

Black(E)Mail

(Forced Feminization Stories)

Jane Doe


Contents

Chapter 1 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 3

Chapter 2 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 9

Chapter 3 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  16

Chapter 4 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  22

Chapter 5 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  27

Chapter 6 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  31

Chapter 7 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  37

Chapter 8 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  43

Epilogue   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  50


Chapter 1

At midnight in a suburban home in Washington DC, I, Gary Wallace, had my life turned upside down. Sitting behind my computer in my corner room on the second floor, my parents had just turned in for bed and wished me a goodnight. After making sure the coast was clear, I switched off the game that I was killing time with on steam and pulled up my internet browser.

In my early teenage years, I was very careful to check the hall and make sure that my parents wouldn’t come by my room again before switching over to my favorite porn site. Now at age 23 and having completed college at Harvard, I let my guard down. Once I locked my door and put my headphones on, I felt like I was all alone and free to browse whatever I chose.

Because of my parents political and religious beliefs, I knew that if they saw what I looked at on a nightly basis, they would have my head on a platter. I had suppressed my feelings for years as a child and never told anyone about what I was interested in. Even when I left for college for four years, I couldn’t bring myself to tell any of my closest friends about my sexual desires. A part of me deep down had been locked away for most of my life, and the only time it would bring itself out was from the safety of a computer screen.

After years of browsing the usual sites, I had seen many of the most popular videos in my favorite genre which was forced feminization. I clicked through a few pages before refining my search again. Pulling up GIFs related to forced feminization and sissification, I began scrolling through the repeating images. Short videos on repeat of men dressed as females and being fucked from behind flashed in front of my screen as I stared blankly ahead. Finally, I came to one with a very feminine looking person staring into the camera and screaming as she was pounded from behind over and over. The video triggered something inside of me as I began stroking myself.

As the video repeated itself with the image of someone opening their mouth as they were entered, I stroked myself at the same pace as the video. Slowly working up and down, I brought myself to the edge within a minute. I started breathing heavier as a release approached. Stroking a few more times, I exploded into a tissue.

After tossing the tissue into the garbage can, I switched back over to steam and started looking for a game to kill the rest of the night. As I looked through some first person shooters and RPGs, I saw an email notification pop up in the corner of my screen. It was marked URGENT READ NOW from an unknown sender.

Figuring that it was some sort of spam, I deleted the email and switched back to steam. Another email popped up a moment later with the same heading. I rolled my eyes and opened up my email to delete the email again. As I clicked delete, another email popped up in its place. Suddenly, my mailbox was flooding with emails marked URGENT READ NOW from unknown senders.

“Ah shit.” I said to myself, thinking that I picked up a virus.

I closed out the mailbox and powered down my computer hoping that would solve the issue.

After letting my computer shut down and waiting a few minutes, I powered my computer back on. Once the screen loaded back up and all of my windows reopened, I saw that I had 12,000 emails and counting. 
“Oh my god” I said as I rubbed my forehead. I brought my mouse to the delete button and began pressing it repeatedly. Even with my quick finger, the number of emails kept rising.

“Shit, I’m going to just have to get a new one.” I said to myself as I moved the mouse.

I accidentally clicked the mouse as I moved it away from the delete icon and opened up one of the emails in my inbox. A gif created with images taken from my webcam appeared in the email showing me stroking myself with a tissue. Attached to the gif just below it was another gif mirroring my computer screen and the porn that was loaded at the time. Each was clearly time stamped and showing exactly what I was doing at 12:14 that night.

My heart sank as I watched the image replaying in front of me. My breathing became heavy as anxiety set in. I closed the email and deleted one of the thousands that kept popping up. As I sat back from the computer, I noticed the emails stop flooding in at once. One more email popped up with the subject line, “OPEN IN TEN SECONDS IF YOU DO NOT WANT THIS SENT TO YOUR MAILING LIST”.

Feeling a rush of anxiety, I opened the email immediately. As I pulled it up, an entire log of my internet browser history was pasted into the email. Dates and times of each video that I watched was paired with images from my webcam showing me blankly watching or jerking off. I couldn’t believe what I was looking at as I scrolled through years of my internet history and myself watching.

I slumped back in my chair as I realized just how much information this hacker had on me. As I ran my hands through my long brown hair that ran down to my shoulder, another email popped up in my email box. The subject line read “OPEN IF YOU DO NOT WANT THIS PUBLIC.”

Not feeling like there was any other choice, I clicked the email and read the message inside.

“As you can see, we know a lot about you and what you like. We know that you're embarrassed about this and do not want it going public, so we are offering you a deal. If you comply with what we want, we will not share any of this information. If you do not comply, we will share it to all of your social media profiles, email to your entire email list, and make sure that this story runs on your father’s news network tomorrow night. Respond yes if you understand and wish to continue.”

I swallowed the saliva in my throat as I finished reading the paragraph. I couldn’t believe what I was reading and I knew what this would do to my life as well as my family’s lives if this information ever made it to light. Figuring that not complying would be the worst possible choice, I responded back to the email, “Yes”.

Another email came back within a few seconds which I opened promptly.

“You have made a good choice. To make sure you are serious, take all of your underwear, including the ones you are wearing, and put them in a garbage bag. You have two minutes to show us on your webcam.”
I blinked my eyes as I read the message on my screen. I was at a loss for why they were asking me to collect my underwear. But seeing that the clock was ticking, I went into my drawer and began pulling out all of my boxers and briefs. Seeing that I didn’t have much time and that I didn’t want to alert my parents by going downstairs, I took the garbage bag from the garbage can next to my desk and stuffed all of my underwear inside. After grabbing the bag, I walked in front of the computer and held up the bag.

A few seconds passed before another email appeared. I clicked on the email and read the message, “Good job, now take the bag and throw it out your window. You have 20 seconds.”
I was dumbfounded with the tasks that I was completing. They wanted me to throw all of my underwear out the window into my front yard. I couldn’t figure out why any hacker would want me to do such a thing, but I decided to keep playing along. I opened my window and tossed the garbage bag out of it. Landing in the lawn, some of my underwear spilled out onto the grass. I ran back to the computer and found another message on my screen.

“Good job, now go to sleep and await further instruction. You will be required to be awake and ready for the next task at 9 A.M. sharp. Do not go out and touch the bag for any reason.”

I shook my head as I read the message for a second time. Why did I need to leave my underwear in the front yard? This all felt insane but I didn’t want my parents or anyone else to find out what was happening. I walked over to the window and looked at my garbage bag and underwear on the front lawn. After shaking my head, I closed the window and laid down in my bed. It took a few hours before I finally drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 2

Waking up to my alarm at 8:15 A.M., I rubbed my eyes before jumping out of bed and running to the window. To my disbelief, the bag I tossed out the window and all of its contents had disappeared. I rubbed my eyes again and looked around the yard to see if there was any sign of who grabbed my bag of underwear. Being that I was on the second floor, I figured I should go outside and take a closer look for footprints going to or from my house. If my parents went and collected my underwear, I had no idea how I would explain that to them.

I got dressed in jeans and a long sleeve shirt. It felt uncomfortable not wearing any underwear under my clothes, but I didn’t have a choice. I walked down the wooden staircase that lead to the entryway for our house. As I stepped over to the door, I could hear my mom calling me from down the hall in the kitchen. I took a deep breath before walking through the hallway where some family portraits hung of my mom, dad and myself. After stepping into the kitchen, my mom was just finishing fixing me a plate.

“I have some eggs and bacon here for you. I have to run a few errands so would you mind finishing up the dishes after breakfast?” My mom asked.

“Yeah no problem.” I responded as she slid the plate of eggs and bacon onto our kitchen table. 
“Did dad already leave?” I asked.

“Yeah, he had to go early this morning. He said it’s going to be a big show tonight and he needed some extra time to prepare.” My mom responded.

“Ok, did he say anything before he left?” I asked.

“Like what?” Me mom asked.

“I don’t know, never mind.” I shrugged before sitting down at the table.

“Ok, well I have to go, I’ll see you later.” My mom said before giving me a kiss on the forehead.  She picked up her purse before walking over to the door that opened into the garage. I picked at my eggs as I watched my mom leave, but eating was the last thing on my mind at the moment.

After making sure that my mom’s car had cleared our street, I raced out the front door and went to the spot where my bag landed the last night. As I looked for some clues to who had grabbed the bag, I noticed footprints leading from the sidewalk to the spot where my bag was. It looked like the footprints started from the street, came to the bag, then returned back to the street. Relief that my parents hadn’t collected my underwear lasted a few seconds before I realized someone was watching me through my computer and visited my house in the middle of the night.

I walked back into the house and turned on my computer. It was 8:58 and there were still no messages. I tapped on my desk as I watched the clock tick from 8:58 to 8:59 then finally 9:00. Right on the dot, an email came through to my computer.

“You’re next task is to go to the Lincoln mall. When you arrive, follow the instructions that we text you. You have 15 minutes.”
I grabbed my phone and ran out the door.

Jumping in my Honda Civic, I started the car and raced toward the mall as fast as possible. On a good day, I had made it to the mall in just under fifteen minutes, but on a Friday morning, I didn’t know how I would make it in time. Weaving in and out of traffic, I did my best to cut off minutes and seconds from my drive. A chorus of horns could be heard all the way through my drive, right up until I pulled into a parking spot at the Lincoln mall. I pulled out my phone and nervously awaited a text message.

After a couple minutes, a notification popped up on my phone. It was from an unknown sender. 
“Good job, now go into the mall and walk into any store you choose that sells bras and panties. Grab several pairs of bras and panties and walk into the fitting room. Then await further instruction.”

I stared at my phone dumbfounded. Why the hell did they want me to go shopping for bras and panties? I texted back asking “Why”. I received a text immediately after saying, “You have five minutes.” I hit my steering wheel three times before taking a deep breath. I composed myself before stepping out of my vehicle.

As I walked into the mall, I felt anxiety creeping up inside of me. I felt like I was about to do something wrong or break the law. I tried to think of what I would say if someone asked why a guy was shopping for woman’s underwear. As I ran through hypothetical scenarios in my head, I walked into the first department store I found and began making my way to the ladies department.

On my way to the underwear section, I saw a large red shirt and grabbed it. I figured I could wrap the underwear up in it so that no one would see what I was holding. As I came to the section with bras, I saw a few women walking through the aisles shopping for themselves. Not liking the looks I was receiving, I walked over to the section with panties. With just one other person browsing, I began grabbing pairs of panties randomly and stuffing them into the big red shirt that I was holding.

Feeling a rush of anxiety, I made my way over to the bra section and waited for the coast to be clear. Once I was alone in an aisle. I quickly began stuffing bras into the shirt and wrapping it up so that they couldn’t be seen. I held the shirt close and began making my way to the dressing rooms. I found an empty room and closed the door behind me after entering.

My heart was racing, my palms were sweaty, and I was having trouble calming myself down. I just hoped that my next task would be something simple. As I looked down at the text message that popped up on my phone, my heart sank.

“Strip down, try on a pair of panties and bra, then send a picture.”
“What?” I said to myself. “They can’t be serious?”

I sent a text message back after regaining control of my fingers, “I can’t do that. Tell me something else to do.”

They responded punctually. “This is your next task. Complete it within the next two minutes or we will ruin your life.”

I gripped the phone as tightly as I could as I clenched my teeth. After stomping my foot, I broke down and began removing my pants and shirt.

I stripped down completely before picking through a few pairs of underwear and stepping into a red lace pair. After sliding the panties up my legs, I grabbed the first bra I laid my hands on and slid my arms in. Fumbling with the clasp behind me, I eventually managed to fasten the bra on. I grabbed my phone and opened the camera as I stood in front of the mirror.

Seeing my reflection of myself wearing a blue padded bra and red lace panties, I struggled to push the button and take a picture. After working through my inner turmoil, I captured the photo and sent it to my blackmailer. A few of the longest seconds of my life passed before I received a response.

“That doesn’t look right, try something that fits.” The text read.

I exhaled heavily before pulling the bra off and sliding the panties down. I grabbed another pair of panties and bra and began sliding them on.

As I pulled up a pair of pink panties, I jumped up and down to work them all the way up. I slid the white bra over my shoulders and clasped it behind me. Holding my camera up, I took another picture of myself standing in front of the mirror wearing only panties and a bra. After a few seconds, I received another text.

“Those still don’t look right. Let me emphasize this for you. TRY SOMETHING THAT FITS.”

I clenched my fists as I fumed in the changing room. I was fed up with their instructions and lack of explanation. I ripped the bra off and violently pulled down my panties. I began aggressively looking through the panties and bras that I hadn’t tried on and held them up to myself. After holding up a few pairs of panties, I found a black lace pair that looked like my size. I slid them up my legs and pulled it up to my waist. They rode up my behind but they felt like a fit.              

I began looking through the bras and holding them up to myself to check the sizes. After sorting through a few bras, I came across a B cup black push up bra that looked like the closest one to my size. I sighed before sliding the bra straps around my shoulders and clasping it behind me.

Although the band fit well and the straps felt comfortable, there was some extra room in the cups of my bra. I took a deep breath and hoped this would work for whatever I was supposed to be doing. I pulled up my camera and snapped a picture before sending it.

I waited a few minutes with no response from my blackmailers. Sitting on the bench in the changing room in my bra and panties, I stared at my phone and waited anxiously. It felt like my heart was about to beat out of my chest as I waited for this whole thing to be finished. After a few minutes, I finally received a response.

“Ok, that looks like it will work. Now put your clothes on over the bra and panties and go back to your car. You will then await further instruction.”
“Wait what?” I said to myself. 
I wrote a text back asking for clarification, “You want me to wear these out and steal them? Would if I get caught?”

“Don’t get caught. You have five minutes to report from your car.” The text read.

I set my phone on the bench and put my hands up to my head. As I ran my hands through my long brown hair, I thought about the implications of what I was about to do.

‘They want me to break the law and steal these for what? If I do this, where will it end? They do have a bunch of dirt on me and now they have even more with the pictures I sent them. As long as I don’t get caught, everything should be fine, right?’

As I assured myself that everything would be ok, I slid my jeans back on and buttoned them. After putting my long sleeve shirt back on, I grabbed my phone and opened the door to the changing room. Leaving the panties and bras that I picked out randomly behind, I walked through the store and made my way for the exit.

I had never been a thief and felt anxiety consume me as I neared the exit. My heart beat uncontrollably and my hands began clamming up. As I looked over to the register and saw employees busy with other shoppers, I figured it was now or never. I walked out of the store as calmly as I could manage and made my way through the parking lot.

My heart continued pounding out of my chest as I reached my white Civic and sat inside. After swallowing my saliva and putting my head back on the headrest, I tried to calm myself down. There was no way I was going any further for these crazy people on the other end of my phone.


Chapter 3

As I panted in my vehicle, I felt my phone vibrate from a text notification that I received. The sound of a text notification was starting to give me anxiety as I had no idea what the task would be from the other end. After unlocking the screen and raising it into view, I dropped my phone into my lap. I didn’t know how I could bring myself to complete the next task.

“Go to the European wax center in the mall and ask for a full body wax. Once it is complete, return to your car for further instructions.”

I hit the steering wheel of my car and shook myself in my seat. This had gone too far.

I began typing a response as I swore out loud to myself.

“The hell I’m getting waxed! You tell me who you are and what you want. I’m done playing along with these fucking games.”

A response came back a few moments later, “I don’t think we need to remind you of all the information we have on you, including the three pictures you just sent of you trying on woman’s underwear. If you do not follow our instructions, we will be forced to notify the authorities of the theft you just committed.”

Following the text message from my blackmailer, pictures and videos started coming through immediately after. The footage was taken from the department store security cameras and showed myself picking out bras and panties in the aisles before stepping into the changing room. A video then showed myself walking out of the store with a bra strap outlined under my shirt. A close up picture of my rear also showed panties riding up above my jeans as I readjusted my pants on the way out.

“If you do not want to be arrested for stealing woman’s underwear, follow our previous instructions. You have 30 seconds to confirm your participation.”

As I looked at the pictures and videos that they sent me, I was in utter disbelief. Now I was not only risking unbearable embarrassment, but possible jail time if I didn’t go along with the instructions I had received. Feeling like my hands were tied, I responded, “ok”. I rubbed my face before running my hands through my hair and pulling on it slightly. I felt like I was going crazy with everything these people were having me do.

I looked up the wax place that they mentioned and found that it was on the other side of the mall. Driving my car around the mall, I found a spot just outside of the wax salon. Feeling another rush of anxiety, I pulled out my phone and sent a text.

“What am I supposed to say?” I texted.

“Tell them you want a full body wax including the Brazilian package. Tell them you want everything removed except for the hair on top of your head and a thin line for your eyebrows.” They responded.

“But why?” I asked in my text.

“Tell them whatever you want. You’re a swimmer, you lost a bet. It really doesn’t matter. Just complete the task and report back to us in an hour when you are finished.” My blackmailer responded.

I closed my phone and stuffed it into my pocket.

I took a few minutes to work up the courage to step out of the vehicle. I couldn’t believe that I was going to go through with this, but the alternative felt so much worse. After exiting my car and making my way to the entrance of the wax salon, I took a deep breath before stepping inside.

A lady greeted me from behind a counter as I walked through the entrance.

“Hello, can I help you?” She asked.

I walked up to the counter and kept my voice at a whisper, “Yeah, I was supposed to get a…full body wax.”

“Ok no problem, do you have any special requests?” She asked.

“Uh…I guess…just that you remove all the hair except for what’s on top of my head and leave the eyebrows thin.”
“Oh, you want the Brazilian as well?”

“Yes” I replied at a barely audible whisper.

“Ok, you can take a seat, I’ll call you when we’re ready.” She said.

I took a couple of steps into the waiting area which consisted of a few chairs lined up against the glass window at the front. Thankfully, no one else was waiting, so I sat on the end alone. As I waited for my turn, I pulled out my phone and tried to distract myself with social media. As I scrolled through my feed, nothing seemed to pull my attention away from what I was about to do. I continued scrolling and scrolling until eventually I was called over to the desk.

“You can follow Patricia.” The receptionist said as she gestured to a short brunette with a fair complexion.

Patricia smiled before introducing herself. “Hi I’m Patricia, you can follow me.”
I nodded before following her through the salon to one of a few rooms they had set up in back.

Patricia opened a door to reveal a small room with a bed in the middle. She gestured for me to step inside.

“Ok you can go ahead and get undressed. You can use a towel over there to cover yourself before you lay on the table. I’ll be back shortly.” Patricia informed.

I nodded to Patricia before she left me alone and closed the door behind her.

I began to get nervous as I undressed myself completely and put my clothes on a chair in the corner of the room. I bunched up the panties and bra in my clothes to try and conceal what I had been wearing. Grabbing a towel, I sat on the bed that resembled a massage table and laid down. Shortly after, Patricia knocked on the door and asked if I was ready. I answered, “yes”, despite feeling the opposite.

Patricia walked in and began preparing for the session. I kept my eyes closed as I tried to run away in my mind. Patricia must have felt my anxiety and tried to break the tension. 
“Is this your first time?” She asked.

“Yeah.” I answered back.

“Is there any special occasion or lucky person you’re doing this for?”

“Uh, sorta.” I answered.

“It’s ok, you don’t have to be embarrassed. A lot of guys come in and get cleaned up. They say it makes everything seem even bigger.”

“Oh really? I didn’t know that.”

“Yeah, but I know it can be just as painful for men as it is for woman, so I’ll try to help you through it as much as possible. Since you’re going for the full body, we’ll start with your legs and work our way way up. I’ll do the arms next and leave some of the more sensitive areas for last.”
“Ok thank you.”

Patrica began applying the wax to my legs in small patches and smoothing out waxing strips over top of the wax. After letting it sit, Patricia alerted me before pulling off the strips with my hair attached. With each strip that was removed and patch of hair with it, I became more accustomed with the pain and knew what to brace myself for. The pain didn’t cease, but knowing what was coming helped me mentally overcome what was taking place.

After cleaning my legs of every last bit of hair, Patricia started to focus on my arms next. She made sure to keep the conversation light and alert me before doing anything. I appreciated her transparency through the process and open mindedness. As strips of hair were removed from my arms, I kept my eyes closed tightly and braced myself for each removal.

Thankfully, I was not overly hairy in general and didn’t have much hair to remove from my chest or back. Patricia made sure to be thorough and removed the few patches that were present on my torso before alerting me that it was time to move to the more sensitive areas.

She began applying wax to the light stubble across my face. The hair removal from my cheeks and eyebrows was painful, but it was nothing compared to the removal of the hair above my upper lip. Tears streamed out of my eyes after the wax strip was pulled and removed the last bit of light stubble that was my facial hair. I kept my eyes closed tightly as Patricia shaped my eyebrows and thinned them out dramatically. Finally, the attention was turned to the last spot of hair left on my body.

I had kept myself neatly trimmed but never completely removed the hair around my privates. Patricia alerted me that this may be the most difficult spot to endure, but that we were almost finished. After applying the wax and wax strips, I discovered just how painful beauty can be.

In just over an hour, every bit of hair on my body, except for the hair on top of my head and neatly shaped eyebrows, was entirely removed. My skin felt sensitive to the touch, but Patricia informed me that that was normal and it would go away. After Patricia left me alone, I carefully slipped back into my panties and bra before putting on my jeans and long sleeve shirt.

The sensations of wearing pants against my freshly waxed skin was entirely new to me. I walked up to the desk of the salon somewhat stiff before paying the bill and walking out. After making my way back to my car, I stepped inside and rested my head back on the headrest. I just hoped that the worst was finally behind me.


Chapter 4

As I rested my eyes while sitting in my car, I heard a notification on my phone that sent shivers down my spine. I had no idea what was coming next, but I knew it would probably be embarrassing. Picking up my phone, I unlocked it and read the next text message that came through.

“Well done, there are only a few more tasks to complete. Go to the store of your choice and pick out a red dress and matching high heels. You will try on the outfit in the changing room and send a picture.”

I sighed as I read the text message. I knew I was too deep to turn back now, but I couldn’t help asking what this was all for.

“Why are you trying to turn me into a girl? What is the point of all this?” I texted.

“That does not concern you right now. Do as your told. You have 15 minutes.”

After taking a few minutes to look at the stores around the mall, I decided to go into a different one from where I stole the underwear I was still wearing. I drove around the mall and found a parking spot outside of another large department store. After stepping out, I marched up to the door and walked inside.

My skin still felt sensitive as my jeans and long sleeve shirt rubbed against it, but I managed to work out some of the stiffness from my walk. Making my way to the ladies department, I began walking down the aisles and looking for the dresses. As I made my way through the store, I came across a section with formal attire for ladies.

I browsed through the dresses that were in an array of shapes, sizes and colors. Knowing that I had to find something in red and that fit me, I narrowed my search accordingly. As I walked through a row of dresses and searched intently, I didn’t realize a store employee walked up behind me.

“Can I help you find anything?” They asked.

I was so consumed with my mission that I didn’t realize that they were speaking to me.

“Are you finding everything alright?” They asked again.

I turned around and saw a woman standing behind me. I froze like a deer in the headlights. 
“Oh…no…I’m ok…thank you.” I responded.

“OK just let me know if you need any assistance.” They said before walking away. 
I turned my attention back to the dresses around me and kept scanning. My eyes landed on a short sleeve red dress that flared out at the waist. Judging by its length, it looked like it came down to the knee. I looked through the sizes and tried to guess what I would be. Not being able to decide between an 8 or a 10, I grabbed both and headed for a changing room.

Being the middle of the day, there were a few people in the store shopping. Thankfully, they didn’t stare at me like the ladies in the underwear department of the last store. I walked into the changing room and found the first empty stall. I quickly stripped down to my underwear and tried on the size 8 dress. I had trouble zipping up the back behind myself, but managed to get it all the way to the top.

As I stood in front of the mirror, I could see and feel how tight it was at the waist. Although it fit well in the chest, it felt slightly too snug on my stomach. I unzipped the dress and slid it off before trying on the size 10 dress. As I zipped it up the back, I could feel that the fit was just right at the waist, but a slightly loose in the chest.

The dress hugged my waist and flared out at the belly button. The skirt of the dress was littered with sparkles and puffed out slightly with the tulle fabric. The top of the dress felt and looked elegant with how it was rounded at the neck and stayed high above the chest. The two shoulder straps were about the thickness of two fingers.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I figured that I would rather have the extra room up top and that this dress would be the one to go with. I pulled out my phone and snapped a picture before sending it off. After a few moments, a response appeared back.

“It looks a little loose up top but it’ll work. Get a matching set of high heels with a height of no less than 4.5 inches and purchase the outfit. Wait in the car for further instructions.”

I had become numb to the commands that I was receiving and closed the phone after reading the message. After sliding off the dress and putting my pants and shirt back on, I made my way out of the changing area.

I felt uncomfortable carrying a red dress with sparkles through the store, but I just hoped that people wouldn’t know who it was for. In my mind I kept telling myself that I didn’t know who it was for, even though I knew all too well. I made my way to the shoe department and began browsing through the various pairs of high heeled shoes.

I felt overwhelmed as I looked at countless pairs of strappy sandals, wedges, and pumps. Seeing that all of the shoes on display were for show only and that pairs had to be retrieved from the back, I braced myself for the awkward conversation that was about to ensue.

A female employee approached me after a few minutes and asked if they could be of assistance.

“Yeah.” I responded. “I’m surprising my uh…wife with this dress and want to get her a matching pair of high heels.”

“Oh ok. Do you know what size she is?” She asked.

“Yeah, she’s a ten I think?” I responded.
“Ok, did anything jump out at you or were you looking for some help finding a pair.”
“Well, I just know they have to be red to match and they need to be 4.5 inches tall.”
“Oh, you’re looking for some tall shoes. I think I have something that might work.”

Walking over to a display set up in front, the store employee showed me a pair of pumps in shiny red with a five inch heel. From what I could tell, the rounded toe high heel stilettos matched the dress perfectly.

“Those look like they’ll work.” I said while staring at the shoes.

“I’ll go grab a pair from the back in a size ten.” They said before walking through a set of doors. After a couple minutes, the employee returned with a box in hand.

“Ok here you go, I can check you out if you would like?” They informed me.

I agreed before following them to the register and paying with my credit card.


Chapter 5

With my shopping bag in hand, I walked back to my car and sat inside. I didn’t know what my next task would be, but I had a feeling that it would involve something feminine. I opened up my phone and texted the contact I had been receiving orders from.

“I have the dress and high heels. When is this going to be over.” I texted.

I received a response a few moments later.

“Soon. Now return home and await further instructions.”

I rubbed my face with my palms before tossing my phone on the passenger seat.

After the short drive back to my house, I was relieved to see that no one else was home. I parked my car in the driveway and rushed up to my room with my shopping bag. Closing my door, I threw my bag onto the floor before laying down on my bed. I closed my eyes and hoped that I would wake up to realize that this was all a dream. A notification on my phone pulled me back to the reality I was trapped in.

“Clean yourself off in the shower, then get dressed in your panties, bra, high heels, and dress.”

I knew that I purchased the dress for a reason, but I didn’t understand why they cared if I showered. I continued going along with their instructions and stripped my clothes before hoping in the shower in the bathroom attached to my room.

As I cleaned myself in the shower, I was taken back by the smooth feeling from the skin on my arms, legs, and even my arm pits. As I shampooed and used soap around my body, I couldn’t help but notice how different my privates looked now completely hairless. The smooth silky feeling from my skin was overwhelming as I cleaned myself off from head to toe.

After finishing cleaning myself and stepping out of the shower, I returned to my room and finished drying myself off. I grabbed my panties and slid them up my hairless legs before clasping my bra on. I pulled out my high heels and slid one foot in, then the other. As I stood up in my heels, I heard a notification come through on my computer. I grabbed my laptop and sat on the bed as I read the email that came through.

The email showed the locations of my mom and dad with a message attached. “Your mom is on her way home. You have five minutes until she returns. You must finish getting dressed as we told you and leave the house before she returns. Do not bring anything except for you phone, wallet and keys. The clock is ticking.” My eyes went wide as I read the message on my computer. I did not want to see my parents the way I looked and was dressed, but I didn’t want to leave the house wearing a dress and high heels.

I was torn but I knew that I had come too far to stop now. I closed my laptop aggressively and threw it on the bed before grabbing the dress that I had purchased out of its bag. I slid it on over my head and zipped it up behind me. Grabbing my phone, wallet, and keys, I rushed over to my door.

In my high heels, I was having trouble moving any faster than a brisk walk. I nearly fell down the stairs as I rushed down and made my way to the front door. Opening the door, I peeked outside to make sure the coast was clear. As I looked around, I didn’t see anyone and decided to make a break for my car.

Walking down the sidewalk as fast as I could, I unlocked my car and stepped inside. After starting my car and putting it in reverse, I pulled out of my driveway and began driving down the street. I felt a sense of relief that I escaped the house without running into my mom, but felt it evaporate quickly after I realized what I was wearing and that I lacked a change of clothes.

After pulling up to a red light, I opened up my phone and checked for messages. Two were waiting to be read.

“Your mom is almost home, you have twenty seconds.” Read the first. I deleted the text message and read the next one. “Good job, you made it. Now go to the nearest salon and await further instructions.”

I took a deep breath before pulling up my search bar and typing in salons. As I scrolled down to the closest one in proximity to my location, I heard a car honking behind me. I brought my attention back to the road and continued driving. Coming to another stop, I set my navigation and began following it to a salon one mile away.

After pulling into the parking lot and finding a spot, I pulled out my phone and awaited another text message. Right on queue, a text came through moments later.

“Go inside and ask for a complete makeover. Tell them your makeup and hair should look feminine and elegant. Ask for your nails to match your dress, then return to your car and await your next instruction.”

“Oh hell no.” I said to myself. “They cannot be serious.”

I typed out a message in response and sent it off. “You’ve got to be kidding me. I can’t do that.”

“You are in no position to say no. We are nearing the end of your tasks but we are on a timeframe, so do what we told you immediately and we will not ruin our life.”


Chapter 6

Sitting in my car wearing a bright red dress with sparkles on the skirt and five inch high heel pump stilettos, I knew I had no choice but to continue along the journey that I embarked on. I couldn’t go home right now, and I couldn’t say no to the task that was given to me, but I couldn’t go ask these people in a salon to do my make up, hair, and nails. I was torn and had no idea what to do.

I rested my head on the steering wheel and thought through my options. If I went home and told my parents everything that had been going on, they would disown me and kick me out of the house. If I didn’t listen to the people blackmailing me, they would send the dirt they had on me to everyone I knew. I would be disowned by my parents, kicked out of the house, and looked at differently by everyone I knew. Or, I could keep going along with the tasks being given to me and hope that nothing would ever come to light.

After going through everything in my head, I only came up with one real choice. Go in and finish what I started as quickly as possible so that this day would finally come to an end. I took a deep breath before opening my door and stepping out. Holding my phone, wallet, and keys in hand, I looked around to see how busy it was. Several people were coming and going from the parking lot, but didn’t pay too much attention to myself. When someone would look my direction, I made sure to turn away from them and shield my identity the best I could. After a few anxiety filled moments, I braced myself before making my way to the salon.

In my five inch high heels, I had trouble walking at a very fast pace. The clicks against the concrete echoed across the quiet parking lot. Every rock and pebble was a potential hazard as I watched my steps up to the curb and continued across the sidewalk to the salon. I kept my head down as I approached the door.

As I walked inside, a woman behind the counter greeted me.

“Hello, how are you doing today?” She asked.

“I’m good.” I said at a low whisper, “I was wondering…” I swallowed the saliva building up in my mouth as I was having trouble getting the words out.

“You look beautiful. I love your shoes.” The woman complimented.

“Oh, thank you.” I said taken off guard.

“We’re you looking to get something done?” She asked.

“Y…Yes…” I said stuttering. “I need to get my makeup…hair…and nails done.”

“Oh ok, great! I think we can work you in, do you know what kind of look you’re going for?” She asked.

“I uh…It needs to look elegant and my nails need to match my dress.”

“Do you want to sit down and look through some magazines to find a look that matches what you want?”

“I’d rather not. I would just like to do it as soon as possible.”

The woman could see how nervous I was and tried to help the best she could. She asked me to wait a moment while she went back to see who was available. She returned a few moments later with another woman who smiled and greeted me. 
“Hello, you want me to help you put together an elegant look that matches your outfit?” She asked.

“Yes please.” I said still whispering.

“You don’t need to be nervous. Come, follow me.” She said.

I followed the woman through the salon to a chair at the end of a row. A few other ladies were sitting in their chairs, but didn’t pay much attention to me as I walked by. I was shown to my seat and promptly sat down.

“Just wait right here and I’ll be right back.”
I nodded my head and waited. She returned a few moments later and introduced herself before starting.

“So my name is Ashley and I’ll be taking care of you today. Do you want to tell me a little bit about yourself and what we’re preparing you for?” Ashely asked.

“I uh…I don’t know.” I responded.

“Ok? Is this going to be like a fancy dinner, a night out with the girls, are you like going clubbing?”

“I…I really don’t know.” I responded.

“Ok, that’s fine if you don’t want to talk much. We can just make you up really nice and get you on your way, how does that sound?” Ashely asked.

“Good, thank you.” I said meekly. 
“No problem.”
Ashley started by brushing my hair and running her hands through it. She looked at my head like a stone she was about to sculpt. I watched her through the mirror as she studied me intently for a few minutes. I could see a lightbulb go off in her head as she decided where she was going to start.

“Ok, you have a great base here to work with and I love your natural color, so we’ll just wash it and style it.”

I nodded my head in agreement as I sat in the chair. Ashely tapped my shoulder and had me follow her to a set of chairs with sinks behind them. She sat me in a chair and held my hair as I rested my head back into the sink.

Ashley began washing out my hair and scrubbing my scalp while I closed my eyes. I started to fall into a state of relaxation as she shampooed then conditioned my hair for the next several minutes. The smells and fragrances had a soothing effect on me as Ashley cleaned my hair thoroughly. Once she was finished, she dried my hair with a towel and brought me back over to my salon chair.

After blowdrying my hair and brushing it out, Ashley began parting my hair into small sections and pinning them with clips. As I watched, she began weaving the various sections into two braids that started on the left and right side of my head. She connected the two braids behind my head and weaved them together at a height equal to my temple. The rest of my hair fell down behind the braid and flowed down to my upper back which Ashely separated into sections before curling and styling.

Once the long tedious process of fixing my hairstyle was complete, Ashely began focusing on my makeup. I closed my eyes as she began applying and smoothing out foundation across my face and down my neck. She was very careful to take the foundation to the top of my dress but not spill any makeup onto it. After applying a nice layer of foundation, she used bronzer and highlighter around my cheekbones, chin, and nose to create a contour. She blended the powders and made my nose appear smaller, my cheekbones higher, and my chin look sharper. She used a setting powder to hold everything in place before applying eye shadow around my eyes.

Using a dark palette of colors, Ashley told me that she wanted my eyes to “pop” behind the makeup that she was using. She used a thin layer of eye liner before applying a small amount of glue to hold the fake eyelashes in place. Gently placing the fake lashes onto my eyelids, Ashley positioned the lashes and let them set. She finished off my eyes with some mascara before checking them over for any imperfections.

Ashley continued with my lips by drawing a fine line of red lip liner around my upper and lower lips. Using a red color that matched and complimented my dress, Ashley followed the lip liner with a matching lipstick. Precisely moving around my lips, Ashley made sure that it was absolutely perfect before stepping away to take in the whole picture. Being that she was satisfied with her work, she moved on to my nails.

After cleaning and filing my nails, Ashely began preparing gel to apply to the tops of my nails. Working on one at a time, she applied the gel before gently but firmly placing fake red nails on top. Once one was set, she moved on to the next until every nail was bright red to match my lips and dress. After my nails were dried and set, Ashely alerted me that she had finished.

I stood up from my chair and took in the picture in the mirror. I was blown away with the reflection in front of me. With the 5 inch high heels, the smooth skin from toes to face, the bright red and sparkly flare out dress, the extravagant makeup, and the elegant hairstyle on top of my head, I couldn’t even recognize the person in the mirror. I no longer resembled Gary Wallace but rather a beautiful woman on her way to a ball. My mouth fell slightly open as I was dumbfounded by Ashley’s work.

“You like the new look?” She asked.

“It’s…just wow.” I responded.


Chapter 7

After paying for my makeover and leaving the salon, I made my way through the parking lot to my car. I felt a new sense of confidence and security in my full face of makeup and new hairstyle. If I couldn’t recognize myself in the mirror, I knew I didn’t have to worry about others realizing who I was. I could feel eyes lingering on me as I passed by a few woman on my way to my car, but I could feel that they were looks of admiration rather than judgement. I held my head high as I walked up to my car and stepped inside.

After closing my door and starting the vehicle, I checked my phone for a new message. As I expected there was one waiting for me.

“Very good completing your task. We are almost finished. Before we move to your next task, you will need to take a couple of laps around the Lincoln mall. You still look wobbly in your high heels and need to fix that before the next task. You will need to concentrate on putting one heel in front of the other and taking small steps while you sway your hips. It won’t be enough to just look like a woman, you will need to move like one as well. You have one hour to practice. Begin now.”

I rolled my eyes as I read the text message. I just wanted to know what all of this was leading to already. Not wanting to ruin everything now, I drove a few miles to the mall and found a parking spot.

Stepping out of my car, I walked up to the mall and began practicing immediately. I kept my eyes on my feet as I focused on taking small steps as I was instructed. Although, I felt like I had to take small steps anyway as I wasn’t used to wearing such tall shoes. Putting one heel in front of the other, I moved my hips back and forth with each step. I could feel people staring at me as I made my way into the mall and began walking through it.

With each step I took, I could feel my hips loosening up and swaying easier. After ten minutes of practice, it started to feel more natural, although I still needed to keep my focus. I started to bring my eyes up and look around more often as I moved through the mall more gracefully with each passing minute. I couldn’t help but blush as I noticed more and more people’s attention following me as I walked by.

I would have to admit that for a walk around the mall, I was a bit overdressed in my flashy dress and sky high heels. I looked like I should have been going out to a fancy dinner or party rather than shopping at the local mall. My only solace was the apparent fact that no one recognized who I was or the gender underneath all of my make up and clothes. However, when some young men walking the other way stopped and watched me pass them, I wasn’t so happy about passing as a woman.

I covered my face as the group of guys began laughing and hitting each other while staring at me. One began following me before another one of his friends pulled him back. I tried to pick up my pace, but nearly tripped in my high heels and had to go back to my slow small steps.

After a half an hour passed, the pain from the balls of my feet began to overwhelm me. I pushed through the pain and tried my best to ignore it, but with each step I took, my feet felt even more soar. I kept my focus straight ahead and did not stop practicing until the hour was complete.

As the hour drew to a close, I made my way out of the mall and back to my car. After practicing and focusing on my walk, it finally felt natural and feminine. I began to let my mind wander to other things rather than staying focused on my steps constantly. With the last few steps to my car, I breathed a sigh of relief to finally be taking a break.

Opening my car door, I sat down and finally rested my feet. After pulling my phone out, I checked my messages and hoped that I would be sitting for a while. I opened up my messages and read the one that was waiting for me.

“Your hard work is paying off, you are almost there. We are going to send you a location. Drive there and wait for your last set of instructions.”

“Oh my god yes!” I said to myself as I read the text. Finally, this was it.

A location was sent to me of a building downtown. I didn’t recognize the spot and set my navigation to take me there. After a forty-five minute drive to my destination, I arrived at a thirty story building that was surrounded by many other tall buildings in the downtown area. I drove around the block until I found a paid parking lot. Not seeing anything better, I pulled in and paid the twenty dollars.

After parking my car between a couple of others, I pulled out my phone and texted the number that had been giving me orders all day.

“Ok I’m parked. What do I do to finish this.” I texted.

They responded after a few moments. “Leave your phone, wallet and keys in the car. Go to the building we texted and walk inside. Tell them your name is Willow Brooks. They will be expecting you and will bring you upstairs. After you follow all of their instructions, we will release you and let you go back to living your life before this started. You have ten minutes to go inside.”

As I read the text message, I was having trouble understanding a few parts. I was happy that they were finally saying that this was it, but I had no idea why I was going inside and what I would be told to do. I had to respond and ask some questions.

“So after this, I will be done forever?” I asked.

“We will release you from having to complete anymore tasks.” They responded.

“Why do I have to leave my phone wallet and keys? Would if someone steals my car and stuff?”
“We will make sure that doesn’t happen.”
“How can I be sure?”

“We have eyes everywhere. We see everything.”

“What do I have to do inside?” I asked.

“You will be meeting with someone and having a conversation.”

“About what?” I asked.

“We cannot and will not be able to give any more details. It is time to finish your last task. Do not let everything you’ve done today go to waste. If you do not complete the task up to our standards, we will expose everything everywhere.”
“But how will I know if I’m doing what I’m supposed to?”

“You’ll know. Goodbye.”
I didn’t like the vagueness of my last task, but I knew that I had no choice but to finish what I started. I put my wallet and phone in the center counsel of my car before turning off the vehicle and putting my keys inside as well. I stepped out of the car and looked around to see if anyone had been watching me. Seeing that the coast was clear, I closed my door and began walking down the street to my destination.

Most of the pedestrians walking by looked like they were dressed for business and gave me varying looks. In my bright red dress with sparkly skirt that flared out, I stood out from the crowd and had many eyes following me. As I made my way down the sidewalk to the entrance of the building that I was instructed to go inside, I kept my eyes straight ahead and chin up. I knew that people were checking out my shoes, legs, dress, hair, and makeup, but I didn’t care. I was on my mission to become free and there was nothing that was going to stop me.

As I walked up to the glass revolving door of the building, I took a deep breath before walking in. The lobby was glamorous with marble and the finest of tables and chairs set up in a few sitting areas. Many of the men coming and going from the lobby were wearing suit and ties while woman wore their best dresses or skirts and tops.

I noticed a desk next to the elevator with a man working behind it. A couple security guards were stationed in front of the elevators and monitored everyone coming and going from them. I walked up to the desk and introduced myself as I was supposed to.

“Hi, I’m Willow Brooks, you should be expecting me?” I said confidently.

The man looked through his computer for a moment before responding.

“Oh yes, you’re going to go over to the elevators and take them to the twenty-third floor. Vanessa will be ready for you when you arrive.” The man notified me.

“Oh ok.” I responded.

I walked over to the elevators and past the two security guards. Once an elevator arrived, I stepped in with a few other people. After a few stops on our way up, I was the last to exit the elevator on the twenty-third floor. As the doors opened, I saw a woman in a navy pencil skirt, white blouse, and jacket waiting for me.


Chapter 8

“Hi, I’m Vanessa, you must be Willow?” Venessa said introducing herself.

“Yes, that’s right.” I responded.

“Great, I’m so glad you could do this on such short notice. Someone else dropped out last minute and we were scrambling to fill this spot so I want you to know how much we appreciate this.” Vanessa informed.

“Oh, it’s no problem at all, I’m just glad I can help.” I said trying to play along.

“Ok so we’re on a bit of a time crunch so please follow me.”

I followed Vanessa down the hall where we passed by several closed doors. She led me to a room where I was shown inside.

As I stepped in, I noticed that the room had a couple of couches along with a chair facing a large mirror.

“Go on and take a seat, someone will be right with you.” Vanessa said.

I walked in and sat in the chair as I was told. As I looked in the mirror, I still couldn’t believe what I looked like. If someone would’ve told me everything I would be doing today ahead of time, I would have laughed in their face. But, here I was, made up and dressed up like a prim and proper woman about to do god knows what.

After a few moments, another woman entered the room and walked up to me briskly.

“Ok, just hold still while I get this mic on.” She informed me.

“A mic?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’ll only take a minute.”

“What’s it for?”

“So we can hear you?” She said seeming annoyed with my question.

I sat back and allowed her to attach a small mic to the top front part of my dress. As she said, the mic was attached and she was finished in just under a minute.

“Ok, they’ll come and get you shortly.” She informed me.

“Oh ok, what for?” I asked.

The woman chuckled before leaving the room.

As I sat in my room alone, I began to feel my anxiety creeping back up again. I couldn’t help but wonder why they put a mic on me and what I was about to step into. My blackmailers spent all day making me do one thing after another to feminize myself completely and it had all been leading to this, but what was it all for. I knew I would find out shortly, but I wasn’t sure if I would be ready for what it was. I began breathing heavier as I sat in the chair and looked at myself in the mirror.

Behind all the foundation, bronzer, highlighter, eye shadow, eye liner, mascara, fake lashes, lip liner and lip stick, I couldn’t even recognize myself. I just hoped that when I stepped out of this room and did whatever I was supposed to, no one else would recognize me either. In my dress, high heels and painted nails, I told myself that there was no way anyone would. I would go in, do what I needed to and get out. I would finally put this day behind me and eventually forget about it like a bad dream. After a few minutes, Vanessa appeared at the door and notified me that it was time.

As I followed Vanessa down the hall, I tried to pry for some information.

“So I have this mic, what exactly are we doing?” I asked.

“You’re going to be having a sit down like we discussed and having a conversation with Hannah Summers.” She said while keeping a fast pace.

“Ok, but do you know what we’ll be talking about?” I asked.

“Hannah doesn’t like to stay on script much so I really can’t tell you.” Vanessa said as we walked through a set of doors revealing a large studio with cameras stationed around a large desk. A blonde woman, who I could only assume was Hannah, was sitting behind the desk and speaking directly into the camera. As I was trying to understand what she was saying, Vanessa began pushing me toward the desk. 
“Go on and sit down in that chair.” Vanessa said while pointing to a chair on the other side of the desk from Hannah. “We’ll queue you in.”

Looking around at all of the camera, sound, and lighting, I was having trouble processing my environment. As Venessa gave me a nudge, I found myself in a daze as I walked over to the desk and sat beside this woman who looked oddly familiar to me. She paid no attention to me as she continued speaking into the camera for the next minute. My daze was broken as I heard Hannah start to mention the name I was given.

“And for my next segment we will be having a discussion with Willow Brooks who is a self described Trans activist, writer, and speaker for the movement. Her newest book ‘why becoming a woman saved my life’ will be hitting the shelves later this week. Let’s welcome Willow to our show, hello Willow.”
I was in such utter shock and confusion that it took a moment before I could find my voice, “uh…Hi.” I responded.

“So you’ve been a part of this movement for the last few years and have been traveling to schools around the country, let me ask you, why do you think it is necessary to indoctrinate our children with these beliefs that a man can become a woman and a woman can become a man?” Hannah asked.

“I…I just think that people should be whoever they want to be.” I responded. I was completely taken back by the introduction that was given for me and the apparent history that was made up about my life. I was never an activist for the trans movement, but I definitely wasn’t an activist against it. In my personal life, I preferred to keep my beliefs to myself.

“So people should be whatever they want to be, even if it’s not scientifically possible, do you believe in science Willow?” Hannah asked.

“Of course.” I responded.

“And do you think it is scientifically possible to change from a man to a woman?” 
“Well, there are surgeries that you can do…”
“I’m not talking about surgeries, I’m asking, can you change your DNA and what you were born as.”
“I…don’t know, maybe?” I responded. 
“Well then let me ask you this, what is a woman?” Hannah said with a fiery demeanor.

I looked around before responding, “I’m not sure how you want me to define it?”

“No, I want you to define it, what do you think defines a woman, or a man for that matter.”

“Are you talking about sex or gender?” I asked.

“I’m talking about women and who we allow to invade our children’s bathrooms.”

“I…I don’t know. I don’t think I can answer that.”
“You’re a leader in the Trans movement, you go around talking to kids about becoming a boy or a girl or whatever they want to be. And even you can’t answer a simple question?”

“I…I uh…I don’t…” as I stuttered through my sentence, I could see people behind the cameras whispering to each other before one gave a queue to Hannah. She held her finger to her ear piece before cutting off my non existent sentence.

“I’m sorry, I’m hearing from my team that we are having some technical troubles and we need to take a break, but we’ll be right back in a moment.” Hannah said. 
I breathed a sigh of relief at the sound of Hannah’s words.

“I’m sorry, we…we’re still live I’m being told and we have some information coming up on screen?” Hannah said as she turned behind her to a large monitor with her logo across it.

The screen behind us went black before images started flashing across it. As I looked over my shoulder, my stomach dropped at the site of the images being presented. Pictures of myself in a bra and underwear in the mall slowly slid across the screen as I sat and watched in horror. Images began populating of myself with my parents next. As I saw a picture of my dad on the screen, it finally hit me who I was sitting across from. Hannah hosted the news show that preceded my father’s on his network. I didn’t like her show or the network in general, so I typically didn’t watch any of it.

Images continued to pop up on screen as Hannah gave the signal to her team to cut the feed. As I looked around, I could tell that everyone behind the scenes was scrambling to cut this off, but had no power to do so. I slinked back in my chair as I faced the screen behind me and watched in horror. Photos and videos of my day made their way across the screen showing each step of my feminization. The videos played of myself stealing ladies underwear, walking in and out of the waxing studio, visiting the salon, then walking up to the building I was in. Finally, a video displayed of the live feed coming from my dad’s newsroom.

The look on his face was one of absolute disgust and horror as he watched what his son had been up to the whole day. He had made a name for himself by attacking and fighting against the LGBTQ culture and now it was shown that his son spent the entire day feminizing himself before coming onto national television. My father remained speechless while the camera sat on him.

As the screen came back to the Hannah and I in our studio, I looked back at the camera with tears running down my face. I stood up from my chair and began walking as quickly as my heels would let me out of the studio. I made my way down the hall and waited for the elevator to take me back to the main level. After the longest elevator ride of my life, I scampered through the lobby to the sidewalk.

Continuing my half walk, half jog, I made my way down the sidewalk to where my car was parked. My make up must have been running down my face with the tears that wouldn’t cease. After a couple minutes of shuffling down the sidewalk, I came to the parking lot and where my car had been parked.

I probably shouldn’t have been surprised that it was no longer there. I began breathing heavier as I felt a panic attack coming on. Letting out a scream at the top of my lungs, I stomped my feet and clenched my fists at my side. Everything that I had done today had been for nothing. My life was ruined and everyone knew what I had done. Without my phone, wallet, or car, I was stuck downtown with no way home. Although, with everything that just happened, home was the last place I wanted to be anyway.

Falling to my knees, I continued crying profusely. I had no where to go, no way of getting there, and no one to call on. I felt entirely alone. As the tears began to slow down, I rubbed my eyes and stood back up to my heels. I brushed off my dress and began walking down the sidewalk. I had no clue where I was going, but I knew had to go somewhere with nightfall now imminent. 


Epilogue

As I walked down the sidewalks that were becoming less populated by the minute, the cool night air began to lift my dress from underneath me. Alternating between crossing my arms to keep warm and holding the skirt of my dress down from the wind, I walked down the street at a brisk pace. Although I didn’t want to go home, I had no where else go. With night already upon me, I knew I needed to get home. By car, I was at least a thirty minute drive without traffic from my house. By foot, I had no idea how long it would take to make it back to my front door.

As I continued walking in my stilettos, I began noticing some pain in the balls of my feet. I had only been walking for twenty minutes, but after a full day of walking in my high heels, my feet were tired. I decided to take a short break at a bench and sit down. As I looked around my surroundings, I faintly recognized where I was.

The neighborhood just outside of the downtown area and several miles from my area was infamous for robberies and shootings. I typically stayed out of this area, especially at night and by foot. Without a phone to call anyone and a wallet to pay a taxi, I knew I had no choice but to press on as I had been. As I noticed a group of men walking down the street in my direction, I quickly sat up from the bench and began walking in the opposite direction.

I wasn’t heading toward my house now, but I wasn’t heading completely in the wrong direction either. As I continued walking at the fastest pace I could manage, I looked behind me and noticed that the group of men was now closer. I picked up my pace and continued down the sidewalk.

As I checked behind myself again, I noticed that the group of men were still gaining on me. I knew I couldn’t outrun them in my outfit, but I didn’t want to go barefoot on the cold concrete sidewalk. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and continued walking until I came to an intersection. I took a left and moved to a slow jog. After spending the whole day in heels, I was no expert, but I had become more proficient than when I started the day. 
As I looked behind me, I could see that the group of men had dispersed and only one or two was behind me. They were still gaining, but at least there were less of them. As I started to approach another intersection, I looked behind myself to see two men just fifteen feet behind me. I began to panic and tried to run. I surprised myself as I ran down the sidewalk in my heels and was now just a few feet away from another intersection. As I approached the corner and a streetlight, my stomach dropped at the sight of a few men coming up to the corner just before me.

I tried to stop myself, but in my high heel pumps, I fell straight into their arms. I began panicking and screaming as they grabbed me. The other two men that had continued following me soon caught up and joined the group that now surrounded me. I fell to my knees as I looked up at all of the smiling men in a circle around me. Tears began streaming from my face as I awaited my fate.


Books By This Author

Maid to be Mine

Have you dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Have you wondered how a man can go from a couch potato to the sissy maid everyone wants in their house?
Maid to be mine explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After her boyfriend tells her about his little secret, she decides to give the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns how exciting and empowering it is to have a sissy maid that cooks, cleans, and does anything she asks. Having your own sissy maid doesn't come easy though, she learns that the secret to controlling your sissy is with chastity and complete control of his body. Once he is locked away, he will do anything for one more release. Watch as this sissy learns that sissies are maid to be shared. Join this sissy as they find out just how hard it can be to serve their masters.

My Body Swap With Candi

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to swap bodies with an escort for a week? Have you wondered what it would be like to leave your male body behind and inhabit a sensual and sexy woman's body?

In 'My Body Swap with Candi', our stubborn protagonist meets up with an escort at a motel. After visiting the motel numerous times and having plenty of 'sessions' with different ladies, he meets a very special lady named Candi. As he is 'getting to know' Candi, our protagonist starts to learn that this is no ordinary girl. He believes she is becoming delirious as they make love in her room. After they finish their session, he realizes that he has made a huge mistake and tries to escape. While trying to process what just happened, the protagonist receives a phone call that will change his life. As the story unfolds, our protagonist learns that he has fallen into a situation more complex than he could possibly imagine. The protagonist's consciousness is placed into Candi's body while her consciousness inhabits his body. He must learn to follow the rules and live out Candi's life while fulfilling her duties. Will he do as he is told and return to his male body, or be stuck as Candi forever?

His New Toy

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing everyday for the man of your dreams? Have you ever wished that your lover would bound, gag, and completely dominate you?
Let me introduce you to a sissy that is about to explore every little sissy's dreams in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with woman, this sissy decides to branch out and look for someone who will encourage his crossdressing. The sissy not only finds someone ok with his crossdressing, but someone who encourages crossdressing daily. With a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras and panties, this sissy has everything they ever fantasized about. Follow the story as this sissy tries to break through the tough exterior of their new lover and learns what it means to be completely dominated. The sissy learns to accept chastity as well as being plugged at all times; But, the one rule that surpasses all others is submitting to complete and total feminization. Watch as the sissy becomes unrecognizable to the male that they once were and learns just how far the world of tie ups and gags can go. You may want to buckle up for this one, this sissy is about to get what she deserves.

Life in Her Heels

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into presidency. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, she is voted into office with a large majority in Congress to support her. To right the wrongs of history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have experienced throughout human history. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment of the country and must endure the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must turn in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. After he is given a new job that requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his new “assets”. When the sissy finds himself locked up in a chastity belt after becoming completely feminized, he becomes unrecognizable as the man he once was. The protagonist must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to the woman who owns him.

The Girl of His Dreams

Have you ever had sissy dreams when you fell asleep? Have you ever wished that those dreams of crossdressing, wearing makeup, and walking around in high heels would come true?
When a young man who is hiding the sissy inside has a strange encounter, he is told that all of his dreams will start to come true. After falling asleep and dreaming of having his nails done and painted bright pink, he wakes up to discover that his nails have become bright pink and painted in real life. When he dreams of having a large set of boobs, the dream manifests before his eyes. As the story progresses, the dreams completely feminize the young man until he is no longer recognizable as one. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight back against his female dominator. Will the sissy convince her dominatrix to reverse the changes that are happening or will the sissy have to learn how to live as the woman that they have always dreamt of being?

Past the Point of No Return

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be a sissy slut? Have you ever fantasized about dressing up as a sissy maid, doing your make up, wearing a wig, and high heels? Have you thought about meeting someone who would tie you up and do what they wanted with you?
In Past the Point of No Return, the main character finds out exactly what it is like to be tied up and completely changed into a feminized sissy slut. Our protagonist makes the mistake of responding to a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix. After meeting up and letting his guard down, he finds out that he can never go back to his old life again. He will now be made to wear the highest of heels, stockings, matching pink panties and bra, and form fitting latex dresses for the rest of his life. As the sissy progresses, he is hypnotized by his masters until he becomes a full fledged sissy bimbo that obeys every command. The story explores Forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, bondage, and much more. If you are still reading this and haven't been scared off, this may be the book for you.

Cat and Mouse

What happens when you lock two sissies in a room together and shut off the lights? How would you react to a mob boss's daughter taking you under her wing and turning you into her personal play doll?

Let me introduce you to the next title in forced feminization stories 'Cat and Mouse.' Bona is down on his luck and has just been accused of being a rat against his mob family. Before he is "disposed of", he is taken under the wing of the mob boss's daughter. He loses all control of his body and his will as Elaina turns Bona into her little sissy play toy. Little does Bona know, he is not the only play toy that she owns. Bona has to learn to get along with his new roommate and potential lover as he is tied up and completely feminized. Follow the story as Bona is trained by this 19 year old girl and is completely humiliated in front of his old co workers and boss. Forced to wear the highest of ballet heels, Latex dresses, Makeup, collar and leash, this sissy is going to have to learn what it means to be Elaina's little sissy toy. When it comes to altering this sissy's body and chest, nothing is off the table for Elaina. Will our sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they're told, or will they try to fight and run away?
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