “Sorry.”

“Last warning,” said the woman to Walter.

Dale dove in once more.

Walter  felt  intensely  vulnerable  and  humiliated  and,  honestly,  rather excited, as Dale fumbled with the button.  It was taking him forever to grab it and as he tried, his fingers were rubbing all over Walter’s breasts right in the middle  of  his  cleavage,  a  part  which  was  especially  sensitive.    This  was making Walter’s penis throb and it was making him breathe harder.

“Is  he  doing  this  intentionally?    Is  he  playing  with  my  chest?”

wondered Walter.

Dale  finally  pressed  into  one  breast,  pushing  the  nipple  upward  and forward, as he circled the button and grabbed it.  He opened it; it was done.

He breathed a sigh of relief, as did Walter.  Dale then opened the rest.  It took time,  but  Dale  finally  removed  the  shirt.    When  he  did,  he  could  not  stop himself and he stared right at Walter’s chest.  His jaw dropped.

“You’re huge!” he gasped.

Walter burned with shame.

“Sorry,” said Dale softly.

“Get on with it,” spat Walter.

With the blouse off and in the closet, Dale crouched down and pulled down Walter’s panties.  This was easier, except as he did it, Walter’s erection popped out into view.  It had a rather wet and sticky tip from Dale messing with Walter’s breasts.  There was no way Dale didn’t notice, thought Walter unhappily.  Even worse, as Dale crouched there, working to pull the panties down  Walter’s  legs,  Walter’s  erection  bobbed  and  throbbed  inches  from Dale’s mouth, and Walter could actually feel Dale’s breath on it.

Walter  was  greatly  relieved  when  Dale  finally  got  the  panties  off  and started  removing  his  black  and  white  heels.    Having  another  man  touch  his feet was weird and uncomfortable but not nearly as uncomfortable as having that same man breathing on his penis.
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With Walter finally naked except for the corset, it was time for Dale to dress  him  in  the  maid  uniform.    This  promised  to  be  another  strange adventure  as  Walter  had  never  had  anyone  dress  him  before,  least  of  all  a man.    It  started  poorly  too  with  Dale  choosing  to  pull  the  stockings  up Walter’s  legs  first.    He  was  careful  not  to  touch  Walter’s  legs  as  best  he could,  but  his  fingers  (particularly  his  nails)  kept  brushing  against  Walter’s thighs  and  inner  thighs  as  he  pulled  the  lace  band  into  place.    These  little brushes  and  touches  tickled  and  made  Walter’s  manhood  grow  stiff.    Dale and Walter both tried to ignore this, but it obviously embarrassed them both.

Then Dale slipped the black high-heeled sandals on Walter’s feet.  This choice angered Walter because Walter had hoped to spend as much time out of the heels as possible because he only ever got to be out of heels when he changed or showered.  Dale choosing to slip those right back on his feet right away  denied  him  this  temporary  freedom.    Even  worse,  as  he  slipped  the heels  into  place  and  struggled  with  the  buckles  (again  because  of  his  nails), he kept inadvertently tickling Walter’s feet.  This made Walter’s erection bob and dance embarrassingly.

Finally, Walter’s heels were in place and Dale decided to do Walter’s panties next.

This is when things went really wrong.

Dale  held  up  Walter’s  new  panties  to  make  sure  he  had  the  fronts.

These  were  black  lace  thongs.    Walter,  however,  remained  hard,  first  from Dale fondling his breasts and then from Dale tickling his thighs.  That meant Dale would need to find a way to get Walter’s erection inside the panties.  He could  not  just  pull  them  up  over  it,  because  the  material  would  not  stretch enough; he would need to shove Walter’s penis into the panties.  That meant grabbing Walter’s penis.

That was a problem.

Dale  stared  at  Walter’s  erection  with  pursed  lips.    He  kept  glancing back  and  forth  between  the  panties  and  the  erection,  trying  to  solve  this problem in his head.  He seemed to be a little lost.

“I’ll do it,” said Walter finally.

“Daisy will do it,” countered Gloria.

Walter shook his head.  “I’m not letting him touch my dick!”

“You will do as you’re told.  Now be still.”

Walter glared at her and considered very seriously whether or not to tell her off.  “I should tell her ‘no way’ and storm out of—”  Walter was cut off mid-thought,  however.    As  he  imagined  himself  walking  out  the  door  and none  of  the  women  knowing  what  to  do  to  stop  him,  something  warm  and soft wrapped itself firmly around his shaft.  This came as a total shock to him and Walter snapped his head around to see what was happening!  He saw that Dale  had  grabbed  his  erection  and  was  busy  stuffing  it  back  inside  his panties.  He could not believe Dale was handling his penis!  What’s more, he couldn’t  believe  Dale  was  doing  it  so  casually  and  so  indifferently.    Dale didn’t seem to be blushing or anything.

“You— you grabbed my—  me!” gasped Walter.

“Yeah.  Had to,” said Dale casually.  He still held Walter’s penis.

It was throbbing.

Walter  was  stunned.    Dale  had  touched  his  penis.  Dale!    Dale.  had.

grabbed. his. penis!  He had manipulated his penis.  Dale.  Walter saw visions of Dale stroking him as Walter stood there breathing hard and writhing like a woman in heat.  He saw his own girly nipples shooting up and Dale playing with them with his tongue, and he recalled the feel of Dale fondling them a few minutes before.  It was horrifying!

Before Walter even knew he had acted, he had yanked his penis away from  Dale’s  hand  and  was  racing  toward  the  door,  wearing  only  the stockings, the heels and the corset.  It was time to flee.

He didn’t get far.

Halfway to the door, Kim and Amanda came up on either side of him and grabbed his arms.  He squealed, “Let go!” in a high pitch girly voice, and he jerked his arms left and right to break their grips.  They were too strong for him, however... or perhaps, he had become too weak.  His breasts jiggled all  over  as  he  struggled.    The  realization  of  that  feeling  and  the  fact  of  his voice being so high pitched and the fact he had been too weak to break free overwhelmed him.  He collapsed to the floor.

“My breasts jiggle like molds of jello and I sound like a teenage girl!”

he whined.

He  lay  there  in  a  defeated  lump  until  Kim  and  Amanda  stood  him  up again.

“You need to learn your place, Wendy,” said Gloria.

“Busted,” whispered Kim to his left.

“Take him to the square.”

Walter glanced at the faces of the three women around him.  Amanda looked disappointed.  Kim looked amused.  Gloria looked... satisfied?

Walter was worried.

Chapter Twenty-Five: “A Very Public Display” 
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Walter  had  made  a  huge  mistake  and  he  knew  it.    He  had  broken  the rule  about  obedience  badly.    There  was  nothing  he  could  do  about  it  either, except accept whatever punishment they intended.  So he followed Amanda and Kim as they took him from the room and marched him down the path.

He wasn’t sure where they were going, except “the square.”  He didn’t know what  that  meant,  but  something  told  him  asking  wasn’t  wise.    He  felt ashamed he had collapsed into a lump on the floor.

“It  must  have  been  the  hormones,”  he  told  himself,  because  he  would never fall apart like that.

“Turn here,” said Amanda.

They  turned  right  and  headed  for  the  heart  of  the  resort.    Their  heels marked their progress with muted clicks off the concrete as they approached the  French  restaurant.    A  number  of  other  guests  and  couples  stopped  to watch as he walked by; he caught their interest clearly.  Perhaps they knew he was  to  be  punished.    Or  maybe  it  was  the  way  he  was  dressed  which  drew their attention, as he wore only the black high-heeled sandals, dark stockings and  the  white  corset;  one  of  the  women  had  yanked  down  the  panties  Dale never quite got into place.  As a result, Walter’s penis swung freely back and forth in the open air with each step.

“Turn left here.”

They  passed  the  French  restaurant.    The  guests  sitting  on  the  patio watched him walk by.  Many of the women giggled when they saw him.  A few  even  pointed  at  him.    The  men  looked  uncomfortable  and  typically averted  their  eyes.    A  murmur  arose  among  the  guests  and  several  began  to follow him from the patio to see what was going to happen.

“What do they know?” he wondered pensively.

Walter  came  around  a  palm  tree  and  saw  the  small  knoll  between  the restaurant  and  the  front  desk  upon  which  stood  the  wooden  pillory  he  had seen earlier.  He froze when he saw it.  Realization of what was to come had set in.

“You’re not really putting me in that, are you?” he gasped.

“It’s an effective tool for learning,” said Amanda.

“But it’s— it’s so—  public!”

“Obviously.  There wouldn’t be any point if it was hidden away, would there?” asked Kim.

Walter  glared  at  her  flippancy.    Though,  she  was  right  of  course.    “I don’t suppose there’s any chance I could apologize and—”

“Forget it, Wendy,” said Amanda.

She gave him a light shove from behind to get him moving again.  He started walking up the concrete path which led up the knoll to the pillory.  He saw people starting to gather from all directions to watch.  Most of these were women  and  they  seemed  quite  amused.    They  reached  the  pillory  a  few moments  later.    Amanda  undid  the  lock  and  pulled  up  the  top  wooden  bar.

This effectively opened the three holes to let Walter slide his wrists and head inside them.

“Is  there  some  other  punishment  we  could  do  instead?”  asked  Walter nervously.

“Place your head in the center gap.”

“No huh?”

“Center gap, Wendy,” was all Amanda said.

Walter  looked  at  the  half-circle  gap  and  swallowed  hard  as  it  now struck  him  that  he  would  be  stuck  in  this  thing  until  they  released  him;  he would be helpless.  This really was a sort of prison.

“How— how long do I need to stay in this thing?” he asked.

“Until we’re ready to release you.”

“When will that be?”

“When we feel you’ve earned your release,” said Amanda.  “Put your head in the gap.”

Walter  bit  his  lip.    “Like  twenty  minutes?”  he  asked  hopefully.    He glanced  at  Kim,  who  she  shook  her  head.    It  seemed  this  could  be  a  much longer punishment than that.

“Can  I  at  least  get  something  to  cover  my,  uh,  you  know?”  asked Walter.

“No,” said Amanda.

“That’s part of the lesson,” said Kim.

That sounded ominous to Walter.  “Can I at least take off the heels?”

Amanda glared at him.

“That’s part of the lesson too,” said Kim.  Then she smiled.  “Think of how much you’re going to learn!”

Walter couldn’t even pretend to smile.

“Last chance.  Place your head in the center gap,” said Amanda.

Walter  knew  he  had  no  choice.    He  faced  the  device.    He  sighed unhappily.    Then  he  reluctantly  bent  over  to  almost  a  ninety-degree  angle  –

seemingly  projecting  his  soft  round  rear  invitingly  out  behind  him,  and  lay his neck across the device into the carved out half circle in the center, leaving his  head  on  one  side  and  his  body  on  the  other.    He  simultaneously  slipped his wrists up onto the device into the other two half circle cutouts.  Amanda then  brought  the  wooden  bar  down,  closing  it  and  trapping  his  arms  and head.  She worked the lock, locking him into place where he stood with his rear  thrust  out  behind  him,  his  penis  dangling  in  the  open  air  between  his legs.

Kim  now  parted  his  hair  into  two  bunches  and  clipped  them  into ponytails on either side.  She tied each off with a pink ribbon, making Walter feel very girly.  He realized this was calculated to create the maximum effect, as he must have looked like some sexy young treat from a porno magazine in his high heels, spread wide to give him balance, and tall enough to make his legs and rear oh so curvy, with his naked rear plumped out by the angle like he  was  asking  someone  to  come  play  with  it,  and  his  sissy-ponytails suggesting  the  naughty  little  girl.    Even  his  breasts  must  have  looked enormous  and  inviting  hanging  down  heavily  into  the  corset  cups,  which provided  little  support  at  this  angle.    He  could  tell  his  penis  was  out  in  the open  for  all  to  see,  the  way  he  had  spread  his  legs;  his  sack  swayed  as  he shifted his weight on the difficult heels.

As a last touch, Kim touched up his lipstick.

“There,” she said.  “Perfect.”

“How long do I need to stay like this?” asked Walter again worriedly.

Amanda ignored him.  “Your lesson has begun,” she said.

Kim smiled sweetly and kissed his forehead.  “Good luck!”

“Please, you can’t leave me like this,” pleaded Walter as he scanned the growing  crowd  and  became  increasingly  conscious  of  the  fact  he  could  do nothing  if  they  chose  to  do  something...  anything  –  his  mind  thought  of  the “handsy” man at the pool once more and he cringed.  He was helpless.

“You need to learn to obey, Wendy,” said Amanda.

“You did bring this on yourself,” agreed Kim.

“This will teach you.”

Both  women  then  walked  away,  leaving  Walter  alone  atop  the  small knoll,  locked  in  the  pillory.    Everywhere  he  could  see  –  he  could  only  see

ahead  of  him  for  the  most  part  –  people  were  watching  him,  snickering  or chatting.    He  felt  like  a  lamb  that  had  somehow  found  itself  in  a  circle  of slowly waking lions.
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It didn’t take long for the first guests to approach Walter.  These were mainly  women  as  the  few  men  in  the  crowd  hung  back  out  of embarrassment.    Also,  Walter  guessed  that  if  the  female  guests  were  like Jackie,  then  they  were  a  fairly  dominant  bunch  and  more  likely  to  want  to come see the helpless man.  Either way, two women came up the path in front of him and an unknown number behind.  They looked him over, giggling the entire time.  It was humiliating being under such close inspection, especially with his penis free and now erect beneath him.  He said nothing though, and they  didn’t  speak  to  him  either.    Instead,  they  tittered  and  giggled  amongst themselves.

“Have you ever seen anything like this?”  giggle giggle

“What do you think he did?”

“Look how hard he is.”  giggle giggle

The  humiliation  of  being  so  on  display,  an  object  of  amusement  for these women, was intense.  Making it even worse, he was acutely aware that he couldn’t stop them if they chose to do anything.  He was at their mercy, and  that  made  him  jump  at  any  hint  that  someone  might  touch  him  or  grab him or...???

“I should have them put Frank in this.”  giggle giggle

“Look at it sway.”  giggle giggle

One  of  the  women  raised  her  camera  and  took  his  picture.    Others followed  her  example.    Then  he  heard  the  sound  of  flip-flops  approach behind  him.    Then  giggling.    The  giggling  suggested  two  younger  women were taking pictures of his manhood and pretending to do things with it for camera.  He braced himself to be touched, but none of them actually did.  He could only imagine what they were pretending to do.

“There’s not a single hair.”  giggle giggle

“Are we allowed to touch it?”

“I think so.”

“Do you want to touch it?”

“You first.”

Walter felt a long finger touch the center of his back and trace his spine to the top of his butt crack.  He shuddered at this woman’s touch and thought for  a  moment  he  might  ejaculate.    He  winced,  however,  and  that  seemed  to stop anything further in that direction for the moment at least.  His dick was certainly on edge!

“Did you see that?  It was throbbing or something.”  giggle giggle

“It still is.  Look at it shake.”

“It’s kind of small, isn’t it?”  giggle giggle

“Tiny really.”

He  felt  another  finger  poke  his  butt.    Then  it  withdrew,  followed  by more giggling.

More  women  slowly  moved  in  closer.    They  now  moved  around  him freely,  examining  his  body,  taking  pictures  and  making  little  comments  to their friends.  He felt like an animal in a zoo, something less than human.  He was certainly something less than male right now.

“He must be so turned on.”

He wanted to scream that he wasn’t, but they would know better.  They could  see  it;  he  was  turned  on,  and  that  troubled  him.    This  brought  out exactly  what  he  had  always  feared  by  giving  in  to  his  feminization,  that  he would end up an object, a feminized toy for the now-superior women around him.    That  fear  had  now  come  true  in  spectacular  fashion  and  rather  than being upset or determined to fight back, he felt an intense thrill.  How could this thrill him, he asked himself?

“Look at his pretty toenails.”  giggle giggle

“In heels too.”

“How tight is his corset?!”

More women approached and took pictures behind him.  He heard them adjusting their positions as another woman took the photos.  He even felt the warmth  of  a  set  of  fingers  near  his  balls.    Apparently,  pictures  of  them pretending to play with a helpless man’s balls would be the highlight of their vacations.    He  wondered  how  many  of  these  women  would  share  them  as vacation photos.

“His breasts are bigger than mine!  How is that fair?”

“Maybe you should go through the program,” laughed her friend.

“If I got breasts like that, I wouldn’t mind!”

Walter  cringed.    His  breasts  weren’t  that  large.    They  couldn’t  be,  he told himself, even if he had been unknowingly taking hormones for months,

they couldn’t be that large.  These women had to be exaggerating.

“I’d cut those off.”  giggle giggle

“I’d keep them.  They’d be a fun reminder.  ‘Look what you were!’”

“I love the corset.”

Walter  was  awash  in  erotic  tension,  terror,  humiliation,  and capitulation.  Walter’s mind swung wildly between wanting to scream to try to  scare  these  women  away,  wanting  to  cry,  and  wanting  to  surrender  and embrace  his  submission.    Indeed,  as  strange  as  it  sounded,  the  little  voice inside him – a voice which seemed to be growing day by day at this point – told him to submit.  Let these women take control.  You’ll be happier as their pet.   He suddenly wanted to stroke himself badly and he actually wished, for an instant at least, that one of these women would take his penis in her hand and ruthlessly jerk him off until he came.

“I should ask one to play with me,” he thought.

Whoa!  Don’t think like that!  his rational mind screamed.

Give  in  to  it.    They’re  turning  you  into  a  woman  anyways.    Enjoy  it! 

countered the voice.

“I won’t!  I can’t!  I’m a man!”

A man with breasts!  A man in high heels wishing strangers would play with his erection.  Is that a man?  Give in Wendy. 

Walter  wouldn’t  give  in  though.    He  wouldn’t  submit  and  become Jackie’s little sissygirl for the rest of his life.  He refused.  He simply could not imagine letting Jackie make all the decisions for him.  That just made his skin crawl.  Nor could he look Nikki in the eyes again if he was in a dress and had  breasts  and  answered  to  a  girl’s  name;  she  would  laugh  so  hard  at  how far he had fallen.  And how could he ever go back to work and look Anna in the face?

“She eats weak men for breakfast.  She’s going to have me on the floor licking her feet and begging forgiveness in front of the entire office if I show up like this!”

A strong, icy chill crackled up his spine.

“I need to resist.  I need to fight.”

This  wasn’t  about  dressing  like  a  man  versus  dressing  like  a  woman, this  was  about  being  independent  and  strong,  his  own  man,  versus  being  a sissified slave.  If he lost this, he lost everything!

“I will be strong,” he told himself.

Good luck, laughed his secret voice.



—o—

 

It took about thirty minutes for the initial crowd to disperse.  They had had  a  great  time  examining  him,  mocking  him,  and  teasing  each  other  over every aspect of his feminization.  To Walter’s relief, none had touched him – not in  that way at least.  None had even spoken to him really.  That surprised him  as  he  expected  to  be  peppered  with  questions  by  them.    It  kind  of bothered  him  too  actually.    For  while  it  meant  he  didn’t  need  to  answer  a bunch  of  humiliating  questions,  it  also  made  him  feel  like  he  was  nothing more than an object for these women to use.

An hour passed.

Then another.

The occasional curious visitor came by, but none said anything to him and  none  touched  him.    He  was  glad  for  that...  although,  he  had  become  so horny  by  this  point  that  he  really  did  wish  some  woman  would  come  up behind him and jerk him off.  Even more interestingly, the more he thought about  –  he  couldn’t  get  the  thought  out  of  his  head  actually  –  the  more  he found himself hoping she didn’t tell him who she was.  Somehow, the idea of never knowing who had jerked him off seemed to turn him on the most.  It was  a  strange  thought  to  Walter,  a  weirdly  submissive  thought,  to  want  an unknown woman to play with him and then hold this secret over him.

After  maybe  two  hours,  maybe  more,  Walter  began  to  notice  that  his breasts  were  becoming  sore.    At  first,  he  wasn’t  sure  why,  but  then,  to  his horror, he realized this meant he had enough material hanging there now that these things...  these breasts genuinely pulled downward on his chest, making everything sore.  This confirmed what he already knew, but just hadn’t been able to accept:  he had real breasts now.

“She’s made me a girl,” he gasped.

He knew this was coming.  How could he not?  He’d seen the growth.

He’d seen them get bigger day after day; they were closer and closer to real breasts  every  day.    And  yet,  it  was  still  a  surprise  to  finally  reach  the  point where  they  were  undeniably  breasts.    Even  worse,  he  realized  this  meant something more.  This wasn’t just lumps on his chest... fat... a growth.  These were breasts.  That meant he was no longer a man, not really.  Yes, he had a dick, but he had women’s breasts now too.  At best, that made him some sort of shemale.  That thought shook him, actually.  He saw himself as the pinup in  one  of  his  dirty  magazines  in  crude  lingerie  with  a  rock  hard  erection sticking  out  toward  the  camera  as  his  fingers  tickled  his  enormous  nipples and breasts.  That seemed his future suddenly.  What’s more, he realized that if his chest got sore without some sort of support, then...

“I’m going to need to wear a bra from now on!”

He felt sick to his stomach.

You can’t pretend to be a man if you have to wear a bra,  laughed  the voice.

The  voice  was  right.    Bras  could  not  be  hidden  or  denied.    Everyone would see his bra.  He imagined Anna mocking him as he stood before her in the office with a visible black bra showing through his white dress shirt.

“Men don’t wear bras, Walter.  From now on, you’re a girl!” laughed Anna.

“No!  I’m a man,” he replied, but she just laughed.

“They’ll all just laugh,” he told himself unhappily.

Walter  swallowed  hard.    He  needed  to  get  rid  of  these  breasts,  but how?    The  only  chance  he  had,  it  seemed,  was  that  they  would  slowly  fade away  once  he  stopped  the  hormones,  but  how  long  would  that  take,  he wondered?

If they go away. 

They must, he told himself.  Once I stop the hormones.

Will Jackie let you stop? 

A  hopeless  feeling  filled  Walter.    His  mind  slowly  went  blank  and  he just  stood  there  for  some  time  watching  the  world  around  him,  as  far  as  he could see it.  The last of the crowd had left.  Most went back to the French restaurant, though Walter didn’t know this as his rear was pointed toward the restaurant and he could not see behind him.  All he could see in front of him was  the  outside  checkin  and  the  open  air  lounge  that  accompanied  it.    He also got a bit of a view of a bar where the trophy wife sat on a tall stool in a lovely flowing blue dress and tall golden stiletto sandals as a muscular island man pressed his body against hers and slipped his hand between her thighs.

She had her hand on his broad chest and they were kissing.  Walter wondered what her husband was doing at that very moment.

“Probably  cleaning  her  room  in  a  maid  costume,”  he  said  sourly beneath his breath.

He  saw  the  husband’s  breasts  in  his  mind.    They  had  been  huge.    His own couldn’t possibly be that large, could they?  He tried to glance down, but

saw only the ground beneath him and the wooden device to either side like a wall  blocking  off  his  shoulders.    He  couldn’t  even  see  his  own  toes  as  they were spread out behind him to maintain his balance.

That  thought  brought  another  as  it  suddenly  hit  him  that  despite spending  so  long  in  the  pillory  in  heels,  his  feet  weren’t  sore.    On  the  one hand,  that  was  a  relief.    His  feet  had  been  so  sore  the  first  few  days  of wearing the heels – especially the tall black and white high-heeled sandals.

Even  after  he  got  more  accustomed  to  wearing  them,  he  still  found  his  feet getting sore in the evenings.  But now?  Now he had worn his tallest heels for hours with no relief and yet he wasn’t sore at all.  How could that be?  Could they be right about the purpose of padlocking the pink t-strap pumps on to his feet at night?  Maybe, that wasn’t as crazy as it sounded?  Maybe you really could change a man’s feet to need high heels?

He swallowed hard.  “What are they doing to my body?”

And how are you going to undo all of this? 

Just  then,  Walter  heard  two  women  giggle  and  then  whisper  to  each other.    He  heard  their  heels  approaching  up  the  path  behind  him.    He  was actually relieved for the distraction because his own mind seemed to want to torture him.

“Will you look at that,” said one of the women.  She sounded youngish and excited.

“Mmm hmmm,” said the other.

Walter  heard  their  heels  tap  their  way  even  closer.  CLICK!  CLICK! 

CLICK! CLICK! 

“Well,  hello,”  said  the  same  woman  who  had  spoken  before.    As  she said this, Walter felt a pointy finger with a sharp nail touch the top of his butt crack  and  slowly  trace  his  entire  hole.    Afterwards,  it  lazily  continued downward until it rode right up on his sack.  As it went, it shot overwhelming electric  jolts  throughout  Walter’s  nervous  system  making  him  tremble  with ecstasy.

Walter moaned.  He couldn’t help himself.

The woman giggled.  “Do you like that?”

Walter tried not to answer, but it slipped out.  “Yes,” he gasped.

She traced the same course in reverse, making Walter struggle to suck in air.  “And what are we in for?”

“I— he— tried to touch me.  I wouldn’t let him.”

“You  naughty  boy,”  giggled  the  woman.    “You  wouldn’t  let  someone

touch you?  Isn’t your place to serve all our needs?”

“My— my wife tricked me into coming here.”

“Good for her,” purred the woman.  She now walked around to where Walter  could  see  her.    The  woman  was  medium  height  and  gorgeous  in  a natural  sort  of  way,  fit  but  with  enormous  breasts.    Her  hair  was  shoulder-length and somewhat curly.  It was brunette.  She had an amazing figure.  Her skin was nicely tanned too, presenting a beautiful contrast to her deep yellow bikini and clean white wedges.  Her nipples were hard, reminding Walter of the  woman  in  the  brochure  which  first  attracted  him  to  this  place.    She stepped  back  and  examined  him  with  a  snicker  and  her  hands  on  her  hips.

Then she put her hands on her knees and bent forward, mimicking the angle at which Walter stood.  She looked him directly in his face.

“You’re  such  a  bad  boy,  to  speak  about  your  wife  like  that.    She brought you here for your own good.  As for not letting someone touch you, do you mean like this?” she asked and she nodded to her friend.

Walter heard the woman’s heels step closer.  Then he felt her caress his round, soft, feminine butt cheek.  Her fingers were long and delicate, and her touch warm and inviting.  She started brushing her fingers against his flesh in a  circular  motion  around  his  butt.    It  sent  blood  rushing  throughout  his system.

“Wh— what are you doing?” he asked.

The  woman  in  front  of  him  smirked.    “Me?    I’m  not  doing  anything.

Honest!”  She held up her hands as if to show she wasn’t touching him.  In the meantime, the other woman’s fingers slid along the rim of his cheeks and down to his balls and back.  It was highly erotic.

Walter didn’t like the idea of people touching him without permission and without him being able to stop them, but it felt really good... really, really good.    He  didn’t  want  it  to  stop,  so  he  told  himself  that  complaining  would not be wise, but he knew he was being dishonest with himself.

“What’s your name, girlfriend?” asked the brunette.

Walter hesitated.  He wanted to say, “Walter,” but he knew that could lead  to  even  more  trouble.    This  punishment  had  shaken  him  already emotionally  and  he  was  shy  about  giving  any  reason  for  them  to  add  new layers  or  a  different  punishment  entirely.    It  was  time  to  give  in...  for  the moment.

“Wendy,” he said.

“Well, Wendy, it’s a pleasure to meet you.  That’s Andi, behind you.

Andi’s never had the chance to play with a helpless man before, and I thought she might like it.  You don’t mind do you?”  The question was rhetorical and they all knew it.

“Go ahead,” said Walter sourly.

“You’re a good sport,” said the woman.

Andi ran her fingers down to Walter’s balls again before wrapping her hand  around  them.    She  tickled  them  lightly  with  her  nails,  causing  a combination  of  pleasure  and  pain  which  felt  exquisite  to  Walter.    Then  she slipped  them  into  her  palm  and  closed  her  fingers  around  them,  squeezing them slightly – not hard, but enough to remind Walter he was relying on the mercy of these women, which was a scary and strangely exhilarating thought.

“Not too tight,” said Walter anxiously.

“Afraid you’ll lose them?” asked the woman in front.

“It had crossed my mind.”

“Well,  this  is  the  place  for  it.    What  was  your  name  before  you  came here, girlfriend?”

At this, Andi tugged on them gently, but firmly.

Walter twisted his lips.  Was he allowed to say?  “Walter.”

Behind him, Andi pulled Walter’s balls through her grip, giving Walter an  erotic  rush  as  they  popped  out  free  from  Andi’s  hand,  before  Andi captured  them  again  and  repeated  the  process.    It  reminded  Walter  of someone milking a cow, only he was the cow and the milk wasn’t quite milk.

“So  what’s  your  story,  Wendy?    Poor  Walter  wasn’t  man  enough  for his wife, so she brought you here to make a new man out of you... or should I say, a new woman?” asked the woman with a chuckle.

Walter blushed.  “Something like that.”

“How’s that going for you?”

“Just great,” said Walter sarcastically.

Andi tugged harder on his balls.  Again, this made Walter nervous.  He wished he had some control here, but he needed to accept that he didn’t.  He needed to accept that he could do nothing.  That was the lesson he had been placed here to learn and he was learning it all right... but could he accept it?

“Whenever I meet men like you, I always wonder what was it that led your wife to do this?” said the woman.

Walter didn’t know what to say.

“I  would  guess,”  continued  the  woman,  “most  of  the  men  are  here because  they  couldn’t  make  it  as  men.    Sure,  they  tried  to  be  real  men,  but

they weren’t cut out for it.  And their wives brought them here to teach them their mistake.  That wouldn’t be you though, would it,  Wendy?”

Walter shook his head.  “I had no trouble being a man.”

The woman smiled sharply.  “But did your wife agree?”

Walter bit his lip.  He didn’t actually know what Jackie thought of his manhood.  She seemed to accept it, but then she also poked fun at it a lot.  “I

— I don’t know,” said Walter honestly.  Interestingly, this was a question he never would have answered this way before.  He didn’t see it yet, but this was a  significant  moment  of  progress  toward  him  becoming  what  these  women were making him.

“You  don’t  know?”  laughed  the  woman  with  fake  shock.    “I’m  sure you do.”

Walter  shook  his  head  as  best  he  could.    “I  really  don’t.    I  didn’t  do anything wrong.”

“Maybe you didn’t do anything right either?”

Walter twisted his lips.  Her words resonated with him somehow.

Meanwhile,  Andi’s  hand  slipped  from  his  balls  to  his  shaft  and  her fingers wrapped around his shaft.  She started stroking him slowly.  This felt incredible, especially after the tension Walter’s public exposure had built up.

The woman smirked.  “Oh, I think he likes it.”

Walter blushed.

The woman then continued.  “Of course, it could be you were always a little  girly  and  your  wife  just  decided  it  was  time  to  face  reality.    Does  that sound more like you, Wendy?”

This accusation(?) shook Walter.  He had visions of himself trying on his  sister’s  dresses  and  his  mother’s  shoes  as  a  child.    He  heard  the  voice deep within him, even though it said nothing at the moment – this was more of an echo – as it told him he should be a girl... actually, not a girl as such, but  a  sissy.    Somehow,  until  this  moment,  Walter  had  never  really  realized the difference, that the little voice inside him did not want him to be a girl,  it wanted him to be a sissy. 

This was a shocking thought to him!

“I— but—”  He could say no more.

He  didn’t  get  the  chance  anyways.    Andi  started  to  stroke  faster  and harder.  Walter’s penis began to pulse like an engine picking up speed, like light  going  out  and  coming  back  on  in  a  relentless  cycle,  thrusting  forward each time.  His groin tightened and grew warm.  His erection went as rigid as it could.

“I thought so,” giggled the woman.

“I didn’t say anything,” protested Walter.

She leaned over and gently placed a kiss on his lips.  “You didn’t have to... girlfriend.”  She stood back up and backed away two steps.  At the same time,  Andi  reached  out  a  finger  and  massaged  the  head  of  his  penis  as  the other  fingers  kept  stroking  his  shaft.    This  quasi-massage  felt  like  erotic sandpaper, for lack of a better description.  It was harsh and uncomfortable in a way, but incredibly exciting and explosively vibrant in another.  It made his penis  positively  radiate.    The  sensations  were  overwhelming.    Walter’s conscious brain shut down.  His eyes began to close.

“I think we’re losing Wendy,” sang the woman softly.

Andi giggled behind Walter.

Walter’s eyes closed.  He was lost in the feelings coursing through his body.    His  mind  focused  entirely  on  what  his  body  felt.    Nothing  else mattered to him.

Andi  stroked  Walter  harder  now,  faster.    Walter’s  breathing  became increasingly  labored.    He  started  skipping  breaths.    His  heart  raced.    His thighs  strained  and  started  to  shake.    He  spread  his  heels  a  little  wider  to ensure his traction.  His balls swung with the motion of the stroking.

“Don’t stop,” whispered Walter to his shame.

Andi’s hand stroked a little faster.  Up and down, up and down.

“Tell me you’re a sissy, Wendy,” said the woman.

“It’s not true,” insisted Walter in a strained whisper.  It wasn’t, he told himself!    And  he  told  himself  he  wouldn’t  say  that  in  event.    His  muscles tensed up.  His balls jerked upwards.  Something throbbed deep inside.

“Say it, Wendy.”

Walter shook his head, but struggled to concentrate.

Andi slowed ever so slightly.  “Don’t stop,” whispered Walter.

“Then say it, girlfriend.”

Walter clenched his teeth.  He didn’t want to say it, but he needed this.

He needed it badly.  He needed the release.  His time on the island, dressed and  caressed  and  helpless.    His  time  in  the  pillory,  mocked  and  watched...

ridiculed.  It was all too much.  He was too helpless.  He needed to release what he felt.

“I’m a sissy!  I’m a sissy!” he confessed.

In that instance, Walter felt something almost like a switch or a valve

open  deep  inside  him.    Something  he  could  not  explain  poured  out  of  him.

He felt exhilarated and defeated all at once, all the pressure went away.  And then he felt the thrust.  It came from within and nothing could stop what was going  to  happen  next.    Nor  did  Walter  want  it  to  stop.    He  embraced  it, reveled in it, craved it.  Walter held his breath.

“Here it comes,” he thought.

“Enjoying yourself, darling?” asked a voice Walter knew intimately.

It was Jackie.

 

The End of Part Two.

 

A quick word on the next part.  There are two separate versions of Part 3.  One is the red cover version which does not involve significant male-to-male  contact.    The  other  is  a  Blue  Cover  version  which  includes  significant male-to-male  contact.    Each  concludes  the  series,  but  in  different  ways.

Please  be  aware  of  this  and  make  sure  you  buy  the  version(s)  that  interests you.

 

—Ann
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https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/
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Anything For An ‘A’

 

William  has  a  plan  to  keep  from  failing  his  college  course.    He’s  going  to offer  to  do  anything  the  gorgeous  professor  wants...  anything.    What  could possibly go wrong there? Well, William is about to find out as he spends one very bad night in dresses.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  30,400  word,  111  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  pegging,  spanking, power exchange, small size humiliation, chastity devices, and so much more.

 

November 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Becoming Georgia (Part One: The New Maid)

 

George  and  his  friend  Oliver  thought  no  one  was  watching  when  they accidentally  broke  the  window  playing  ball.  Little  did  they  know  that George's pesky stepsister Emma saw the whole thing. Now they would find out  what  the  price  was  for  her  silence.  Much  to  their  surprise...  it  involves dresses.

This Part One of the series.

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  32,600  word  story  includes  female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

 

July 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Becoming Georgia (Part Two: The Mall)

 

Poor  George.  After  getting  caught  breaking  Widow  Wilson’s  window,  he finds  himself  firmly  under  Emma's  thumb  as  she  blackmails  him  to  get whatever  she  wants.  And  what  does  she  want?  She  wants  him  to  do  her chores. She likes to see him jump at her command. And perhaps worst of all, she  likes  to  dress  him  in  her  clothes.  Now  he's  been  caught  in  a compromising position by Emma and her guests. Things could not get worse, could they? Sadly, they can. This is the story of George's trip to the mall.

This Part Two of the series.

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  33,300  word  story  includes  female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

 

October 2021 and November 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Becoming Georgia (Part Three: Servitude)

 

George’s story continues. With his stepmother discovering the clothes Emma bought  him,  George  now  finds  himself  sentenced  to  remain  a  girl  full-time for the foreseeable future. What’s more, when his stepmother learns he broke Widow Wilson’s window, she orders him to work off the cost of the window as  Wilson’s  maid.  At  least  he’s  free  of  Emma’s  domination,  right?  Well, maybe not.

In this third part of George’s story, George struggles with being dressed as a girl  full-time  while  trying  to  understand  why  this  is  all  becoming  more  and more normal for him. This is Part Three of the series.

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  31,400  word  story  includes  female domination,  forced  feminization,  blackmail,  maid  costumes,  and  so  much more!

 

November  2021  and  December  2021  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid
Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher this  meant  having  a  safe,  anonymous  internet  mistress.    But  this  mistress wasn’t as anonymous as he thought.  Christopher will now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly places him at the mercy of the women in his life.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  38,000  word,  133  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  power  exchange,  chastity  devices, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

 

August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Caught By His Roommate
Mitch  thought  Katie  was  the  perfect  woman.    She  was  beautiful.    She  was

innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should  dress  in  heels  and  dresses.    So  Mitch  tricked  Katie  into  becoming roommates  so  he  could  explore  her  closet.    Unfortunately  for  Mitch,  Katie would  catch  him  red  handed.    That’s  when  things  got  really  strange  for Mitch.    See,  Katie  wasn’t  as  innocent  and  naive  as  he  thought,  and  she  had plans for her new sissy!

 

This book includes Five Illustrations!!

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  33,200  word,  140  page  story  includes power  exchange,  female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, and so much more!

 

June  2017  and  July  2017  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 
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Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part One)

 

While  Dylan’s  wife  was  away  on  a  business  trip,  Dylan  decided  to  spend  a little  time  playing  in  her  closet.    Unfortunately  for  him,  his  wife’s  friend Colby catches him.  Naturally, she wants to have some fun with Dylan, which means  blackmail  and  feminization.    How  far  will  Colby  go?    Will  Dylan’s wife figure it out?

 

This is Part One of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  32,500  word,  126  page  story  includes power  exchange,  female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization, pegging, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

February 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)

 

Dylan  wasn’t  all  that  upset  to  find  himself  blackmailed  by  his  wife’s  best friend  Colby  after  she  caught  him  cross-dressing.    After  all,  this  was  the fantasy  of  a  lifetime  come  true.    But  with  Colby’s  demands  becoming  ever greater,  Dylan  finally  had  no  choice  but  to  try  to  escape  her  power.    So  he called his wife.  Yep.  He called his wife!   What will happen now?  Will she save her husband from Colby?  And will there be a price to pay for her help?

Maybe Dylan will end up a feminized secretary after all.

 

This Part concludes the story.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  33,300  word,  127  page  story  includes power  exchange,  female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization, milking,  oral,  chastity  devices,  maid  costumes,  erotic  humiliation,  and  so much more!

 

March 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Caught In Her Closet
Jimmy always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no one else was home.

Then he gets caught by Christine and her friend.  What will Christine do with her new stepsissy?

 

With five illustrations from Ilgor!

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  31,000  word,  129  page  story  includes female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization,  spanking,  erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

June  2017  and  July  2017  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

A  Collection  of  Short  Stories,  Vol.  One:    Three  Tales  of Halloween Magic

 

Sometimes,  stories  are  better  when  they  are  short  and  sweet.    This  first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic: They Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.

 

The  Magic  Ring:    A  husband  and  wife  argue  over  a  magic  ring  only  to discover  that  magic  can  be  a  dangerous  and  tricky  thing.    Soon  they  learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot.

 

I Wasn’t Myself:  The tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though.  The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  30,000  word  volume  includes  female domination,  forced  feminization,  power  exchange,  cross-dressing,  gender transformation  by  magic,  partial  gender  transformation  by  magic, transformation into an object, mind control, breast growth, oral, and so much more!

 

—o—

 

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of Feminization By Hypnosis

 

Sometimes,  stories  are  better  when  they  are  short  and  sweet.    This  second volume of short stories includes four tales of feminization by hypnosis!

 

Save  Us  Sis!:    Candice  gets  a  plea  from  her  brother  to  come  save  him  and their father.  Is this a joke?  Or is something sinister going on at home?

 

Controlled  By  His  Roommate:    Dave  is  about  to  learn  that  his  roommate Katie has more control over him than he thought!



The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:    A  college  committee  investigates  the

‘disappearance’  of  Alpha  Mu  fraternity.  Though,  ‘disappearance’  might  be the wrong word.

 

Hypnotized Husband:    Diane  is  shocked  when  her  husband  starts  dressing like a woman after he participates in a hypnosis stage show. But all may not be as it seems.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  27,200  word  volume  includes  female domination,  forced  feminization,  power  exchange,  cross-dressing,  hypnosis, paddling, and so much more!

 

September 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Dress Coded
Written  in  the  spirit  of   Grounded  in  Heels,  this  is  the  story  of  Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.

He  tries  it  anyway,  figuring  that  the  worst  the  principal  can  do  is  send  him home  for  the  day.    Boy,  was  he  wrong!    Before  he  knows  it,  Charlie  finds himself  stuck  in  skirts  and  dresses  and  worse.    What  will  the  other  students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis...

Stephanie Mills?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  32,500  word,  141  page  story  includes female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization,  spanking,  and  so much more!

 

May  2018  and  June  2018  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)

 

Richard agreed to help his pregnant wife Christine fit a dress.  In the middle of doing so, however, his wife’s mother unexpectedly shows up and catches him  in  the  dress!    The  only  way  for  Richard  and  Christine  to  avoid  utter embarrassment, and years of nagging from Christine’s mother, is if Richard pretends he’s really the maid until she leaves.  Unfortunately, his mother-in-law  has  no  plans  to  leave.    What’s  more,  she  sees  through  the  charade  and decides  this  might  be  a  good  opportunity  to  teach  Richard  some  lessons.

Things may not turn out as anyone expects though.

 

This is Part One.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  32,900  word,  125  page  story  includes power  exchange,  female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization, maid costumes, and so much more!

 

April  2019  and  May  2019  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)

 

Martha’s  attempt  to  teach  Richard  and  Christine  a  lesson  has  backfired.

Trapping  Richard  as  Miranda  has  given  him  the  chance  to  see  that  maybe there is something exciting about being feminized after all. But will Richard take Miranda as far as Christine wants? And how far will Martha go to put an end to this charade?

This is Part Two.

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  32,300  word  story  includes  power exchange,  female  domination,  cross-dressing,  forced  feminization,  maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

 

June 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)

 

Trapped  cross-dressed  by  his  mother-in-law’s  unexpected  appearance, Richard and his wife Christine undertook an ill-considered deception to keep from having to explain why he was dressed the way he was. It seemed simple enough.  But  now  Richard  finds  himself  stuck  living  as  his  wife’s  maid  and every  day  seems  to  dig  him  deeper  into  the  charade.  And  as  if  that  wasn’t enough, now his sister-in-law has shown up as well and she knows his secret!

These  are  hard  times  for  Richard...  at  least  until  the  hormones  kick  in.  But then,  maybe  he's  enjoying  it?  See  how  things  turn  out  for  Richard  and Christine in this lengthy conclusion!

This is the final part.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  44,500  word  story  includes  power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, hormones, shrunken manhood, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

 

September 2019 and October 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Emasculating My Husband
When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.

Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.    Then  one  day,  just  as  I  could  take  no  more,  I  came  upon  a  hormone cream that would  change everything.   Before my plans  were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  34,000  erotic  story  is  told  in  the  first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

 

June  2015  and  July  2015  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Femford School for Girls (Part One)

 

Lewis  Stevens  thinks  his  fiancée  is  having  an  affair  at  the  secretive  girl’s school  where  she  works.    He  decides  to  sneak  into  the  school  to  find  out.

Little  does  he  realize  that  this  girl’s  school  has  another  purpose.    Now  he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  33,600  word,  131  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  pegging,  spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

May  2017  and  June  2017  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Femford School (Part Two)

 

Each  day  Lewis  remains  trapped  at  the  Femford  School,  he  finds  himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more,  Vera  has  set  into  motion  a  series  of  changes  that  will  forever  alter Lewis’s  mind  and  body  to  make  him  Maria’s  submissive  pet.    Only  Maria can  save  him  now,  but  why  does  she  keep  dragging  her  feet?    Can  Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?

 

This Part concludes the series.



For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  34,500  word,  138  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  pegging,  spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Feminized and Cuckolded
Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.

Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent  do  something  to  stop  her?    Well,  it’s  complicated.    See,  he  wants  her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126

page  story  includes  female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

 

This is Part One of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  30,400  word,  125  page  story  includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis

humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Feminized  By  His  Mother-in-Law:  Part  Two:  Not  Woman Enough

 

Christopher’s  problem  is  getting  worse.    Not  only  is  his  mother-in-law  still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is  starting  to  think  she  wants  him  feminized.    Can  ‘Chrissy’  escape  his increasingly feminine fate?

 

This second part concludes the series.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  30,300  word,  130  page  story  includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Feminized By Hypnosis
Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.    Now  they  get  along  great.    What’s  more,  Jess  and  his  father  have decided  to  clean  up  their  acts...  to  be  more  helpful.    They’re  even  wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  39,000  word,  144  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hypnosis,  maid  costumes,  erotic

humiliation and so much more!

 

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Feminized Cuckold
When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best  friend  to  move  into  their  home,  and  she  cuckolds  him.  Will  this  be  his new life or can he escape his fate?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  49,100  word,  176  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cuckolding,  spanking,  domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

 

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Feminized Fiancé
When  Victoria  Martin  built  ‘The  Martin  Firm’  into  one  of  the  most prestigious  firms  in  the  world,  she  expected  that  her  daughter  Sarah  would one  day  follow  in  her  high-heeled  footsteps  and  take  over  the  business.

When  she  learns  that  Sarah  is  planning  to  marry  a  young  man  Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.

 

This is the first of two books.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  33,000  word,  114  page  story  includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!



November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Serving His Fiancée
This is Part Two of  Feminized Fiancé.

 

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must  win  his  fiancée  back  to  regain  his  freedom  or  he’ll  be  trapped  as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him  to  masquerade  as  his  fiancée’s  personal  maid  ‘Sissy’,  and  he  can’t  tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

 

This book concludes the series.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  32,000  word,  105  page  story  includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

 

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

 

Part  One:    How  Megan  Avoided  Pregnancy:    Megan  and  Mark  can’t agree.    Mark  wants  a  baby,  but  Megan  does  not.    When  Mark  issues  an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress  as  a  woman  for  nine  months  before  she  will  agree  to  get  pregnant.

Naturally,  she  assumes  her  macho  husband  will  never  agree.    Imagine  her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.

 

Part  Two:  How  Megan  Got  Pregnant:    Things  are  changing  fast  now  as Mark  begins  to  ‘grow’  into  the  role  of  ‘Princess.’    But  Mark  isn’t  the  only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get  the  baby  he  wants?    Will  Megan  let  him  escape  with  his  masculinity intact?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  75,000  word,  244  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hormones,  chastity  devices,  small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

 

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Grounded in Heels
When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble,  she  unknowingly  puts  him  at  the  mercy  of  his  worst  enemy...  his vengeful  stepsister  Diane.    Now  Diane  has  plans  to  make  sure  he  never escapes.    Can  Sam  find  a  way  to  save  himself  or  will  his  summer  in  heels become a lifetime sentence?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  42,000  word,  154  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hormones,  spanking,  domestic discipline, and a lot more!

 

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

 

With Sam’s stepmother  forcing Sam to  return to school  as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body,

Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself  under  the  absolutely  power  of  his  vengeful  stepsister  Diane,  who  is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  36,000  word,  128  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hormones,  tiny  penis  humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

 

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Her High-Heeled Solution

 

John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.

With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that  John  will  never  have  another  affair:    she  locks  him  into  a  pair  of  high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try  to  outwit  each  other.    Soon  events  are  spinning  out  of  control.    What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  34,000  word,  121  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  spanking,  erotic  humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

 

November  2015  and  December  2015  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




The House On Femford Hill
Would  you  stay  in  a  haunted  house?    What  if  the  house  was  known  for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait  to  investigate  the  famed  House  on  Femford  Hill,  which  is  rumored  to turn  those  who  stay  overnight  into  women.    Could  this  be  true?    Professor Meyer intends to find out.

 

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word, page  two-story  collection  includes  female  domination,  forced  feminization, power  exchange,  gender  transformation,  partial  gender  transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, and so much more!

 

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Humiliation At The Office
For  too  long,  corporate  hotshot  Andrew  Boden  treated  the  women  of  the office  like  sex  objects.    Now  his  secretary  is  out  to  settle  the  score  as  she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.    Little  by  little,  Andrew  loses  his  power,  his  freedom,  and  his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  41,000  word,  153  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  power  exchange, maid  uniforms,  erotic  humiliation,  breast  growth,  hormones,  shrunken manhood, and so much more!

 

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)

 

This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

 

Daniel  is  an  unruly  young  man  who  fights  constantly  with  his  stepmother.

To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726  pages!    It  includes  female  domination,  power  exchange,  forced feminization,  cross-dressing,  hormones,  breast  growth,  small  penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

 

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations

 

You may not know this, but there are illustrations which go with  The Making of Danielle series!  It took almost a year to complete that project, but it was well  worth  the  wait.  All  told,  there  are  thirty  images  total  across  all  five books and they are amazing! Drawn by Andy from andysdames, the images tell the story perfectly! They are well worth adding to your collection.

 

This  book  contains  each  of  the  illustrations  along  with  some  text  to  remind you  of  the  scenes  they  represent.  Think  of  it  as  an  abridged,  illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed.

 

This book includes 30 Illustrations!!

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female domination, power exchange,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  hormones,  breast  growth,

small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

 

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle

 

I’ve  been  promising  to  add  something  special  to  the  “Making  of  Danielle”

series,  and  here  it  is!    This  is  the  story  of  William  and  how  he  was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.   How does Daniel’s story end?  In a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!

 

Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  44,650  word,  177  page  story  includes female  domination,  power  exchange,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing, foot  worship,  spanking,  small  penis  humiliation,  erotic  humiliation,  and  so much more!

 

June  2018  and  July  2018  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Missing Billionaire

 

Reporter  Martin  Ward  has  uncovered  an  incredible  story.    The  billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new  wife  is  behind  it.    Unfortunately,  the  only  way  Martin  can  investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman and to infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  31,500  word,  116  page  story  includes

female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  spanking,  small penis humiliation, hormones, and so much more!

 

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK! 

 

—o—




More Than He Bargained For
Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom,  so  he  took  a  long  shot  on  some  hypnosis  tapes.    Only,  she  found out  what  he  was  doing.    That’s  when  she  decided  to  teach  him  a  lesson  he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.

His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  39,000  word,  147  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  power  exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!

 

March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

My Femdom Marriage (Part One)

 

This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.

 

This is Part One of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  35,200  word,  136  page  autobiographical story  includes  female  domination,  power  exchange,  forced  feminization, cross-dressing,  foot  worship,  spanking,  small  penis  humiliation,  threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

 March  2018  and  April  2018  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)

 

This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.

 

This is Part Two of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  30,100  word,  126  page  autobiographical story  includes  female  domination,  power  exchange,  forced  feminization, cross-dressing,  foot  worship,  spanking,  threatened-cuckolding,  small  penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

May 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

My Lactating Husband (Part One)

 

What  would  you  do  if  you  started  growing  breasts?    That’s  the  problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest slowly expands into  a  pair  of  classic  breasts,  he  finds  his  wife  taking  over  and  himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a secretary!

Where will this end?

 

This is Part One of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  27,500  word,  136  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  power  exchange,  cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, and so much more!



September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

My Lactating Husband (Part Two)

 

Things are really headed in the wrong direction now for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse, his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though?  Andrew is about to find  out.    Hopefully,  he  can  remember  the  things  his  wife  taught  him  about being a woman.

 

This is Part Two of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  27,500  word,  108  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  power  exchange,  cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, and so much more!

 

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two Combined)

 

Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their  ability  to  resist  any  command  given  by  any  woman  after  an  unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get even with  male kind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

 

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs

by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

 

This book is the complete story.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  64,500  word,  117  page  story  includes power  exchange,  female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

 

July  2015  and  August  2015  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

 

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  gender  transformation,  shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

 

—o—

 

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

 

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents.

He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter.

Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

 

This is Part One of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  31,500  word,  128  page  story  includes includes  female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

 

July  2018  and  August  2018  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)

 

Now  that  Paul  is  firmly  stuck  as  ‘Summer’  for  the  rest  of  the  summer,  it’s time  he  explored  his  new  relationship  with  the  wonderful  Ellie.

Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.

 

This is Part Two of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  30,400  word,  147  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  pegging,  and  so much more!

 

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive

 

Paul  has  a  secret.    While  Paul  appears  to  be  a  man  in  charge,  his  wife Amanda  is  the  one  who  really  holds  the  power...  ever  since  she  caught  him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  26,000  word,  90  page  story  includes

female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  power  exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

November  2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

 

Max  is  an  arrogant  sexist  with  a  submissive  wife  and  an  inability  to  turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him  having  an  affair.  Both  of  their  lives  are  going  to  change  significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week... or longer.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  56,000  word,  209  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  pegging,  spanking, power exchange, and so much more.

 

September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Writer’s Secret

 

The story that started it all!

 

Loren  had  no  idea  what  he  was  getting  into  when  his  agent  suggested  he write  transvestite  fiction.    If  that’s  what  sold,  then  he  would  give  it  a  try.

Then  he  told  his  wife  Stephanie.    Soon,  he  and  his  loving  wife  were experimenting  with  turning  him  into  ‘Lauren.’    Too  late  did  he  realize  how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  42,600  word,  160  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  hormones,  breast

growth, costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!

 

March  2012  and  October  2015  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)

 

Loren  and  Stephanie's  adventure  continues  in  this  long  awaited  sequel  to

“The Writer's Secret”!

 

As Loren adjusts to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and  naive  young  woman  turns  out  to  have  an  unexpected  dark  side  and  a penchant for blackmail... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.

At  the  same  time,  Stephanie  faces  a  boss  who  demands  that  she  sleep  with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie escape these villains?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  40,000  word,  147  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  power  exchange,  feminized  maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

 

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection

 

This  first  Volume  One  of  Dominique  Silk  stories  includes  both   College

Student to Coed and  Making Her Husband Her Maid.

 

College Student to Coed is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck

when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better,  she  wants  to  take  him  back  to  her  apartment  and  dress  him  in  her clothes!    This  is  a  dream  come  true  for  Ted,  and  soon  Beth  is  inviting  him over  daily  to  play.    Unfortunately,  through  a  series  of  mistakes,  Ted  finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.

But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?

 

Making  Her  Husband  Her  Maid  is  a  cautionary  tale  for  unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband  dressed  in  the  maid’s  uniform  and  high  heels,  and  bent  over  the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  40,250  word,  151  page  volume  includes cross-dressing,  female  domination,  forced  feminization,  chastity  devices, public  exposure,  pegging,  shemales,  spanking,  bondage,  sissy  maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!

 

—o—

 

Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection

 

This  Volume  Two  of  Dominique  Silk  stories  is  both  parts  of   Feminized  by

his Mother-in-Law, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law  Ruth.    Ruth  never  thought  that  Jackson  was  man  enough  to  marry  her daughter,  and  when  she  came  to  stay  with  Jackson  and  Natalie  shortly  after their  marriage,  she  decided  to  prove  this  to  her  daughter...  by  feminizing Jackson.    Has  she  miscalculated  though?    Soon   both  Ruth  and  Natalie  are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  42,000  word,  189  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  spanking,  small  penis  humiliation, blackmail,  chastity  devices,  sissy  maid,  cuckolding,  erotic  humiliation  and more!

 

—o—

 

Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection

 

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both  The Sissy House

Sitter and  Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback.

 

The Sissy House Sitter begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who  feels  an  irresistible  pull  from  feminine  clothing.    Things  get  really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.

 

Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback  is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.

He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for  Brady,  his  gold-digging  wife  catches  him  and  she  decides  to  take advantage  of  her  discovery  by  blackmailing  him.    She  feminizes  him, humiliates  him,  and  then  cuckolds  him  with  a  younger  player  with  better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  33,900  word,  163  page  volume  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  domestic  discipline, spanking,  bondage,  blackmail,  sissy  maids,  hormones,  limited  M-to-M

contact, erotic humiliation and more!

 

—o—

 

Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection

 

This  final  Volume  Four  of  Dominique  Silk  stories  includes  the  story   Not

 What He Wanted  and  its  conclusion   What  He  Got.    This  story  begins  with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties  at  work...  and  then  worse.    As  his  wife  keeps  adding  to  his feminization,  an  embarrassing  trip  to  the  mall  and  a  confrontation  with  his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  34,600  word,  126  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  forced  cross-dressing,  spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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