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Foreword

I’ve never been shy about admitting how I got acquainted with kink while a freshman in college. I think I’ve always been a submissive, but I didn’t really get into the feminization aspects until they were thrust upon me. The fact that those aspects were tied to female domination was what made them exciting in the first place.

 

Way back in my Catholic high school days, we read a story in my English class called Tickets Please by D.H. Lawrence. I didn’t know that it was ever supposed to be erotic, but I remember being excited when the women beat up and humiliated John Thomas.

The story has long since passed into the public domain and after discussing it and even sharing the original story on my Patreon, it occurred to me that it would make a wonderful story to update and use as a basis for my own story, which would include forced feminization. It’s kind of cool to be able to collaborate with a great writer like this. This story is admittedly about 50% Lawrence and 50% me. You can find the original story for free online pretty easily if you would like to read it. I hope you enjoy this retelling and expanding of a story that had a big impact on me.

Thanks!

Kylie Gable
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There is in New England, a regional hub airport where boldly leave the autumn foliage of rolling Vermont hillsides for Midwestern rust and Southern charm. Plans soar over once bustling dingy gray factory towns full of dingy gray people. Logan welcomed industry, but in this alcove neglected by United and American, small people who needed a small fares crammed into tiny seats wildly hoping that the person in front of them didn’t recline into their laps, so that they could journey to Des Moines or Mobile for less than their monthly cable bill.  This was the home of Victory Airlines.

This is not a story of morning departures, but of evening arrivals where tired passengers yearning to breathe free or at least without an elbow in their side complete the final test of the luggage carousel before escaping the confines of the terminal prison. Weary travelers alert loved ones and ride share drivers that they have landed oblivious to the people who fly the colossal metal beasts of the sky.

The golden age of air travel has been tarnished by budget airlines and humdrum routine. Sixty years ago, your pilot was probably an ace in the Korean War who flew alongside Ted Williams and John Glenn, today their status has been reduced to that of a bus driver in the sky. Pilots ruled their airplane, but it was a tiny kingdom of stale peanuts and crushed knees. On smaller planes, the pilots even loaded the luggage, raising the question of whether they were very poor pilots who could only fly if they packed the suitcases or very good luggage handlers who were promoted to flying the planes.

This, the cheapest airport on the entire East Coast as they loved to brag, only managed to get planes off of the runway by the combined will of a small army of men and women checking bags, taking boarding passes, and charging $3 for a miniscule bottle of spirits mixed with orange juice that contained ten-percent real fruit juice.

The women of Victory Airlines had a reputation as spitfires. If you complained about your seat or tried to take an oversized suitcase on as a carry on, they would tell you off. It wasn’t that they were any more fearless than the people at other airlines, it was just that their jobs were marginally worse so they were marginally less concerned with losing them.

“Hello, Annie.”

“Hello, Ted.”

“When will you let me take you up and make you a member of the mile high club?”

“Those tiny bathrooms are too cramped and I understand there are other things that are quite tiny too if my coworkers are too believed, which I’m sure they are.”

Beth stifled a giggle at the interplay between the ticket agent and the pilot lothario. She reached for the microphone and announced in her throaty contralto, “Have your boarding passes out.”

Annie is peremptory, suspicious, and ready to hit first. She can hold her own against ten thousand. At her ticket counter she is Leonidas defending against a horde of come ons from pilots, businessmen, and boyishly good looking passengers with a twinkle in their eye for a ticket agent with a face like a young Elizabeth Taylor and legs like Jennifer Lopez.

The airport’s employees are inevitably young and just starting out in their professional lives. The long hours they work limit any outside social life. Sex could be a passionate romance or an amusing time killer, but it was the main hobby at Victory Airlines. Therefore, the terminal is full of gossip about who was hooking up with whom.

Nighttime was the time for wild romance of all durations. The red eyes were never very full and you know what they say about idle hands. Annie would frequently find herself staring intently at some website or another eyeing the thing that she just had to have when her next paycheck finally arrived.

There is a very good feeling between the support personnel who were invariably women and the pilots who were exclusively men. Even with all the safety features of modern air travel, they were companions in peril. They depended on each other to propel the airplanes tens of thousands of feet into the air and safely back down to the ground below.

Because of Victory Airline’s tight margins, the pay is low and the employees are quite young: there are no grey heads. Therefore the pilots, the flight attendants, the baggage handlers, and even the ticket agents were of the right age to be changing beds as often as the passengers changed flights. One of the pilots, Top Gun, was also quite good-looking. See him walking through the terminal on a wet, glooming morning, in his Egypt blue uniform as deep a shade as his eyes, his cap cockily tilted to match the ease of the toothy smile that spread across his face.

They called him Top Gun because he wasn’t very tall, but he had that sort of cocky smile that a young Tom Cruise had. Of course, he invited the comparison by never being far from his Ray-Ban Aviators. Athletic and agile despite his height, he practically dances up to the ticket counter and greets Annie.

“Hello, Annie! Full flight today?”

“About half full.”

There are only two people sitting at the gate allowing the pilot to flirt with Annie. He was a lover of beautiful women and would happily spend her whole shift chatting with her through an easy conversation about nothing that vital or important.

The pilot’s name is John Thomas Raynor — usually called Top Gun, except sometimes, in malice, JT. His face sets in fury when he is addressed, from a distance, with this abbreviation. There is considerable scandal about Top Gun in half a dozen airports. He flirts with the ticket agents in the morning, and walks out with them in the dark night, when they leave their counter at the terminal. Of course, these girls quit the service frequently. Then he flirts and picks up a young stewardess or the first girl’s replacement at the counter: always providing she is sufficiently attractive, and that she will consent to his advances. It is remarkable, however, that most of the girls are quite attractive, they are all young, and this roving life in the air gives them a dash and recklessness and invulnerability. What matters who they hook up with in Lansing. Tomorrow they will be home again.

Annie, however, knew how to put a man in his place, and her sharp tongue had kept Top Gun at arm’s length for many months. Perhaps, therefore, she liked him all the more: for he always came up smiling, with impudence. She watched him vanquish one girl, then another. She could tell by the movement of his mouth and eyes, when he flirted with her in the morning that he had been with a stewardess, or ticket agent, the night before. A fine cock-of-the-walk he was. So full of arrogance, he believed that any women he wanted was there for his taking and he had the charm and looks to back it up. She could sum him up pretty well.

In this subtle antagonism they knew each other like old friends; they were as shrewd with one another almost as man and wife. But Annie had always kept him sufficiently at arm’s length. Besides, she had a man of her own and she was contented in their relationship. Flyboys could take you to the clouds, but her boyfriend Ted had his feet anchored firmly to the ground.

The turning point, however, came in November, in Asheville. They were short handed and Annie had agreed to fill in as a flight attendant on an evening flight. Ticket agents hated this occasional duty, but Annie was determined to make the best of it. It was a drizzling ugly night, yet she dressed herself up and went to the hotel bar.  It was a dismal place full of salesmen and bottom shelf liquor. She was alone, but people watching was still better than being stuck in her room watching television.

The hotel bar had a band playing that was so bad, Annie couldn’t help enjoying their act. They were called Chris and Jeanette after the male and female lead singer who kept up a witless banter that would embarrassed a local news weatherman as they mangled rock and standards alike.

“Do you know the way to San Jose?”

“No, but I’ve got Google Maps.”

Annie decided that they were to Coldplay, what Victory Airlines was to United.

Across the bar, she spied Top Gun, he was still in his uniform with his blue cap pulled down over his brows, his face between was ruddy and smiling and charming as ever. She knew so well the way his mouth moved.

She was very glad to have a guy she knew there. She had been the only single woman at the bar, and that made all the drunks and lonely men who had been on the road much too long direct their attentions to her. Annie’s face lit up when JT entered the dimly lit hotel bar and sat down next to her, saving her from a red nosed older man in a brown suit that she saw approaching the way a gazelle instinctively becomes aware of an approaching lion.

JT smoothly ordered the next round of drinks for them and it would have been very rude not to finish her drink. She didn’t even object to him putting his arm around her and drawing her a little nearer to her. Pilots had a way of making one feel safe as they directing things. It was true on the ground as well as in the air and Annie relaxed and nestled in closer.

“They really are terrible,” said JT noticing the band for the first time.

“Terrible in a good way,” replied Annie. “They just did a medley of songs about whispering.”

“Good Lord!” exclaimed JT. “This is worse than I thought.”

“Careless Whispers, Voices Carry, and There’s a Kind of Hush All over the World,” replied Annie.

“That’s so tragic,” replied JT.

“Nobody is actually paying attention to them except me. They’re kind of like the lovable underdogs or something.”

“I think that being the bass player in this band is the probably the lowest rung on the professional musician ladder possible,” suggested JT.

“They have a maracas player.”

“I stand corrected.”

They spent the next several hours talking and laughing. They enjoyed each other’s company. They were close to each other, even if Annie never took his advances seriously and felt obligated to put him in his place. Tonight He was perfectly happy; she was afraid her judgment had been clouded by wine, but she was excited.

JT drew Annie towards him. After all, he had a wonderfully warm, cozy way of holding a woman with his arm; he seemed to make such a nice fit. And, after all, it was pleasant to be so held: so very comforting and cozy and nice. He leaned over her and she felt his breath on her hair; she knew he wanted to kiss her on the lips. And, after all, he was so warm and she fitted in to him so softly. After all, she wanted him to touch her lips.

When last call came and went they walked across the tacky purple and gold carpeting to the lobby. JT was in his element; his right hand dropped to his side and grasped the two last delicate fingers on Annie’s hand. She didn’t mind. Soon they were to the deserted hotel lobby and onto an overstuffed couch where he seemed to be holding her in space, against his own warmth and gratification. And his kisses were soft and slow and searching.

There was no mistake about it; Annie liked JT a good deal. She felt so rich and warm in herself whenever he was near. And JT really liked Annie, more than usual. The soft, melting way in which she seemingly floated into him, as if she melted into his very bones, was something rare and good. He fully appreciated this.

But with a developing acquaintance there began a developing intimacy. Annie wanted more than a quick romp; she wanted to take an intelligent interest in him, and to have an intelligent response. She did not want a mere nocturnal presence, which was what he was so far. And she prided herself that he could not leave her.

Here she made a mistake. JT intended to remain a nocturnal presence; he had no intention of becoming an all-round individual to her. When she started to try and break through his carefully constructed walls, he diverted. He hated that sort of intimacy. And he knew that the only way to stop it was to avoid it. Annie was becoming possessive and so he left her.

It is no use saying she was not surprised. She was at first startled, to see John carrying on with some tall, blonde businesswoman like a couple of school kids. For she had been so very sure of holding him. For a while she was staggered, and everything became uncertain to her. Then she wept with fury, indignation, desolation, and misery. Then she had a spasm of despair. And then, when he came, still impudently, to her ticket counter, still familiar, but letting her see by the movement of his head that he had gone away to somebody else for the time being, and was enjoying new pastures, then she determined to not be just another victory mark stenciled to the sign of this Top Gun’s plane.

She had a very shrewd idea what girls JT had been with. She went to Nora Purdy. Nora was a tall, rather pale, but well-built girl, with beautiful golden blonde hair. She was rather secretive.

“Hey!” said Annie, accosting her; then softly, “Who is JT with now?”

I don’t know,” said Nora.

“Come on,” said Annie. “Top Gun isn’t just staying in his hangar now.”

“I don’t know,” said Nora. “It isn’t me, that’s for sure.”

“It’s Cassie Meakin, isn’t it?”

“It is, for all I know.”

“She’s had so much silicone pumped in her, she could be a flotation device,” said Annie. “Couldn’t he find somebody we don’t have to work with? I could kick his ass every time he comes up to my counter.”

“He’ll get dropped on his ass one of these days,” said Nora.

“I’m sure he will, when somebody makes up their mind to drop him on his behind, I would like to see him taken down a peg or two, wouldn’t you?”

“I wouldn’t mind,” said Nora.

“You’ve got jus as much cause to as I have,” said Annie. “We’ll take him down one these days. What? Don’t you want to?”

“I don’t mind,” said Nora.

But as a matter of fact, Nora was much more vindictive than Annie.

One by one Annie went the round to each of JT’s old flames. It so happened that Cassie Meakin left Victory Airlines quite abruptly when JT inevitably dumped her. You don’t get to be Top Gun without leaving more than a few planes shot down in your wake. Soon JT cast his eyes over his old flock. And his eyes lighted on Annie. He thought she would be safe now. Besides, he liked her. She arranged to meet him at 10:15 on Sunday night, after his flight from Charleston had landed.

At the airport the staff had a little lounge of their own. It nothing fancy, but a welcome reprieve from all the stressed out people rushing to make meetings and not understanding why the employees couldn’t anticipate and fix every unexpected calamity. The half dozen women who knew Top Gun only too well had arranged to be in that lounge this Sunday night. So, as the planes began to land, the girls dropped into the cozy little room. And instead of hurrying off home, they sat around the old television and had a drink. Outside was the darkness and quiet of a New England Sunday evening.

JT got off the plane from Charleston, at about a quarter to ten. He poked his head easily into the lounge.

“Church service?” he asked sarcastically.

“That’s right,” said Laura Sharp. “Women only!”

‘That’s me!’ said JT. It was one of his favorite exclamations.

“Shut the door, Top Gun,” said Muriel.

“On which side of me?” asked JT.

“Whichever you like,” said Mia.

He had come in and closed the door behind him. The girls moved in their circle, to make a place for him near the television. He took off his jacket and rested his hat next to him.

“Is there any of that Sam Adams left?” he asked.

Nora Purdy silently grabbed him a can from the fridge.

“Want a bit of my popcorn”?” asked Muriel handing him a bag of freshly popped microwave popcorn.

“Sure, I’ll take a handful.”

And he reached into the bag and grabbed a fistful of kernels.

‘There’s no place like home, girls,” he said.

They all looked at him as he uttered this piece of impudence. None of them were younger than twenty-three and the way he said girls was just so dismissive of all that they did to keep him able to fly.

“Going home’s the problem. It’s dangerous out there for a single girl,” said Laura Sharp repeating the word girl.

“Who knows who could jump out at you,” agreed Mia.

They sat until they heard the last plane land for the night. There’d still be some red eye flights taking off, but there’d be nothing inbound until the morning. In a few minutes Emma House entered.

“Oh, it’s not that dangerous,” assured JT.

“That’s easy for you to say,” said Emma House. “It’s not like anybody is going to mess with a pilot.”

“But — I’m afraid to, go home in, the dark,” pouted Laura Sharp.

 “Who’re you going with tonight, Top Gun?” asked Muriel, coolly.

‘Tonight?” asked JT. “Oh, I don’t have plans. That’s why I’m here with all of you.”

“That’s so thoughtful,” declared Nora Purdy.

“There’s plenty of me to go around, Nora,” said JT. He regretted saying those words almost immediately. He had slept with every single one of these women and they were acting rather strange.

“Don’t I know it,” said Laura.

“Well, I better get going,” said JT, rising and reaching for his hat and jacket.

“No,” said Beth. “We’re all here waiting for you.”

“I’ve got to be up early in the morning,” he said, in the benevolent official manner.

They all laughed.

“No,” said Muriel. “Don’t leave us all lonely, JT. Take one of us with you!”

“I’ll take all of you, if you like,” he responded gallantly.

“No way,” said Mia, “Two’s company; seven’s too much of a good thing.”

“Yeah, just take one,” said Laura. “Fair and square pick one of us, and say which.”

“Yeah,” cried Annie, speaking for the first time. “Pick, JT; let’s hear it.”

“No,” he said. “I’m going home quiet tonight. I’m going to get a good night’s sleep for a change.”

“Then take one of us for company,” said Annie. “I know we had talked about going out, but I’m happy to share with my coworkers.”

“Now how can I take one?” he asked, laughing uneasily. “I don’t want to make enemies.”

“You’d only make one” said Annie.

“The chosen one,” added Laura.

“Ouch! Okay, good burn,” replied JT, again turning, as if to escape. “Well — good-night.”

“No, you’ve got to make your pick,” said Muriel. “Turn your face to the wall, and say which one touches you. Go on — we shall only just touch your back — one of us. Go on — turn your face to the wall, and don’t look, and say which one touches you.”

He was uneasy, mistrusting them. Yet he had not the courage to break away. They pushed him to a wall and stood him there with his face to it. Behind his back they all grimaced, tittering. He looked so comical. He looked around uneasily.

“Go on!” he cried.

“You’re looking — you’re looking!” they shouted.

He turned his head away. And suddenly, with a movement like a swift cat, Annie went forward and threw a punch that him in the side of the head that sent his cap flying and himself staggering. He started round.

But at Annie’s signal they all flew at him, grabbing him, wrestling him, and pulling him to the ground, though more in fun than in spite or anger. He, however, saw red. His blue eyes flamed with strange fear as well as fury, and he butted through the girls to the door. It was locked. He wrenched at it. Now alert, the girls stood round and looked at him. He faced them, at bay. At that moment they were rather horrifying to him, as they stood in their short sexy uniforms. He was distinctly afraid.

“Come on, JT! Come on! Choose!” said Annie.

“I don’t want to play. Open the door,” he demanded.

“We won’t — not till you’ve chosen!” said Muriel.

“Chosen what?” he said.

“Chosen the one you’re going to marry,” she replied sarcastically.

He hesitated a moment.

“Open the damn door,” he said, “and get back to your senses.” He spoke with official authority.

“You’ve got to choose!” cried the girls.

“Come on!” cried Annie, looking him in the eye. “Come on! Come on!”

He went forward, rather vaguely. She had taken off her belt, and flicking it at him like a whip, let a small red welt on his forehead. He sprang and seized her. But immediately the other girls rushed upon him, pulling and tearing and beating him. Their blood was now thoroughly up. He was their sport now. They were going to get back for countless slights and putdowns from cocky pilots and this flyboy was the worst of all. Strange, wild creatures, they hung on him and rushed at him to bear him down. His shirt was torn right up the back; Nora had hold at the back of his collar, and was actually strangling him. Luckily the button burst. He struggled in a wild frenzy of fury and terror, almost mad terror. His shirt was simply torn off his back, his shirt-sleeves were torn away, and his arms were naked. The girls rushed at him, clenched their hands on him and pulled at him: or they rushed at him and pushed him, butted him with all their might: or they struck him wild blows. He ducked and cringed and struck sideways. They became more intense.

At last he was down. They rushed on him, kneeling on him. He had neither breath nor strength to move. His face was bleeding with a long scratch, his brow was bruised.

Annie knelt on him; the other girls knelt and hung on to him. Their faces were flushed, their hair wild, their eyes were all glittering strangely. He lay at last quite still, with face averted, as an animal lies when it is defeated and at the mercy of the captor. Sometimes his eye glanced back at the wild faces of the girls. His breast rose heavily, his wrists were torn.

“Now, then, JT!” gasped Annie at length. “Now then — now —”

At the sound of her terrifying, cold triumph, he suddenly started to struggle as an animal might, but the girls threw themselves upon him with unnatural strength and power, forcing him down.

“Yes — now, then!” gasped Annie at length taking her belt and with the help of the other women strapping JT’s arms to his side.

And there was a dead silence, in which the thud of heart-beating was to be heard. It was a suspense of pure silence in every soul.

“Now I would hope you realize your situation,” said Annie.

The sight of his white, bare arm maddened the girls. He lay in a kind of trance of fear and antagonism. They felt themselves filled with supernatural strength.

Suddenly Beth started to laugh — to giggle wildly — helplessly — and Emma and Muriel joined in. But Annie and Nora and Laura remained the same, tense, watchful, with gleaming eyes. He winced away from these eyes.

“Yes,” said Annie, in a curious low tone, secret and deadly. “Yes! You’ve got it now! You know what you’ve done, don’t you?”

He made neither sound nor sign, but lay with bright, averted eyes, and averted, bleeding face.

“You ought to be castrated, that’s what you we should do,” said Annie, tensely. “You ought to be castrated.” And there was a terrifying lust in her voice.

Beth was ceasing to laugh, and giving long-drawn Oh-h-hs and sighs as she came to herself.

“He’s got to choose,” she said vaguely.

“Oh, yes, he has,” said Laura, with vindictive decision.

“Do you hear — do you hear?” said Annie. And with a sharp movement, that made him wince, she turned his face to her.

“Do you hear?” she repeated, shaking him.

But he was quite dumb. She fetched him a sharp slap on the face. He started, and his eyes widened. Then his face darkened with defiance, after all.

“Do you hear?” she repeated.

He only looked at her with hostile eyes.

“Speak!” she said, putting her face devilishly near his.

“What?” he said, almost overcome.

“You’ve got to choose!” she cried, as if it were some terrible menace, and as if it hurt her that she could not exact more.

“What?” he said, in fear.

“Choose your girl, Top Gun. You’ve got to choose her now. And I’ll wear your balls for earrings if you play any more of your tricks. No more stalling.”

There was a pause. Again he averted his face. He tried to be cunning; he wasn’t going to give into them. This twisted game of theirs was just sick. They all knew what he had in mind when they slept with him. There was never any expectation of more than a good fuck.

“All right, then,” he said, “I choose Annie.” His voice was strange and full of malice. Annie let go of him as if he had been a hot coal.

“He’s chosen Annie!” said the girls in chorus.

“Me!” cried Annie. She was still kneeling, but away from him. He was still lying prostrate, with averted face. The girls grouped uneasily around.

“Me!” repeated Annie, with a terrible bitter accent.

Then she got up, drawing away from him with strange disgust and bitterness.

“I wouldn’t touch him,” she said.

But her face quivered with a kind of agony, she seemed as if she would fall. The other girls turned aside. He remained lying on the floor, with his torn clothes and bleeding, averted face.

“Oh, if he’s chosen —” said Beth.

“I don’t want him — he can choose again,” said Annie, with the same rather bitter hopelessness.

“Get up,” said Beth, lifting his shoulders. “Get up.”

She pulled him up slowly, a strange, ragged, dazed creature. The girls eyed him from a distance, curiously, furtively, dangerously.

“Who wants him?” cried Laura, roughly.

“Nobody,” they answered, with contempt. Yet each one of them waited for him to look at her, hoped he would look at her. All except Annie, and something was broken in her.

He, however, kept his face closed and averted from them all. There was a silence of the end. He picked up the torn pieces of his shirt, without knowing what to do with them. The girls stood about uneasily, flushed, panting, tidying their hair and their dress unconsciously, and watching him. He looked at none of them. He spied his cap in a corner, and went and picked it up. He put it on his head, and one of the girls burst into a shrill, hysteric laugh at the sight he presented. He paid her no heed, but went straight to where his navy blue blazer hung on a peg. The girls moved away from contact with him as if he had been an electric wire. He put on his coat and buttoned it down. Then he rolled his tunic-rags into a bundle, and stood before the locked door, dumbly.

“Open the door, somebody,” pleaded JT.

“What’s your hurry?” asked Mia.

Annie silently pulled out the key and held it out for JT. He walked over to take it from her, at which point she tossed the key to Laura. No sooner had her turned to Laura then it was in Beth’s delicate hands. JT felt like a school boy being bullied on the playground. He was in the center of a game of keep away and he didn’t like it one bit.

“Just give me the damn key so I can get out of here,” barked JT.

“Leave?” asked Muriel. “You’re all filthy from rolling around on the floor and you don’t even have a proper shirt anymore. Why not go use the shower.”

“I don’t want a shower, I want to leave,” demanded JT.

The girls all laughed at JT trying to sound important and official. Nobody in that lounge would ever see has as any sort of leader ever again. Instead the girls advanced on him leading him away from the lounge’s door and towards the small showers in the back.  There was only one shower in the lounge and it was generally reserved for unlucky pilots and flight attendants who might have flights too close together to get home and shower.

“Let’s get you cleaned up first,” said Annie. The girls ripped off JT’s pants and pushed the frightened pilot into the shower stall.

When JT saw the hair removal cream and the girls beginning to put on gloves, he let out a little gasp that made the girls giggle.

Who would have thought that the mighty Top Gun would be brought under a woman’s thumb so quickly and easily?

“So then, JT,” said Laura, “Let’s get rid of some of that nasty hair!”

JT shook his head vigorously but he knew that there was nothing he could do to resist tied all these women. They advanced on him and started to rub the Nair over his legs.

They lathered it generously onto him, making sure not to miss any spots, and then she pulled down his fancy black underwear.

“We don’t want a furry bikini line now, do we?” said Annie.

Laura whistled to herself as she applied the Nair to his pubic hair, then reached around and put some around his crack.

The Nair was starting to run low, but she was determined to get the most out of it.

She rubbed it over his chest and under his armpits.

“Soon you’re going to be a beautiful, smooth girly girl!” said Beth, and JT mumbled something inaudible.

After the Nair was rinsed off of JT’s body along with all of his body hair, Muriel patted him dry with a soft green towel. JT stared sullenly at the drain and watched his manhood swirl down the drain.

"Now sit down on the toilet,” commanded Nora. I was told to give you sexy bright red nails.”

JT complied.  He sat in the toilet making absolutely no fuss when Nora demanded his hand and began her work. By the time she was done, she had painted both has fingers and toes bright red.

She used acrylics to make his nails longer and JT could not believe how feminine they made his hand look.

"You are such a little bitch and I'm just happy that I was able to do my part to help make you look that way,” said Nora. “Now I think Emma is in charge of your makeup.”

“This has gone on quite far enough,” protested JT. “Let me go now and I will forge this whole incident.”

JT never saw it coming, but he certainly felt it. Annie had slapped him hard on his right cheek and then even more viciously on his left one. Tears welled up in his eyes and he nearly fell off the toilet. He was as stunned as he was hurt. Annie got only a few inches from his face and told him harshly, “You won’t forget tonight. I can promise you that.”

Completely cowed, JT sat passively while Emma began to do her work.

"You know, you really do have a pretty feminine face already. I can tell you're going to look hot because you've got a lot more feminine features than masculine ones,” said Emma.

"This is ridiculous," replied JT. He started to get up, but the women pushed him back down.

Emma began applying his makeup with a layer of liquid foundation and then a light layer of powder as well. She contoured his face and blended what she had done. JT began to see a feminine face emerge and it frightened him.

Mia began to work on his eyes, applying a colorful fading eye shadow that began with hot pink and blended into a sparkling white near his nose. She applied a little wing of liner at the outer edges of his eyes and then took a pair of long, thick fake eye lashes and glued them over his own.

Moving down to his lips, she lined them with a red pencil before using a deep pink gloss to fill his lips in and leave them shining.

"Ta da," said Katie breaking the spell that JT had fallen under seeing his transformation.

“I like it, nothing like all that pink to say bimbo,” said Annie.

JT knew something was up when the Annie and Laura tightened their grip on him. They were joined by Mia and Emma. He’d put up with so much already, he could only wonder what they thought he’d fight against at this point.

“Just hold still, it’ll be over soon enough,” said Beth holding an electric razor. Muriel came up behind him and added snaked her arm around his neck adding a chokehold to the myriad holds that had rendered JT immobile.

Soon, Beth was running the razor over his scalp.  JT was furious. “You fucking bitches!” he exclaimed, but they just laughed at his outburst. It didn’t take Beth long to remove all of the hair from JT’s head. Annie made sure to take a picture with her phone of his hairless head and made up face.

“You know, you can get surgical glue on the internet for a surprisingly low price. Four ounces for eleven-thirty; you can’t beat that,” said Annie as she brushed the top of his head with some good from a small metallic can. It had a chemical smell to it and it was cold on his scalp. Quickly she placed a honey blonde wig on his head and pressed it into place.  The wig was shaped into a chin length asymmetrical bob. It wasn’t exactly a glamorous look, but it certainly helped make his face more girlish.

JT tugged at the wig, but it wouldn’t come off. He was sure there was some kind of solvent, but he had no idea what that was and he wasn’t in a position to look it up. “Can I please get my clothes on and go. I won’t tell anybody, I promise,” swore JT.

“Your clothes are torn to shreds,” said Laura.

“We have something better for you,” said Nora as she brought a blue garment bag into the cramped bathroom.

“You can fight this or cooperate,” said Annie. “I’m kind of hoping you’ll fight it.”

JT struggled, but he didn’t try to throw a punch or push his way through the girls. He didn’t want to get in anymore trouble than he was already in and he was tired of being naked. The women dressed him in a modified stewardess outfit that was a little sexier than regulation.

Sure, they dressed him in the tight white blouse and short navy skirt, the required pantyhose, and the colorful scarf, but the four-inch heels they made him step into were definitely not regulation nor were the tiny silver locks they clicked into place to lock them onto his feet.

The matching powder blue pushup bra and panties were also more Victoria’s Secret than friendly skies.  As Annie applied more of that surgical glue to a pair of breast forms and shoved them into JT’s flimsy bra, he renewed his struggles and the others had to redouble their efforts. However, once the glue set it seemed as if all fight had been taken out of him even as hot glue was applied to his zipper and buttons to make sure that the close wouldn’t be coming off anytime soon.

Annie made sure to get several pictures of JT before the entire group posed for some pictures together with their feminized victim.

“What a pretty stewardess you make,” mocked Muriel.

“Are you finally done?” asked JT softly. “I just want to go.”

“Sure,” said Annie. “Let me just unlock the door for you.”

Annie unlocked the door for JT and in a grand dramatic sweeping bow gestured for him to leave.  JT looked back at his hat, sighed, and shook his head. He walked out the door and right into Gretchen Stuckey standing in front of an airport luggage cart.

“Hi JT,” she said.

“Oh no,” groaned the pilot. He had gotten a bit too drunk at an airport bar. Maybe it was Manassas or Winchester. One thing was for certain, he wound up in his hotel room.  The thing is Gretchen wasn’t a flight attendant nor was she an agent. She was a baggage handler who had used her free travel perk to visit her family for the weekend. He slunk off in the morning before she woke up and pretended the entire weekend never happened. He then avoided her for the next two years.

“Is that anyway to talk to a former fling?” asked Gretchen.

Now Gretchen was a very attractive girl, she just wasn’t what you’d call pretty. Tossing those heavy suitcases was no job for a delicate little flower. Gretchen was five-foot-ten and weight 160 pounds. JT was only able to look eye to eye with her because of his skyscraper heels.

JT was trapped. With the Amazon baggage handler behind him and Annie and company behind him, he stood befuddled. Gretchen quickly shoved him face first against the wall and used a small luggage strap to restrain his wrists behind him.  Wide strips were put his arms, his thighs, and his ankles. They used his own shredded shirt to gag him before he was laid down on Gretchen’s cart and a veritable parade of cheering women followed Gretchen and JT as she drove him down to the luggage carousel.  

With no more incoming flights until the morning, the luggage claim area was deserted.  Nora flipped on a light switch as Gretchen pulled her cart up to the carousel.  Gretchen hauled her former lover up onto the conveyor belt like he was simply an overstuffed suitcase. She connected the strap connecting his wrists to his ankles leaving him in a tight hogtie.

“We wouldn’t want you crawling off, now would we?” asked Gretchen.

Beth started the conveyor belt and Annie gave JT’s ass one last swat before the belt took him away.

“I promised you a good time tonight,” said Annie. “Enjoy!”

As he was taken away by the carousel, JT could hear the girls still cheering and laughing. They were anxious to be off. Last call came early on Sunday night.

 

THE END
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KYLIE'S BOUDOIR
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I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie

Twitter - @KylieGable

Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

Facebook - Kylie Gable
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and

finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.
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CANDY APPLE CUSTOM EROTICA

If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.
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Michael receives a mysterious
message at work informing him
that somebody knows his deep-
est secrets. She signs the email
Madame X and she seems to
know everything about him
right down to his crossdressing
fetish.

The price for her silence is total
obedience, even if that means
buying a new outfit and posing
for pictures wearing it on the
boss’s desk. Somewhere in that
space between fantasy and
nightmare lurks the mysterious

F MadameXandshe intends to
, l ‘/ take Michael to places he never
; _— dreamed of.
T ON SALE APRIL 24th
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THE SPY
WHO PEGGED ME

PAMELA HARLOW/

Emma Adams
is one agent
whose always
packing.

Meet Emma Adams a librarian
with a past. Trained by MI6 to
people a weapon, she is hired
by waitresses to clean up the

wildest bar in England.

Does she have what it takes to
deal with a lazy manager, a
rowdy bunch of patrons, and
the unstoppable Jolly
Goodcock?

Inspired by British spy novels of
the 1960s with a healthy does
of tongue in cheek, Emma is
one woman who knows how to
get her man.
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I Now Have a Patreon Page

paireon

Please consider joining my Patreon Page.
For as little as $1 per month, you get access
to artwork, audios, and stories as well as
behind the scenes news and stories. If you
enjoy my books, this is a great way to sup-
port me and the other Candy Apple Press
authors while getting plenty of fun content for
your support.

https://www.patreon.com/KylieGable





