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About this “Blue Label” Version: Where Are Parts One and Two? 

—o—

 

As  many  of  you  know,  I  specialize  in  forced  feminization  fiction.

While the degree of pressure required to feminize the hero varies in each of my stories, with some going quite voluntarily and others resisting to the bitter end, as a general rule, my heroes end up getting the girl.  Or maybe, it’s more accurate to say the girl gets them.

 

Sometimes though, the hero should maybe get  the boy  instead?    Or  at least, spend some time with the boys.  This is what the Blue Label Editions are  about.    Blue  Label  Editions  are  stories  where  the  hero  falls  for  another male after being feminized or the story just involves a strong dose of male-to-male contact.  To make these stories easier to find, I’m publishing them with blue labels on the cover and the “Blue Label Edition” designation.  This story deserved a blue label version.  So here it is.

 

So why can’t you find the Blue Label Editions of Parts One and Two?

 

Short answer:  they’re the same as the red versions.

 

Up  to  this  point,  both  versions  would  honestly  be  the  same.    And unfortunately,  I  cannot  publish  separate  versions  of  the  same  story  unless they  are  significantly  different.    So  if  I  tried  to  put  out  separate  Blue  Label versions  of  those  parts,  they  would  be  deleted.    That’s  why  there  aren’t separate  Blue  Label  versions  of  the  first  two  parts.    But  that’s  ok:    read  the red  label  Parts  One  and  Two  and  then  read  this  Blue  Label  Part  Three  and you have the real story as it was intended.  Nothing is lost, even in the earlier parts.  In fact, I think you’ll find some interesting surprises illuminated in the earlier parts when you read this conclusion!

 

Enjoy!

Introduction by Ann

—o—

 

Dear Readers,

 

All  vacations  must  end.    Walter’s  vacation  is  ending  too,  if  you  can really call it a vacation.  It seems more like a job interview for a new position his wife is looking to fill:  sissified husband.  Either way, before things end, Walter is still in for some major surprises.  There’s the rest of his training, the bachelor party, the wedding... that ring thing he forgot about.  Good times!

Do  you  think  Jackie  will  make  Walter  wear  a  tux  to  the  wedding  after  all?

Probably not, right?

 

This  is  the  third  and  final  part  of  Walter’s  story.    Things  get  really kinky  now.    This  part  includes  forced  feminization,  female  domination, hormones,  bondage,  forced  bi  and  maybe-not-so-forced  bi,  chastity  devices, power  exchanges,  a  wedding  dress  and  still  more  surprises!    Walter’s vacation pictures are going to be something special, that’s for sure!

 

Hopefully, you’ve enjoyed the story so far!  Drop me a line and tell me what you think!  And definitely let me know your thoughts on the Blue Book editions!

 

With love,

Ann :)

Chapter Twenty-Six: “Hello, Darling” 

—o—

 

“Enjoying yourself, darling?” asked Jackie in a smug voice.

Walter’s eyes shot open.  He saw his wife standing before him next to the  woman  whose  friend  was  still  stroking  him  at  that  very  moment.    She wore a red sundress.  She was carrying her shoes, a pair of white cork-heeled wedges  with  straps  that  went  up  the  calves.    Next  to  her  stood  Randle,  the muscular man Walter had seen her with before.  He wore white pants and a puffy  shirt  of  the  type  Walter  had  imagined  wearing  on  the  beach.    He  was carrying  his  sandals  too;  they  had  come  from  the  beach.    Walter  cringed  so hard he felt dizzy.  How could his wife find him like this?!

“Jackie!” he exclaimed in horror.

His horror wasn’t enough to stop what happened next, however, it was too late; nothing could stop that.  Hot, sticky fluid shot out of his erection like it  came  from  a  cannon.    One,  two,  three  jolts  blasted  out  and  shot  to  the ground,  landing  at  his  wife’s  feet,  only  inches  away  from  her  pretty  pink toenails.    Jackie  glanced  down  at  the  small  puddle  Walter  had  made  on  the ground.  Then she glanced at her naked toes.  The puddle was only an inch or two from the tips of her toes.  It had been a very near miss.

“Nice shot, darling,” said Jackie condescendingly.

Walter  burned  hot  red  with  shame.    Could  this  get  any  more embarrassing?

“You are empty now, right?  I mean, I don’t want to get too close and end up splattered.”

Walter reluctantly nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”  He didn’t realize he’d called his wife “Ma’am”.  The training was definitely taking effect.  He never would have done that in the past.

“You  remember  my  husband,  don’t  you  Randle?”  said  Jackie  to  the man.

The  man  looked  him  over,  smirked  and  nodded,  which  made  Walter feel even smaller.

“So tell me, darling, whatever did you do to earn this?”  She meant the pillory.

Walter had never felt weaker than at that moment.

“Let  me  guess,”  continued  Jackie  with  a  laugh.    “You’re  failing

obedience  class.”    She  turned  to  the  muscular  man,  and  said,  “Walter’s always been pigheaded.  Trying to get him to follow orders is like trying to make  a  compass  point  south;  you  can  do  it  if  you  push  hard  enough,  but  it won’t last.”

Randle  blatantly  marked  Walter’s  high-heeled  sandals,  his  corset  and his  dripping  manhood  with  his  eyes  and  a  smirk.    Walter  could  almost  hear him  laugh  out  loud  at  the  idea  that  Walter  was  ever  disobedient.    “Total sissy” is what he was thinking, thought Walter.

“That’s  ok,  though,”  said  Jackie.    “Walter  will  see  the  light  soon enough, and then he’ll be the husband I’ve always wanted.”  She brushed the side of his face with her hand.  “Won’t you, darling?”

“No comment,” said a deeply embarrassed Walter.

“See,  that’s  my  very  point.    You  aren’t  in  charge  anymore,  Walter.

You  don’t  get  to  refuse  to  answer  questions.    You  don’t  know  that  yet,  but you  will  soon  enough.    Soon  enough,  you’ll  obey  anything  I  tell  you, instantly.  Then you’ll be perfect.”  She smiled a very satisfied smile.

“You know this isn’t going to work,” blurted out Walter.

Jackie raised an amused eyebrow.  She stepped back and looked Walter over  for  what  seemed  like  an  eternity  to  Walter.    She  took  it  all  in:    his helplessness in the pillory, obviously, but the rest too.  The corset.  The tall heels.    His  erection.    His  hanging  breasts.    He’d  changed  so  much,  she thought.  In fact, his breasts shocked her.

When  she  filled  out  the  form,  she  wrote  that  she  wanted  him  to  have large  enough  breasts  that  he  couldn’t  go  without  a  shirt  without  people noticing, but not so large that he couldn’t hide them under a suit – that way he could still be a man when she wants him to; his breasts would be a private little  treasure  between  them.    But  they  were  enormous!    In  some  ways  this disappointed  her  because  they  could  no  longer  play  the  games  she  had envisioned for them.  For example, she thought it would be a huge turn on to send him to the men’s locker room to change or take him to the pool just to see people’s reactions and to test his strength.  She couldn’t do that anymore.

That made her a little sad.  It also bothered her that this whole thing was now seemingly irreversible as they had gotten too large to simply go away if they stopped  the  hormones  –  she  had  no  idea  Nikki  had  done  this  intentionally behind her back.

BUT, seeing them as they were in their enormous glory, she now also found herself surprisingly excited too at the idea of playing with them.  That

prospect got her over her initial sadness and filled her with a whole new level of excitement.  In fact, they had gotten so large that they almost rivaled hers now.  Her husband truly had been remade in the image of a woman and that turned  something  within  her  on  way  more  than  she  had  expected!    Playing with  his  breasts  was  going  to  be  fun!    What’s  more,  she  realized  that  this truly gave her tremendous power of Walter, which is what really turned her on.

“Isn’t  going  to  work?    It  seems  to  be  working  so  far,”  she  replied smugly.

“Well, it won’t work once we’re home!”

“Is that so?”

“Yes.”

“Do tell, Walter.”

“You  can  have  them  dress  me  like  this  and  do  all  these  stupid  things while  we’re  here,  but  the  moment  we  get  home,  I’m  taking  the  clothes  off and I’m putting all of this behind us.  You and I are going to have a long talk too.”

“A talk about what, Walter?  These?” she said and she jiggled his right breast  with  her  hand.    Tickling  him  and  making  him  tingle  and  causing  his erection to grow again.  “Is this what we’re going to talk about?  And how are you going to take these off, darling?”

Walter  bit  his  lip.    She  had  put  her  finger  right  on  his  deepest  fear, literally,  and  that  caused  a  wave  of  insecurity:    what  if  these  changes  were permanent after all?  He imagined himself walking into work looking like a man except for having the curves of a woman and needing to wear a bra to support his breasts – some of the largest breasts in the office.  That was not a happy image!

“Those will go away once I stop the hormones,” said Walter defiantly, but without certainty.

Jackie snickered.  “Will they now?”

“They will,” insisted Walter.  “They—”

Jackie  slipped  his  breast  into  her  hand  and  squeezed  it,  cutting  off Walter’s rant for a moment.  His nipple pressed into her warm, soft palm.  It felt  amazing.    It  made  him  so  horny.    It  took  him  a  second  to  regain  his composure... sort of.

“They— they—”  He was still not thinking clearly.

Jackie  massaged  his  breast.    She  saw  his  erection  throb.    “You  were

saying, darling?”

“Wh— when we get h— home—”

She  applied  a  tiny  bit  more  pressure  and  squeezed  his  nipple  lightly with her palm and the base of her thumb.  His breathing became even more labored and his erection was positively bounding around throbbing now.

“When we get home, yes, continue,” she said.

“When— when we get home, I— I’m n— not taking anymore pills or wearing any dresses or heels or anything,” he said.

“Is that so?”

“Y—”

She  pinched  his  nipple  harder,  stopping  him  mid-word.    His  whole body shook.  This was an impressive display of the new power she had over him.  She leaned in close to his ear and spoke.

“What makes you think I’ll let you stop?” she asked calmly.

For an instant, Walter felt sheer terror.  Up to now, he’d assumed that no matter what happened here, once they got home, they would be on an even footing again and he would put an end to this; how could she stop him?  Even when Kim or Amanda hinted that might not be true, he’d dismissed that as a fake  threat.    But  now  Jackie  was  suggesting  it  was  real.    It  simply  didn’t occur  to  him  that  Jackie  might  in  some  way  still  maintain  control  over  him after they left, not without a team of women to hold him prisoner.  This one gesture and the cold, confident tone in her voice told him he might be wrong.

Could this really continue after they left the island?  What would that mean for Walter’s life?  What would he tell his friends... his family... Anna?

Walter swallowed hard and decided not to respond.

Jackie turned back to the muscular male.  “See what I mean?  He still doesn’t  get  what’s  happening.    Clearly,  they  haven’t  finished  with  the obedience training yet.  It will come though.”

“What if it doesn’t work?” asked the man, though his tone suggested he thought it had already worked.

Jackie smiled.  “It will.  Walter wants it even more than I do.  He just can’t admit that to himself yet.”  She turned back to Walter.  “You want to be submissive, don’t you darling?  That’s your fantasy.”

Walter stared at his wife in utter disbelief.  Of course, the answer was NO.  How could she be so crazy as to think anything else?  “I absolutely do not want that!” he exclaimed.

Is that so?  asked the small voice inside him.

Walter blushed in response.

Jackie smirked.  “You do, darling.  Why can’t you just accept it?”

“Because it’s not true,” he said.

Liar.

Walter blushed a little deeper.

“Are you sure?” asked Jackie

She simultaneously started fondling his breast, groping and massaging the  flesh  and  squeezing  his  nipple.    Intense  pleasure  filled  him  like  a  warm drink.    He  found  it  hard  to  object  with  this  feeling  coursing  through  him.

Then Jackie pulled her fingers back from his globes and encircled his nipple.

She  squeezed,  lightly  at  first,  causing  Walter’s  penis  to  drip  out  precome.

She  tightened  her  pinch.    And  again.    And  again.    Walter  sucked  in  sharp breaths  as  intense  but  oddly  erotic  pain  shot  through  him.    He  started  to writhe involuntarily.

“It’s all right, Walter dear,” said Jackie.  “You can admit you enjoy it.”

Walter  shook  his  head  vigorously,  but  he  was  obviously  awash  in pleasure.

“In time,” said Jackie.  She let go of his breast.

Walter slowly caught his breath.

“We need to go now, darling.  Randle and I are going dancing.  You be a good little girl and do what you’re told and stay out of trouble.”

Something  arose  in  Walter  when  his  wife  said  this.    Something triggered  his  ego  and  demanded  that  he  put  his  foot  down  and  reassert  his manhood.  Thus, without any second thought, he blurted out: 

“You can’t go with him!  I forbid it!” 

 

Walter recognized how stupid this was, even as he said it.  After all, he was trapped in this device and couldn’t stop her doing whatever she wanted.

Even without the pillory, he realized he no longer had the authority to deny her  anything.    She  had  brought  him  here  to  feminize  him  and  make  him submissive.    She  wanted  him  to  be  powerless  to  resist  her  or  deny  her anything.  Hence, telling her she couldn’t go was like commanding the wind not to blow.  Yet, he said it.

Jackie smiled condescendingly.  “Forbid it?” she repeated coldly.

Walter blushed.

“Still think you can tell me what to do, do you?” she asked.

Walter looked into her eyes and saw something he’d never seen before, a confidence that had not been there before.  His strength withered.  He felt truly  helpless.    Then  it  got  worse.    As  a  show  of  her  newfound  power,  she took one of her wedge-heeled shoes and tied the string that normally would go around her calf around the base of his testicles.  She repeated this with the other shoe.  Both shoes now hung from his balls like a Christmas ornament.

“Hold my shoes while we dance, will you darling?”

Walter burned bright red with shame.

Jackie  then  took  Randle’s  hand  and  walked  off  with  him  toward  the main  building.    Walter  watched  them  slowly  walk  away  helplessly.    He  felt stupid for trying to stop her.

 

—o—

 

Walter spent another two hours in the pillory before Amanda and Kim came to fetch him.  His wife’s shoes hung from his balls the whole time.  It was  humiliating  to  be  used  like  this.    Even  worse,  his  balls  started  to  ache because,  despite  being  such  light  shoes  compared  to  men’s  shoes,  the constant  tugging  made  them  feel  increasingly  heavy.    His  breasts  were getting  sore  too  for  the  same  reason.    On  their  own,  they  didn’t  seem  that heavy, but hanging from his chest for hours without support put tremendous strain  on  his  chest  and  back.    This  was  a  significant  reminder  of  how  much his body had been feminized.  Suffice it to say, Walter was greatly relieved when  Amanda  and  Kim  finally  showed  up.    Unfortunately,  they  were  not alone.

“Dale.  What is he doing here?” asked Walter beneath his breath.

Today  had  been  difficult  enough  without  another  visit  from  Dale.

Something about Dale seeing him feminized just gouged Walter’s soul.  Dale was like a marker of manhood to Walter.  Being on the one side made you a man,  being  on  the  other,  made  you  less  than  a  man.    And  right  now,  in  the pillory  with  Jackie’s  heels  swinging  from  his  balls,  Walter  was uncomfortably far on the wrong side.

“Cute shoes, Wendy,” giggled Kim.

Walter  tried  to  think  of  some  witty  or  sarcastic  response  but  couldn’t come up with anything.  He also didn’t want to risk them extending his stay.

He just wanted out of the pillory.  He promised himself he would never give them reason to put him back in this thing.

“Can you please unlock me?” asked Walter.

Amanda  smiled  at  how  submissively  he  asked.    “In  a  moment, sweetie.”    Amanda  then  moved  Dale  to  the  front  of  the  pillory  in  front  of Walter.    Dale  wore  the  long,  lime-green  pencil  skirt  uniform  and  tall  high-heeled  sandals.    His  toenails  were  painted  white  today  and  his  makeup  was honestly  perfect.    The  women  wore  the  looser  skirts  and  white  slingbacks typically worn by staff.  Kim carried a riding crop.

Neither Dale nor Walter acknowledged the other.

“Your  job  as  lead  maid,”  said  Amanda,  “requires  you  to  control  the staff beneath you.”  She was addressing Dale.

Dale nodded his head.

“You can’t be afraid to give orders,” added Amanda.

“And you need to require obedience.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Walter  raised  an  eyebrow  at  this.    They  were  making  Dale  “lead maid”?    Lead  maid  of  what?    Dale  hardly  seemed  “management  material,”

thought Walter.  Or is it “woman agement material”?

“Now give Wendy a kiss,” said Amanda to Dale.

This got Walter’s attention!

“What?    No!”  exclaimed  Walter.    Not  only  did  he  never  want  to  be kissed by a man – even if he was dressed as a woman, but even if he did, he would  never want to be kissed by Dale!

“Correct her,” said Amanda to Dale.

Dale  shifted  uncomfortably  on  his  heels.    He  blushed.    He  was struggling.    Walter  saw  this  and  focused  a  glare  at  him,  telling  him  “don’t you  dare”  with  his  eyes  and  his  expression,  hoping  to  add  to  Dale’s discomfort and discourage him from doing what these women wanted.

“Don’t talk back to me, Wendy,” said Dale meekly.  It was weak.

“Stronger,” said Amanda.

“Don’t talk back to me, Wendy,” said Dale again.  It was still weak.

“You must learn to be stronger,” said Amanda.

“I know but—”

“There  is  no  ‘but’,  Daisy.    You  will  be  acting  as  lead  maid  so  your mistress can relax and not need to worry about managing her staff.  You are her  voice.    You  speak  with  her  authority.    Now  learn  to  do  your  job  as required.”

“But what if he won’t listen?” asked Dale.

“She, Daisy.  Wendy is a ‘she’ now.”

Dale cast his eyes downward and blushed.  “Sorry.  What if  she won’t listen?”

“Then you make her listen.  Now be forceful.  Kiss her.”

Dale stepped in front of Walter, put his feet together, put his hands on his  thighs,  and  leaned  over,  projecting  his  rear  out  in  a  classically  feminine pose.  His lips were headed straight for Walter’s lips.  It was like a car wreck where time stands still and Walter saw every moment of Dale’s approach in excruciating detail.  Walter tried to back away, but couldn’t.

“Wait!  Wait!  Wait! ” exclaimed Walter.  “You can’t—”

He  didn’t  get  to  finish  that  thought.    Dale  planted  his  lips  right  on Walter’s lips.  His lips were soft and warm and his lipstick was sticky; Walter could feel it smearing onto Walter’s lips.  Even worse, he could feel Dale’s breath  against  his  mouth.    It  was  all  so  terribly  intimate,  so  humiliatingly emasculating.  He’d been kissed by a man.  He’d been kissed by Dale!

“Wha—  what  are  you  doing?!”  gasped  Walter  as  Dale  backed  away.

He desperately wanted to wipe his lips, but couldn’t reach them.

“Correct her insolence,” said Amanda.

“Be quiet, Wendy,” snapped Dale.

Walter was shocked.  Not only had Dale kissed him, but he’d told him to shut up and he’d done so in a commanding tone Walter didn’t even know Dale could manage.  What was happening here?  He didn’t take orders from Dale!    How  could  Dale  do  that?    How  could  Walter  let  him?    How  could Walter stop him?  For the first time, Walter felt... he didn’t know what.  If he had to put a word to it, it would be fear? weakness?  No.  Submissive.  That word  loomed  up  inside  him  like  a  dark  shadow  threatening  to  eat  who  and what he was.

“D—  don’t—”  stuttered  Walter  weakly.    He  had  no  idea  what  he wanted to say.

“Correct her,” said Amanda.

“Be silent, Wendy,” said Dale.

Walter  opened  his  mouth  to  protest,  but  the  shadow  grew  inside  him and he struggled to speak.  Finally, he got it out, however:  “How dare you?”

Walter’s  voice  came  as  a  jerky,  throaty  whisper.    It  sounded  desperate, exhausted, and incredulous to Walter.

Amanda motioned Dale to move behind Walter with her.

“Wendy  has  disobeyed  you,”  said  Amanda.    “As  the  lead  maid,  you

cannot let the slightest disobedience go unpunished.  You must administer a correction swiftly and surely.  Here.  Use this.”

Walter  tried  to  crane  his  neck  to  see  what  was  about  to  happen,  but could see nothing.  He found out soon enough.

WHACK! 

Walter felt the crop come slashing down across his rear.  It stung!  Who had fired it though, was it Dale or was it Amanda?  He didn’t know and, to him,  it  made  a  world  of  difference.    It  was  one  thing  for  these  women  to spank him.  They had taken him prisoner.  He was at their mercy.  They could do  anything  to  him  and  it  wasn’t  his  responsibility  as  he  was  powerless  to respond.    But  what  if  it  was  Dale?    Dale  striking  him  in  this  most  sexually dominant of ways felt...  not manly.

“Well done,” said Amanda.

“Good technique,” added Kim.

It was Dale.

Walter  felt  queasy  and  wanted  to  say  something  to  restore  his manhood,  but  couldn’t  bring  himself  to  speak.    He  had  been  spanked  like  a sissy.    By  Dale.    Girly  Dale.    Did  that  make  him  less  of  a  man  than  Dale?

How do you restore your manhood after something like that anyways?

He wasn’t sure what to do.

Chapter Twenty-Seven: “Night Lessons” 

—o—

 

Walter  tensely  awaited  his  nightly  session  with  Kim  that  night.    The day  had  made  him  super  horny  and  he  needed  relief.    He  couldn’t  wait  for Kim to touch him and then to let him jerk himself off.  He was like a volcano waiting  to  explode  as  she  gathered  his  nightie  and  his  panties.    He  stood naked in the middle of the room except for the black high-heeled sandals and his stockings; he had come straight from the pillory.  He had a very clear tan line  where  the  corset  had  stopped,  which  emphasized  his  bikini  lines  above and below.

“How was your day?” asked Kim with a snicker.

Walter glared at her.  “Wonderful,” he relied coldly.

She  pulled  his  nighttime  panties  from  the  drawer.    These  were  pink

“granny  panties”  as  Jackie  always  called  them.    They  were  comfortable though and they gave his penis plenty of room to move around.

“I thought some of it might have upset you,” said Kim casually.

“Really?  Which part?” asked Walter snidely.

Kim  smirked  as  she  grabbed  the  pink  t-strap  pumps  from  the  closet.

“All of it.”

Walter laughed.  It was probably a stress laugh more than anything, but he  did  actually  laugh.    Kim’s  playful  attitude  always  seemed  to  help  him calm himself after a difficult day.

“Here,”  said  Kim  and  she  handed  him  the  see-through  pink  babydoll nightie.

Walter took the nightie and slipped it over his head.  It was so soft and airy and it settled down into place nicely and loosely, with one exception:  his nipples  were  hard  and  projected  out,  and  the  nightie  caught  on  those  and hung from them.  That was yet another solid reminder of how his body was changing, as nothing had ever gotten caught on his male nipples before.

Kim next handed Walter the panties and he ran those up his legs before pulling them up into place and hiding his erection.  After this, she bent down and removed his black sandals before making him step into the ultra-tall pink t-strap  pumps.    She  worked  the  straps  and  locked  them  with  the  padlocks.

Walter then tottered over to the bed and lay down with his hands at his sides.

Kim locked his arms into place, pinning them to the bed.

Walter  was  happy  to  finally  be  in  bed.    He  needed  what  was  coming badly.    He  was  so  horny.    It  had  been  an  intense  day.    Seemingly  every woman  at  the  resort  had  come  and  played  with  him  or  taken  humiliating photos  of  him.    His  wife  had  come  and  mocked  his  breasts  and  hung  her shoes  from  his  penis.    Dale...  Walter  didn’t  even  want  to  think  about  what Dale had done; he could still feel the lipstick in his mind.  Just about the only good moment came when Andi did her thing.  Thus, he needed to release the pressure these things had built up inside him.  He now waited for Kim to get to that point like she had every other night for some time now.

“You were quite the hit today,” continued Kim.  “Everyone at the resort was talking about you.”

“I’ll  bet  they  were.”    He  wondered  how  many  women  had  pictures  of him all locked up and exposed.

“That must have been fun, seeing your wife too,” said Kim.

“I don’t know if fun is the word I would use.”

Kim glanced at his tented panties.  “Would ‘turned on’ be better?”

“No comment.”

“Or is this,” said Kim, and she grabbed his erection through the panties,

“because Dale kissed you?”

All the color left Walter’s face.  “That’s disgusting!”

“Is it now?  You seemed to like it.”

“I did not! ” gasped Walter.

“You were hard as a rock!”

“That was from something else,” protested Walter.

Kim  shook  her  head  and  snickered.    “You  can’t  lie  to  me,  Wendy.    I saw  your  chest  heaving  when  he  kissed  you  and  your  dick  throbbing.

Amanda and I saw you from the front desk.  You were so turned on when he kissed you I thought your lips might spark.”

“That’s not true!” exclaimed Walter.

“It is true.”

“It’s not.  Dale’s all girly.  Nothing about Dale excites me!”

“Don’t like ‘girls’, huh?” chuckled Kim.

Walter blushed bright red.  “That’s not what I meant!”

“Do you know what I think?” asked Kim.  As she asked, she pulled his panties down over his erection, freeing it to stand out in the open air.  “I think you’re turned on by being submissive—”

“No way!”

“Yes,  way.  You’re  always  hardest  whenever  you’re  forced  to  do something submissive.  You tell yourself you’re all man, but the first chance you get, you go all girly and weak.  ‘Oh Dale, be my hero’,” said Kim with a good-natured laugh.

Walter pursed his lips.

“You  can’t  deny  it,”  insisted  Kim.    “I  hear  what  turns  you  on  every night, Wendy.  Remember?  You think you’re a ‘tuff’ guy, but you want to be a submissive little girl.  Admit it.”

Walter shook his head.

Kim snorted in disbelief.  Then she gently slipped the bare edge of the tips of her fingers around the head of his penis, so that it was more her aura than  their  fingers  with  which  she  touched  it.    It  was  an  incredibly  teasing grasp.  “All right, Wendy.  Tell me about Dale.”

“What about Dale?”

“Do you think he’s cute?”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Dale?” he asked skeptically.

“Yeah.”

Walter looked down his body at her hand.  He  NEEDED her to jerk him off, right now!  The tension was too much.  She had teased him to the point where he thought that if he didn’t jerk himself off, these feelings might back up into him and something would break.  But she still didn’t start.  Instead, her  fingers  pulled  a  molecule  further  away,  which  felt  like  they  had  fled  a mile  to  Walter,  and  she  kept  asking  him  about  Dale.    What  did  she  want  to finally do this?

“Tell me,” she said.

“There’s nothing to tell!”

Her  fingers  retreated  further;  his  tension  was  turning  to  physical frustration – her hand was so, so close!

“You think he’s hot,” she asserted.

“Definitely not!  He’s a man!”

“I thought you said he was ‘girly’?” snickered Kim.

Walter blushed again.  “He is.”

Kim  paused  to  tease  his  penis  a  little  more,  getting  a  few  short  hard breaths from Walter for her trouble.  “You know, his wife isn’t making him grow breasts like your wife is.”

“So?” asked Walter disdainfully.

“She  also  didn’t  sign  him  up  for  some  of  the  more  exotic  training

methods your wife signed you up for.”

“So?”  What did he care about what happened to Dale?

Kim  shrugged  her  shoulders.    “Oh,  nothing  really...  but  I  would  drop the ‘girly’ talk.”

“Why?”

She  moved  her  fingers  a  molecule  closer  again,  which  made  Walter’s penis pulse in anticipation.  “Suppose when this is all over... there you are in your  pretty  little  dress  and  your  pretty  high  heels,  being  all  girly  and submissive.  And now suppose Dale is there too, but he’s still all manly.”

“Dale was never manly.”

“Compared  to  little  old  sissy  girl,  Wendy,  Dale’s  going  to  be  butch.”

She paused.  “Does that excite you?”

“No!”  gasped  Walter.    In  fact,  that  terrified  him.    As  he’d  realized earlier, Dale was his benchmark for the lower boundary of manhood.  If one was more girly than Dale, then you simply could not be a man.  So if he was more  “girly  and  submissive”  than  Dale,  then  Walter  would  no  longer  be  a man.  That thought sent shivers down his spine at the idea of a “butch” Dale.

“That’s unfortunate,” said Kim.

“Why?”

She  moved  her  fingers  even  closer.    Walter  could  now  feel  her  silky skin brush against his, just barely.  It sent tingles down his shaft.  “It’s just...

suppose that you and Dale started working together.”

“Working how?  In what way?”

“You know, training.”

“You want me to train with Dale?” asked Walter in an offended tone.

“It’s not what I want, it’s— well, it’s part of the program.”  She began moving  her  fingers  up  and  down  slowly,  gently  bumping  his  flesh  little  by little as she did.  Walter’s penis was ready to burst.  He wanted so badly to be released so he could finish this off!  Walter tried to shake his penis to make contact with her fingers, but Kim was too fast in avoiding him.

“Why hasn’t she started stroking me?!” he screamed inside his head.

“You don’t want that?” she asked.

Walter glared at her.  “To work with Dale?  Hardly.”

She  sighed.    “That’s  really  too  bad.”    Then,  without  warning,  she yanked her hand away, leaving his penis to swing helplessly in open air.  She kissed his forehead, pulled his panties back up over his erection, and started walking toward the door.  “Sweet dreams.”

“Wait!”

“What is it?”

Walter blushed.  He needed her to jerk him off, but didn’t want her to know  how  badly  he  needed  it  –  information  is  power  after  all.    “Uh,  didn’t you  forget  something?    Um,  aren’t  you—  aren’t  you  going  to  untie  my hand?”

“For what?”

Walter twisted his lips.  It was embarrassing to speak so openly about his  desire  to  do  something  so  intimate  and  private.    “You  know—  so  I  can, uh, you know,” he said in a low voice.

“Masturbate?”

Walter blushed even deeper.  “Yeah.”

“You’re saying you want to masturbate?”

“Yeah,” said Walter with some difficulty.

“About Dale?”

“No!” protested Walter immediately.

“You don’t want to relive that sweet, girly kiss you two shared?” asked Kim with a giggle.

Walter  blushed  about  as  deeply  as  he  could.    He  really  didn’t  want  to think  about  that  kiss.    The  idea  of  kissing  Dale  made  him  queasy.    But  he needed  to  come,  and  that  seemed  to  be  what  she  wanted  to  hear  before  she would start.  So if telling her that’s what he wanted to think about was what it took to make that happen, then he decided to pay that price.

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said.

“Yes or no, Wendy?”

Walter swallowed hard.  He needed this, he told himself.  “Yes.”

Kim smiled.  “That’s cute... but not tonight.”

“Not  tonight?!    But—but  I  told  you—    I  told  you  about  Dale.”    He paused.  “Why— um— why not?”

“You need to earn your release from now on,” said Kim calmly.

Walter  furrowed  his  brow.    “What  do  you  mean  ‘earn’?    How  do  I

‘earn’ it?”

“That will be up to your wife.”

Walter was stunned.  “Are you saying I have to ask Jackie’s permission to play with myself?”

“From now on, yes.”

“But I need to masturbate,” he pleaded.

Kim sighed.  Then she went to the closet, where the shoes Jackie had tied around his scrotum had been placed.  They were wedge-heeled sandals.

She  picked  one  up  and  returned  to  Walter  with  it.    She  pulled  down  his panties again, exposing his erection, and slid the shoe down over his erection so  the  tip  of  his  penis  popped  out  the  open  toe  and  the  insole  ran  along  his shaft to his balls.  It was as if his penis was wearing his wife’s shoe.

“Maybe that will help,” said Kim with a wink.

Walter  stared  at  the  shoe.    It  actually  turned  him  on  a  good  deal  for some reason, but that only made the problem worse.  He needed to be made less horny, not more horny.

“How is that going to help?” asked Walter.

Kim  shrugged  her  shoulders.    Then  she  wished  him  good  night  once more,  turned  off  the  light  and  left  the  stunned  Walter  in  the  dark...  horny, humiliated  and  horrified.    It  simply  blew  his  mind  they  wanted  him  to  ask Jackie  for  permission  to  masturbate.  Permission!     Just  the  thought  that  any wife would have the power to control when her husband could touch himself stunned him.  It was an affront to manhood.  Such a man would be an object of  ridicule  around  the  world,  and  yet,  here  he  was  that  man:    his  own  wife would be in charge of...  that?  How much less of a man could she make him?

Chapter Twenty-Eight: “The Art of Making Love” 
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Morning came slowly.

Walter’s dreams ran on forever and left him shaken.  The worst came last,  right  before  he  woke  up.    It  was  worst  because  it  didn’t  seem  so  bad.

Indeed,  it  seemed  perfectly  normal,  but  it  wasn’t.    In  it,  Walter  was  home again.    He  and  Jackie  were  in  their  living  room  getting  ready  to  leave  for work.  Walter was Walter again, not Wendy.  He wore a gray suit and brown loafers and was on his way to work when Jackie stopped him.  Jackie wore a black pantsuit and carried a black designer bag.

Walter sighed.

“What’s wrong, darling?” asked Jackie.

“I  don’t  know.    I’m  just  not  standing  out  at  work.    No  one  seems  to notice me,” said Walter.

“Try showing some cleavage.”

“Do you think that will work?”

“Absolutely.  You always need to show cleavage to get ahead, darling,”

said Jackie.

“What  a  great  idea!”  said  Walter  and  he  pulled  open  his  jacket  a  few more inches, exposing just a hint of bumps beneath his white dress shirt.  He wore no tie for some reason.

“Here, let me help,” said Jackie.

Jackie unbuttoned the collar on his shirt and its top three buttons.  This exposed  the  inside  curves  of  two  perfectly  formed  DD  breasts.    They  were perky, firm and yet soft and round.  Between them dipped an inviting valley of cleavage.  What’s more, Jackie had opened the shirt just enough to show a hint of his bra where it connected in the center.  The bra was black with a thin lacy trim and a tiny bow right in the center between the cups.

He looked down and smiled at his displayed cleavage.  Then he noticed his shoes.  “Do these shoes match?”

“Brown and grey don’t match, darling.  I would wear black.”

“But I don’t have any black shoes.”

“Here, let me help,” said his wife.

Walter watched as Jackie shook her feet out of her high heels, dropping them to the floor.  They were classic black leather pumps with sharp toes and

stiletto heels in the four-inch range.  They had red soles.  Walter slipped his feet into them and gained that extra height.

“That’s better, darling,” said Jackie.

“Much.”

A smiling Walter grabbed his wallet and his wife’s purse.  He handed Jackie the wallet, before slinging the purse over his shoulder.  He kissed his wife on the cheek and tottered off to the car to go to work.

Throughout  this  entire  scene,  nothing  struck  him  as  wrong  or  out  of place.  Nothing seemed the least bit unusual or extraordinary.  There was no feeling  that  he  shouldn’t  be  doing  this  or  that  it  was  a  mistake.    It  was  all completely  natural,  and  that’s  what  shocked  him  when  he  awoke  moments later.    Indeed,  it  was  all  he  could  think  about  as  he  awoke,  as  they  came  to untie him and as they led him to his closet to get dressed:  why had this all seemed completely natural to his dream-self?

“What is happening to me?” he asked worriedly.
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To  Walter’s  nervous  surprise,  Amanda  and  Kim  did  not  dress  him  in the  usual  pencil  skirt,  vest  and  blouse  combination  that  morning.    Instead, they dressed him in a fuchsia babydoll nightie, panties, stockings, a garterbelt and strappy fuchsia high-heeled sandals with straps that went up his calves.

On a woman, this would have been a sexy look, Walter thought.  On him, it was  embarrassing.    For  one  thing,  it  did  nothing  to  hide  his  erection,  which swung  like  a  pendulum  inside  his  panties  as  he  walked.    More  importantly though, it highlighted his breasts.  In the nightie, his breasts looked positively enormous  and  his  stiff  nipples  projected  into  the  soft  material  (as  they  had begun  to  do  lately),  visibly  poking  out  the  nightie  a  centimeter  or  so  above each  breast,  and  causing  it  to  hang  from  each  nipple  as  it  might  hang  from two pegs on the wall.  This was quite an erotic sight and everyone he passed walking along the path stopped to watch him jiggle by.  Their eyes were on his nipples.

“Why  am  I  dressed  like  this?”  asked  Walter,  his  face  flush  with embarrassment  as  another  group  of  women  stopped  to  giggle  at  him.    One even whistled as he passed.

“It’s appropriate for today’s lesson,” said Amanda.

“Which is what?  How to embarrass me?”

Kim giggled.

“What’s so funny?” asked Walter.

“We should add that to the curriculum,” she said with a chuckle.

“Ha ha,” said Walter sourly.

“Oh don’t be such a Debbie Downer.  You should focus on how excited people are to see you!”

Walter glared at her.  Was she kidding?

“Sourpuss,” she said.

A  few  minutes  later,  Walter  entered  a  new  room.    This  room  was spacious and well furnished.  There was a large bed, some dressers, a couch, a fainting couch, some soft chairs, some hard-backed chairs and even a bean bag.    Most  of  the  floor  was  wood  but  parts  were  covered  with  thick carpeting.    There  were  mirrors.    And  near  one  wall  stood  a  blackboard.    In some ways, the room struck Walter as a hotel “honeymoon suite”.  In other ways, it reminded him of a classroom.

Dale was here.  He wore an identical set of lingerie, panties and heels.

He  was  with  a  woman  named  Crystal,  who  was  dressed  like  Kim  and Amanda.

“Hi, Walter,” said Dale and he blushed.

“Hi,”  said  Walter  cautiously.    He  wasn’t  actually  sure  what  to  say.

Seeing  Dale  in  lingerie  made  him  uncomfortable.    In  fact,  why  were  they both dressed in lingerie?  Weren’t the normal uniforms humiliating enough?

“Address each other properly,” said Amanda.

Dale quickly fell into a curtsey.  “Hello, Wendy.”

Walter  rolled  his  eyes  at  Dale,  and  then  gave  him  a  quick,  indifferent curtsey.    Amanda  stopped  him  immediately  and  made  him  give  a  rather grand, overstated, elaborate curtsey instead.  The submissiveness of this made Walter blush, especially giving it to girly Dale.

“All right, girls,” said Amanda.  “Let’s get you ready for the lesson.”

“And what is today’s lesson?” asked Walter sourly.

“Today, we’re going to learn to make love.”

“I know how to make love,” said Walter.

“Then this will be easy for you.”

At that, Kim and Crystal took Dale to the bathroom to double-check his makeup.    Amanda  remained  with  Walter.    A  moment  later,  the  door  to  the room  opened  and  Nikki  came  sauntering  in  wearing  a  light  blue  one-piece swimsuit and white high-heeled mules.  She was clearly in a great mood.

Walter furrowed his brow.

“Look  who’s  here,”  said  Walter  snidely.    “Jackie  busy?    Decided  to send her minion?”

Nikki glared at Walter; her mood darkened quickly; despite everything he  still  somehow  managed  to  be  rude  to  her.    “I’m  not  a  minion.    I’m  her lover.  And aren’t you supposed to be submissive or something by now?”

“I must have missed the memo.”

“Don’t worry, Walter, it’ll come.  It’ll come. ”

“Never where you’re concerned.”

Walter always had a way to get under Nikki’s skin and that seemingly hadn’t changed.  But this time, she held the upper hand and she was happy to let him know it.  “Do you want to know something funny,  Wendy?”

“You’re not actually a man-hating lesbian?”

“Such a sharp tongue you have for a man in four-inch heels.”

“Jealous?”

“Hardly.  But speaking of things that are ‘hard’, let me tell you what’s funny.  You see those things on your chest, with the hard nipples?  They’re called boobs, Wendy.  And yours are enormous and growing every day.”

“Yeah, Jackie saw to that.”

Nikki chuckled.  “Actually, she didn’t.”

Walter looked confused.  “She didn’t what?”

“When Jackie filled out the forms to bring you here, she told them she wanted  you  to  have  tiny  little  breasts.    She  wanted  breasts  that  were  big enough to play with, to tease you over, but which she could still hide behind a suit so she could take you out as a man on dates.”

Walter looked even more confused.  What was Nikki saying?

“I  suppose  you’re  taking  credit  for  this?    You’re  going  to  tell  me  you talked her into this.  Is that it?” said Walter.

Nikki  smirked.    “Not  quite.    See,  she  doesn’t  actually  know  your breasts are like this intentionally.  She thinks she made a dosage mistake with the  hormones  she  gave  you.    But  that’s  not  the  case.    The  reason  you  have those big, beautiful un-hideable breasts is because I changed the form.”

“You?!” gasped Walter.

“Yes, Walter, me.  When she wasn’t looking, I changed the form.”

Walter was stunned.  “Why?”

“Two  reasons.    First,  I  thought  you  deserved  it.    I  mean  what’s  more ironic than sexist, Mister-Manly you ending up with women’s breasts?  And not  just  any  breasts,  mind  you,  but  breasts  so  large  you  could  never  hide them.  Breasts so large that men like you will drool when they see you.”

“And?”

“And secondly, I didn’t want Jackie to have the chance to back out.  If your breasts could be hidden, then she could change her mind and take you back  as  her  husband.    Then  I  would  lose  her.    I  couldn’t  stand  that.    So  I decided to make sure she couldn’t take you back as her husband by making sure  you  couldn’t  be  her  husband  again.    With  those  things  on  your  chest, you’re  stuck  as  a  woman.    That  means  you  will  forever  hereafter  be  our servant and we can live happily every after.”

Walter stared at Nikki in disbelief.  Was it possible this was true?  Was it possible the reason he had been so completely, permanently feminized was that  Nikki  was  jealous  of  his  relationship  with  his  wife  and  she  wanted  to hobble him as a competitor for her affection?  That was why she turned him into a shemale??! 

“I love her, Walter,” added Nikki.

Walter  wasn’t  listening.    “You  realize  I’m  going  to  tell  her  this  now, right?” said Walter angrily.  “I’m going to tell her and that will be the end of this crazy little scheme of yours!”

“Go ahead.”

Walter furrowed his brow suspiciously.  “What?”

Nikki rolled her eyes.  “Do you really think she’ll believe you?  Or do you  think  she’ll  see  this  as  a  desperate  story  you  made  up  to  free  yourself somehow?”  She looked him up and down for effect.  “You’ll say anything at this point if you think it’s going to save what’s left of your manhood.”

Walter  bit  his  lip.    She  had  a  point  there.    If  Walter  raced  to  his  wife and told her this story now, she would see it as an attempt to escape his fate.

If he wanted her to believe him, he would need to choose his moment wisely.

He would only get one shot at it too.  That meant he needed to wait, needed to continue to endure his feminization, needed to continue to let them make him  weaker,  more  feminine  and  more  submissive  until  he  found  the  perfect moment to expose Nikki.  The idea of waiting did not make him happy, not at all, but at least now he had something he did not before: he had hope.  He just needed it to happen before he became too feminized for it to matter.

“Now let’s get on with today’s lesson,” said Nikki.
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Walter  and  Dale  sat  side-by-side  on  the  bed.    Nikki  had  moved  to  a comfortable  chair  which  afforded  her  the  perfect  view  of  Walter  and  Dale.

Amanda stood before Walter and Dale.

“Today’s lesson is how to make love,” said Amanda.

Walter licked his lips nervously.  “Making love” could mean a variety of things.  That made him nervous.  The fact he was sitting next to Dale  in lingerie made him even more nervous.  That Nikki was watching with a smug look on her face made him even more nervous yet.

“Perhaps the most celebrated act of lovemaking, aside from intercourse itself, is the act of kissing.  Kissing is an art.  You must learn to be excellent kissers.  That will be the focus of the lesson today,” said Amanda.

“I know how to kiss,” said Walter.

“Yes, but not well.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Who told you that?” he demanded.

“Your wife,” replied Amanda.

“Zero  stars...  would  not  recommend,”  whispered  Kim  just  loudly enough  for  Walter  to  hear  while  looking  away  embarrassedly.    This  caused Walter to raise a betrayed eyebrow at her.

Nikki  snickered  at  this,  sending  a  feeling  of  embarrassment  creeping over Walter.

“Let’s  begin  with  the  set  up.    You  Wendy  and  you  Daisy  are  lovers.

You  are  at  a  luxury  resort,  much  like  this  one.    This  is  your  room  at  the resort.    You  have  come  back  from  a  romantic  walk.    You  have  decided  to make love.  Daisy, why don’t you begin,” said Amanda.

Dale looked awkwardly at Walter.  He took a deep breath.

“Slip your arm around Wendy’s shoulders,” said Amanda.

Dale  slipped  one  arm  around  Walter’s  shoulders  with  his  hand  on Walter’s back.  He leaned in closer to make it work.  Their faces were now only inches apart.  Walter could feel his body heat.

“Return Daisy’s embrace.”

Walter cringed but reluctantly slipped his arm around Dale’s back and moved  his  free  arm  on  top  of  Dale’s  thigh.    Dale  responded  by  caressing Walter’s arm with his fingers.  It made Walter tingle uncomfortably.

“Lean  in,  but  not  so  fast!”  admonished  Amanda  when  Dale  started toward  Walter’s  lips  like  a  runner  jumping  to  a  start.    “Move  more deliberately.  Foreplay is about anticipation.”

“Yes, Miss Amanda,” said Dale.

Dale locked his eyes on Walter, making Walter feel oddly meek.  Then he  cocked  his  head  slightly  and  gently  places  his  lips  on  Walter’s  lips.

Walter felt his warmth and then Dale pulled back slightly.  The tease was so effective, Walter involuntarily chased Dale’s lips before he stopped himself.

Dale’s lips then returned with force and locked themselves on Walter’s lips.

“Oh my God!” thought Walter!

Dale’s  lips  were  soft  and  warm  and  supple.    They  were  electric  too!

Walter’s nipples shot up hard beneath his lingerie followed by his penis.  His chest  began  to  heave  with  each  breath.    Dale’s  hand  moved  up  to  Walter’s chest  and  rubbed  his  stiff  nipples  through  the  lingerie.    Walter  began  to writhe like a young woman the first time a man takes her in his arms.

It was a magic moment and time seemed to stop, until...

“That is hilarious!” laughed Nikki.

Walter  and  Dale  separated  instantly.    Shame  and  embarrassment radiated  off  of  them  both.    Dale  blushed  and  turned  away.    Walter  blushed too.

“What was I thinking?” Walter asked himself.  Had he really been lost in a kiss from Dale?  Really?  Had he writhed?  Dale was a man despite the way he was dressed.  How could he lose himself in a kiss from a man?  He felt  shaken.    “It  had  to  be  the  way  he’s  dressed.    My  mind  must  have  seen him as a woman,” he told himself.  “It had to be a trick of the mind is all.”

He swore he would guard against that from now on.  As for Nikki, she could laugh  all  she  wanted  now,  he  would  expose  her  and  put  an  end  to  her relationship with his wife.  Walter had found a newfound determination.  He would be Walter again.

Chapter Twenty-Nine: “And Then That Happened” 
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Walter had a hard day the rest of that day.

After their training, they were both dressed in swimsuits and sent off to work  by  the  pool  again.    It  was  difficult.    The  guests  were  demanding.

Amanda and Kim were demanding.  Walter’s breasts felt heavy and the bikini lacked the support of his bras.  The jiggle of his butt cheeks made him feel fat –  he  wasn’t  even  sure  why  it  mattered,  but  it  did;  he  put  it  off  to  the hormones.  But worse than all of that was the small inner voice which wasn’t so small anymore.  It was crowing.  He’d kissed another man... passionately so  –  the  image  of  Dale’s  lips  pressing  against  his  and  Dale  feeling  up  his breasts  kept  flashing  before  his  eyes.    Somehow,  that  made  him  horny.    It made him sick that it did, but it definitely turned him on, no matter how much he denied the idea.  And that little voice was not going to let him forget this.

You kissed a man, it laughed over and over.

Worse  yet,  all  of  this  had  involved  Dale.    That  bothered  Walter  even more.    Dale.    Girly  Dale.    Actually...  not  so  girly  Dale.    That  was  a  scary thought.  In fact, that’s what made the humiliation all the sharper.  Here was Walter being turned into a shemale with hormones while Dale wasn’t – “how can I face him with these  things on my chest when he’s still normal?!”  And now to have performed this terribly submissive act in front of him of losing himself in Dale’s kiss?  That was like some big red siren screaming that he was  a—a—  well,  sissy.    Just  the  word  burned  him.    It  said  so  much  and  it took  everything  from  him.    Worse  yet,  he  was  being  made  the  sissy,  not Dale.  Kim’s prior warning echoed through his mind: I would drop the ‘girly’ talk... 

 

Suppose when this is all over, there you are in your pretty little dress and your pretty high heels, being all girly and submissive. 

And now suppose Dale is there too, but he’s still all manly... 

 

Compared  to  little  old  sissy  girl,  Wendy,  Dale’s  going  to  be butch. 

 

Walter shuddered every time he heard those words echo inside his head and he was hearing it a lot whenever his training involved Dale.  Was that his fate: to become “the girl” in his relationship with Dale?  Did Nikki find that funny?  Was that part of her plan somehow?  Either way, he would fight, he told  himself,  though  he  didn’t  know  exactly  how  yet.    For  now,  he  hoped desperately just to never see Dale again, but the odds of that seemed slim.  In fact, he and Dale weren’t even done seeing each other for that day yet.

 

—o—

 

Evening came.

Walter  and  Dale  found  themselves  together  getting  ready  for  dinner.

They were doing their makeup.  Walter was working on his eyes, Dale on his lips.    Walter  worked  in  stony  silence.    He  was  too  embarrassed  to  speak.

Dale, on the other hand, seemed quite chipper and had engaged in small talk with Kim, trying several times to pull Walter in unsuccessfully.

“I need to check up on some issue with your dresses,” said Kim.

Walter looked up.  “You’re leaving?”

“Only for a few minutes.”

That  would  leave  them  alone.    Walter  couldn’t  remember  being  alone at the resort since he got here, other than after Kim left him after his nightly sessions,  but  he  was  tied  down  to  the  bed  then.    He’d  been  watched  for  so long, the idea of being alone now almost made him nervous.

“You two keep getting ready while I’m gone.  And girls,” warned Kim,

“behave.”  With that, she left.

They were alone.

“Do you want to talk about it?” asked Dale.

“No,” snapped Walter.  There was no need to ask what “it” meant.

“It wasn’t my idea,” said Dale.

Dale’s  attempt  to  comfort  him  made  Walter  feel  even  more emasculated.    To  Walter’s  mind,  this  was  Dale  acting  like  “the  man”  and treating Walter like some emotionally upset wife or girlfriend.  This added to his  humiliation.    It  also  added  to  his  horniness,  which  had  been  growing worse since the pillory and really spiked today.  He’d had no release in some time now and the tension inside him was building to the point of explosion or breakdown.  His body yearned for it so badly he was seeing double and his balls felt like they were full of cement.

“I’m sorry it happened,” said Dale soothingly.

“Shut up, Dale,” spat out Walter.

“I’m just trying to help, Wendy.”

“That’s not helping!  And stop calling me that!  My name is Walter!”

Dale remained silent a few seconds as Walter calmed himself.  Then he said,  “Tell  me  how  to  help.”    His  words,  meant  in  good  faith,  triggered  all these feeling all over again inside of Walter.  His words were so feminine in style, so much something you would say to a woman, and yet he’d said them to Walter.  That filled Walter with a sort of anger at his lost manhood.  It was a feeling akin to utter impotence.

Walter threw up his hands.  How could he answer that?  How could he say,  you  make  me  feel  girly?    He  could  barely  even  admit  that  thought  to himself,  that  he  was  feeling  increasingly  feminized;  there  was  no  way  to admit that to Dale.  Not that Dale could do anything about it anyways.

“Just—  stop,” was all he said.

Suddenly, and without warning, Dale slipped from his chair and moved between Walter’s legs.

“Wh— what are you doing?” asked Walter.

Dale put his hands on Walter’s knees and spread his legs.

Walter didn’t resist and he didn’t know why.  Had he been passive so long  now  he’d  forgotten  how  to  resist?    Or  did  he  not  want  to  resist?    That second  thought  scared  him,  but  it  was  all  so  cloudy  to  him.    Why  was  he horny at the idea of Dale making him feel girly?

Dale  slid  his  hands  up  Walter’s  thighs  causing  Walter  to  shudder exquisitely.

“Don’t do that,” said Walter nervously, closing his thighs just a little.

Dale  ignored  him.    He  spread  Walter’s  legs  again.    Walter’s  erection pointed directly at Dale now.  It shook with anticipation.

“P— please,” said Walter softly.  But did he mean stop or go?

Dale  moved  closer.    He  was  on  his  knees.    Walter  leaned  back  in  his chair,  balancing  his  legs,  spread  wide,  on  their  tall  strappy  high-heeled sandals.  Dale rubbed his hands along Walter’s thighs, one on each.

Walter’s penis grew very hard.

Dale’s hands moved closer.  One hand left Walter’s thigh.  Walter felt it touch the waistband of his panties (neither wore their dresses yet, they just wore  lingerie  and  heels).    Dale  pulled  the  panties  away  from  his  body.

Walter’s  penis  popped  out  into  the  cooler  air  of  the  room.    Dale  let  the

panties slide down along Walter’s shaft, leaving his penis free.

“Wh—  what  are  you  doing?”  asked  Walter,  though  he  didn’t  seem  to expect an answer.

Dale  leaned  forward  toward  Walter.    His  warm  hand  wrapped  itself around  Walter’s  balls  and  tugged  gently.    Walter  gasped,  trembled,  and  his eyes half closed. Then something warm and soft slipped around the head of Walter’s penis.  It felt like a wet ring.  Walter sucked in several short breaths.

“W— wh— what are you— d— doing?” repeated Walter.

Dale’s  lips  slid  over  the  head  of  Walter’s  penis  and  down  the  shaft.

Then  something  stronger  and  wetter  pressed  against  the  underside  of  his shaft.  Walter recognized this feeling.  He’d felt it before when Jackie slipped his dick into her mouth.  This was Dale’s tongue.

“Oh my God, he’s giving me a blowjob,” said Walter to himself.

He grew very hot suddenly and felt woozy.  He was dizzy.  He thought he might collapse.  He didn’t, but he came close.  Instead, he entered a sort of vivid  state  where  he  imagined  Dale  in  his  panties,  on  his  knees,  sucking  on Walter’s manhood as Walter seemed to float and stare at the beautiful night sky  above.    It  was  so  relaxing.    Then  he  saw  himself  floating  in  a  pool watching  images  of  himself  in  the  sky.    He  saw  himself  with  enormous gorgeous  breasts  and  long  red  sexy  nails  on  his  fingers  which  fondled  his nipples.    Dale  giggled  something  about  Walter  being  a  girl  now  and  Walter found himself giggling too.

Walter  was  only  vaguely  aware  of  Dale  continuing  to  slip  his  lips  up and down Walter’s shaft.

Walter’s penis throbbed.  His heart pounded.

His visions continued in a blur.  Walter saw himself acting out the plots of several of his secret books.  Jackie had taken him to a hotel, and he now served her and her lovers as they made love in bed; Jackie made him become a secretary for her and she showed off his erection to everyone in the office; Jackie  brought  home  her  boss  catching  Walter  in  a  French  maid  costume— no, it was Dale, and she made Walter kiss Dale’s erection.

Walter looked down and saw the top of Dale’s head.  Dale was sucking his  dick  and  he  was  just  accepting  it!    In  fact,  Walter  found  he  was  even thrusting his penis into Dale’s mouth.  A twinge of guilt hit him.  It did feel great  –  surprisingly  great  actually  –  but  how  could  he  allow  this?    No  man would allow this!  No man would allow another man to suck his penis!

Of course, there was nothing he could do about it, right?

 Nice excuse, laughed the voice.

“I need to stop this,” he told himself.

He said he would... but he was so horny... so, so horny.  He’d needed to come  since  the  pillory  but  Kim  hadn’t  let  him.    Since  that  punishment,  she hadn’t let him touch himself even once.  He was desperate to do that.  This might be his only chance, thought Walter.

The voice just laughed.

Shame filled Walter.

“No,”  he  thought.    He  vowed  to  end  this.    He  couldn’t  let  Dale  make him  come.    That  would  make  him...  a...  ???    He  needed  to  stop  this  now.

Right away!  Before anything happened.  Anything more, that is.

Soon.

He would stop this soon.

This  was  when  Walter  realized  he  was  lying  to  himself.    He  had  no intention of stopping this on time.  He’d only told himself that to protect his ego,  to  give  himself  deniability:    “I  tried! ”  he  could  claim.    He  was  like  a dieter who promises to stop at only one cookie even as they knew they’d eat the whole box and then blame circumstances.  He was pretending to pretend to resist.

“I need to stop this,” he declared inside his head with resolve.

His resolve weakened immediately.

Walter  looked  down.    He  saw  Dale’s  head  still  bobbing  between  his legs.  He felt Dale’s lips slide along the ridges along his shaft and his tongue tickle his head.  It felt sooooo good.  Incredible, really.  Necessary.

But he needed to stop.

Why?

Why indeed?  asked Walter suddenly.  What did this matter?  He wanted this... no, he  needed this.  And this might be his last chance.  It made sense.

He deserved it.  So why not let Dale— let Dale—

Make you come? 

Then  it  happened.    A  surge  of  warmth  raced  through  him.    Intense pressure built to a peak inside his belly, and then released.  His penis jumped and exploded.  It shot load after load of hot, sticky come through Dale’s lips, and each load brought Walter amazing release as his stress just evaporated.

He’d never needed to come more and he’d never felt more relieved when he did.

Walter was spent.

Dale  returned  to  his  chair.    He  didn’t  speak.    He  picked  up  a  lipstick and got to work on his face.

A  moment  later,  the  door  opened  and  Kim  came  dancing  in  holding evening dresses for the two of them.  Walter didn’t know why she had them and  he  didn’t  really  care.    All  he  cared  about  now  was  not  having  been discovered,  and  Kim  didn’t  seem  to  have  noticed  anything  suspicious.    He carefully slipped his  panties back up  over his dripping  erection and glanced over at Dale.

“No one ever finds out about this,” he said firmly.

Dale nodded his head.

It had been an eventful day... and it wasn’t over yet.

Chapter Thirty: “Dinner Dates” 

—o—

 

Walter  hadn’t  thought  much  about  the  dinner  dresses  when  Kim appeared with them – he was distracting trying to understand what he had just done  –  but  perhaps  he  should  have,  though  there  wouldn’t  have  been anything he could do about it either way.  For as soon as Amanda returned, she  and  Kim  dressed  Dale  and  Walter  in  the  black  dinner  dresses  and  took them to one of the restaurants.  They were to serve as escorts for some of the guests.

When  Walter  and  Dale  arrived  at  the  restaurant,  Walter  was  surprised to find the woman who had spoken to him in the pillory was the one waiting for  him.    She  wore  white  and  tan  linen  pants,  a  white  blouse  and  wheat-colored wedge-heeled sandals.  Next to her was a short, little blonde woman in  a  tiny  tight  red  dress  and  strappy  black  sandals.    That  must  be  Andi, thought  Walter.    He  glanced  at  her  hands  with  their  long  oval  nails  and thought of how it felt when she played with his balls in the pillory.

“I see they let you out,” laughed the woman.

“Thankfully.”

“Are  your  feet  still  sore?”    For  effect,  she  glanced  at  the  tall  strappy heels  he  wore  and  shook  her  head  as  if  to  say  wearing  such  high  heels  had been a bad choice on his part, as if he had been given a choice.

“They  weren’t  that  sore  actually.    I  don’t  really  understand  it,”  said Walter.

The woman nudged Andi.

Walter looked confused.  “What?”

“It’s  part  of  the  training,”  explained  the  woman.    “Are  they  keeping you in heels all the time?”

Walter nodded his head.  “Even when I sleep.”

“They’re changing your Achilles tendons by making you wear heels so much.  If you weren’t sore after spending hours in heels immobilized in that thing, then it’s probably compressed by now.  I’ll bet you probably can’t go comfortably without heels at this point.  Have you tried?”

Walter blushed.  His answer was obvious.

The woman smirked.  “And how was it?”

“Not good,” admitted Walter.  He’d actually noticed for the first time in

the  shower  the  other  day  that  he  was  standing  on  his  toes  even  out  of  the heels  because  it  put  less  strain  on  his  calves  and  felt  more  comfortable.

“How did you know about the training?”

“Obviously, I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t know what was going on at the  resort.”  She  laughed.    “Could  you  imagine  some  unsuspecting  couple coming  here  by  mistake  and  not  knowing?    That  would  be  an  interesting vacation, wouldn’t it?!”  She sipped her drink.  “But to answer your question, I brought my boyfriend here and he went through the process.”

“You made your boyfriend come here?” asked Walter in surprise.

“No, I said I  brought him.  There’s a difference.  He wanted to come.”

Walter’s jaw dropped.  “Wanted?”

“Yes.”

“You mean there are people here voluntarily?”

She nodded her head.  “Of course!  Did you think everyone here is an evil shrew looking to emasculate the world?  Hardly.  My boyfriend wanted to come all on his own and I brought him because I wanted to support him.”

She placed her arm around Andi’s shoulder.  “Isn’t that right?”

Walter’s eyebrow shot  up.  Was  she suggesting—?   Could she mean?

 Andi?!  This remarkably cute young woman?  He couldn’t possibly believe this had been a man!  No way!

Apparently, he had been.

“Class  of  May,  last  year,”  giggled  Andi  softly,  and  held  out  his  limp hand.

Walter  was  stunned.  This  was  a  man?    She  was  a  he?    More importantly,  this  was  the,  uh,  “woman”  who  had  played  with  his  rear  and stroked  his  erection  until  he  came?  This  man  had  jerked  him  off!     Walter shuddered...  actually,  he  expected  to  shudder.    That  is  what  one  does  at  a realization like this, right?  Only, he couldn’t quite make himself do it.  For some reason, Andi being a man didn’t bother him like it should have.  Maybe it was because “Andi” presented himself so attractively as a woman that his true gender couldn’t penetrate Walter’s brain?  Maybe it was because of what Dale did?  Or maybe, it was something else?

Sissy, said the voice, and this time Walter shuddered.

Walter decided to change the topic.  This topic had too many questions he  didn’t  want  to  answer,  not  to  this  woman  or  Andi  or  anyone  else,  but mainly not to himself.  “So, uh, why are we here?” asked Walter cautiously, and he made an effort to very blatantly be seen looking around the restaurant as if that was really what occupied his mind.

The woman smirked.  “I thought it might be nice to invite you and your boyfriend  here,”  she  said  and  she  nodded  at  Dale,  “out  for  a  night.    Have some drinks, a little dinner, do some dancing.”

“He’s not my boyfriend,” insisted Walter.

The  woman  laughed  at  his  insecurity.    “All  right,  Mr.  Macho.    Why don’t we grab some seats and talk about it?”

With that the woman, whose name was Caroline, led Walter, Dale and Andi into the main restaurant and the four of them took seats at a booth.  The restaurant  was  nice,  being  an  Italian  seafood  restaurant,  and  everyone  was well  dressed.    Walter  felt  a  little  funny  wearing  a  dress  in  a  restaurant,  but few people seemed to notice; ironically, it was harder on Walter to be seen as a  woman  in  a  restaurant  than  it  had  been  to  be  seen  as  a  sissified  slave  all week;  somehow,  being  taken  for  a  woman  made  him  feel  complicit  in  his feminization.    Fortunately,  Caroline  and  Andi  were  nice  and  dinner  soon became an enjoyable affair.

That  said,  Walter  was  about  to  learn  there  was  another  purpose  to  the invitation.

As  Caroline,  who  sat  directly  across  from  Walter,  talked  (or  joked?

Walter hoped she was joking) that all men should be made to go through the feminization  program,  he  felt  her  foot  drift  up  along  his  calf  to  his  knee.

Without  realizing  it,  he  instinctively  spread  his  legs  to  let  her  do  as  she pleased, as his training had taught him.  She pleased to slowly push her foot forward between his thighs until it came to his now-very erect penis tenting out his silky panties.  Her toes tickled its head, sending tingly waves racing to his spine.  He could imagine her pretty painted toenails playing with it.

“Do you think so?” asked Dale, who seemed delighted in having found a  rather  dominant  woman  and  loved  the  idea  of  all  men  going  through  the program.    Dale  had  no  idea  what  her  foot  was  doing  to  Walter  as  they continued the conversation.

“I do,” replied Caroline.

Caroline slipped her toes inside Walter’s panties and started sliding her toes up and down along Walter’s shaft.  It felt amazing to him.  His nipples popped up so very hard inside his little black dress.

“That would upset a lot of men,” said Dale.

“Only those who need it most,” replied Caroline.  She spread her toes and  slid  Walter’s  shaft  between  them.    She  flexed  her  ankle  and  started

pulling the skin on his penis up and down his hard shaft.  “I think every man would  benefit  from  a  little  feminine  time...  a  little  time  underfoot.”    She winked at Walter as she said this.

“Then I have to ask:  did Andi really want to come here or was it your idea?”

Caroline  patted  Andi’s  hand.    “Before  we  came  here,  Andi  was  just  a normal guy struggling to find his place.  He thought he wasn’t very good at things,  but  it  turned  out  he  just  didn’t  know  what  he  was  good  at  until  he found this.”

Andi blushed.

Caroline  slid  her  playful  toes  up  and  down  his  shaft,  increasing  the pressure  inside  him  astronomically.    He  needed  her  to  finish  him  off  so badly.  He was desperate to come.

“Just like that?” asked Dale.

“Just  like  that.    Well,  I  mean,  there’s  more  to  it.    Andi  learned  very quickly  that  his  place  was  serving  women.    He  has  a  natural  affinity  for  it.

Once  we  knew  that,  our  relationship  took  off.    Then,  one  day,  Andi  was watching me get dressed and he suddenly said... well, you tell them dear.”

Andi blushed even more.

“It  embarrasses  him  to  tell  this  story.    Apparently,  it’s  hard  for  you boys  to  give  up  your  masculinity,  even  if  you  want  to,”  said  Caroline  and Walter  shuddered  with  understanding.    What’s  more,  he  was  starting  to realize that he could be looking into his very own future.  Caroline reminded him  of  Jackie  in  many  ways,  certainly  her  attitude  toward  Andi;  she  was dominant and seemed to revel in his feminine submission.  It gave her power, the  same  thing  he  saw  glowing  deep  inside  Jackie’s  eyes  the  last  time  their eyes  met.    And  Andi,  while  nothing  like  Walter  –  or  so  Walter  hoped  – seemed to be very much what they wanted to make Wendy.

“Well,”  said  Andi  softly  –  his  voice  was  beautiful,  “I  just  saw  her getting dressed in this gorgeous white winter dress and these tall brown boots and  I  felt  so  jealous.    I  loved  how  her  clothes  looked  and  felt  and  all  the options she had.  I looked at my closet and it was so drab and boring.  I don’t know what made me speak, but I suddenly wanted her to know how I felt.  So I told her.”

Caroline  sped  up  her  stroking  during  the  story,  and  she  winked  at Walter with one eye as she took a sip from her glass.  She now interrupted.

“So he said to me, ‘I wish I was a woman!  I was blown away.”

Andi smiled demurely and lowered his eyes to the table.

“I  asked,  do  you  want  to  be  a  woman?    And  then  we  had  a  talk.    He admitted his jealousy to me, but made it clear he didn’t want to go out and be a  woman.    As  best  I  could  figure,  he  wanted  to  be  a  sissy.    Well,  I’d  heard rumors about this place, so I looked for it and found it.  Let me tell you, it’s not easy to find!  Then, I told Andi about it.  He jumped with glee.”

Andi blushed deeper yet.

Walter  was  both  horrified  and  thrilled  by  this  story.    He  was  thrilled because  this  was  exactly  the  kind  of  story  that  once  turned  him  on  in  his secret magazine collection.  In fact, if he was reading Andi’s story, he would have  come  a  dozen  times  by  now.    But  he  was  also  horrified.    He  was horrified because he imagined himself as this weak little girly-boy sitting at a dinner table with friends and family as Jackie happily told the world about his emasculation.    She  would  laugh  and  laugh  and  recall  all  the  humiliating details, and there wasn’t a thing he could do to stop her.

“That’s fascinating,” said Dale.

Caroline’s foot was starting to have its effect.  Walter’s breathing was getting more choppy.  His penis was throbbing.  Caroline’s toes seemed to be all  over  it,  tickling,  rubbing,  pulling  and  pushing.    He  felt  pressure  building behind his balls.  It would be over soon.

“Do you ever regret it?” asked Dale.

Andi shook his pretty head, making his earrings shake.

“He loves it,” said Caroline.

Walter’s  muscles  started  to  tense,  one  by  one.    His  breathing  became shallower.  The pressure built.  It was going to be intense.

“You call Andi ‘he’, don’t you mean ‘she’?” asked Dale.

“No,”  said  Caroline.    “Andi  still  has  his  balls,  so  he’s  still  a  boy.

Besides,  I  think  he  likes  it  more  to  see  the  shocked  look  in  people’s  eyes when they realize I called him ‘he.’  It excites him.”

Walter was right on that edge now.

“And  speaking  of  excitement,”  said  Caroline  and  she  rolled  her  eyes toward Walter, bringing all eyes to him, right at the moment Walter stopped breathing, clenched his jaw, and grabbed the table cloth with his fist.  Walter sucked  in  air  and  then  his  penis  gave  one  giant  throb  and  it  exploded.    Its sticky  treasure  splashed  out  across  Caroline’s  toes  and  the  top  of  her  foot.

Walter  took  several  breaths  to  calm  himself  before  realizing  everyone  was watching  him  with  amused  looks  on  their  faces.    “What  an  incredible  mess you made on my toes!”

Walter turned bright red with shame.  “Sorry.”

“Don’t just apologize, do something about it.  Clean my toes,” laughed Caroline.

Walter reached for his napkin.  She stopped him.

“With your tongue. ”

Walter drew in a sharp breath and clenched his jaw in revulsion.  Lick up his own come?  He’d never done that before.  He’d never even considered it, ever!  The sound of it was... terrible.  And in the middle of a restaurant.

He didn’t think he could do this.  “I—”

“Just say ‘Yes, Ma’am,’ and do as you’re told,” said Caroline.

Walter looked to the others and saw only fascinated, amused looks.  He wanted  to  object,  but  all  the  training  had  weakened  his  will  to  stand  up  to others  and  Caroline  was  a  strong  woman  and  too  hard  to  resist.    Before  he even knew it, he obediently took Caroline’s foot in his hand.  He pushed back further in the booth.  Then he leaned over and pulled her toes to his mouth.

He still didn’t know if he could do it.  He looked up one more time, hoping for a reprieve.  It didn’t come.

Using  his  tongue,  Walter  slurped  off  his  own  come  from  Caroline’s foot.    It  was  salty  and  sticky.    It  made  him  gag  actually.    Even  worse,  he knew the others were watching.  This was humiliating.

“Good job,” giggled Caroline.  “Your wife will be proud.”

Dale seemed to snicker.

“Don’t you ever tell her about this either,” snapped Walter.

It had been quite a day for Walter indeed.

Chapter Thirty-One: “Lipstick Print” 

—o—

 

Ultimately,  the  dinner  had  been  enjoyable.    Caroline  was  funny  and smart and a good dining companion.  Andi said little, but was pleasant.  The food was rather good.  The drink was even better.  In fact, this was the first alcohol  Walter  had  had  in  some  time.    Not  only  had  he  not  been  given alcohol  during  his  training,  but  he  had  abstained  the  past  few  months  while trying  to  lose  weight  during  his  workouts.    That  meant  it  had  a  little  extra punch for him.  During the dinner, he had several drinks, often at Caroline’s behest.  Dale drank as well.  Thus, by the time dinner was over, both were a little bit inebriated.

They were slowly walking back to their rooms now.

They  were  alone;  Caroline  and  Andi  had  gone  the  other  way  to  their own  rooms  and  Walter  and  Dale  had  no  escort  tonight.    “Apparently,  they think we won’t escape,” said Walter with a snicker and an abrupt hiccup.

“Apparently,” replied Dale, who slurred his words ever so slightly.

“Do you know what we should do?”  Walter giggled as he said this.

“What?”

Walter  broke  into  an  enormous  smile.    “We  should  rush  off  into  the jungle and show them that they’re wrong.”

Dale raised his eyebrows in horror.  “In these shoes,  puuuhlease?!”

They both burst out laughing, treating the whole thing as a joke, which it  probably  was,  though  Walter  had  considered  it  for  a  few  seconds.    They kept moving down the path toward their rooms, which were across the resort.

Their heels clicked sedately off the concrete path.  Despite being tipsy, their heels  didn’t  give  them  much  trouble  except  for  the  occasional  wobble.    A bright moon cast everything in a silvery glow.  A warm breeze tickled their dresses.

Suddenly Dale stopped.  He burst out laughing.  “The look on your face when she told you to lick her foot clean!  That was priceless.”

Walter blushed bright red.  “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I bet.”

They started moving again.  They passed another building and came to the  less  populated  side  of  the  resort.    A  couple  passed  them,  two  women, though one had a bulge where few women had bulges.

“Let me ask you a question,” said Walter when they were alone again.

He slurred his words ever so slightly as well.

“A question?” asked Dale.

“Yeah.  Why weren’t your hands tied that first day?”

“Different program, I guess.”

Walter furrowed his brow overly dramatically.  “That’s not an answer.

Why are you here, Dale?”

Dale hesitated.  “My wife brought me.”

Walter rolled his eyes.  “I know that.  But why are you here?”

“What do you mean?”

“Look  at  you,”  said  Walter.    “Your  wife  isn’t  giving  you  hormones.

She clearly never has.  You didn’t have your hands tied that first day.  You always seem to know what’s coming.  You probably knew what was going to happen  to  you  when  you  got  here.    Yet,  you  still  came.    You  could  have avoided all of this.  But you didn’t.  I would have disappeared in a minute if I’d known what was coming.  So how come you came?  Why are you here?”

They  walked  on  a  little  further.    The  path  was  lined  with  palm  trees now.    They  were  slowly  coming  to  the  jungle  where  the  path  would  curve back toward the rooms where they were staying.  The jungle looked dark and mysterious.  Behind them, the resort was lit up beautifully.

“I’m here for my wife,” said Dale finally.  He paused.

Walter waited for Dale to continue.

“My wife,” said Dale cautiously, “doesn’t trust men.  She never has.  I won’t explain why, but when she fell in love with me, she struggled a lot with how to handle it.  Then I hit on this idea.”

“You?!” gasped Walter.

“Yes, me.”

Walter  was  stunned.    “You  did  this  for  your  wife?”  he  asked incredulously.

“Yeah,” said Dale.

“Did you know what was going to happen?”

Dale nodded his head.

Walter  was  beyond  shocked.    “You  turned  yourself  into  a  woman...    a woman,  for  your  wife?”    Walter’s  tone  was  shocked  and  packed  with disbelief  as  if  he  simply  could  not  comprehend  how  Dale  could  do  this.

There  may  also  have  been  a  bit  of  stress  release  in  his  reaction  as  this  was Walter’s first chance to assert himself as more masculine than Dale in some time  now;  laughing  also  helped  to  wash  away  the  image  of  Walter  with Caroline’s come-covered foot at his lips.

“I  would  do  anything  to  make  my  wife  happy.    Wouldn’t  you?”

countered Dale.

The question caught Walter off guard.  He bit his lip.  Would he?  He would  do  a  lot  for  his  wife,  but  would  he  turn  himself  into  a  girl?    For anyone?  Even for himself?  He thought not... but the question bothered him.

Would other men say yes?

They  moved  further  along  the  path.    They  were  halfway  back  to  their building now.  They walked in silence.  They were both beginning to wobble a little worse than before as their final drinks kicked in.

“How was it?” asked Walter suddenly.

“How was what?”

“You know,” said Walter cautiously, and he nodded downward toward Dale’s crotch.  He meant when Dale had sucked on him.

Dale shrugged his shoulders.  “It’s just flesh.”

Walter laughed out loud.  “That’s like saying panties are just cloth, and you  know  that’s  not  true.    Think  about  the  first  time  you  had  to  put  on panties, you  knew right away that not all cloth is equal when that happened, and not all flesh is equal either.  You would never catch me doing it, that’s for sure!”

“Don’t  knock  it  until  you  try  it.    You  might  like  it,”  said  Dale mischievously.

“Impossible. ”

Dale shrugged his shoulders again.  “You were pretty happy when I did it to you.”

“That’s different,” insisted Walter.

“Is it?  You didn’t think so at the time.”

Walter blushed.

They walked a few paces more.  The palm trees were particularly thick around here and little of the resort could be seen.  It was almost like a private alcove.    Ahead  was  a  concrete  bench  sitting  along  the  path  between  a  thick stand of trees.  Walter felt dizzy.  That final glass of wine was starting to hit him harder.

“Even if I wanted to do it,” said Walter suddenly, “I wouldn’t do it in front of everyone.”

“We’re all alone here,” said Dale as if he was daring him.

Walter furrowed his brow.  “So?  What are you suggesting?”

“Me nothing.”

They approached the bench.

“It’s just,” added Dale cautiously, “you seem to keep offering excuses that are easy to overcome.  It sounds like you want to be talked into it.”

“Never!”

“The fact remains:  we’re all alone here.  No one ever needs to know,”

said Dale.

“I’m not that drunk,” laughed Walter derisively.

“How drunk do you need to be?”

Walter came to a stop.  “I don’t want to.”

“That’s fine.”

“I really don’t want to,” said Walter.

“You said that already.”

Walter  watched  a  tiny  frog  hop  off  into  the  jungle.    He  took  several seconds  before  he  spoke  again.    When  he  did,  there  was  something  distant and  thoughtful  in  his  tone.    “When  I  was  younger,  I  found  this  image  in  a magazine I’d bought.  It was a drawing.  There was this guy in it.  The thing is he’s dressed like a girl.  He’s wearing a white lacy dress and strappy white high-heeled  sandals.    You  know  he’s  a  guy  because  he’s  got  this  big  solid erection.    Around  his  dick  is  this  metal  thing.    It  looks  like  a  sleeve  with  a ring on it.  I guess it’s welded on there or something.  Through the ring is this chain.  The chain is bolted to the floor.”

This was the same image which caught Jackie and Nikki’s attention in his collection.

“What really struck me about the drawing was there was this other guy standing just off the edge of the image and his dick was sticking in the face of the guy in the dress.  The guy in the dress had apparently had the dick in his mouth because he’d left a perfect lipstick print around it, like a ring.”

Walter paused.  Dale let him take his time.

“When  I  saw  that  picture,  I  could  literally  taste  the  man’s  sticky, creamy lipstick on my lips and I felt the silky skin of that penis between my —”  He didn’t finish that thought.  “It’s been years now since I first saw that drawing and I’ve never forgotten, nor have I forgotten how it felt in my mind to lick those sticky lips and leave that lipstick print.”

Walter stumbled ever so slightly before catching himself.

“Damn heels,” he laughed.  “I guess I drank more than I thought.”

Dale nodded his head in agreement, but said nothing.

Walter  swallowed  hard.    He  was  really  talking  to  himself  now.    “I’ve always  been  curious  how  it  would  really  feel  to  leave  a  lipstick  print  like that.”

Dale  watched  Walter’s  expression  the  whole  time,  but  said  nothing.

When  Walter  finished,  Dale  walked  over  to  the  stone  bench.    He  walked seductively  in  the  heels  and  the  little  black  dress,  swinging  his  rear femininely.  When he reached the bench, he spun around, slipped his hands beneath his dress and wiggled out of his panties, sliding them down his legs to the ground.  Then he sat down.  Still without a word, Dale raised his left leg up onto the bench, balancing his foot on the tall heel of his sandal so that his toes pointed skyward.  His other foot remained on the ground.  Between his  legs,  his  erection  had  slipped  out  beneath  the  little  black  dress  and escaped into the cool night air.  It pointed at Walter.

He said nothing.

Walter  chuckled  dismissively  and  took  a  step  backward,  but  his  eyes never  left  Dale’s  erection.    Nothing  happened  for  an  eternity.    Then,  very slowly,  almost  imperceptibly  at  first,  Walter  started  to  drift  closer  to  Dale.

He  licked  his  lips  nervously.    Then  he  crouched  down,  spreading  his  legs wide to maintain his balance.  His balls slipped out of his panties and hung freely.  His penis poked hard into the panties.  He steadied himself with one hand on the bench.

Dale held out a red lipstick he had pulled from his purse.

Walter  took  it  and  slowly  coated  his  lips.    Then  he  leaned  forward.

Dale’s penis was inches from his face.  His heart was pounding.  He slipped his lips over the head of Dale’s penis, pressing them hard to leave a lipstick trace.

Walter  pulled  back  his  lips  and  looked  at  the  print.    Even  in  the moonlight only, he could see that it formed a perfect ring all the way around in the print of his lips.  He smiled.  Then he slipped his lips back over Dale’s penis and ran them up and down his shaft.

In the morning, he would tell himself he remembered nothing.

Chapter Thirty-Two: “To Your Equipment” 
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Two  days  later,  Kim  and  Amanda  led  Walter  and  Dale  to  one  of  the larger pools.  It was near the front desk and its covered open-air lounge.  It was early evening and the sun had just gone down.  The resort was lit up with torches which cast everything in a romantic light.  Dale had been dressed in a lime-green  bikini,  fuchsia  and  dark-blue  see-through  floral  wrap  over  his bikini  bottoms,  and  strappy  brown  wedge-heeled  sandals  with  five-inch narrow  cork  heels.    Walter,  on  the  other  hand,  wore  a  red  bikini  with  large white polka dots.  It wasn’t a typical uniform – in fact, it was conspicuously not  a  uniform,  but  Walter  recognized  it:    it  was  the  swimsuit  Jackie  had shown  him  before  they  left  home.    Apparently,  she  had  picked  it  out  for him... no, that’s not technically correct.  He had picked it out; she had tricked him.    He  wore  no  wrap.    On  his  feet  were  the  same  strappy  brown  wedge-heeled  sandals  Dale  wore.    Both  he  and  Dale  tottered  in  them  despite  their growing  experience  in  heels  as  they  were  very  tall.    Walter’s  breasts overflowed  the  bikini  and  the  edges  of  his  areolas  peeked  out  enticingly.

Dale’s  chest  was  flat.    Walter’s  hair  was  feathered  like  a  1970’s  pinup.

Dale’s  hair  was  pulled  back  in  a  ponytail  which  was  held  in  place  with  a flower pin.  Their nails had been painted white and glowed in the torchlight.

“What do you think we’re doing?” asked Walter.

Dale hesitated.  He knew something.  “It’ll be all right, Wendy.”

Walter’s  annoyance  surged  inside  him  that  Dale  not  only  wouldn’t share  what  knowledge  he  had,  but  kept  insisting  on  calling  him  “Wendy,”

even when the women could not hear him.  Walter thought that being called

“Walter” even once would help Walter recover some of his manhood, but (as Walter saw it) Dale steadfastly refused to help Walter even that little.

“You’re going to be serving drinks,” said Amanda.

“And then helping with the entertainment,” added Kim.

Before  Walter  could  ask  another  question,  they  tottered  right  into  the middle of a bar area which had been set up with a dozen or so tables on the pool deck.  The tables were arranged in a loose semi-circle which faced the stage.    Soft  yellow  lights  shined  directionally  upon  the  stage  to  light  up  the microphone and the area around it, but without casting light upon the tables or the pool.  The tables each had a small candle.

Four  of  the  tables  were  occupied  by  women.    Walter  immediately recognized the trophy wife and the college girl, Dale’s wife.  The trophy wife wore a little black dress and strappy golden high-heeled sandals.  The college girl wore a long brown maxidress with yellow and turquoise stripes and high-heeled  brown  leather  slingback  clogs.    It  was  very  Bohemian.    He  also recognized Caroline and Andi.  Caroline wore black slacks and a silver tank top.    Andi  wore  a  white  pencil  skirt  and  pastel  blue  blouse  and  matching slides.    Walter  didn’t  recognize  the  other  woman.    She  wore  a  shimmering silver dress and silver sandals.  The trophy wife sat with a muscular male in casual pants and an open shirt.

Walter didn’t see Jackie, for which he breathed a sigh of relief.

Amanda walked Walter and Dale to the bar.

“Our guests are here to enjoy themselves.  You will serve them drinks and snacks per their requests.  Katya and Penny will be joining you to help after they finish other duties.  At nine o’clock, the entertainment will begin,”

said Amanda.

“What’s the entertainment?” asked Walter cautiously.

“You are,” said Kim.

“Let’s get started ladies.  And remember, you may not deny any guest any request,” said Amanda.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dale.

Walter took a moment but said the same.  After all, how was he going to refuse?

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

Walter glanced at the drinks and then at Dale.  “You take the first ones.

I’ll get the next ones,” said Dale.

“All right,” agreed Walter.  He hadn’t noticed he had deferred to Dale.

Walter tottered over to the bar.

“Take these to the little black dress,” said the bartender.

Walter picked up the two drinks and made his way to the table with the trophy  wife  and  the  muscular  man.    They  were  holding  hands  and  talking playfully.  Her nipples were hard.  She was very excited.

“Your drinks, Ma’am,” said Walter.

Walter set down the drinks, leaning over much farther than necessary in the process, as he had been taught, to give the man and woman the chance to glance  at  his  ample  cleavage.    They  thanked  him  and  he  started  back  to  the bar.    Before  he  made  too  many  steps,  however,  Walter  heard  the  sound  of approaching  high  heels  and  feminine  giggles.    He  looked  up  just  in  time  to see  his  wife,  Nikki  and  two  other  women  coming  around  the  corner  of  the front  desk  building.    They  were  headed  right  for  him.    Walter  looked  for somewhere  to  hide,  something  to  duck  behind  and  disappear,  but  there  was nothing.    Hence,  he  stood  there  anxiously  waiting  as  Jackie  and  the  other women walked right up to him.

“Hello,  darling,”  said  Jackie  and  she  kissed  him  on  the  cheek.    She stepped back, glancing him up and down.  “Love the suit.  Love the erection too.  That’s the spirit, darling.”

Walter blushed and slid his tray down to hide his erection.  He hadn’t even  realized  he’d  gotten  hard  as  his  wife  approached,  but  he  had.    It  was obvious  too  beneath  his  bikini  bottom  which  barely  covered  it,  especially without a covering wrap unlike the normal uniform.  That was embarrassing, but there was more to come:  he needed to greet her properly, he knew that.

“Hello,  Miss  Jackie,”  said  Walter  and  he  curtseyed.    He  instantly burned  with  shame.    Curtseying  to  his  wife  made  him  feel  so  weak,  so controlled.

It’s who you are, said the voice inside him.

“Enjoying  your  time?”  asked  Nikki.    It  wasn’t  really  a  question  so much as a statement of superiority.

“I’m getting along,” said Walter a tad sourly.

“Still not completely submissive, I see.”

“Sorry to disappoint you,” said Walter sarcastically.

Jackie laughed.  “We’re not disappointed Walter.  This is your fantasy.

Besides, the training isn’t finished.  I’m sure it will be fine.”  Before Walter could protest, Jackie added, “Be a good girl and get us some drinks, will you darling?    I’ll  have  something  with  rum.    Nikki  will  have  a  vodka.    Surprise Jenny and Carla.”  Jackie patted Walter on the butt to send him on his way and  then  made  her  way  to  an  open  table  with  the  other  women.    They  sat down, practically in each other’s laps, and started giggling like school girls.

Walter  noticed  they  kept  touching  each  other  and  Jackie  would  periodically stroke the brunette’s breasts as she spoke.  It made him horny.

“I see your wife is here,” said Dale.

“And her friends.”

Dale nodded.

“Your wife is here too,” said Walter.

Dale  nodded  again.    Meanwhile,  another  order  came  up  from  the

bartender  and  Dale  told  Walter  he  would  need  to  deliver  it.    Walter acknowledged  this  as  an  order  without  realizing  he  had  done  so;  a  pattern seemed  to  be  establishing.    When  he  returned,  Dale  gave  him  even  more drinks and sent him to another table with those.  Without Walter realizing it, Dale  had  slipped  into  the  role  of  Walter’s  boss,  something  Walter  now accepted as natural without any real thought.

Walter  delivered  a  drink  to  the  woman  he  did  not  know  –  she  was Katya’s  wife.    She  took  the  drink  from  him,  glanced  at  his  cleavage,  and smiled warmly as she sipped the drink.  “Thank you, dear,” said the woman.

Walter  curtseyed  as  he  had  been  ordered.    This  made  the  woman snicker.

“I do love it when you curtsey.  Tell me, dear, is your wife letting you keep your equipment?” asked the woman.

Walter  raised  a  confused  eyebrow.    That  was  an  odd  question.    “My equipment?”

She pointed to his crotch.  “You know, your ‘manhood’.”

Walter  twisted  his  lips  as,  one,  he  realized  for  the  first  time  that something  like  that  was  even  on  the  table  here,  and  two,  he  realized  he actually  didn’t  know  the  answer  to  her  question.    No  one  had  said  anything about having anything removed, but then, they hadn’t really told him much of anything except what he was supposed to do next.  Would Jackie do that to him?    He  glanced  at  Jackie  laughing  and  fondling  this  other  woman  and  a chill went through him.  She wouldn’t, he thought, but Nikki would.  Did she change that on the form too?  Is that what the ring meant?  That he was going to lose it... or keep it?  He never had figured out why the ring was there.  It seemed to serve no purpose that he could see, and as far as he could tell, all the feminized men wore them.

“I suppose I’m keeping it,” he said uncertainly.

“You don’t sound certain.”

Walter  shrugged  his  shoulders  helplessly  in  response.    He  was  still genuinely shocked.

The  woman  chuckled  at  his  confusion.    “I’m  sure  she’ll  let  you  keep it.”

Walter twisted his lips.  He wasn’t so sure; Nikki was the worry.

“I  mean,  they  can  still  be  useful,  even  if  you  find  a  better  substitute,”

said the woman.

“Are you letting your husband keep his?” asked Walter.

The woman smiled coyly and sipped her drink.  She didn’t answer.

Walter  shuddered.    He  then  glanced  at  Jackie  and  saw  her  slide  her hand into the lap of the other woman.  He started to wonder if Jackie saw his “equipment” as useful or not?  She had already given him hormones to give him breasts and that made it smaller and softer, and she hadn’t stopped them even when it was clear they went too far – if any of that was even true about his breasts being a mistake.  The hormones hadn’t made it useless yet, but it seemed to be trending that way.  Would she finish what she started?  Did she want him as a shemale or a woman?  Did Nikki?  He suddenly felt ridiculous hoping she wanted him to be a shemale!  His world had really changed in the past couple weeks for sure!

Just  then,  another  woman  appeared  at  the  bar  and  came  to  this  same table.    It  took  Walter  a  moment  to  recognize  her;  she  was  the  woman  who had  saved  Walter  from  the  man  in  the  pool  –  the  tomato.    She  wore  a  hot-orange  tube  top  which  showed  off  her  ample  breasts,  a  white  miniskirt,  and white platform sandals.  She was compellingly sexy and he felt his erection spark once more.

“What’d I miss?” she asked.

“Nothing  much.    We  were  discussing  ‘equipment’,”  said  the  woman with a wink at Walter.  She raised her glass in toast.  “To your equipment,”

she giggled and she drank.  “Good luck.”

“Oh, that kind of equipment,” said the tomato and she giggled.

“Yes, I was just telling Wendy that I hope her wife lets her keep hers.”

“I’ll drink to that,” said the woman.  “I know I enjoyed playing with it.”

Both women laughed at this.  Walter slowly retreated back to the safety of the bar.

Chapter Thirty-Three: “The Talent Show” 
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Walter’s  shock  grew  as  the  night  progressed.    In  particular,  watching his wife carry on with Nikki and these other women flabbergasted him.  He still  couldn’t  believe  she  liked  women...  and  yet?    As  far  as  Walter  could remember,  she’d  really  never  shown  any  signs  of  being  a  lesbian,  but  here she  kissed  the  other  women  openly,  fondled  their  breasts  and  slipped  her hand  between  their  thighs.    And  the  more  they  drank  the  more  openly  they did this.  At one point, one of the women even climbed beneath the table and slid her head between Jackie’s thighs, though apparently this was just a joke.

Throughout  this  time,  Walter  served  them  drinks  and  small  foods  as  he  did with the other women.  She was certainly having a good time.

“Are you ready for the show?” asked Dale.

Walter  raised  an  eyebrow  and  turned  his  attention  from  watching  his wife’s table to Dale.  “What show?”

“The entertainment.”

Walter  glanced  at  the  stage.    He  saw  no  one  there.    “What entertainment?”

“Be ready.  I think they’re planning to start in a few minutes.”

Walter glared at Dale.  Again, Dale knew something Walter did not and didn’t seem interested in sharing.  Still, there was nothing he could do about.

Walter  took  the  next  drink  and  tottered  over  to  the  trophy  wife  with  her drink.  The woman barely looked up when he arrived.  Her hand lay in the lap of  her  partner,  whose  pants  were  open;  she  was  leisurely  stroking  his erection.    The  man  seemed  relaxed  and  happy,  as  Walter  thought  he  would have  been  too.    He  left  the  drink  and  started  toward  the  bar  again,  when  he heard Nikki calling him over to their table.  He wanted to ignore her, but he was not allowed to ignore guests.  Walter swallowed hard and tottered over.

He curtseyed when he arrived.

“I see you’re learning your place,” said Nikki smugly.

“Oh  leave  Walter  alone,”  said  Jackie  in  a  softly  chiding  tone.    She smiled  kindly  at  her  husband.    “I’m  glad  you’re  finally  letting  go,  darling.

Getting  into  the  spirit.    This  is  what  you’ve  always  wanted.    Embrace  the submissive little girl inside you.  Enjoy yourself.”

Walter ground his teeth.  “This is  not what I want.”

“Oh Walter, we’ve been through this.  I’ve seen your collection.”

“They’re just magazines.”

“No,  Walter.    They’re  not.    I  saw  the  magazines  you’ve  read,  the stories, the photos you look at.  They’re so worn you must have read them a hundred times each, and I’m sure you jerked yourself off to them many more times than that.  You’ve probably even had these fantasies in your head when we made love, didn’t you?”

Walter blushed.  The answer was obvious to them all.

“And  I’ll  bet  you’ve  fantasized  about  me  doing  these  things  to  you, haven’t you?”

He averted his eyes.  That was obvious too.

“Your collection is ancient, Walter.  I suspect some of those magazines go  back  to  your  youth,  don’t  they?    That  makes  this  something  you’ve dreamed about your entire life.”

“The whole time you knew each other,” added Nikki unhelpfully.

“Exactly,”  said  Jackie.    “And  there’s  one  thing  they  all  have  in common.  Two actually.”

Walter suspected he knew what she meant.  Regardless of the setting of the  stories  he  had  collected  and  even  the  images  he  had  collected,  the common  theme  was  a  reluctant  husband  who  was  forcibly  feminized  by  his wife.  That’s what she saw as the thing he wanted.  Of that he was sure.  That said,  she  had  said  there  were  “two”  things  they  all  had  in  common,  but  he wasn’t sure what she meant as the second.  Maybe feminization and force?

Jackie  stood  up  and  walked  around  her  feminized  husband  examining him.  She stroked his erection through his red and white-polka dot bikini; her fingers tickled amazingly and made him tingle.  Walter shook with pleasure at the feel of her hand stroking him.

“I’ve given you the first.  You wanted to be forcibly turned into a girl your  entire  life.    Here  it  is.    I’ve  done  what  you  wanted.    Enjoy  it.”    She glanced  him  up  and  down  and  became  distracted  by  the  swimsuit  and  his amazing breasts nearly bursting out of it.  “The suit is very cute on you, by the way.”

“Very girly,” added Nikki with a chuckle.

“Now, it’s time to accept that you got what you’ve always wanted and embrace it.”

“Jackie— I—”

She put her fingers on his lips to stop him talking.  “Shhhh.  I know.

You want to object.  You need to object.  That’s part of the game.  You need me to force you to do it; I understand.  Don’t worry, darling.  You don’t have a  choice  in  this.    I’m  making  you.”    She  kissed  him  gently  on  the  cheek.

“You’re  welcome.    Tonight  comes  the  second  part,  darling.    Now  go  enjoy yourself.”

Walter  was  stunned.    What  did  any  of  that  mean?    And  what  was coming?  He would find out soon enough as his wife dismissed him with her hand and returned to her seat, sending him back to the bar.

“What was about to happen?” he asked himself nervously.

 

—o—

 

“Penny” and “Katya” joined Walter and Dale.  Katya was the woman in silver’s  husband,  apparently,  and  Penny,  of  course,  was  the  trophy  wife’s husband.  Walter wondered if Katya still had a penis and, if so, if he knew his wife was debating if that should last.  As for Penny, she, er  HE, looked more and  more  outrageously  feminine  every  time  Walter  saw  him.    His  breasts were  enormous.    His  lips  had  been  filled  since  Walter  saw  him  last  too,  his hair  had  extensions  in  it  to  the  middle  of  his  back,  his  penis  was  barely visible through the skin-tight lime-green bikini bottom he wore, suggesting it didn’t  exist,  and  his  heels  were  the  highest,  most  stripper-like  Walter  had seen  at  the  resort.    They  had  to  be  six-inch  heels  with  a  two-inch  clear platform.    If  he  hadn’t  been  a  small  man,  he  would  have  towered  over everyone.    As  it  was,  he  barely  came  up  to  the  shoulders  of  his  wife’s  new male “friend.”

As an aside, Walter had only recently learned that the trophy wife had named Penny “Penny” as an inside joke.  With her having him feminized, she had  taken  control  of  his  money  and  said  he  “no  longer  had  a  penny  to  his name,” so she ironically named him “Penny.”

A  few  minutes  later,  Esmeralda,  the  woman  who  owned  the  resort, arrived.  She was dressed in a shoulder-less white dress with a flowing skirt and  hot-orange  high-heeled  sandals.    The  dress  had  a  jungle  print  in  dark-green,  lime-green,  orange  and  brown.    Her  lush  black  hair  was  full  of  curls and her lips and fingernails were blood red with jet-black tips.  Her look was exotic and erotic.  Walter grew hard just looking at her.

“Show time, girls,” said Esmeralda to Walter and Dale and Penny and Katya  as  she  approached.    Again,  Walter  noted  an  accent  he  could  not

precisely trace.

“Show time?” asked Walter.

“Show time,” said the woman with an electric smile.

Kim  appeared  behind  her,  as  she  said  this,  holding  a  bucket  of  water and ice in one hand and a foot-long ruler in the other.  She had changed into a white  bikini  and  tan  wedges  –  her  breasts  were  amazing;  Walter  hadn’t actually  seen  her  like  this  before  because  she  always  wore  the  more conservative uniforms.  She was quite beautiful and exuded playfulness.  In addition  to  the  bucket,  she  had  slung  something  long  and  plastic  and  pink over  her  back  (its  strap  ran  neatly  between  her  breasts)  but  Walter  couldn’t see what it was.  She was grinning from ear to ear.

“This can’t be good,” thought Walter.

“Come with me, ladies,” said Esmeralda.

Esmeralda  led  the  four  feminized  males  to  the  slightly  raised  stage.

Each was given a spot to stand underneath the subdued, but prominent yellow beams  of  light.    This  made  them  glow  in  the  ambient  darkness.    Yet,  at  the same  time,  it  didn’t  keep  them  from  seeing  the  women  sitting  at  the surrounding tables despite the relative darkness beyond the stage.

“Good  evening,  ladies!    Welcome  to  our  talent  show!”  announced Esmeralda into the microphone.  She removed the microphone from its stand and carried it around as she walked across the stage.  Her high heels made a racket on the wooden stage, giving Walter tiny jolts of excitement with each step.  The overall impression of her was as a tremendous showman.

The audience applauded and cheered.

“The  talent  show  is  a  tradition  at  the  resort  we  instituted  some  years back as a way to show off the progress our trainees have made and to provide everyone with a fun night’s entertainment.  I hope you enjoy it as much as we intend.    As  always,  please  feel  free  to  touch  anything  you  like...  audience participation is highly encouraged,” she purred.

At  that,  Esmeralda  motioned  to  Kim.    Kim  came  up  from  behind  the men  and  moved  to  the  front  of  the  stage.    She  was  holding  an  enormous squirt gun (at first glance, it looked like a cannon an action hero might carry in a movie, only pink, but upon closer inspection it was rounded and shaped like  a  giant  penis  approximately  three  feet  in  length  with  the  handle  in  the balls)  and  she  wore  dark,  reflective  sunglasses.    There  was  a  wicked  grin upon her face.

“What is  that for?” asked Walter nervously.

He found out a second later.

“Fire away,” ordered Esmeralda into the microphone.

Kim  pointed  the  gun  at  Walter  and  pulled  the  trigger.    Walter instinctively  recoiled,  but  it  didn’t  help.    A  heavy  stream  of  ice  cold  water shot out of the front of the cannon and crashed against his left breast before skipping  over  to  his  right.    It  was  freezing  cold  and  wet!    Walter’s  nipples shot  up  like  toast  in  a  toaster.    His  bikini  top  soaked  through.    He  was drenched!

The crowd cheered.

Walter immediately instinctively covered his breasts with his arms.

“A  good  clean  shot,  and  Wendy  has  reacted  like  the  horny  little  minx she’s become,” said Esmeralda.

Kim  pulled  back  the  gun  and  pretended  to  cock  it,  which  looked  like she  was  stroking  the  underside  of  its  shaft.    In  the  meantime,  Esmeralda walked over to Walter with the ruler Kim had handed her.  She turned to face Walter.  She put the microphone to her lips.

“Drop your arm, Wendy,” she said.

Walter didn’t want to, but Esmeralda was not someone you disobeyed.

He reluctantly lowered his arm, exposing his ample breasts in the wet bikini.

His nipples stood out long and hard, and the wet material became transparent, letting his areola’s show through the bikini top.

Esmeralda  brushed  her  hands  against  Walter’s  breast,  sending  an electric shock through his breast and down his body.  His nipples strained out even  more,  if  that  was  possible.    Esmeralda  then  set  the  ruler  against  his areola  and  pushed  it  against  the  nipple  itself.    It  took  Walter  a  second  to realize what she was doing.  She was measuring the length of his nipple!

Walter  was  utterly  humiliated.    They  had  put  him  in  some  sort  of twisted wet t-shirt type contest where his feminization, his emasculation, was on display for the audience!  They wouldn’t do this to real women except at the sleaziest of venues, and here it was being done to him.  He felt dizzy at the thought.  How had he fallen so low?  He felt utterly ashamed at every wet t-shirt contest he had ever enjoyed in the past.

“Half  an  inch!”  proclaimed  Esmeralda  into  the  microphone  and  the crowd cheered wildly.

“Half  an  inch?”  gasped  Walter!    He  was  suddenly  less  worried  about the  crowd  than  his  body.    Was  his  nipple  truly  that  long?    That  must  have made them almost as big as Jackie’s!  That can’t be! 

But it was.

Walter  knew  he  shouldn’t  do  this,  but  he  couldn’t  resist.    He  glanced toward his wife’s table.  He saw Nikki.  She was smiling back so smugly, so satisfied.  She had done this to him.  She had made him into a shemale.  She had taken his manhood, just as she said she would.  Walter felt overwhelmed with hopelessness and told himself he didn’t care if she took the rest, but that moment  passed  as  his  brain  swore  a  cunning  escape  plan  would  soon  be hatched...  somehow.    But  how  would  he  undo  what  Nikki  had  done  to  his chest?

Esmeralda moved on to Dale, who stood next to Walter.  Here she gave a melodramatic frown and she pretended to be shocked at his chest.  She even pulled his bikini away from his chest and peered inside.  She shook her head hopelessly and then stepped back.

“Hit her, girl!” she said.

Kim, who had dipped the squirt gun into the ice-water bucket to reload it, stepped forward and blasted Dale’s chest.  Like Walter, Dale recoiled.  He giggled too.  Esmeralda then stepped forward with the ruler again and made a big  deal  of  looking  for  something  to  measure  but  finding  nothing.    Finally, she dramatically pinched Dale’s entire nipple and pretending to measure that.

“One millimeter,” she called out.

Everyone  laughed,  except  Walter,  who  was  reminded  that  every  day made him less of a man and made Dale more man than him.  His measure of manhood was getting farther away all the time.

Esmeralda moved on to the other two.  Walter couldn’t focus on them, however,  because  Walter’s  mind  was  on  what  was  happening  to  his  body.

His breasts were enormous and growing.  His areolas had gone from a nickel to  a  half  dollar.    His  nipples  were  now  the  size  of  the  end  of  a  pencil.    His dick  seemed  the  same  as  before...  but  was  it?    It   might  be  smaller.  Might.

His  erections  had  started  getting  softer  again  too  as  the  new  hormones  got stronger.    His  rear  and  hips  had  rounded  femininely.    His  butt  jiggled.    His arms were thin and weak.  He was weaker than any of these women, that was for sure.  His body was hairless,  forever.  Walking like a woman in heels was now  his  natural  state,  and  if  they  were  right,  he  could  no  longer  walk comfortably  without  them!    His  mannerisms  had  changed.    And  no  matter what he wanted to believe, he knew he had become strangely submissive.  He could  resist  the  urge  to  obey,  but  it  was  something  he  needed  to  fight  now, not something he needed to force himself to do.

“She’s won,” he thought hopelessly.

“And  our  winner,”  announced  Esmeralda,  “with  one  and  a  quarter inches, is Penny!”

The crowd cheered.

Walter’s jaw dropped.  He couldn’t believe his ears!  His eyes darted to

“Penny’s”  chest.    One  and  a  quarter  inches?    This  had  been  a  man?    It  was true,  but  what  Walter  saw  was  not  the  chest  of  a  man.    By  whatever  means the trophy wife had chosen, she had given him enormous breasts and massive nipples.  There was no way this man could ever go back and no way he could ever  hide  what  this  woman  had  done!    Walter  cringed  in  sympathy,  and  he glanced  at  Penny’s  wife,  who  was  smiling  smugly  as  she  blew  “Penny”  a kiss.

“Now we move on to what you’ve all be waiting for,” said Esmeralda.

“The main event!”

Walter raised an eyebrow.  Hadn’t this been enough?

“It’s time for our speed contest.”

“Speed contest?” wondered Walter cautiously.  “Speed of what?”

Kim set down the water cannon and removed her sunglasses and came to  stand  behind  Walter.    Amanda  moved  behind  Dale.    Two  other  women moved behind the other two feminized men.

“Please tie our trainees’ hands,” said Esmeralda.

With  that,  Kim  stepped  forward  and  pulled  Walter’s  hands  behind  his back.    Walter  surrendered  his  hands  as  ordered  and  Kim  tied  them  tightly, making him feel vulnerable before all these women in the crowd.  The other three feminized men’s hands were tied as well.

The  crowd  applauded  and  cheered.    Several  more  tables  had  filled  up by  this  point  with  other  guests  –  both  male  and  female.    The  audience  was growing.  It seemed half the resort was here!

“Now let us add some flavor... a view into the minds of our trainees.”

Kim  pulled  down  Walter’s  bikini  bottom,  all  the  way  to  his  ankles, exposing his penis for all to see.  Walter carefully stepped out of it so as not to catch his heels in the cloth of the suit.  Without his arms to balance, the last thing  he  wanted  was  to  unsteady  himself  and  fall.    Meanwhile,  the  other women removed the other feminized males’ suit bottoms and wraps as well, leaving all of them  sans bottoms.

Walter  glanced  down  the  line  of  feminized  men.    Katya’s  penis  was semi-hard  and  fairly  thick.    Penny’s  penis,  if  you  could  even  call  it  that anymore,  was  little  more  than  a  squishy  pinky-finger  compared  to  Katya’s giant  sausage.    Dale’s  penis  was  smaller  than  Walter’s  had  been  when  this started, but  might have been bigger now after months on female hormones.

As for his own, Walter’s penis was soft and meek at the moment.

“Now we can see who finds this exciting,” said Esmeralda.

The crowd laughed.

“Bring up our guests,” said Esmeralda.

All heads turned as four bartenders came up on stage.  They wore white pants, brown men’s sandals, and orange, fuchsia, lime-green, black and white shirts in various palm-tree prints.  Each was rather muscular and quite manly compared to the feminized men, even before they were feminized.

“This isn’t good,” thought Walter.

Kim and Amanda and the other women moved the four feminized men around  before  the  row  of  bartenders.    Kim  ordered  Walter  to  his  knees  and then helped him down.  The others did the same.

A giggly murmur raced through the crowd.

Esmeralda put the microphone to her lips again.  “Maybe you’ve been to a carnival and you’ve seen little boys spraying water into a clown’s mouth inflating  a  balloon  until  it  pops.    This  is  like  that,  only  it’s  not  water  being squirted and the popping works a little differently,” she said slyly.

The crowd burst out laughing and cheering.  The excitement was high.

At this, Kim undid the bartender’s pants and let them fall to his ankles, revealing an extra large penis, dwarfing Walter’s.  The bartender’s penis now swung in Walter’s face.  It was a monster, even flaccid.  Walter had no idea how large it would get excited, but it worried him.  It sickened him too.  The only  penis  he’d  been  this  close  to  before  was  Dale’s  and  this  penis  wasn’t anything like Dale’s comparative twig.

“The  rules  are  simple.    The  first  of  our  contestants  to  make  their bartender  ‘pop’,  wins,”  said  Esmeralda.    “And  to  make  sure  everyone  tries, no one can stop until they’ve made their bartender pop.  To prevent cheating, each  contestant’s  hands  have  been  tied  behind  their  backs.    The  only  tool available to each will be their mouths.  Let’s see who’s got skills!”

Walter’s jaw dropped!

They wanted him to put that  thing in his mouth?  Were they serious?!

Another  man’s  thing?!    And  something  that  large?    Walter  was  outraged.

What kind of man would do this?  He certainly wouldn’t.  What was Jackie thinking?  He turned to glare at her, but she smiled back at him and blew him

a  kiss.    Then  she  mouthed  the  words:    “This  is  what  you  always  wanted.”

What did she mean?

“This is what I want?” repeated Walter harshly.  “Is she crazy?”

The  very  idea  was  absurd.    Walter  didn’t  want  this.    How  could  she think that?  Sure, yes, some of the magazines in his dirty collection involved the  sissy  being  made  to  suck  off  the  wife’s  or  girlfriend’s  new  male  lover.

Ok, and the images often involved a shemale with a dick in his mouth.  All right,  all  right:     most.    Maybe  more  than  most.    But  still,  that  didn’t  mean anything!  He didn’t collect those for that reason, he just liked the story, he thought it was exciting for the wife to feminize the husband and make him— bad example.  Had he jerked off to those specific parts?  Yes, but it was just the  intense  nature  of  the  shock.    It  was  naughty.    It  was  thrill—  it  was— Walter’s own defense was starting to indict him.

Then the voice went on the attack.  You let Andi play with you.  He’s a man. 

“I didn’t know she was a he!” protested Walter.

You let Dale kiss you. 

“I didn’t have any choice!”

But you enjoyed it. 

“I did not,” gasped Walter.

Then you let Dale suck on your dick.  You could have stopped him—

“I tried to stop him.”

The  voice  chuckled.  You  pretended  to  try  to  stop  him,  Wendy.    You could  have  stopped  him  any  time,  but  you  didn’t  want  it  to  stop.    You  were enjoying it too much.  It turned you on.  It turned you on. 

“It  did  not!”  Walter  practically  howled  to  himself,  but  he  knew  the truth.    “I  didn’t  have  a  choice.    They’ve  tricked  and  forced  me.    I  never wanted to do anyone that!”  But he knew that wasn’t really true either.

The voice wasn’t finished:   then you sucked on Dale’s dick.

Walter stared into space in stony silence.  He had been drunk, he could argue that.  It certainly seemed like that had been the case.  But he knew the answer  to  that  already.    Sometimes,  alcohol  just  lets  you  do  the  things  you already want to do but keep yourself from doing out of fear.  It doesn’t make you do things.

The truth was out in the open.

Walter bit his lip.

“Maybe,” he said softly, “I do want to do this after all.”

Not that it mattered, he told himself, because they weren’t going to let him out of this.  They were going to humiliate him and there wasn’t a thing he  could  do  about  it.    Or  was  there?    In  that  very  moment,  Katya  spoke  to Esmeralda.  Esmeralda called his wife to the stage and they spoke in a huddle for nearly a minute before they helped Katya to his feet and he and his wife left the stage.

Apparently, Walter could refuse after all.
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Rather  than  making  Walter’s  decision  easier,  Katya’s  refusal  made  it much much harder.  Indeed, while Walter told himself he never wanted to do this,  never  wanted  to  touch  a  man  and  never  ever  wanted  to  see  another man’s  package,  much  less  touch  it  or  put  it  in  his  mouth...  that  just  didn’t seem  to  be  true.    He  was  finding  himself  oddly  enthralled  by  the  idea somehow.  What’s more, when he looked out into the crowd, he saw Jackie staring  at  him  with  this  strange,  hopeful  expression  on  her  face  which  told him... well, he couldn’t quite put his thought into words.  But in that moment, he  knew  what  he  wanted  to  do.    He  turned  back  to  face  the  bartender.    His monster penis hung in his face.

“You ready?” asked Walter.

The man slowly smiled.

Determination welled up inside Walter.  All the voices were silent.

“On your marks,” said Esmeralda into the microphone.

Walter barely heard her.

“Get  ready!”    Esmeralda  stepped  back  to  make  sure  she  wasn’t blocking the view for the audience.

Walter swallowed hard.  Could he really do this?  He still didn’t know.

“Get set.”

Esmeralda looked out over the crowd.  Then she held the microphone out to them.

“Go! ” they roared.

But Walter didn’t move.

He  glanced  to  the  left  and  saw  Dale  attacking  the  penis  before  him.

Half  of  it  disappeared  into  Dale’s  mouth  and  his  lips  were  flying  back  and forth along the shaft furiously.  Dale looked like a starving man digging into a  food  dish.    To  his  right,  Penny  was  doing  the  same,  only  less  frantically.

Penny  was  leaning  even  farther  forward  than  Dale,  taking  almost  the  entire thing  in  his  mouth,  which  stunned  Walter.    Penny’s  breasts  had  escaped  his bikini too, and were hanging freely now.  They were so large!  Their nipples were  hard.    Walter  actually  wanted  to  suck  on  them,  even  knowing  Penny was a man.  Looking down, Penny had no penis to speak of that Walter could make out.  Dale, on the other hand, was hard as a rock, though his penis was no match for the one in his mouth.

Walter looked up at the bartender before him.  It was time to act.  He lowered  his  eyes  and  faced  the  monster  once  more...  there  was  a  problem though:  the man wasn’t hard.
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“Now what do I do?” wondered Walter.

With  his  hands  tied,  he  couldn’t  really  manipulate  the  penis  with  his fingers to make it hard.

“I’ll have to use my mouth,” he told himself.

But how?  He’d never done this before.

Walter  thought  about  trying  to  move  his  head  beneath  it  and  catching the tip with his mouth that way.  But that seemed awkward.  Could he ask the man to hold it out for him?  No, that was just as awkward.  Then the obvious struck him.  Walter leaned forward and brushed it with his tongue.  It tasted musky, which made Walter shudder.  But sure enough, it began to grow... and grow...  and  grow.    Boy,  did  it  grow!    To  Walter,  it  looked  like  a  forearm more than a penis!

Walter stared at the monster with dread.  Then he cautiously slipped his lips around it.  It was long.  It was wide too.  It filled his mouth, which Dale’s dick  had  never  done;  Dale’s  was  like  a  pencil  compared  to  this.    Walter slowly  moved  his  lips  forward  along  the  shaft.    This  was  much  harder  than before.

“Hurray!” cheered the crowd suddenly.

Walter’s eyes darted to Penny and he saw that Penny had finished.  He leaned back and the young woman cut his bindings.  His bartender then held out  his  hand  and  helped  Penny  to  his  feet.    Penny  stuffed  his  enormous breasts back into his bra as he rose.  He looked disheveled.

Walter nervously glanced toward Dale and saw him working furiously.

Walter closed his eyes and jerked his head back and forth as fast as he

could.  The enormous penis slammed against his throat as he did, making him gag.  It filled his mouth, touching every part of it.

No real man would ever do this, said the voice.

“Stop it!” exclaimed Walter in response.

Only women and... you. 

Walter focused again.  Back and forth, back and forth he went.  Then the  man  spread  his  legs  and  leaned  back  slightly  to  improve  his  traction, thrusting  his  erection  out  even  further.    Walter  could  tell  he  was  getting excited, but Walter was struggling.  Back and forth, back and forth continued Walter, applying as much pressure with his lips as he could to keep the man throbbing, but it wasn’t working.  His tongue was little help as it was pressed down by the enormous penis as his lips worked it.

Walter glanced toward Dale again.  He’d changed his rhythm.  It was slower, but more forceful and his bartender seemed to respond.

“He must have found a spot or something,” thought Walter.

Walter  could  find  nothing  like  that  though,  this  penis  was  just  too massive to explore in that manner.

“What am I going to do?”

Then  Walter  felt  the  man’s  hand  run  through  his  hair.    Walter  looked up nervously.  The man smirked down at him; it sent a wave of humiliation through  Walter.    Suddenly,  the  man  grabbed  Walter’s  hair  and  pulled  it tightly, to the point it felt like he was pulling Walter’s hair out!  He yanked Walter’s  head  forward  and  thrust  his  monster  deep  into  Walter’s  mouth!

Walter felt like he was in a high speed collision as his head bobbed back and forth, his hair – the part not in the man’s grasp – swung wildly around.  The penis  jammed  into  his  mouth  and  pulled  almost  back  out,  each  thrust  going deeper and deeper, faster and faster.  Walter thought he might choke.  He felt so helpless, so weak, so feminine.

Squirt. 

A  shot  of  hot  fluid  blasted  against  Walter’s  throat.    It  flooded  his mouth.  It was sticky and salty.  Walter hadn’t expected this.  He should have known,  obviously,  but  he  just  didn’t  think  of  it.    And  when  it  happened,  it was  humiliation  in  liquid  form.    This  was  another  man’s  seed.    He’d  been seeded  like  some  flower...  fertilized.    He’d  been  made  a  woman.    Was  that what he wanted?

The man let go of Walter’s hair.

Walter went limp.

The man zipped his pants and walked away.

Walter sat there for a moment in an exhausted, used pile.  He needed to think about what had happened.  He glanced out at his wife and saw her flash him  a  fragile  smile.    He  wanted  to  see  her,  but  in  that  moment  the  crowd burst  into  applause.    Esmeralda  announced  that  all  three  had  finished  and Walter and the rest were ushered off to their rooms.

Walter had a lot to think about.

Chapter Thirty-Four: “The Bachelorette Party” 
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Walter stared at the “uniform” they wanted him to wear.  He’d seen no one  at  the  resort  dressed  like  this,  and  he’d  seen  a  lot  so  far.    It  was  super kinky compared to everything he’d seen, and that was saying something!  He ran his fingers over the crotchless panties and he cringed.

“Can’t  I  just  wear  one  of  my  regular  uniforms?”  asked  Walter nervously.

“This is a special uniform for bachelorette parties,” said Amanda.  “All of our brides to be wear them.”

“I’m  not  a  bride.    I’m  the  groom.”    He  had  actually  been  surprised  to find out that Jackie still wanted to go through with the ceremony.  Why did she  want  that  if  Nikki  was  going  to  be  her  new  wife  and  Walter  just  a servant?  He didn’t understand.

“Do you look like a groom?” asked Kim.

“Not in this, I won’t!”

“Then you’re the bride.”

“Not if you let me wear something else.”

“This is what you’re wearing,” said Amanda.

“So bride it is,” said Kim and she smiled kindly and nodded her head as if to say, “such is life.”

Walter  glanced  over  the  assembled  “uniform”  and  winced.    Then  he picked  up  the  bra  and  held  it  to  his  chest.    On  the  surface,  it  looked  like  a decorative, lacy bra.  No big deal, right?  It was virgin white with lace trim and its cups offered support on the underside where it was needed most.  So far,  so  good.    But  that’s  where  its  normality  ended.    The  cups  were  rather short  on  the  sides,  showing  tremendous  side-boob,  and  would  leave  his breasts to jiggle and shake as he walked – his breasts were large enough now that  this  was  “a  thing.”    Indeed,  in  terms  of  support,  Walter  likened  this  to asking  a  woman  to  lay  her  breasts  upon  a  table.    They  technically  had something  holding  them  up,  but  nothing  controlled  them.    What  was  worse though was that the only reason there were cups was to be purely decorative; they appeared to cover his breasts for the sole purpose of letting his nipples poke  erotically  out  from  the  half-dollar-sized  hole  in  the  front  of  each  cup.

Not  only  would  his  nipples  show  through  those,  but  his  areolas  would  too.

The bra was just a tease.

Walter shuddered as he slipped a finger through a hole.

The  panties  were  worse.    They  rode  up  high  on  his  hips  creating  a strong V shape from his crotch to his hips.  Like the bra, the material was a virgin  white  lacy-satin.    In  the  back,  they  disappeared  between  his  cheeks, lifting  his  round,  jiggly  cheeks  into  an  unmistakably  feminine  upside-down heart shape.  In the front, a raised opening right in the crotch would leave his penis entirely exposed for all to see... and touch.

“Crotchless panties,” thought Walter disdainfully.

On  the  plus  side,  they’d  actually  removed  the  padlock  from  his  high heels, letting him wear shoes he could in theory kick off now.  The problem with  that,  though,  was  that  a  simple  test  of  trying  to  walk  across  the  room barefoot  –  ostensibly  to  get  his  stockings  from  his  dresser  –  proved  to  him that he couldn’t go without the heels, so kicking them off wasn’t an option.

Not only did he find himself reflexively walking on his toes as if he still wore the heels, but the backs of his ankles and his calves burned when he tried to force himself to walk flat-footed.  Not to mention, his walking form had been so  corrupted  by  the  weeks  of  continuously  wearing  heels  that  he automatically  swayed  his  hips  and  his  rear  and  still  took  delicate,  feminine steps even without the heels.  Thus, removing the heels would be pointless at best.  Sadly, all of this made him realize it would take a long time to re-train himself to walk like a man, making any quick return to being a man harder.

Speaking of his shoes, the heels he was to wear tonight were open-toed high-heeled  mules.    They  had  four-and-a-half  inch  stiletto  heels  made  of brown  wood,  a  half-inch  platform  made  of  the  same  wood,  and  three  thin white leather straps which ran over his toes.  That was the only support these shoes offered.  All of it.  At the convergence of the straps was clipped a small bow  like  you  might  find  on  the  center  gore  of  a  bra  or  the  waistband  of decorative  panties.    This  gave  them  a  kinky  sexual  sense.    These  shoes screamed “come do me.”

When Walter first saw these shoes, he cringed.  Not only did they make him feel a little dirty, but he was sure he could never manage to walk in them, not  with  their  total  lack  of  support  and  their  tall  high  heels.    But  once  he slipped his feet into them, he found them to be surprisingly easy to wear, as long  as  he  applied  pressure  at  the  right  times.    This  was  both  a  happy discovery  and  an  unsettling  one  for  it  was  just  another  bit  of  proof  of  how much his manhood had vanished – even three weeks ago, he wouldn’t have been able to manage these.

Walter slipped into them and moved around to test them.  They made a terribly feminine sound when he walked; “CLUNK” they echoed when they struck  the  ground  and  “SLLLLAP!”  they  responded  as  the  shoe  slapped against his sole as his foot pulled it back up again.  That  CLUNK-SLLLLAP! 

CLUNK-SLLLLAP!  CLUNK-SLLLLAP!  made  him  feel  slutty.    In  fact, between these come-do-me shoes and the white stockings he wore with them, plus  the  garterbelt  to  which  they  were  attached  and  the  crotchless  white panties  and  the  bra  which  showed  his  nipples,  Walter  would  have  looked completely natural in any number of kinky magazines, and that really made him  feel  cheap.    Indeed,  what  bothered  him  the  most  –  if  he  was  to  put  his finger on it – was that they had not dressed him like some sexy woman, but instead they dressed him like some kinky half-woman... something less than a real woman.  This was the first time he realized they didn’t want to make him a woman, they wanted to make him a sissy... and there was nothing he could do  to  stop  them.    Nikki  was  going  to  get  her  way  and  he  was  going  to  be ruined.

As he examined his shame in the mirror, he found himself rubbing his nipple for comfort.  He’d been doing this more and more lately without even realizing he had begun doing it because it felt good and it put him at ease.

“Stop playing with yourself and come sit down,” said Kim.

Walter blushed and removed his hand from his nipple.

“Honestly, girl!” laughed Kim.

Walter sat down demurely at the vanity and let Kim apply his makeup.

By  the  time  Kim  finished,  it  was  impossible  to  tell  that  Walter  was  really  a man.  His eyes were sultry.  His lips were pouty.  His complexion subtle.  His shoulder-length bob-like hair-style had been refreshed with a few strokes of the brush – it was similar to the style Jackie wore, only a little more blonde than Jackie’s natural red and longer.  His earrings were pearls which matched the ones in the choker around his neck, which consisted of three tight strands of  pearls  bound  together  as  one.    His  fingernails  and  toenails  had  been painted fire-engine red.  He was a school boy’s wet dream.

“I can’t go out like this,” said Walter weakly.

“You’ll be fine,” said Kim.

“But look at me!”

Kim  looked  him  over.    “You’re  a  gorgeous  woman.    What’s  the problem?”

“Am I?” asked Walter uncertainly.

“You are,” confirmed Kim.  Then she glanced at his penis and giggled.

“Well,  sort-of woman.”

Walter cringed.  That’s what he was afraid of.  “Why do I have to dress like this?  Why can’t I dress like a normal woman?” he pleaded.

“Think of it this way,” said Kim, patting him on the arm.  “Here’s your chance to be the best husband ever and support your wife as she enjoys her final night before your marriage tomorrow.  You want her to have fun, right?

You want this to be memorable for her, don’t you?”

Dale’s  words  about  how  far  he  would  go  to  please  his  wife  came  to mind.  “Yeah, I guess so.”

“Well, that outfit will be memorable!”

Unfortunately, she was right.  Even setting aside all the humiliating and feminine  poses  in  which  he  had  been  exposed  so  far  to  his  wife,  this  one outfit  made  him  feel  more  servile  and  more  objectified  than  all  the  others combined.

“Let’s finish getting dressed so we can go to the party,” said Amanda.

“Isn’t  it  bad  luck  to  see  the  bride  before  a  wedding?”  snarled  Walter unhappily.

Amanda merely smirked in response; she wasn’t letting him out of this.

Walter sighed and hung his head.  “What do I need to do?” he asked in a defeated tone.

“That’s the spirit!” exclaimed Kim happily.  “You, girlfriend, are there to make sure your wife has the best time she can possibly have.  You’ll serve her and her friends drinks and snacks.  You’ll fetch anything the guests want.

You’ll provide any distractions they want—”

“Distractions?”

“Entertainment,” said Amanda, recalling the talent show.

“It’s a bit like offering them toys to keep them amused, only you’re the toy,” said Kim more positively.

Walter groaned.  “So what am I supposed to do exactly?”

Kim  shrugged  her  shoulders.    “We  can’t  say.    We  don’t  plan bachelorette  parties  for  our  guests  because  they’re  too  personal.    It’s  up  to them what they want to do and how they want to proceed.  All we do is make sure you’re there to help them get their wishes.”

“And that means?”

“It  means  you  do  whatever  your  wife  tells  you.    This  is  her  night.

You’re at her disposal,” said Amanda.

Kim nodded her head.

Walter  pursed  his  lips.    He  didn’t  like  the  sound  of  that  at  all.    What was worse though, was he knew this was only just the beginning.  This was one  night.    One  humiliation.    Yet,  if  Jackie  (or  Nikki  or  maybe  Jackie   and Nikki)  got  her  way,  every  night  would  be  like  this.    He  would  forever hereafter be “at her disposal”, unless he could find some way out of this.  But honestly,  he  couldn’t  see  one.    He’d  relied  on  this  all  being  a  joke,  but  it wasn’t.  Then he thought about escaping, but he couldn’t.  He’d hoped Jackie would  relent,  but  she  wouldn’t.    Finally,  he  believed  they  couldn’t  change him,  but  they  had.    They’d  physically  turned  him  into  a  half-man,  half-woman,  and  have  been  slowly  taking  away  the  masculine  parts  ever  since.

They  made  him  weak  and  taught  him  submission,  lessons  he’d  learned despite his best efforts to resist.  What that left now stared back at him in the mirror and he was shocked at the helpless, submissive, feminine creature he saw.  How had this happened?

“The party is about to begin.  Are you ready?” asked Kim.

Walter sighed.  He was as ready as he would ever be.

 

—o—

 

Walter jiggled into the room carrying the silver serving tray.  The room erupted  in  cheers  and  applause.    There  were  more  people  here  than  Walter expected.    He’d  expected  Jackie  and  probably  Nikki  and  maybe  the  two women they were with the prior night.  He could see Dale and maybe Penny and Katya coming too, but that was about it.  That’s not what he encountered though.  The room was packed!

The  room  was  a  lounge.    Shaped  like  a  rectangle,  there  was  a  raised area which stood in for a stage, but really was nothing more than a glorified step.    Behind  it,  spanning  the  wall  was  a  twenty-five  foot  projection  screen upon  which  movies  or  images  could  be  projected.    The  middle  of  the  room was  sunken  into  the  floor  by  three  steps.    This  sunken  area  was  the  same rectangular  shape  as  the  room,  but  left  a  four-foot  walkway  on  each  side.

There  were  stairs  at  each  side  leading  down  into  the  sunken  area.    Running along the walls of the sunken area, apart from the stairs, was a built-in couch complete with pillows pressed against the walls.  This let about thirty people lounge  comfortably  together.    The  walkways  let  servers  walk  around  the loungers  with  their  feet  level  with  the  loungers’  heads  and  shoulders.    It reminded  Walter  of  serving  the  drunken  man  in  the  pool  whose  face  and shoulders were on a level with Walter’s feet and who kept touching his feet and ankles.  In the very center of the sunken area was a long table covered in chips, cheeses, wine, and deserts.  The room was blue and the lighting gave it an ocean feel.  Speakers played music.

Sitting in the middle of the group was Jackie.  She wore a ruby red tea dress and silver high-heeled sandals.  Next to her was Nikki.  She wore a dark green bandage dress.  Continuing around the room, Walter saw Penny and his wife.    The  other  man  from  the  stage  sat  between  them.    Penny  wore  an embarrassingly girly and eroticized dress that made Walter think of Alice in Adult Wonderland.  The white ankle socks he wore beneath his black high-heeled Mary Janes had girly frills.

Walter saw Katya and his wife.  Katya’s wife wore a blue miniskirt and flat  sandals.    Katya  wore  the  fuchsia  serving  uniform  with  the  pencil  skirt.

The young college girl, Dale’s wife, was here.  She wore gray pants and tall black pumps.  Dale wore the lime-green pencil skirt uniform.

There was the woman from the pool who had saved him from the man in the pool.  She wore a leopard print dress and matching pumps.  The man wasn’t  here,  thankfully.    There  were  the  two  pretty  women  Jackie  had  been with the prior night.  They were dressed for clubbing.  Randle sat across from Jackie with a jungle pattern short-sleeved shirt buttoned only to the middle of his chest, dress pants, and dress shoes.  William sat next to him in a similar outfit with sandals.  His enormous penis made a mound in his pants that ran halfway down his thigh.  Caroline and Andi were here too.  Caroline wore an armless yellow A-line dress.  Andi wore a little black dress and black pumps.

There were two more women Walter didn’t recognize and another rather buff man whose penis visibly bulged beneath his gray linen pants.

Walter was the only one in white.  He was also the only one showing nipples or a penis at the moment.  He felt very small suddenly.

“Yay, Wendy’s here!” called out Jackie happily.  “Come here, darling!”

Walter reluctantly tottered over to his wife.  She rose to hug him.

“Look  what  we  have  here!”  she  laughed  as  she  looked  him  up  and down after the hug.  “Such pretty lingerie!  So pretty!  You’ll have to wear it again for our wedding night!”

The crowd made a knowing murmur.

“Now  now,  behave,”  laughed  Jackie  at  her  guests.    She  returned  her

attention  to  Walter.    “You  look  fabulous,  darling.    Why  don’t  you  join  the party?”

“I’m supposed to serve drinks.”

Jackie smiled and nodded.  She then sat back down, crossing her legs and pulling Nikki’s hand into her lap.  “In that event,  Wendy darling, let’s see that excellent training you’ve been getting.  I’d like a rum drink, something with  an  umbrella.    Nikki  will  take  a  vodka.”    She  smiled  at  Walter  before waving him away with her hand.

Walter tingled all over.  Being dismissed by his wife made him throb.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed.

Walter  tottered  up  the  stairs  and  to  the  back  of  the  room  where  there was a bar and a bartender.  The bartender made the drinks as Walter turned to watch  the  crowd.    They  were  having  a  grand  time  talking  about  their experiences at the club.  They were laughing.  Telling stories.  They drank.

They even danced a little.  They were having a great time all around.  And as the alcohol flowed, the guests’ inhibitions slowly faded away.  Soon, Walter noticed that several people were touching each other in intimate ways despite being in a good-sized crowd.  Andi lifted his dress and revealed a tiny, baby-sized penis.  It barely got hard.  In fact, he was having quite a problem until Caroline called over Walter.

“Be a dear and help Andi, will you?” asked Caroline.

“With what?”

“With that.”  She pointed at the tiny dick.

It wasn’t really a request.

Walter  glanced  at  Andi’s  small  penis  and  momentarily  felt  a  queasy sensation.    Would  his  own  penis  become  so  small  under  the  hormones?

Strangely,  that  thought  didn’t  bother  him  as  much  as  it  would  have  a  few weeks ago.

Walter  kneeled  before  Andi  and  pinched  Andi’s  penis  between  his fingers.  He felt it grow a little harder, though it was still soft and small.  He started stroking it.  It got a little harder yet.  It was still tiny though.

“Are you enjoying the party?” asked Caroline.

Walter twisted his lips.  He wasn’t not-enjoying it, but he wasn’t really getting a chance to participate.  But then, would he want to?  Would he want to spend time with a group of people dressed as a woman?

“Sort of,” said Walter.

“Are you excited for your wedding tomorrow?”

“Dreaded”  was  probably  the  proper  word  because  Walter  had  no  idea what  to  expect.    It  was  supposed  to  be  a  simple  renewal  of  vows  ceremony when all this began, but he had no idea what it would be now.  Who knows what Jackie had planned?

“I don’t know,” said Walter honestly.

“Nervous?”

Walter nodded.

By this point, Andi was starting to show signs of being close to climax.

He  was  breathing  hard.    He’d  grabbed  hold  of  Caroline’s  leg  and  was squeezing.  His eyes were closed.  His back was starting to arch.  So Walter sped up just a little to get him over the top.  Andi seemed to grunt or groan.

Caroline leaned over and kissed him on the lips right as he exploded.  He shot a  rather  small  amount  of  clear  fluid  into  Walter’s  hand.    Then  he  collapsed into his seat, panting.

“Good  girl,”  purred  Caroline  and  she  slid  her  arms  around  Andi,  who disappeared in her embrace.  Walter decided it was time to move on... after wiping his hand.  Was this his future?

 

“How’s  my  favorite  girly-man  doing?”  retorted  Nikki.    There  was  an enormous smile on her face.

“Just peachy,” said Walter coldly.

“That’s  good,”  said  Nikki.    She  touched  his  left  breast,  making  it tingle.    The  nipple  stood  up  extra  long.    She  smirked.    “These  are  coming along  so  well!”    Then  she  tweaked  his  nipple  through  the  open  cup  on  the bra.

Walter winced and nearly doubled over.

Nikki  then  slipped  her  hand  onto  his  penis,  which  had  been  trying  to get  hard,  but  not  quite  succeeding  because  they  had  stopped  giving  him  the pills this morning, and all that let him get hard was the residual effects of the pills still in his system.  Her touch gave it what it needed though, and it grew into a genuine erection by appearance, though still a tad too soft all around.

“There  it  is,”  she  giggled  when  it  grew.    “I  was  afraid  it  had  gone away.    We  wouldn’t  want  that,  would  we?”    Her  tone  was  sarcastic.    She leaned in right next to his ear and whispered:  “Don’t get used to it, Walter.”

Walter shuddered.

“Are  you  having  a  good  time  serving  drinks?”  asked  Nikki  with  a casual chuckle.  Clearly, Walter’s demotion amused her.

“Never better,” said Walter defiantly.

“You know, this is probably a first.”

“What is?”

“A  bachelorette  party  where  the  ‘groom’  serves  the  guests  like  some servant girl.”

Walter  blushed.    “I  thought  Randle  was  going  to  be  the  groom,”  said Walter sourly.

“Randle?”

“Yes, Jackie’s new lover.”

Nikki burst out laughing.  “Randle?  Have you really be worried about him  stealing  Jackie?    How  little  you  know  your  wife.    She  wants  me,  not Randle.  Not to mention, Randle’s the club’s dance instructor, he can’t date guests.  He’d rather date you than her anyways, Walter!”

Nikki’s tone had been insulting, but what she said actually gave Walter tremendous relief:  Jackie had not fallen in love with Randle after all.  That had  been  weighing  on  his  mind,  but  that  wasn’t  something  he  needed  to worry  about  now;  now  there  was  only  Nikki.    Nikki  always  seemed  to  give him  hope  without  meaning  to.    Not  only  that,  he  had  not  forgotten  that  she had  also  given  him  the  one  silver  bullet  that  still  might  save  him:    her duplicity.  This wasn’t over yet!

Of course, Nikki wasn’t done with him yet either.

 

—o—

 

Nikki  took  Walter’s  hand  and  led  him  to  the  stage  at  the  front  of  the room  before  the  projector.    She  planted  him  there  and  then  asked  everyone for their attention, which was given.

“When  our  beautiful  bride  first  told  me  of  her  plans,  she  showed  me some images she found which Walter had collected.  Needless to say, I was shocked, though I shouldn’t have been, I suppose,” said Nikki.

Walter felt like he’d been punched in the gut.  How could she share this dirty  little  secret  of  his?!    It  took  all  he  could  manage  just  to  keep  from bursting  into  tears  and  fleeing  the  stage.    In  fact,  he  had  no  idea  what  kept him from doing that.

“There was one picture in particular which I thought spoke volumes,”

added Nikki.

Walter  bit  his  lip.    This  was  embarrassing.    He  knew  what  she  was

talking about.

“You  should  see  this  image,”  she  said.    “It  encapsulates  who  Walter really is, and it made it clear to us, Jackie and myself, that bringing him here was perfect.  It left no doubt.  If only you could see it.”  Nikki paused and put her finger to her lips.  “Wait a minute!  Actually, you can see it!”

“Is she really going to show the image?” gasped Walter.

Nikki  motioned  toward  the  projector  and  the  image  appeared  on  the screen behind Walter.  It was terrible.  It was eight feet high and ten across, and it was clear as day behind him on the projector.  There on the screen was the image of the crouching man in white lingerie and white strappy heels with his erection chained to the floor while sucking on the erection of a man off-screen.

The crowd gasped!  Then burst into applause.

Nikki held up her hand to calm them again.

“Do  you  know  what  I’d  like  to  see?”  she  asked.    “I’d  like  to  see  our dear Wendy recreate this image.  Wouldn’t you?  That would be sexy and it would be exciting for Wendy!”

The crowd applauded roundly.

“It would also be a statement of power,” thought Walter.

Walter  felt  sick  to  his  stomach.    Recreating  that  image  for  Nikki  was the  last  thing  he  wanted  to,  especially  in  front  of  all  these  people  (though admittedly,  when  he  was  younger  he  often  imagined  it  was  him!).    But  he knew that Nikki wasn’t going to let him out of this.  This was her moment of triumph and she wanted him to know it.

“There’s  something  we  need  though,”  said  Nikki.    “Now  where  did  I put it?”

She  pretended  to  search  around  her  and  then  pulled  one  hand  from behind  her  back.    In  it,  she  held  a  chain  which  had  a  hook  on  one  end  and something looking like a sleeve on the other.

“Been planning this long?” said Walter.

“Not as long as you.”

Nikki grabbed Walter’s penis and massaged it, looking him straight in the eyes  as  she did.    It felt  creepy  and  he felt  weak.   Making  this  worse,  as she stroked him, she whispered at him how submissive he was going to look, how she would always have this over him, and how this was proof she was truly his “master.”

“It’s mistress for women,” said Walter snidely.

“It’s whatever I say,  girl friend.”

At  that  word,  Walter  got  fully  hard.    Nikki  then  pulled  his  erection through  the  sleeve  and  used  leather  straps  to  tighten  it  down.    It  felt  super tight and the pressure made the head of his penis throb.

“Maybe someday we’ll weld a steel one on here for you, but for now, we’ll need to settle for leather.  I hope you don’t mind.”

“I thought you were getting rid of it?”

“No, just shrinking it away.  It will be a tiny reminder of the man you thought you were.”

Walter  opened  his  mouth  to  fire  back  something  witty  and  insulting, but  he  suddenly  felt  intimidated  by  Nikki.    For  the  first  time,  Nikki  truly seemed so powerful, so dominant to him that he now doubted he could ever beat her.  Resistance felt hopeless... he could say nothing.

“Is this submission?” he wondered.

Nikki  finished  locking  him  in.    Then  she  made  him  crouch  down  and she attached the hook to a ring in the floor beneath a small panel.  That ring had not been installed for this, but it was perfect.  Nikki then rose to her full height and looked down upon the helpless squatting Walter.  She laughed.

Walter felt so weak.  So oddly feminine, but not womanly... effeminate.

“One more thing,” said Nikki.  She then lifted the dark green dress she was  wearing  to  reveal  a  long,  flesh-colored  dildo  projecting  out  from  her waist.    It  had  to  be  nine  or  ten  inches  long  and  rather  thick.    Nikki  tottered into place before him in her heels.  The fake penis jutted out from her right into Walter’s face.

Flash bulbs went off all over the room.

“There’s  another  image  you  have,  Wendy,”  said  Nikki.    The  look  on her face was beyond smug.  “It’s another man in a dress because that’s what turns  you  on.    This  man  is  sucking  on  another  man  like  a  lollipop.    Here’s your chance to live that fantasy too.”

Walter shook his head.

“Do you want me to bring William back?” she threatened.

Walter  swallowed  hard.    He  shook  his  head.    Then  Nikki  thrust  the plastic  penis  in  his  face.    Walter  looked  out  over  the  crowd,  but  didn’t  see them.    They  were  a  blur.    He  looked  up  into  Nikki’s  face.    She  seemed  so powerful from this angle.  Then he looked at the terrible plastic penis before him.    It  wasn’t  real,  but  still,  it  was  meant  to  represent  a  penis.    He  felt helpless.  He felt stripped of his manhood.  He wrapped his lips around it.  He had surrendered to Nikki.

Or had he?

There was still one tiny little voice inside him which urged him not to surrender yet.  Your chance will come. 

But would it?

Chapter Thirty-Five: “The Wedding” 

—o—

 

The wedding day had come.

Walter  awoke  with  a  strange  sense  of  hope.    It  was  irrational  and  he knew it, but he hoped nevertheless.  He hoped Jackie would walk through the door,  laughing,  and  tell  him  this  had  all  been  a  gigantic  joke.    She  wasn’t really  trying  to  feminize  him.    The  training  had  all  been  an  act.    The  staff were actors.  The hormones were just sugar pills.  None of it was real.  “Now put  on  some  pants  and  let’s  go  enjoy  the  last  few  days  of  our  vacation, darling!”

But that wasn’t going to happen.

The training had been real and effective.  The hormones were real, and he had the breasts to prove it.  And Jackie was not going to save him.  Walter knew this, and it was underscored when Kim came through his door carrying the wedding dress in a laundry bag.  She hung it on a hook by his closet as Amanda untied his hands to let him out of bed.  He wore a pink nightie, pink panties  and  had  the  pink  t-strap  pumps  padlocked  to  his  feet,  though  they didn’t feel like they were doing anything at this point – they certainly didn’t seem to strain his calves anymore at least.

“Good morning, Wendy.  Wedding day,” said Amanda.

“Oh joy,” said Walter sarcastically.

“Before we get you ready, there is someone here who needs to speak to you.”

At this, Amanda stepped aside and Walter saw another woman standing behind  her.    She  wore  a  jet  black  skirt  suit  and  shiny  black  pumps  and  she carried a matching briefcase.  Her hair was up in a bun and she wore glasses.

She had a commanding presence.

“Good morning, Mr. Richards,” said the woman.

Walter  hadn’t  been  called  “Mister”  or  “Richards”  in  weeks  and  it sounded jarring.

Kim ushered Walter to a standing position.  He felt exposed before this professionally dressed woman in his girly little nightie and panties – he had no erection unlike prior mornings.

A  moment  later,  Jackie  and  Nikki  walked  in.    Both  looked  casual  in shorts and blouses and wedge heeled-sandals.

“The blushing bride,” said Nikki.

“Good morning, darling,” said Jackie.

Walter  performed  his  required  curtsey,  which  added  to  his embarrassment in this room full of women.  He barely even thought about it as he did it, though he grimaced after the fact.

“We have papers for you to sign,” announced the woman.

Walter  furrowed  his  brow  suspiciously.    What  was  this?    “What papers?”

The  woman  laid  the  papers  out  in  several  groups  on  the  table  before them; each was marked with a spot for him to sign.  She pointed to the first group.  “This adjusts the marriage license—”

“Adjusts how?”

“To  fit  the  new  circumstances,”  said  the  woman.    She  pointed  to  the next pile without elaboration.  “These formalize the relationship with Nikki.”

She  pointed  to  the  third  set.    “These  give  your  wife  a  complete  power  of attorney.”

Walter raised an eyebrow.  “For what?”

“To make any and all decisions,” said the woman indifferently.

“Make ‘all’ decisions about what?”

“Anything involving you.”

Walter  was  absolutely  stunned.    If  he  signed  that,  would  Jackie  really have  total  power  to  make  any  decision  for  him  in  any  way  she  wanted?

Wouldn’t that mean  she could basically  do anything she  wanted because he had legally given her the power to do that?!

“I— I—”

The  woman  wasn’t  listening,  however.    “These  forms,”  continued  the woman  methodically,  pointing  to  the  fourth  pile  of  papers,  “let  us  get  you new  identification,  credit  cards,  bank  accounts  and  the  things  like  that.”

Finally, she pointed to the last pile.  “This is for your name change after the marriage ceremony.”

“Name change?!” gasped Walter.  “What?”

“You’re taking a new name after the wedding.”

Walter’s jaw dropped.  It had never occurred to him they might try to change  his  name!    “You’re  going  to  change  my  name?”  asked  a  shocked Walter.  Somehow, this seemed worse than giving him breasts!

“Of course, Walter,” said Jackie.  “You don’t think you can tell people you’re ‘Walter Richards’ anymore, do you?”

“I— well—”

“Imagine the humiliation of walking into a store and telling the pretty young doe-eyed clerk, ‘Hello, my name is Walter.’  The poor dear will have a heart attack,” scoffed Jackie.  “Don’t be silly, darling.”

Walter  stared  helplessly  at  his  wife.    The  idea  of  changing  his  name was  insane.    It  was  unthinkable.    Heck,  it  was  bad  enough  they  were informally  calling  him  “Wendy,”  now  they  wanted  to  make  this  a  legal reality?  That was crazy!

Or was it...

Part of Walter very quickly recognized that what his wife had said was true:    he  did  not  look  like  a  “Walter”  anymore  and  telling  people  that  his name  was  “Walter”  would  be  humiliating,  to  say  the  least.    Moreover,  he realized  he  would  need  to  pretend  to  be  “Wendy”  until  he  could  return  to being  Walter,  and  having  documents  in  Wendy’s  name  would  help  a  good deal  with  that.    The  thought  made  him  sick  to  be  Wendy  –  especially officially, but he assured himself, it could be undone just as quickly once ( if) he  managed  to  fix  all  of  this  and  return  to  his  natural  place  as  head  of household.    Then  he  would  just  apply  for  new  documents  in  the  name  of Walter and Wendy would vanish.

“Plus,”  he  thought,  “if  I’m  officially  ‘Wendy’  then  nothing  I  do  will reflect on ‘Walter’.  It will reflect on ‘Wendy’ who will disappear, giving me a clean slate to have all of this forgotten when I’m ready to be Walter again.

If I try to be ‘Walter’, then I’ll have to live with it when I finally get back to being myself.”

Still, it was a humiliating idea.

The  woman  stared  at  him  coldly.    He  felt  himself  shrink  under  her gaze.    His  wife  had  taken  away  his  manhood  and  made  him  a  woman physically,  this  woman  would  now  take  the  same  legally.    She  held  out  the pen.

“Sign Walter,” said Jackie.

Walter  looked  at  his  wife.    He  thought  about  making  some  last  stand, telling her he would never sign, asking her what she would do... but what was the  point?    If  they  wanted  his  signature,  they  would  get  it,  or  just  fake  it.

Resisting would fail and it would probably only make things worse.  Not to mention, even though he’d only been confronted with the name change issue a minute ago, he was already seeing the problems of being “Walter” for the immediate future until he could undo all of this.  The change made sense.

 It’s terrible and humiliating... but necessary, he told himself.

He signed.

Jackie smiled.  Then she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him.

“See you at the wedding, darling.”

With that, she left.

 

—o—

 

Walter sat at the vanity in his room.  He wore an identical white open-front bra and crotchless panties to those he had worn the night before.  On his feet were a gorgeous pair of white Christian Louboutin half-d’Orsay pumps with  a  sprig  of  pearls  over  the  vamp.    His  nipples  were  hard  as  he  watched Kim  do  his  makeup.    She  wore  a  tight  light-pink,  knee-length  dress  with  a square  collar  and  a  short  matching  jacket  with  three-quarter  sleeves  and pearls for buttons.  On her feet were nude strappy platform sandals with five-inch heels.

“Pucker your lips, Wendy,” said Kim.

Walter did as instructed and Kim applied a dark-red lipstick.

“There!    Would  you  ever  have  guessed  you  would  have  your  makeup done for a wedding?” giggled Kim.

Walter shuddered.  Not pre-Wendy Walter, that’s for sure,  he thought.

“I’ll bet you like it though,” said Kim.

“I don’t.”

“Well, I know you like having breasts.”

Walter turned to stare at Kim like she was crazy.  “What in the world makes you think that?”

Kim laughed.  “Your nipples are hard all the time, girlfriend.”

Walter  blushed.    She  had  him  there.    They  were  hard  at  this  very moment, in fact.  “Can we talk about something else?”

“Ok,” said Kim.  “Your wife seems nice.”

Walter glared at her again.  “The woman who feminized me and gave me these breasts you keep noticing is  nice?”

“Oh, don’t act like you don’t like it.”

“What?!” gasped Walter.

Kim chuckled.  “You forget, I know all about you, Wendy my dear.”

This  was  a  reference  to  Walter’s  nightly  masturbations,  which  Kim  helped him  with  before  they  stopped  letting  him  come.    From  those,  she  knew  his deepest  thoughts  and  many  of  those  pointed  quite  clearly  to  Walter  being very  turned  on  by  his  time  on  the  island,  despite  his  protestations  to  the contrary.

“How about we talk about something else?” he said again.

Kim chuckled.  “Ok, how’s this: your wedding dress is pretty!”

Walter hung his head.  “How about we not talk at all?”

“You’re no fun.”

Just  then,  Amanda  returned  and  pulled  the  wedding  dress  from  its hanger on the wall.  It was still wrapped in its laundry bag.  “Are you ready?”

she  asked.    Then  she  and  Kim  carefully  removed  it  from  the  bag  as  Walter watched.    Despite  everything,  it  somehow  hadn’t  occurred  to  him  that  he would be wearing a dress for the wedding ceremony, but it hit him now as he saw  the  bride-like  white  material  being  pulled  from  the  bag.    Finally,  the dress was out completely and Amanda held it up.  It was the same dress he had tried on at the little dress shop before they left!

“That dress! ” he gasped.

“Isn’t it fantastic?” said Amanda.

“You’re going to look amazing in it,” purred Kim.

Walter  cringed.    His  mind  wasn’t  on  the  dress  though  so  much  as  the fact the shop had been part of this too, Ella Marie’s Dress Shoppe.  How far back  did  this  conspiracy  against  his  manhood  go?    How  many  clues  had  he missed?  That young woman, whatever her name had been –  Danielle – had actually put him in this very dress, claiming it was meant for him, and it fit, and yet he willingly dismissed that as a mistake!  What if he had realized it wasn’t a mistake?  He might have escaped all of this!

It was too late now.

Kim and Amanda brought the dress to him and slipped it over his head.

The  dress  was  amazing.    It  was  a  form-hugging  white  satin  dress  with  a mermaid  tail  and  a  lattice  back.    The  front  was  slit  to  just  below  his  knees, partially exposing his tanned shins, ankles, and high heels.  That said, it was as  tight  as  a  pencil  skirt  from  just  below  the  knees  up,  making  it  hard  for Walter to walk.  Fortunately, his time in the pencil skirt uniform had prepared him  for  it;  old  Walter,  pre-Wendy  Walter,  never  would  have  been  able  to move in this dress.  Above the knees, it hugged his jiggly rear as it followed his curves, enhancing his feminine shape, pulling his waist in even more with a  hidden  girdle,  and  propping  up  his  already  firm  breasts  to  make  them appear  enormous.    The  heart-shaped  collar  showed  tremendous  cleavage.

The  sleeves  then  ran  down  his  arms  to  his  wrists  hinting  at  a  conservative look  which  only  further  highlighted  the  sultriness  of  the  dress.    And  when Kim  buttoned  it  up  in  the  back,  with  the  hidden  buttons  to  the  side  of  the lattice-work back, Walter felt like his whole body had been encased in a latex glove.  The dress and he became one.

“I can’t wear this,” he gasped.

“Why not?” asked Amanda.

Walter  couldn’t  explain.    He  wanted  to,  because  saying  it  out  loud might  help  him  understand  the  hurricane  of  emotions  blowing  through  his head, but he couldn’t make the words come out:  the dress was...  perfect.  It was too perfect.  No one seeing him in this dress would ever mistake him for a man.  It made him a woman.  It made him a gorgeous woman.  And in so doing,  it  triggered  every  fear  he  had  ever  had  of  losing  his  manhood  if  he ever gave in to this pull to be a woman.

“Why not?” asked Amanda again.

Walter  stared  at  her  helplessly.    How  could  he  say,  “Because  it  will make me a woman”?   He couldn’t.  So he just shook his head and stared in terror  at  the  gorgeous  dress,  already  knowing  he  would  surrender  to  it...  far too eagerly.

“Then let’s move on,” said Amanda.

“One  last  thing,”  said  Kim  and  she  knelt  before  Walter.    She  reached her  hand  through  the  opening  in  the  front  of  Walter’s  dress  down  where  it separated just below his knees and she felt for a hidden zipper on the inside of the dress.  She tested it and then returned it to its place.

“What’s that for?” asked Walter.

“The ceremony.”

“What about it?”

Kim rose to her feet and smiled at Walter.  “You’ll see,” she said and she leaned over and kissed Walter on the cheek.  “You’re beautiful, Wendy.”

Walter’s face flushed.  “Thanks,” he said softly.

“Let’s go,” said Amanda.

 

—o—

 

Walter  couldn’t  believe  he  was  going  to  wear  a  dress  to  his  own wedding  as  he  tottered  down  to  the  beach  where  the  wedding  would  take place!  What a humiliating and yet oddly exciting experience.  He recalled his wedding to Jackie and how nervous he had been, wondering what the future held.  This time, his nerves were a thousand times worse.  Not only was he worried what his future held – a future so unclear and so daringly unique it was  staggering  –  but  he  worried  too  about  being  seen  like  this,  both  at  the wedding  itself  and  in  the  future  when  they  got  home.    What  if  Jackie  told people about this?  Would she put out “wedding” photos?

Walter froze.  His nerves had gotten the best of him once more.

“Come  on,  Wendy,  time  to  go,”  said  Kim,  who  had  needed  to  steady him several times already.  “You can do this, girl.”

Walter nodded and slowly started moving again.

They  finally  arrived  at  the  beach  to  the  sound  of  steel  drums  doing  a sort-of  version  of  the  wedding  march,  as  if  the  wedding  march  had  gotten drunk on pineapple rum.  The wedding was on the beach a few yards ahead.

A  false  floor  had  been  laid  down  to  accommodate  all  the  women  in  heels...

and  the  men.    The  same  group  from  the  bachelorette  party  were  in attendance.  Each was dressed in their best.

At  the  front  stood  Jackie  in  her  dress.    She  wore  a  loose  white  dress with  exposed  shoulders  and  a  tight  bodice.    It  was  sexy,  almost  casual,  and yet  perfect  for  a  beach  wedding.    It  reminded  Walter  of  something  from  a pirate  movie.    On  her  feet  were  white  platform  sandals  with  tall  chunky heels.  They seemed perfect for the look.  She smiled broadly at Walter.

Next  to  Jackie  stood  Nikki,  who  wore  a  similar  dress  to  Kim’s  tight light-pink,  knee-length  dress  with  the  short  matching  jacket  with  pearls  for buttons.  On her feet were nude strappy platform sandals with five-inch heels, like Kim’s, despite being on the beach.  There was a smug smile on her face as she watched Walter approach in his wedding dress.

“Ready, Wendy?” asked Kim.

Walter bit his lip.  “Do I have a choice?”

Kim smiled and kissed him on the cheek.  “You always did.”

Walter  furrowed  his  brow.    That  was  nonsense,  but  he  decided  not  to challenge it; what would be the point after all.  He then let Kim take his arm and lead him down the aisle.  She took him to the middle of the aisle and then stepped back.  Jackie came to him.  Before them, stood Esmeralda.  She wore a tight suit dress in white and black with black platform heels, suggestive of a priest at a disco.

“You look beautiful, Walter,” said Jackie.

Walter smiled uncertainly.  Jackie took Walter’s hand and squeezed it.

Now  Esmeralda  spoke.    “Welcome.    We  are  gathered  here  today  to witness the remarriage of this loving couple—”  As the woman went through a  discussion  of  love  and  duty  and  how  Walter  and  Jackie  were  fated  to  be together,  Walter’s  mind  drifted  over  everything  that  had  happened  to  him here  and  all  he  had  done.    He  couldn’t  believe  the  things  he’d  done,  and they’d  done  to  him.    He  couldn’t  believe  the  changes  in  his  body  and  he wondered how he would reverse them or if he even could.  He’d experienced things he’d never forget.  He’d felt feelings he’d never expected.  And now...

now he was going to become Mr.  Wendy Richards.  That thought sent a chill down his spine.  It was a fantasy he’d masturbated to tensely some times in his life, but now it would be real and that terrified him.

“—do you, Jackie Anna Leigh take your husband Walter as your new wife,  to  love  and  to  honor,  to  hold  and  protect?”  asked  the  woman,  causing Walter to snap back to the present.

“I do,” said Jackie.

“And  do  you,  Walter  Richards  promise  to  serve  and  obey  your  wife Jackie in any manner she sees fit?  To be loyal and loving and to see that her needs are met?” asked the woman.

Walter’s mouth went dry.  His chance had come! 
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“And  do  you,  Walter  Richards  promise  to  serve  and  obey  your  wife Jackie in any manner she sees fit?  To be loyal and loving and to see that her needs are met?” asked the woman. 

Walter  heard  this  and  some  tiny  voice  inside  him  screamed  that  here was  his  chance.    If  he  refused,  there  was  nothing  they  could  do.    Jackie’s whole  plan  would  collapse!    The  wedding  would  become  a  farce!    Jackie’s plan  to  force  him  into  this  new  life  of  feminine  servitude  would  be  a shambles  and  they  would  need  to  let  him  go  to  become  Walter  again!    He would  be  free.    All  Walter  needed  to  do  was  to  refuse.    That’s  all  it  would take.  And in that regard, Walter realiz— “I do.”

The words froze Walter.  Who had said them?   It was him.

“The ring has been placed on your bride.  Are you ready to claim what is yours?” asked the woman of Jackie.

Jackie nodded.

“Ring?  What ring?” asked Walter.  He was utterly confused.

The woman motioned to Kim.  Kim came forward holding a red pillow with golden fringe and tassels.  Upon it lay a metal cage made of rose-gold and  shaped  like  a  flaccid  penis.    Next  to  it  lay  a  small  lock  with  a  heart-shaped key.

“W—  what’s  that?”  asked  Walter,  though  he  knew.    He’d  read  about these  things  in  his  stories  many  times,  although  he’d  never  seen  one  in person.  He’d certainly never expected that this would be how he would see one for the first time!  Yet, there it was.

Jackie  picked  up  the  penis-shaped  cage  and  turned  toward  Walter.

Walter started to back away, but Kim held his arms firmly.

“Stay calm, Wendy,” cautioned Kim.

“But she’s—” protested Walter.

“Lots of guys wear them.”

“But—”

“You’ll be fine.”

Walter  clenched  his  jaw  nervously  as  Jackie  went  to  one  knee  before him.    She  reached  her  hand  through  the  bottom  of  his  dress  and  found  the zipper Kim had checked earlier.  She pulled the zipper upwards, opening the front of Walter’s dress as if she were peeling back a banana.  As she pulled the  zipper  upwards,  his  panties  came  into  view.    Then  his  penis  came  into view, hanging out through the opening in the panties.  It wasn’t hard as they had  not  given  him  the  pills  today  or  the  prior  day,  so  it  was  all  out  of  his system now.

“Wh— what are you doing?” asked Walter anxiously.

Jackie looked up and smiled at him.  “I love you, darling,” she said and she  placed  a  delicate  kiss  on  his  flaccid  penis,  sending  a  shock  through  his system.  Finally, she hooked the penis cage onto the ring attached to his penis – the one whose purpose Walter hadn’t understood until now.  He’d looked down  just  in  time  to  see  his  wife  finish  stuffing  his  penis  inside  the  cage before  she  pinched  it  shut  with  an  audible   CLANK!     He  felt  the  cold  metal press  against  his  flesh,  though  his  balls  hung  freely  beneath.    Then  she slipped the lock through the loop on the top of the cage.  He heard a metallic CLICK  and saw Jackie remove the key.

“Perfect,” she said.

Walter  felt  entirely  emasculated.    Even  his  very  manhood  now belonged to his wife.  This just could not get more humiliating... but it did.

Jackie  turned  to  Nikki.    To  Walter’s  utter  horror,  Jackie  then  handed the key to Nikki!  To Nikki!  Jackie gave Nikki the key to the cage around his penis!  Nikki slipped the key onto a small chain made in the same rose gold as  the  cage  and  the  key.    She  raised  her  right  leg,  resting  her  high-heel encased foot on the empty chair behind her.  As Walter watched in complete shock,  Nikki  slipped  the  chain  around  her  ankle  and  closed  the  latch.    The key  to  the  chastity  device  around  Walter’s  penis  now  hung  from  an  anklet around Nikki’s ankle.

“You may kiss your bride,” said the woman.

Jackie stepped forward, all smiles, and threw her arms around Walter’s waist.    She  pressed  her  lips  against  his  and  kissed  him  deeply  and passionately.  This aroused Walter and his penis actually tried to grow, but it had no room in the flaccid-shaped cage... or it lacked the strength it needed.

Either way, it would grow no more without Jackie’s permission.

Walter winced.  Could this get any worse?

Well, yes.

“I now pronounce you Mrs. Jackie and Wendy Leigh.”

Leigh?!  All the color left Walter’s face.  Leigh?!  Leigh was Jackie’s maiden  name  before  they  had  married!    How  could  she  do  that  to  him?    A man  taking  his  wife’s  name?    The  humiliation  was  intense.    First  his  penis and now this?  His wife had stripped him of everything.

Chapter Thirty-Six: “It All Comes Out... Well, Not All” 

—o—

 

Walter, Jackie and Nikki had returned to Jackie’s room, which Walter now  learned  happened  to  be  the  bridal  suite.    Kim  and  Amanda  had  driven them there across the resort in one of the small golf carts the resort employees used,  only  this  one  was  shaped  like  an  old-styled  Rolls  Royce  made convertible  and  was  used  exclusively  for  weddings.    Kim  and  Amanda wished them well and left them at the door.  Kim actually teared up.

“Take  this  thing  off  me!”  commanded  Walter  once  they  were  alone.

He meant the chastity device.  “I want it off now!  Give me the key!”  He was startled at how harsh the words sounded to him, having not raised his voice in weeks and despite the new feminine lilt in his voice.

Jackie turned to Nikki.  “Give me a moment with my husband, will you darling?”

Nikki moved to the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

Jackie  walked  over  to  the  drinks  cabinet  and  poured  herself  a  drink.

She took her time and said nothing as Walter dangled in the wind behind her, tension  building  with  each  moment  of  silence  from  Jackie.    She  took  her drink, walked over to the couch and sat down as Walter remained standing as if at attention before her; there was no doubt she was in charge.  She lazily crossed her legs and sipped her drink, which she then held in her lap.

“You were saying, Wendy?” said Jackie finally.

“My name is Walter,” said Walter, who was sweating nervously by this point.

“Not legally.”

Walter  withered  under  this  terrible  truth.    Legally,  he  was  “Wendy”

now...  Wendy Leigh.  Ug.  What’s more, his wife had the power of attorney and who knew what else!  He thought of how much legal power she held over him now and how that had reduced him from husband to child.  “I want this thing off,” said Walter meekly and he pointed at the device imprisoning his penis.  It could be seen through the open dress and the crotchless panties.

“I don’t.”  She sipped her drink.

A shattering chill raced down Walter’s spine.  He wasn’t sure what to

say  next.    She  had  said  no  and  her  tone  told  him  this  was  not  open  for debate... and he had no power to challenge that.  He decided to try to reason with her:  “I understand this is your fantasy—”

“Oh  no,  Walter,  this  wasn’t   my  fantasy,  this  was   yours,”  countered Jackie immediately.  “All I wanted was to take Nikki as a lover.”

“This isn’t my fantasy!”

“Yes, it is.”

Walter shook his head.

“Admit it, Walter.  This is what you’ve wanted your whole life.  I saw your collection.  You’ve had it for years.  Cross-dressing.  Hormones.  Forced sex with men.  That’s what you fantasize about.  You don’t need to deny it, anymore Walter; I accept it.  I’ve given it to you.”

“That’s not what I wanted.”

“Well, it certainly wasn’t what I wanted.”

“Then why did you feminize me?” demanded Walter incredulously.

“I  knew  you  would  never  let  me  have  Nikki  and  I  needed  a  way  to convince  you  to  let  me.    You  had  this  fantasy  about  being  feminized, dominated  and  serving  me  and  my  lover,  and  two  and  two  became  four.    It seemed like we could both get what we wanted if I let you have your fantasy.

You get to play submissive sissy and, in exchange, I get the chance to have both of you as lovers and, frankly, a more obedient husband.  So I gave you your fantasy.”

“This is more than ‘playing’ sissy,” protested Walter as he palmed his heavy breasts.

Jackie sighed unhappily.  “I know.”

“Then why did you do it?”

“It  wasn’t  my  intent.    I  wanted  them  to  give  you  small  breasts,  small enough to hide, so you could still be my husband.  We could play with them, we could use them to pretend you have been feminized and made submissive, and  no  one  would  need  to  know  –  well,  no  one  but  Nikki.    But  there  was some sort of mistake and they grew into what you’re holding now.”

“Some mistake,” said Walter snidely.

“I was not especially happy about it, Walter.  That’s for sure.  I didn’t want  to  lose  my  husband.    When  I  realized  what  had  happened,  I  wanted them to stop the hormones right away, but you seemed so enthralled with the idea of having breasts and going all the way to appearing to be a woman that I just couldn’t bring myself to stop you.  So I let them continue.”

“Me? ”

Walter told himself she was crazy.  He didn’t want this, and he’d never indicated  that  he  had.    He  resisted  the  entire  way,  didn’t  he?    Or  did  he?

Walter swallowed hard as he realized that he’d never made a genuine escape attempt.  He’d never really refused any instruction either.  Yes, sometimes he talked back, but he’d never flat out said “no.”  What’s more, he’d even gone further  than  they  wanted  on  several  occasions,  like  that  drunken  night  with Dale.  Could she be right?  At the very least, could she reasonably believe she had been right?

Then  something  else  hit  him,  something  much  more  significant.    A remembrance.  A moment of clarity.  Nikki! 

“It wasn’t a mistake,” said Walter accusingly.

“Yes, it was,” replied Jackie defensively, thinking he was accusing her.

“I didn’t do it intentionally, darling.  I really didn’t.  I truly am sorry about that.”

Walter shook his head.  “You didn’t do it.”

Jackie raised a cautious eyebrow.  “What do you mean?”

“When you signed me up for this resort, you filled out a form on what you wanted them to do to me.  ‘The program,’ I think they called it.”

Jackie  thought  back  to  sitting  in  her  kitchen  filling  out  options  for Walter’s transformation.  “Go on.”

“You picked a bunch of things for them to do to me.”

Jackie shrugged her shoulders.  “Right.”

“Nikki changed your form.”

“Changed the form?”

“She  changed  your  answer  to  say  you  wanted  me  to  have  big  breasts and who knows what else.  It wasn’t an accident.  Nikki did it,” said Walter.

This was his moment:  make or break, freedom or slavery.

Jackie hesitated.  “How do you know that?”

Walter smiled wanly.  “She bragged about it to me.  During one of the lessons she came to watch, she told me how she had changed it without you knowing so you couldn’t go soft on her and try to have me back.  She made sure the resort would make it so I could only ever be your servant again.”

Jackie  stared  at  her  feminized  husband.    She  said  nothing.    For  a moment, Walter thought he had failed.  His wife wasn’t moving.  It was like she  hadn’t  believed  him  and  was  thinking  of  an  appropriate  punishment  for him lying to her.  He swallowed hard and awaited her verdict.

“Nikki, come in here please,” called Jackie.

Nikki  came  from  the  bedroom,  still  dressed  in  the  tight  pink,  knee-length dress from the wedding.  She had removed the strappy five-inch heels, however.    There  was  a  smug  look  on  her  face  –  when  she  had  left,  Walter was demanding the removal of the chastity device but she saw it was still in place  when  she  returned;  to  her  mind,  Walter  had  clearly  lost  whatever  had happened.

“Yes, Jackie.”

“I  want  the  truth,  Nikki,”  said  Jackie  calmly.    “Did  you  change  my form before we submitted it?”  She didn’t provide any other clues as to what she was talking about; she wanted to see if Nikki knew what she was talking about and tripped herself up by knowing too much.

She did.

“He’s  lying,  Jackie.    Why  would  I  do  that?    I  would  never  interfere with your choices.”

Jackie’s  glare  sharpened.    “I  never  even  told  you  what  form,  or  what Walter said.”

All the color left Nikki’s face.  She realized she had been caught.  “I—

I mean.”

“Why did you do it?”

Nikki  swallowed  hard.    “Look,  Jackie.    I  love  you.    You  know  that.

But  if  he  still  looked  like  a  man,  then  you  would  want  him  back  at  some point.    That  would  ruin  everything!    With  him  as  your  husband,  you  might give up on me,” said Nikki both sadly and anxiously.

Jackie sighed.  “I’m shocked.  I’m really, really shocked you did that.”

“It is for the better,” said Nikki hopefully.

Jackie shook her head.  “Leave us.  I need to think about this.”

Nikki bit her lip.  “Please, don’t leave me.  I need you.”

Jackie smiled kindly and brushed her cheek.  “I won’t leave you.  Now go in the other room while I speak with Walter.  I have a lot to work out.”

“But—”

“Go.”

Nikki  hung  her  head  and  left  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  her once more.  Jackie moved to the couch again and sat down.  She crossed her leg  and  slowly  shook  her  head.    Walter  stayed  standing  at  attention  before her.  Their new positions of power had become deeply engrained in both.

“Tell  me  Walter,”  said  Jackie.    “How  long  have  you  been  a  cross-

dresser?”

Walter  shuddered  at  the  directness  of  her  question  and  how  deeply  it peered  into  his  very  being.    He’d  never  told  anyone  this;  he’d  even  sort  of lied  to  himself  about  it  over  the  years:    he  wasn’t  a  “cross-dresser”  he  just kind of wore women’s clothes sometimes.  “I— I don’t know.  Since I was young.”

“And you’ve worn my clothes.”

Walter nodded his head.

“The  magazines  you’ve  collected,  every  one  of  them  involves  a  man being  feminized  by  his  wife,  made  into  a  submissive  sissy,  and  then  being forced to please the wife’s new lovers, correct?”

Walter felt himself shrink.  “Almost all, yes, Ma’am.”

“You have breasts now, real breasts.  Do they excite you?” she asked.

Walter was struggling under her questioning.  She had laid his flawed masculinity open and exposed the dirty secret within him.  She had dug right into  the  very  thing  which  terrified  him  and  yet  thrilled  him.    He  felt defenseless.    He  knew  his  next  few  answers  could  well  decide  his  fate  too.

Should  he  be  honest  and  tell  her  what  he  really  felt?    Or  should  he  retreat behind his facade?  And if he chose to be honest, what did he actually want?

“I— I don’t know,” he admitted.

Jackie considered this for a moment.  “I understand.”

“You do?”

“You need me to decide, is that it?”

Walter pursed his lips.  That had been his fantasy; that his wife would hold the fate of his manhood in her delicate feminine hand.  But is that what he  wanted?    How  could  he  let  her  decide?    What  if  she  made  the  wrong choice?  He told himself he should scream that he wanted to become a man again.  Why hadn’t he though?  What should he do?

After  a  few  seconds,  Jackie  leaned  back  and  crossed  her  arms authoritatively.  “All right.  I’ll decide.”

Walter’s  entire  body  shook  with  erotic  tension  at  her  words.    He  felt like  he  wanted  to  throw  up  having  ceded  this  to  her  and  the  jolt  from  that surrender  had  been  so  strong  and  so  overwhelming,  but  he  simultaneously felt absolutely high, like he was soaring.

“If  you  want  to  be  a  man  again,  not  that  you  were  ever  one,”  added Jackie, causing Walter to wince, but with a growing glow on his face, “you need to prove to me that I should let you become a man again.  And let me warn you, Wendy, you failed once as a man, I am inclined to keep you as a woman.  So if you want to be a man, then you better be extra submissive and extra  accommodating.    You  better  bring  me  breakfast  in  bed,  massage  my feet  and  you  better  be  better  with  your  tongue  than  you  were.    I  will  be  a harsh judge.”

Walter felt strangely euphoric.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Until  I  decide,  you  will  remain  Wendy  and  you  will  obey.

Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Any questions, sissy?”

“Can we take this device off?”

“No, the device stays.”

“But Jackie!  It’s my dick!”

“No, Wendy, it’s  my dick now, to use or not use as I see fit.”  Walter saw  terrible  visions  of  himself  locked  in  the  cage  as  others  around  him laughed and poked at it and talked about how free they were and asked how anyone  could  accept  such  an  emasculation.    That  actually  thrilled  him  in  a submissive  sort  of  way.    Still,  the  idea  of  not  being  able  to  touch  himself made his skin crawl.

“But Jackie, I— I— it will drive me crazy if I can’t— can’t—”

“Can’t masturbate?”

Walter burned red with shame.  “Among other things.”

“Such is life, Wendy.  That said, I’m sure it will get out from time to time for various purposes.  I may even use it myself at times.”

“And when do I get to take this thing off then?”

“When I feel you’ve earned it.”

“How do I do that?” he asked nervously.

Jackie  shrugged  her  shoulders.    “I  suppose  we’ll  see.    Now  help  me undress.”

“What about Nikki?” asked Walter.

“Those types of decision are beyond you now, Wendy.  I’ll handle it.

You just be a good girl and do what you’re told.”

Chapter Thirty-Seven: “Home Again” 

—o—

 

Jackie  and  Walter  had  been  home  for  two  months  now.    True  to  her word,  Jackie  treated  Walter  like  her  sissy.    She  put  him  to  work  on  chores around  the  house.    She  made  him  massage  her  feet  every  night  when  she came home from work, and she used him for lovemaking in any way she saw fit;  she  turned  out  to  be  quite  creative.    Walter  said  he  hated  this,  but  both could tell he truly enjoyed it.

Despite  her  promise  of  letting  Walter  go  back  to  being  Walter  if  he

“earned  it,”  it  struck  Jackie  very  quickly  that  Walter  could  never  really  be made male again, though she kept dangling the possibility.

Walter came to realize it as well.

At one point, Walter’s ego asserted itself – the first time Jackie invited their old friends over, actually – and he contemplated demanding that he be returned  to  being  Walter  immediately,  but  he  quickly  realized  that  wasn’t possible.    The  hormones  had  given  him  real  DD-cup  breasts,  reshaped  his rear and hips, and even given him a soft, feminine voice.  That would be hard to  fix,  if  it  even  could  be  fixed,  and  it  would  take  time.    He  couldn’t  just pretend to be Walter again, not with that body.  Even if he could, he couldn’t wear  masculine  clothes  until  they  fixed  it,  so  he  needed  to  stay  as  Wendy throughout.  How could he become Walter if he needed to dress and act like Wendy for possibly even years yet?

He contemplated asking Jackie not to invite their friends over, but that was unreasonable as well, and he knew she wouldn’t hear of it.  Nor could he just  not  appear.    How  would  Jackie  explain  a  husband  who  vanished  every time guests arrived?  Besides, that would only raise suspicions and could only be maintained a short period.  In the end, he realized he had no choice but to face them as Wendy.

It was awkward, especially the first time.  But over time, they seemed to accept it.

That  seemed  like  the  end  to  Walter,  but  it  proved  to  be  only  a beginning.

The  more  their  friends  accepted  him,  the  more  Jackie  began  to introduce his submissive behaviors.  He objected, but she was in charge now.

It  began  with  her  ordering  him  to  be  a  little  more  helpful  than  would  be

normal.    They  got  used  to  this  soon  enough.    Then  she  made  him  start  to serve them in the guise of “helping out.”  Soon, he was serving them much more openly.  All the time, Jackie ordered him to give a growing amount of deference  to  each  of  them,  until  it  just  became  assumed  he  was  there  to  be ordered around by them.

Jackie reveled in the attention.

She made him  start curtseying, especially  to her ladies  wine group on Friday nights.  Those were particularly embarrassing nights for Walter as the other  ladies  wanted  to  know  what  had  brought  about  this  change.    Jackie liked to respond by claiming she’d caught him doing something humiliating in her wardrobe (the details changed with each telling to amuse her and her guests) and this was his punishment (giggle giggle) and if he was a good girl, then one day,  perhaps, she would let him be Walter again (wink wink).  The people she told these stories too found it amusing and knew it couldn’t be the real story, but they accepted it in jest, assuming the real story was much less dramatic, with Walter likely simply wanting to live as a woman.  As this was more  interesting,  it  became  a  sort  of  game  for  them  to  guess  what  really happened, and Walter knew they were doing it.  In fact, the few times he got out of his device, he’d masturbated to thoughts of what his friends thought of him.

 

—o—

 

A  week  or  two  later,  Nikki  returned.    As  punishment,  Jackie  had ordered Nikki to go through the program herself under the same terms Walter had done when she changed his form.  She was back now with much bigger breasts and a strongly submissive attitude... sort of.

Walter walked into the living room to find Nikki standing at attention wearing a black French maid costume much like the one used on the island.

Walter had worn one several times.  For his part, Walter wore a dark green A-line  dress  with  black  pumps  with  decorative  golden  buckles.    Jackie  was just finishing instructing Nikki.

“Those will be your duties,” said Jackie.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Nikki.

Jackie hugged her, taking her hand and leaving a lingering kiss on her lips.  “It’s good to have you back.”  They still held hands.

Nikki  smiled.    “I’m  glad  to  be  back.    And  again,  I  am  sorry.    I  never

should have doubted you.”

“It’s  all  right  darling.    All  is  forgiven.”    They  embraced  again  and Jackie kissed her gently once more.  “I have to go to work soon.  If you have any questions, ask Wendy.”  With that, Jackie left to change for work.  That left Nikki and Walter facing each other.

“Nice dress,” said  Nikki snidely, firing  the first shot.   Her submissive attitude seemed to fade rather quickly.

“Nice uniform,” countered Walter.

“Nice heels too, for a man.”

“I was about to say the same thing.  Nice heels... for a man.”

“That’s almost clever...  Wendy.”

Walter winced.  But then he smirked.  He raised his leg behind him and pulled his high-heeled pump from his foot.  He repeated that motion with his other foot.  When he had both pumps in his hand, he smirked victoriously at Nikki and he held out his shoes for her to take.

“Be a dear, and put these away for me,” he said smugly.

Nikki  burned  with  shame,  but  she  did  as  she  was  told.    She  had  been taught to do so.  She took the shoes, curtseyed rather humiliatingly, and said, “Yes, Ma’am.”  A flaming red Nikki turned and started toward the bedroom...

but  she  stopped  at  the  door.    A  wicked  grin  appeared  upon  her  face.    “Still wearing your device?” she asked over her shoulder and she left.

Walter cringed.

 

—o—

 

With  Nikki’s  return,  Jackie  announced  a  change  of  duties  for  Walter.

Since Nikki would become the new maid, and they didn’t need two, she told Walter it was time for him to return to his place as her “husband” (of sorts) and find a job.

“Find a what?!” asked Walter incredulously.

“You’re going back to work, darling.”

“But look at how I’m dressed?  I can’t pass for a man!”

Jackie shrugged her shoulders.  “Women work too.”

“But I’m not really a woman.”

“Your papers say you are.”

With  that,  Jackie  gave  Walter  two  weeks  to  find  a  job.    If  he  found nothing, she would get a job for him.  Sure enough, with Walter still having found nothing he could bring himself to try to get, Jackie announced that she had found him a job.

“Where?” asked Walter.

“At your old office,” said Jackie.

Walter’s jaw dropped.  “My old job?!”  Visions of being made to kneel before Anna in her office flooded his mind and shook him fiercely.  “I can’t go back there!  I’ll be humiliated!”

“Then perhaps you should have found another job.”

The following day, Walter poured himself into a tight, sexy black skirt suit complete with a pencil skirt and four-inch high-heeled pumps with shiny, pointy  toes.    He  took  the  black  leather  purse  his  wife  offered,  slipped  on earrings  shaped  like  hearts,  brushed  his  shoulder-length  hair,  checked  his makeup, and took his place in the passenger seat of their car.

Jackie drove him to his old office.

Walter’s  heart  raced  as  he  and  Jackie  followed  the  receptionist  to Anna’s office.  The receptionist hadn’t identified him, fortunately, but Walter knew there would be no way to hide who he was if he returned to his office full  time.    Indeed,  they  might  change  the  name  plate  on  the  office  to,  ug, “Wendy  Leigh,”  but  he  knew  that  someone  would  figure  it  out  and  then everyone would know he’d made a sissy of himself.

What could he do though?

“Jackie!”  exclaimed  Anna  when  they  reached  her  office.    She  came racing around her desk to hug Jackie.  Jackie hugged her back.  “I’m so glad to see you again!”

“It’s good to see you too.”

Anna  turned  to  Walter.    She  looked  him  up  and  down.    Then  she snickered.  “Hi Walter.”

Walter turned bright red with shame.  “Hi Anna.”

“So you want to come back, do you?”

Walter  most  definitely  did  not,  but  Jackie  wanted  it  and  what  Jackie wanted, happened.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Anna folded her arms across her chest and gently shook her head.  She sighed.  “I wish you’d let me know what you were doing.  When you didn’t come back, we waited a couple weeks and then we gave your job away.”

Walter expected that actually.  He told her he was going on a two week vacation and he’d been gone over three months now.  It was only natural they would replace him in that time.

“But I’m sure we can find something for you,” said Anna.

“Maybe something in research?” suggested Walter.

Anna smirked.  She looked him up and down again.  She even pulled back  his  suit  jacket  to  look  at  his  ample  breasts  and  his  cleavage.    “In  a department full of horny single men?  I don’t think so.  They’d eat you alive.

Besides, I was thinking something a little more, uh, helpful.  I’m in need of a secretary right now.”

“A  secretary? !”  gasped  Walter.    “But  I’m  a  manager!    That’s  entry level!”

“Were,  Walter,  were.    You   were  a  manager.    Wendy  isn’t  anything.

Wendy doesn’t even have a college degree I can show to my director.  And I don’t  need  a  manager  right  now  anyways.    What  I  do  need  right  now  is  a secretary and you’d do nicely.”

Walter started to object, but his wife cut him off.

“Sounds perfect,” said Jackie.

Anna  smiled  before  shooting  Walter  a  look  that  made  him  vaguely uneasy.  It made him think she wanted to devour him.  She turned and started back  toward  her  desk.    “It’s  in  your  old  department  actually.    In  fact,”

continued Anna, “you’ll be assigned to work directly for your replacement.”

His replacement?  Walter couldn’t believe this.  Not only would he be stripped of his authority, his position, but he would be made to serve the very person  who  had  taken  his  authority  and  position  from  him.    He  shook  his head, but Jackie put her hand on his arm.

“Wendy accepts,” said Jackie.

Walter hung his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.  I accept.”

Anna snickered; it was clear to her who wore the pants in Walter and Jackie’s relationship now.  She hit an intercom button.  “Come to my office,”

she said into the intercom.

“Who am I working for?” asked Walter in a defeated tone.

“Do  you  remember  that  guy  you  interviewed  before  you  left?    Jim Stark?”

“Jim  Stark?!”    Walter  recalled  Stark  all  right.    He  was  the  blowhard, know-it-all who showed Walter up.  He was utterly narcissistic and devoid of any sense of dealing with people.

“He was best qualified.”

“I told you not to touch him with a ten foot pole!”

Anna raised an eyebrow.  “You  never told me that.  I wish you had.  In

fact,  you  never  turned  in  your  interview  notes  at  all,  so  I  had  to  go  with Kelli’s recommendation.  She liked him.”

“The  man  is  a  walking  sexual  harassment  suit  waiting  to  happen!”

Plus, he humiliated me, thought Walter.

“He’s  definitely  a  handful,  Walter.    And  since  you  failed  to  warn  me about him, I think it’s only fitting that you’ll be working directly beneath him now.    You  can  keep  him  out  of  trouble.”    She  paused  and  smirked disdainfully.  “And don’t take ‘working beneath him’ literally.”

Walter cringed.

“No trouble either, Walter,” added Anna with the point of her finger.

“It’s Wendy,” corrected Walter.

“Wendy,  right.    Listen  up,  Walter,  I  don’t  want  a  word  of  complaint from you or him.  I’m not going to tell him who you really are because that would be too disruptive, so you just go on being Wendy.  Do your best to fit in.    Keep  him  happy,  keep  him  from  finding  out,  and  no  one  else  needs  to find out either.  And I mean it, Walter:  no complaints!  If you behave like a good boy,” she stopped and glanced at him contemptuously before correcting herself,  “like  a  good  girl,  then  this  can  stay  our  little  secret.    Do  you understand me?”

Walter blushed deeply.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’ll have my eye on you, Walter.”

“I know,” said Walter.

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.    Stark  was  here.    He  looked  just  as Walter remembered, unfortunately: smarmy.

“You rang, boss lady?” said Stark.

“Yes, I did Jim.  Jim, meet Wendy.  Wendy’s going to be working for you.”

Stark  looked  Walter  up  and  down,  from  his  toes  to  his  breasts...  and stopped  there.    He  smiled  like  a  shark.    “Welcome  aboard,”  he  said  and  he took  Walter’s  hand  and  kissed  it,  embarrassingly  causing  Walter’s  penis  to try  to  grow  inside  the  cage;  it  failed  –  the  cage  kept  it  from  making  an appearance.

“Why don’t you show Wendy around?” suggested Anna.

Walter  swallowed  hard.    This  was  going  to  be  hard...  but  that  was another story.

 

The End.
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