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This novel contains explicit scenes of a sexual nature including male to female gender transformation, female domination, CFNM, spanking and reluctant feminisation. All characters in this story are aged 18 or over. 

This novel is strictly for adults aged 18 and over. 

In book one of Becoming Joanne we met Joseph, who was a womaniser and a drunk. His long-suffering wife Julie asked her best friend, the high-powered

lawyer Melissa, to teach Joseph a lesson. Melissa put him to work in her office as an admin. assistant and gradually forces him into female clothing and renames him Joanne. 

In book two Melissa takes Joseph/Joanne into her own home in order to increase his humiliation and his transformation into the submissive girl Joanne. She employs a personal beautician and a strict female ex-army officer to guide him into the next stage of him becoming Joanne. 

In this third book of the series, Joseph/Joanne is expecting to be released from Melissa’s control and to revert to his former self, albeit chastised and more understanding of a woman’s life and needs. Melissa doesn’t believe he has changed and has other ideas for his future…

 (Some readers might want to skip to the very last page to check on some of the vocabulary used in this book. Just to make sure that all forced fem, femdom and FLR followers are on the same page, so to speak) Dear Reader, 

 I really hope you enjoy Becoming Joanne 2, the second book in the three-part series Becoming Joanne

 I also have a regular newsletter  where I give special offers, free femdom stories and all my latest news about my world of forced feminisation, femdom and FLRs. Click on the following link for my newsletter

 Thank you for buying this story and I’d really love you to share your thoughts about Becoming Joanne 2 by posting a quick review. 

 Thank you so much for reading my novel, 

 Alexa Martínez  (a.k.a. Lady Alexa)

Chapter 1

No escape from his femininity

“You’re going to remain as a girl. I can’t trust you as a man.” 

Her words resonated around in my head. They were hitting against the inside of my skull like a fly buzzing against a closed window. A fly trying to break out and escape but failing; like me. This wasn’t what she had led me to believe when she had started to feminise me. When Melissa had  forcibly feminised me. There had supposed to be an end, once I’d seen the errors of my old macho ways. That time should have been now. She had gone back on her promise. Well, she hadn’t actually promised to release me. But she had given me the impression she would release me from this feminisation hell, and heaven. 

Outside the summer heat and blue skies of August had evaporated into an angry grey September. The outside gloom of the day invaded the room through the large front window. I could no longer play along, waiting for her to finish her game of humiliation. I was Joseph, not Joanne as I was not called. If I didn’t do anything she would keep me as a girl. I wanted to run out of her house at that moment. I wanted to flee. But that was impossible. I couldn’t run out the door in a north London suburb dressed provocatively, in high heels and looking like a girl. 

I had completed the six weeks of ‘retraining’ as Melissa had called it, trapped in her home. It was less about retraining, in my opinion, and more about punishment for my previous behaviour. I had learnt I’d been a terrible husband to my wife. Couldn’t they see I’d learnt that? 

Melissa had increased my feminisation week on week, assisted by her able lieutenant Imogen, Madam Imogen. I was convinced it would all end after six weeks. That time was now up but their feminisation of me was not about to finish after all. Melissa didn’t believe I’d changed. To be honest, there was some truth in that but I thought I had hidden it well. I’d gone along with her demands, humiliations and yes, feminisation. A lump came to my throat. I pushed the urge to cry away. It was what they would have wanted. 

Crying like a girl. But I was a man.  Wasn’t I? 

I tried to speak as I stood there in the front room of Melissa’s home, my virtual prison. I swayed on my six-inch high heels. My white chiffon dress barely covered my cock and my bum. Melissa, Imogen and my wife Julie sat

together on a wide black leather sofa,. Their legs were crossed in identical fashion. Melissa stopped my attempt at complaint by holding out a well-manicured hand. Flame-red nails imitated a stop traffic light barring my route towards manhood. 

“Yes. You’re going to remain as a girl”. She repeated, warming to the idea and spoke the words as if she were chewing on a soft sweet. Her phrase swirled round in my mind like one of those catchy tunes you hate but can’t stop humming. She then twisted the dagger to ensure I understood exactly what that meant. 

“You will continue to stay here and to dress in pretty dresses and skirts. 

We have some extra training for you.” 

My mouth dropped open as hers had broadened into a wide grin.  More training?  What more more could there be? I already wore short dresses and skirts and wore a bra with breast inserts in. I had false pink nails and long feminine hair. What more could they do? 

Distressingly her words caused my then uncaged cock to harden instantly. It pushed out the front of my flimsy short dress as if it were a tongue inside a cheek. Melissa glanced at it without interest, my wife Julie nodded as she watched events. What had got into Julie, she used to be so placid? Imogen sneered and pointed out that my erection was evidence I actually enjoyed being a girl. There was some truth to her comment but I wasn’t about to admit that. 

Melissa explained that she knew I had expected her to allow me to go back to Julie after my six-week retraining programme. I had always assumed that this meant that my time as a feminised girl would end. She had paused before taking a long breath and I watched with desire as her large breasts strained inside her dress. This unfortunately proved her point that I hadn’t yet reformed. It was all an act so I could return to my previous life of womanising, drinking and living off my wife’s income. I had changed, I knew I’d hurt Julie and I felt bad. I’d be more understanding now. And more careful about her finding out about my future peccadilloes. 

Melissa said, “I’m not convinced you’ve learnt your lesson about your terrible male behaviour or that you ever will. I have no option but to keep you here until you have really changed. I want to see a complete transformation.” 

 What did that mean?   Transformation? 

Melissa informed me, accompanied by the stern nodding agreement of my wife, that she was gong to take me even further and deeper into

femininity. “Deeper?” I had screamed. “How much further was there to go?” 

I stamped my foot on the floor as best I could in six-inch heels. 

They let me have my tantrum. For a short moment I was back as Joseph. This type of display would normally have earned me an immediate spanking by Imogen. I told them I had a 22-inch waist, long thick female hair and a wardrobe full of short skirts and dresses. I had no hair below my eyelashes except for the pubic triangle. My body hair appeared to have stopped growing; permanently. How could I go any deeper in feminisation I whined? I stamped a fine pencil-like heel on the natural wood floor again. 

Melissa raised one pencil-thin eyebrow. An eyebrow styled like my own. She’d had enough. She had let one tantrum pass but a second was always going to attract punishment. She told me to remove my dress and to bend over. I removed it in a sulk, like a recalcitrant child. I stood naked before the three ladies dressed only in my high heels and bra. The three wise women watching me, like judges determining my fate. Imogen got up and walked over pushing my head down. She spanked me hard and urgently with an open palm. Melissa then clipped on my cock cage. She forced my erection into the cage without care as I cried out. She sent me to my bedroom like a naughty schoolboy to cool down. Or should that be naughty schoolgirl? 


* * *

I was still sitting on my bed half an hour after Melissa had delivered that verdict on my immediate future. I was naked except for my bra, stockings, pink silicone cock cage and high heels. Melissa hadn’t permitted me to put my dress on again. A punishment to show me who was boss. It also  drove me to want to put a dress on. I rubbed my manicured hand around the back of my neck. I pulled my long pink lacquered nails through my luxuriant long hair. 

The open window brought in a sharp morning air, the promise of a chilly autumn. I shivered and wished I had a dress on. She was winning. I couldn’t settle, I got up and walked around my pink room. I said  my bedroom. In reality it was the pink feminine bedroom that Melissa had allocated for me in her house. 

Melissa’s six-week summer programme of retraining was nothing more than my reprogramming into a girl. She and Imogen had meticulously stripped away my masculinity and replaced it with submissive femininity. It was a programme enthusiastically overseen by Imogen, the ex-army trainer. 

Not only was my waist now 22 inches, my weight had reduced to 10 stone; or

140 pounds. Imogen had not only transformed my body but had trained me to walk and talk like a girl. Melissa had selected her specifically for that role and she had performed it to perfection. She had done very well I could see the results every time I looked in the mirror. 

The hair below my eyes hadn’t grown again since Mandy, Melissa’s beautician, had given me an all-over electrolysis treatment. She had left a simile of a female triangle of pubic hair above my cock. She had given me false eyelashes and thin shaped eyebrows. My chin was soft and smooth, shaving like a normal man now a thing of the past. Mandy had extracted the roots of my facial whiskers, one by painful one. Mandy still came to the house once a week to touch up my long pink nails and to do my luxuriant hair. 

Melissa was right of course. I had been faking my compliance to her programme. She had seen through me. That had always been my plan. I knew I had been a bad husband to Julie my wife but I was dependant on her for everything including the home we lived in. It was difficult but I had had to go along with Melissa’s plan to transform me. I couldn’t afford to lose everything. 

What I hadn’t expected is that I had discovered what I call  certain attractions to being a girl. I would never admit that of course. I would miss having my beautiful long hair, I liked the feel of it down my back and how it fell over my shoulders. I liked how it bounced and flowed when I walked. 

Mandy had made it thick and full and that was exciting. Maybe I could keep my hair long once I’ve escaped from Melissa? Maybe I’d have to gel it down for outside appearances. I’d probably keep the earrings too, I liked the way they jangled against my neck. The strangest of all was that I loved wearing my dresses and skirts. The freedom and the feeling of them around my legs. I enjoyed the way the air circulated around my crotch. My skirts and dresses were sensuous and sexy. My penis wrapped in silky or soft thin cotton knickers. Perhaps Julie wouldn’t mind if I wore dresses around the home once I had escaped from this sensuous nightmare. I would remove my penis ring though. That was one humiliation too far. Especially when Melissa put the cat’s bell in it. Horrible. 

Yes I would miss what I had become; a girl. But it couldn’t last forever and I’d learnt some lessons, more or less. I wanted to return to manhood, or at least a new feminine version of manhood. OK a very feminine version of

manhood. Things would never be the same again, there were things I didn’t want to lose now I’d found them. Or should I say now that Melissa had shown me another way. 


* * *

My current job was the household assistant to Maja, Melissa’s eastern European housekeeper. Maja was unfriendly and didn’t enjoy being a housemaid. She was well educated but earned more here in England as a maid than as an accountant back in Hungary. She thrived on ordering me around. It was a way for her to alleviate her own problems. Whenever I showered or bathed she bathed my cock while wearing a plastic apron, rubber gloves and a grimace. Mistress Melissa didn’t permit me to touch my cock ever so Maja had the task to wash it. It was a task she performed with clear disdain. 

I now needed a new plan, I couldn’t go through the motions of pretending to accept Melissa’s plan to feminise me and wait for it to finish. I was not to be released from this feminisation hell, and heaven. I needed an escape plan. It wouldn’t be easy as I now looked like a girl and I only had female clothing. But maybe that was the answer? I had to plan my escape very carefully and get Julie on my side. It would not be easy. 

Chapter 2

Exposed and humiliated

The Hello Kitty electronic clock in my room displayed 11.00am Saturday morning. Thirty minutes had passed after Melissa had told me I was to remain as a girl. I was not being released back to my wife after all. Julie had sat there and accepted the verdict. I think she had been part of the decision as she had said nothing. Melissa had told me to return to the front room once the thirty minutes were up, she had instructions for me about my future. She said she didn’t want me around her feet for much longer as Maja’s assistant and I was not unhappy about this. There was a doubt in my mind about what this might mean. I’d learnt not to accept anything at face value. 

I was nervous as I stood up from the bed. I didn’t know what would come next. I couldn’t imagine what more feminisation I could undergo. I repositioned my pink silicone cock cage ring around my balls. I was still naked but for the cock cage, bra and stockings. The ring still pinched at times. I’d never got used to the cock cage but it was mandatory when I was alone. Melissa’s rule: no touching. I couldn’t even touch my own penis. 

I straightened myself on my six-inch heels and looked down at my legs, encased in fine dark stockings. Long and slim. I would have loved to look at them if they had been a real girl’s legs. My heart missed a beat at the sight of them being mine. That new feeling again, pride at my femininity. Pleasure in my appearance. I walked to the doorway, my heels catching in the white lush carpet. The bedroom door had long since been taken away to remove my privacy. I clomped down the bare varnished stairs; I still hadn’t yet mastered the art of treading delicately. Now there would be time to remedy this. 

Perhaps that was what Melissa had in mind? 

I entered the front room from the hallway. Melissa, Julie and Imogen were still sitting together on the low sofa, set against the back wall. The door I entered was at the far end. The dull light from the dreary morning fought its way in through the original six- foot high Edwardian sash windows. No double-glazed plastic for Melissa. Melissa preferred originals for their authenticity. She had the money to turn the heating up to compensate. 

For a short moment the old Joseph appeared like a ghost from the past. 

Anger welled up and I considered not curtseying. I was in no position to rebel. I stood in front of the three seated women and held out my hands and

genuflected deeply before them. Almost naked, my penis fighting to harden inside its pink prison. My eyes looked down to the original wooden floorboards. Stripped and varnished. Like me. 

Melissa told me to stand in front of her. I shuffled over. I put my hands together in front of my cock cage, my eyes still fixed on the floorboards. I couldn’t see the three pairs of eyes bearing down on me but I felt them. 

Melissa breathed in before unclipping my cock cage and my cock and balls burst out with a flow of relief. My penis jutted into an instant erection.  Why was this exciting?  Melissa clipped the little cat’s bell onto the ring pierced through the end of my foreskin. She flicked it to make it tinkle. As much as I hated this humiliation, it was exhilarating at the same same time. I wanted Melissa to fondle my penis, to caress it, not treat it as worthless. Melissa wasn’t finished with my penis though and produced a wide pink ribbon. She tied it around my balls into a large bow which sat on the top of my erection. 

Melissa looked up from tying the bow. “Well Joanne, have you calmed down now? I can see that your clitty hasn’t. A little sissy fit you had there. 

But you’re looking very pretty and we have you looking as feminine as possible within the current limits. In fact I’d say no one would know you used to be a man even with that little thing poking at us.” 

Julie and Imogen tittered next to her. My wife Julie’s behaviour perturbed me. She swung from concern for me one day to wanting to see me crushed the next. I guessed that was normal after how I’d treated her. She was my wife, she had loved me, supported me and I had betrayed her. Many times. It was wrong. I knew it was wrong when I was banging all those young girls. I knew it was wrong losing countless jobs. I knew it was wrong getting drunk and shouting at her. I couldn’t help myself. Had I changed? Yes I had. 

But Melissa was right. Not enough. Nowhere near enough. 

My head shot up to look at Melissa. Had I heard her right? She had said I was feminine  within current limits? Used to be a man?  I knew not to challenge her so I let my thoughts hang in the air. 

Melissa continued. “So as I indicted before your little tantrum, I have some more changes to make to your appearance and submission. I’ll get you where I want you to be. Eventually.” 

Why did she hate me so much? I know she has been Julie’s best friend since school but why treat me so badly? I hadn’t hurt her, just Julie. Melissa had never liked me that mush was true. She’d never had the opportunity to get at me before. Now she had all the power. At that moment the doorbell

sounded. I froze in terror. I was almost naked and utterly humiliated.  Who could that be?  I heard Maja the housekeeper leave the kitchen on the other side of the hallways. Her feet sloped lazily to the front door. 

Melissa said. “Excellent timing, that will be Janet my tailor. She’s bringing some new clothing for the next phase of your development. I want you to be a more submissive girl. Once we’ve dressed you in what she’s bringing I’ll explain what physical changes we’re going to make to you.” 

My head shot back and forth.  Physical changes?  I knew not to challenge her or I would be spanked by the brooding Imogen. Imogen was sitting on the edge of the sofa seemingly ready to pounce on me like a mountain lioness waiting on her next meal. Julie watched events with an annoying grin of pleasure. Just what had got into her? She used to be so sweet. So compliant. 

Maja entered the room and glared up and down at me before sneering and walking off to the kitchen. Maja wore a black maid’s dress like hotel workers used. It was past the knee. She was short and slim, her long hair pulled back tightly in a pony tail. She may have been attractive but for the plainness of her clothing and the constant sneer on her face. She was the housekeeper and I was below even her. 

I hadn’t noticed the small thin lady enter her the room at first, so gentle was her manner. I sensed her first then looked up. Janet had a mousey brown bob haircut shaped like a soldier’s helmet. Her hair was framed a round kind middle-aged face. Her wrinkled eyes couldn’t hide a sparkle. A pair of glasses hung from her neck on a silver chain making her look like a librarian. Her knee-length brown pleated skirt and flat black shoes adding to that look. She appeared not to think a near-naked feminised man standing in the room with a large pink bow around an erect penis to be unusual. I assumed Melissa had warned her about her. 

Janet had pulled a large sturdy dark-blue suitcase in behind her. It was about half her size and I wondered how she had arrived here with it. She didn’t seem to have the strength to have carried it far. She laid the suitcase down and unzipped it. The lid fell onto the floor with a dull thud. It was packed with dresses and skirts. I sighed as silently as I could. At least there didn’t seem to be any difference from the skirts and dresses I already had. 

Melissa knelt on the floor by the case and rifled through them excitedly. I continued to stand, confused, my erection quivering while Julie and Imogen looked at the case with evident interest. Something in their expressions told

me they knew what the changes were to be. Imogen was on the brink of sliding off the sofa. 

Melissa looked up at me from where she was kneeling at the suitcase with Janet. My eyes were magnetised by her legs. It was torture to see her short dress ride up exposing the full length of her sturdy tight legs. I dreamt for an instant of them wrapped around me. The image exploded and faded in the reality of my situation. 

“These are your new clothes Joanne. Janet is a dressmaker and she’s adapted a whole new set of dresses and skirts for you to wear at home.” 

I didn’t understand. “But I already have a lot of dresses and skirts Mistress Melissa?” 

“Not like these Joanne. Here try this pretty dress on.” Melissa held out a fine white chiffon dress. It had an inner white satin lining otherwise it would have been transparent. I took it and my erection ratcheted up a notch as I felt the thin fine material brush against my erection. I allowed it to slide up against my naked, shaved balls and bulging exposed penis head. All eyes were on me with anticipation. Julie spotted me dallying with the dress against my erection and sniggered. 

The dress was as short as I expected when I held it up. Melissa only ever allowed me to wear mini dresses and skirts so this was no great surprise. 

She delighted in the vulnerability and humiliation that micro-length skirts and dresses imposed on me. My rational mind told me was a debasing degrading experience. I should have hated it but a tingle of excitement ran through me. 

 What was happening to me? I used to get turned on by pretty young women. 

 Now it was the sight of girly  dresses. 

I dropped the dress on the floor and took the two thin shoulder straps. I stepped into the dress. It lay around my ankles as I hesitated a moment. It had a lacy frill around the hem, the low chest front and the capping on the short sleeves. Another tingle of anticipation and arousal. Melissa was ramping up my femininity. This wasn’t so bad. I had to wear dresses anyway so what was the problem with a few more frills? It was much frillier than any of my other dresses. Was this what Melissa meant by a change of style? Extra femininity? 

More frills? I guessed it could have been worse. I pulled the dress up and the softness of the material edged along my body. Ripples of electricity passed through me and I shivered once. For a moment I forgot the women were there watching my every move. I slipped my shoulders into the thin straps as all eyes were fixed on me. I caught Julie’s eye, a hint of anticipation giving her

feelings away. She wanted this for me. The low front hugged my bra, filled with the 38C inserts. So it was very feminine and very short but what was so different otherwise? 

My eyes scanned the room. Julie sniggered out a choked laugh behind a hand and Imogen looked contented. Melissa was stern and Janet’s face slipped into satisfaction. Her eyes narrowed in contemplation of my look. 

Julie’s sniggers turned into full-bloodied laughter and she pointed at something lower down my body. 

I looked down at my dress and pulled at the bunched hem. It seemed to be caught up in its own frills around my belly and I couldn’t get it down. I froze. It wasn’t bunched. The horror of what I found filled my eyes. Julie continued laughing with a high pitched squeal and put her hand over her mouth. She fell back onto the back of her seat. Imogen nodded and Melissa got up and looked me up and down. She pursed her lips and told Janet she had done an excellent job. I was unable to speak at what I saw. At how I was now expected to dress. 

The frill on the back hem of my new dress hung delicately against the bottom of my bum cheeks. It flowed round the side of my calf before rising up to my belly button and then down again to the side of my other calf. Janet had made an open-fronted dress which provided a frilly feminine chiffon frame to my fully-exposed cock. There was no bunching. It was a deliberate design. 

“Your new dresses and skirts are all the same Joanne, an exposed front to display your pretty little decorated clitty. You spent years being led around by your nasty male thing. All you thought about was satisfying your nasty desires. A false male pride and you hurt my friend, your own wife. Well now it’s become a clitty, a pretty feminised appendage and now we’ll be able to see how pretty it is at all times.” 

I gasped at what she had done to me. More punishment. She was right, getting my cock into some young lady had been my main objective in life. 

Now she had pierced it, put a bell on it, tied a ribbon on it and put it on show for women to see and laugh at. I hated what she was doing to me. Why was my penis so erect then? It felt like my skin might split with the intensity of my erection. How could something so humiliating, with such personal indignity and disgrace be exciting? I didn’t understand what was happening to me or my emotions. They were being thrashed around like a dingy in a hurricane. I was looking for the safety of a home port but instead I was lost at

sea. A sea of humiliation and forced femininity. 

“You’ll be keeping your previous dresses for when you leave the house. 

We wouldn’t want to upset the respectable neighbours. Now curtsey to Janet and thank her for these lovely clothes she’s made and adapted for you.” 

Melissa said. 

My mouth fell open and I shook myself out of my stupor. I curtsied and mumbled a “thank you mistress” to Janet who blushed and looked away embarrassed for the first time. It was more about being curtsied to and called mistress than a feminised male bobbing in front of her. I guessed she hadn’t ever seen anyone in my predicament before. It wasn’t much of a guess as I suppose most people wouldn’t have seen a man dressed as as I now was. 

Instead of release from my feminisation hell and humiliation purgatory, Melissa had tightened the screw further still. Escape had been difficult with only female clothing to wear, now it was all but impossible. I couldn’t leave the house with my penis on permanent erect display. Escape was now out of the question. I was trapped. Not only was I to remain as a girl for the foreseeable future but any last fragments of my personal privacy had been shredded to pieces. The pieces of my pride had fallen to the floor around me forever, like pink blossom falling in a soft breeze. My feminised and decorated cock was to be on permanent display to anyone who came to Melissa’s home. My predicament was even more disconcerting because Melissa wouldn’t permit me to touch myself or ejaculate. This left me on a near-constant state of excitement. My cock was almost permanently erect. 

Every morning I woke with an erection and every night I went to bed with an erection. I was aching, it was aching. It made me more malleable as my mind was fixated on cumming not on fighting back. I guess that was Melissa’s plan. 

My erection exaggerated my exposure because it made my cock more obvious. It showed that I was turned on by my humiliation which amused the women who now saw me this way. Intense heat were rising from my whole body, my face as red as my exposed engorged penis end. A sick and heady nausea wafted through my body. It was so exciting it made my stomach turn in somersaults, yet I hated it. I wanted to be a man again but I also craved the feminisation and humiliation. Nothing had ever stimulated me so much or made me feel so useless and degraded. I was in utter confusion at what was happening to me. 

Janet’s eyes continued to stare at my hard cock. I fought against the embarrassment. Janet put a hand to her mouth and pointed. I looked in horror

at a drip of pre-cum hanging from the end. 

“Maja,” called Melissa on seeing it about to dip off. Maja scurried in. 

“Be a deary and wipe the sissy cream from her clitty would you? She’s got a little excited at the prospect of remaining as a girl.” 

Maja looked at Melissa in astonishment then over to me and her eyes dropped to my cock. She sneered and returned to the kitchen and came back a minute later with a packet of wet wipes. She grabbed my cock roughly and wiped the end with one of the damp wipes. I recoiled from the chill and from her lack of care. She stared at me full in the face for a few moments. She then strode away holding the wet wipe in her hand and away from her body as if it were a piece of nuclear waste. 

Melissa clapped her hands. I wasn’t sure if it was in applause at Janet’s work or to attract my attention. She had my attention. 

“There will be lots of changes coming along Joanne. But there is one more change for today.” I looked at her with a new anxiety. I couldn’t imagine what was coming next. A shiver flowed though my body. “If you’re to become a girl then you need to start dating men.” 

My chin fell onto my chest with a thump. Dating men? I struggled to keep abreast of what was happening to me this morning. Melissa continued speaking, her words floating around in my head. 

“We’re going to put you onto a dating website and you’re going to go on dates with men. You’ve already dated Nick next door so it’s not as if you’re inexperienced with men.” 

I tried to speak but the words would emerge from my dry throat. A sick feeling at her words penetrated my stomach. I remembered the date with Nick. He had been a pleasant enough man. I’d managed to get through the date without anything untoward happening. I didn’t want to have to go through it all again though. 

Imogen approached me. “I can see you’re too excited for words Joanne. 

You’re going to be such a cute girl. The men will love you.” 

I coughed and found my voice. “But Mistress, with false breasts and no bum, any men I date will soon find out I’m not what I first appear to be.” I looked across at Julie. “Jules, tell them you don’t want me to date other people. We’re married.” My eyes pleaded with her. My date with Nick the neighbour had been traumatic enough for me. 

“You should have thought of that before you started seeing all those other women Joanne.” Julies spat back at me. “I don’t want you to date with

other women Joanne. Dating men is fine.” 

My lifeline was snatched away as I began to drown in all the changes they were making to my life. 

Melissa grinned. “I’m so glad you said that you mentioned the false boobs and lack of a female figure Joanne. What do you think we should do about that little problem then?” 

I mouthed a “don’t know” but Melissa never answered me. Instead she added, “sleep on it Joanne and tomorrow after breakfast give me some ideas about how you might get away with being a girl when you date men.” 

I gulped. They were determined that this be my next challenge. 

Chapter 3

Physical changes

Sleep wouldn’t come. The thoughts of the day swam through my head like a dingy in a sea storm. The open fronted-dresses, dating men. These ideas made me feel sick. How could Melissa expect me to date men? I was attracted to women not men, which is what got me into this situation in the first place. I knew that at first glances I might pass as a girl, they had done a good job on me. My new slim-line body, my beautiful hair. My long perfect nails. Few would guess at first glance I was a man under my pretty feminine clothing. Any future male date would soon find out if they tried to touch my tits or my flat bum. Maybe I needed some inserts for that too? On closer inspection my face had definite masculine traits. I couldn’t put my finger on it but there was something that said ‘male’. 

I watched the time pass though the night, my questions unanswered. 

The digital girl’s clock counting away the night’s minutes. I must have fallen asleep eventually as I woke with a start to see Maja standing over my bed. 

“Cleaning  vork to do Joanne,” she said once she saw my eyes were open. Her strong accent failing to make the ‘w’ sound annoyed me. 

She lifted a black maid’s dress on a hanger. As I rubbed my eyes, forcing myself to wake up, I saw a short French maid’s style dress. It was not the same as Maja’s. White frills adorned the hem and sleeves. I got out of my bed and pulled off my short baby-doll nightie. I rubbed my eyes as Maja unlocked my cock cage. My penis fell out into freedom with delight and into an instant morning erection. No reaction from Maja’s stern face. She pulled me to the shower room by my straining hard-on. It was just a handle to her. I showered remembering to not touch my cock under her hard stare. Maja waited and then washed my cock and balls roughly as ever without feeling. I raised my arms to the ceiling to allow her to scrub. We returned to the bedroom without speaking, our morning ritual now embedded into our routine. Maja pressed the little maid’s dress into my chest, her lips tight. I slipped it off the plastic hanger and pulled it over my head. 

I looked down with a sinking feeling. I’d forgotten about the adapted clothing I had to wear. The hem of the maid dress was open at the front like the white chiffon dress I’d tried on yesterday. My erection was framed by white lace, the dress open to my belly. 

Maja pushed a cloth and furniture spray into my hands. The lack of interest in my straining erection made my excitement stronger. 

“Clean. Downstairs.” She then pushed me out of my bedroom. “You have to do it before Melissa gets up. She  vants the house clean and tidy.” 

That problem with her ‘w’ irritating me again. 

I dusted and polished the entire downstairs and swept the floor. My open dress caused problems as my erection touched against the furniture. At 9am Maja called me to the kitchen to prepare and serve breakfast for Melissa and Imogen. Julie my wife had gone home the previous evening although I didn’t see her leave. I served a light breakfast of toast and grapefruit to Melissa and Imogen in the formal dining room. I brought in the fresh coffee which filled the air with its pleasant odour of roasted beans. Melissa’s eyes ran up and down my body, momentarily pausing at my exposed displayed penis. Satisfaction was etched on her face. 

The dining room was across the hall from the living room at the front of the house. Eight chairs surrounded the long rectangular dining table. The dark mahogany stood out against the white patterned wallpaper. A pattern of faint green shoots and light purple flowers across the walls. High skirting boards, chair rail and a picture rail all in a high gloss white. A faint odour of fresh paint hanging in the air. Crisp red velvet curtains had been pulled back to show the trees and green plants outside the window. Both Melissa and Imogen looked pleased at my new maid’s outfit with the open front. Maja had tied a large pink ribbon around my cock again. The cat’s bell tinkled as I clipped around in my high heels putting the toast out and pouring the coffee for them. My bell tinkled every time I curtsied to the women. I had the feeling that they were stifling giggles. 

I left them to eat and returned for my own breakfast of grapefruit. I was not permitted carbohydrate, Melissa wanted my figure to remain slim. After breakfast Melissa called me back into the dining room by ringing a handbell. 

I tottered in, my own little penis bell jingling, my erection swinging side to side. Melissa and Imogen had pulled their chairs around to face me and had their backs to the dining table. Imogen was in tightly fitting jeans and low-cut top. Her short fair hair was pulled back from her athletic face. Small stud earrings were the only jewellery she wore. She was without any discernible makeup and her face unlined and angular in a boyish way. Her sporting life glowed through radiant skin and muscular shoulders. I guessed she was either a weightlifter or a swimmer by her arms and shoulders. Probably both. 

Melissa was more feminine but in a businesswoman way. Long thick flowing reddish-brown hair and an hour-glass figure; a small waist and wide hips. She had large breasts as if she had plunged ripe melons inside her dress. 

I had never seen her in trousers of any kind, she always wore dresses. She was always dressed well. Her only affection to dressing down was to wear much shorter dresses or skirts at the weekend. Today being Sunday she was wearing a tiny dress. It would have shown her knickers when she sat had she not crossed her slim powerful legs. 

Seeing Melissa looking so sexy did no favours for my near-permanent erection. She instructed me to sit on the floor before them and to open my legs wide in the parody of a dog submitting. I would never get the chance to have any sexual relationship with this powerful woman. That drove me crazy. 

I wanted her desperately. I wanted to plunge my erection into her, making her cry out. A futile dream, a fantasy that would remain that way. Before she had taken charge of me and transformed me into Joanne, I couldn’t stand the sight of her. I still hated her but I had an overwhelming desire for her too. A craving that would never be satisfied. It made my situation uncomfortable and exhilarating. 

“So Joanne, have you given any thought about how you might get away with being a girl for the men you will be dating?” Melissa spoke softly. It was as if she were talking to a child. 

My thighs were starting to ache as I sat with my legs wide apart on the wooden floor, my bare bum resting on my heels. My cock was pointing to the ceiling and twitching with desire through the open front of my tiny maid dress. My false bust pushing the front out firmly. The open sides of the hem fell over the sides of my legs and around me on the floor. “Mistress please don’t make me date men. I’m not attracted to men. Only women.” 

Melissa looked quickly at Imogen and back to me as her face darkened. 

“This is exactly our problem, don’t you see Joanne? Julie asked me to cure you of your dreadful behaviour. The only way to cure you was to turn you into a submissive girl. Girls date men so it’s the next natural stage in your development and transformation. The fact you tell me you’re not attracted to men means that if I were to release you from my ownership you’d go back to how you were before. You’d be mistreating lovely Julie and women in general. I would have failed in my task and my promise to Julie. I will only release you back to Julie when Imogen and I are confident you are a girl. Do you see what I mean Joanne?” 

There was a certain logic to what she was saying but I didn’t want to be fending off amorous boyfriends. I imagined them getting angry when they found out I was a male myself. I shuddered. 

“Yes Mistress,” I mumbled. 

“So what’s your suggestion?” Melissa’s tone rising. She was becoming impatient and Imogen was fidgeting. 

I had to think of something. It was clear they were determined to make me go on dates with men. I wasn’t going to escape from their plan. Only once I had satisfied Melissa that I was acting as a real girl would she release me back to Julie. I had to think of something. Quickly. 

“Why not put some padding in my knickers, I hear they have shaped ones these days?” I offered without enthusiasm. 

Neither Melissa or Imogen looked impressed with my idea. Melissa looked to the ceiling before replying.”Well I suppose you’re trying. But you need to think more outside the box Joanne. Padded knickers will give you the same problem as false boobs. Once your male date touches your bum or boobs they are going to know you’re a male in disguise. What can we do?” 

 A man touching my bum?  I shivered. She cocked her head innocently on one side and changed over her crossed legs. I caught a glimpse of black frilly underwear. Her short dress was tight against her strong muscled thighs, her moment of exposure hidden away again. I was like a schoolboy ogling a sexy teacher at school. I ached for her, such was the intensity of my desire for Melissa. Yet she showed not the slightest interest in me as a man. To her I was a plaything to humiliate. Somehow this only intensified my desire for her. I didn’t understand. 

My legs were aching again and I allowed them to close together to relieve the strain. Imogen spotted this instantly and gestured with two hands a widening motion. I moved my legs out again, full exposure of my desperate erection. They were physiologically challenging my manhood, the very part of my body that had defined me as Joseph. It was my penis that made me a man. what I was. Now it was being redefined as feminine, pretty and something to humiliate. 

This weekend had seen a parade of changes to my situation. First Melissa telling me I was to remain a girl and couldn’t return to male-hood. 

Then the dresses with open fronts and the display and prettification of my penis. Now the threat of dates with men. I had to think of ways to be more female, to fool Melissa and Imogen into believing I accepted this

feminisation. I couldn’t breathe. Melissa coughed theatrically to bring me out of my daydream. Or was it a nightmare? A nightmare I was hating and loving in equal measure

Melissa was looking for something specific for me to say. I couldn’t see it. She wanted me to say what she was thinking, she was leading me into her plans. Where did she want me to go? What was on her mind? I didn’t know. I had to accept that I was to go on dates with men to satisfy her need to turn me into a submissive girl. I gritted my teeth and considered the problem of them finding out I was male. 

“I don’t know Mistress. I can’t think of anything I could do to make any man think I was female without having bum and breast implants, Adam’s apple shaved and having my clitty tucked away.” I shook my head. “And that would be ridiculous.” 

“Why would that be ridiculous Joanne?” Melissa spoke and my head shot up to glare the two women. There was a thump in my chest as if I’d been hit there. They sat back into their chairs, relaxed. My eyes switched between Melissa and Imogen. 

“Implants, Adam’s apple shave and clitty tuck. That would work.” 

Melissa leant forward again. I smelt her expensive perfume waft across to me in the air around us. She breathed out strongly. Her breath brushed against the end of my erection. Or was that just a breeze? My imagination hoping. Her thick red lips were open slightly. Inviting me. I wanted to push my own mouth onto hers and linger in her smell, push a probing tongue around her mouth. Explore her, taste her saliva. It wasn’t going to happen. I focused on what Melissa had just said. 

My mouth opened and closed as if I was gasping for air. I didn’t mean I wanted implants and my cock and balls tucked into my body. I’d meant it was the only solution to what she was asking me. It wasn’t a real solution, I wasn’t going to really have actual surgery.  Was I? 

Imogen stood and put her hand to her chin in contemplation. “You’re going to go on dates with men aren’t you Joanne?” She asked. 

I looked at the floor. My erection in my eye-line. “Yes Madam Imogen.” I had no choice but to agree in order to prove to her I accepted that I was to be more feminine. 

She continued. “And you wouldn’t want them to find out you’re a man would you?” 

I looked back at her piercing eyes. “No I wouldn’t want that Ma’am.” 

That was an easy thing to say. It was true, I was desperate not to date a man and if I had to, not to be outed as a man. 

“So imagine you’re having a nice meal and suddenly your date spots your Adam’s apple?” She waited for a response. 

“That would be a problem,” I replied

“Yes it would. So how could we fix that problem Joanne?” Imogen fixed me in her stare. 

I thought hard. “I could cover my neck with a scarf?” 

“Yes that would work temporarily. But imagine you’re in a hot restaurant. Wouldn’t it look strange to be wearing a scarf? Wouldn’t you be hot?” 

I nodded at her with small rapid movements of my head. She had a point. 

“So you’re on your date with an attractive man. As you will be, a pretty girl like you. You’re very warm as the food and the place is hot. You’d have to remove your scarf wouldn’t you Joanne? Then he’d see your Adam’s apple. 

He would cause a scene and leave the restaurant and you would fail your task to be accepted as a real girl. We’d have to start all over again.” 

Imogen got up and walked behind me and a feeling of discomfort fell on me. It was as if she were a wolf circling her prey, me. A vulnerable lamb waiting to be slaughtered. 

“I can think of no other solution than having my Adam’s apple surgically shaved and that’s not possible. It’s ridiculous.” I croaked. 

“It’s not possible Joanne? What  do  you mean it’s not possible?” Imogen returned to her chair. I followed her movement as she sat. The two women stared at me, unblinking. I wasn’t sure where they were going with this but I wasn’t keen on the discussion on surgery to remove the male bump in my throat. I convinced myself they were only enjoying my humiliation. 

Melissa took up the discussion. “Joanne. Let’s move on and assume he didn’t notice your Adam’s apple. I guess it’s possible. Let’s say he was so taken with your beautiful eyes, hair and  false 38C chest. But your chest isn’t real is it? And what if he wants to pinch your bum and he finds out you have padded knickers? So now we have to assume he didn’t notice your male throat and thought that you having padded knickers was normal. You know how odd men can be. The evening progresses and he tried to kiss you and touch your breasts. They aren’t real are they Joanne? What can we do about that?” 

“No Mistress, they’re not real.” Where was this going with this discussion? They just wanted to humiliate me by talking about me dating men.  That was it wasn’t it? 

Melissa stiffened and was losing patience again. I was not giving her what she was looking for. 

“Joanne,” she began.” You’re going to be dating men, we’ve agreed that. You need to pass this test for me to accept that you are a girl and for me to release you back to Julie. It’s what your wife wants too. She wants you back but only as a new person, not what you were before. You’re to be submissive and feminised for her. Your male date must not realise you are a male underneath or you will fail this test. But in your present physical state you are not going to pass that test are you? Not once they get close up and personal.” 

I didn’t like that thought one bit. Up close and personal with a male. 

But I had to pass the test otherwise I would not be permitted to return to my wife. If Julie didn’t accept me back I was lost. She had all the money, the house and the power. I would be penniless without her to support me. “No I wouldn’t pass your test Mistress Melissa.” 

“So tell me the only way you would pass the test with your dates,” 

Melissa asked. A touch of frustration and steel coming into her voice. 

I thought. “The only way to convince my dates would be for me to have real breasts, a real woman’s bum and my male throat shaved. But that’s not possible.” I argued hopefully. I saw at that moment where Melissa and Imogen were driving me. 

“But if it were possible Joanne, would you like it done? To look like a proper girl and pass my test? To look like a real girl Joanne.” Melissa looked down at my erection and back into my eyes

I thought about what Melissa had just said. “I can’t think of any other solution to pass your test Mistress.” I guessed at that moment that this was all about humiliating me. To tell them I wanted to be a real girl. I needed to pass her test to get my life back. If I told Melissa and Imogen I wanted to be a real girl and I wanted body surgery then they will feel they have won. This had to be the real test, to see if I was now thinking I wanted to remain as a girl. 

There was some attraction to remaining as a girl. These thoughts I’d been having, the clothes, the femininity was a beautiful liberating feeling. I loved that feeling but I didn’t want anything as drastic as surgery. It would be too permanent. How I was at this moment was much better, it gave me the option

to switch back and forth. Male to female, female to male. I decided to give Melissa what she wanted. It was also what I wanted. I wanted to be able to be girl. I’d leave out the fact I meant sometimes. 

“Yes Melissa I’d like to become a real girl. But if the surgery were possible, I wouldn’t want anything permanent. I assume surgery can be reversed?” I had covered all my bases. I had agreed to becoming a real girl. If Melissa was able to find someone to do surgery on me, I had the plan of a temporary approach so it could be reversed. 

Melissa clapped her hands together. “So you want me to have you turned into a real girl Joanne? Tell me.” 

I shivered at the enormity of what she wanted me to say. I kept my eyes on the final prize, a return to my wife and financial security. 

I sat up straight. “Yes Mistress I’d love you to turn me into a real girl.” 

My face burned. Had someone turned up the heating? 

“With real tits and a Brazilian style female bum?” 

 Brazilian style bum? Where did she get that from? “Yes with real tits and female bum. I told her what she wanted to hear. I waited for her to release me back to Julie. 

“That’s fantastic news Joanne. I have a great contact in the private medial profession. Dr Braithwaite. She’s the UK expert in plastic and reconstructive surgery. I’ll make an appointment for next week. We’ll see her in Central London. I’m so pleased you want to be a girl.” Melissa held her hands together as if praying. Melissa and Imogen looked at each other. 

A cold chill fell over me. All my heat fell away. It was like winter storming into the room, engulfing me in snow and ice. Did she really mean she would take me to have surgery to make my body more feminine? 

Looking at her face it seemed it was true. I had been suckered into a trap. 

“Mistress. It would be temporary wouldn’t it?” I pleaded desperately. 

“Don’t you want to be a girl now,” Imogen stood and looked disappointed. Her hand went to her hips. 

I had to recover the situation. I needed to pass as a real girl. If they wanted some kind of temporary surgery to implant breasts and a female bottom then it was a price I’d have to pay. I had to pass as a girl to be released and this seemed the only way. 

“I do want to be a girl mistress. But the operation would be reversible wouldn’t it?” Obviously I didn’t want to be a girl permanently but I had to tell her what she wanted. 

“All will be fine Joanne, you have nothing to worry about. Dr Braithwaite is the best in the country.” 

“Thank you Mistress.” A wave of relief washed over me. It would all be fine. Yes I would have to undergo the operation but then I would get it reversed once I was released back to Julie. That was what Melissa meant when she said it would be fine wasn’t it? That it would be reversible? 

Chapter 4

Travelling as a girl

Melissa didn’t become a successful business owner and lawyer by delaying decisions. Having gained what she took as my agreement to having surgery, she booked an appointment with Dr Braithwaite for Monday morning. At 7am sharp I was woken by Maja and Imogen entering my bedroom. They were having a vigorous discussion about something. I sat up in bed and wiped my sleepy eyes as they stood by the bed. 

Maja was wearing her usual maid’s cleaning dress, a black outfit. My sleepy mind registered that I was subservient to a maid. As usual in the morning she had on a full-length plastic disposable apron in order to assist me in having a shower. Imogen looked every part the ex-military officer in what appeared to be a soldier’s pullover in grey-blue with leather parts on the elbows. Her dark-blue trousers were tucked into knee-high boots. her boots were most definitely not military issue, especially with heels which made her over six-feet tall. I didn’t know anything about this woman who had been tasked with training me to be a girl. Her regime was strict and organised. She believed in repetition to change my behaviour. She had made me get used to walking in high heels through hours of practice, up and down, back and forth. 

Imogen told me to get up and take off my nightie while continuing the discussion with Maja. They were discussing Melissa’s instructions for preparing me for the trip to central London. I listened as I thought about the enormity of the meeting with the private plastic surgeon Dr Braithwaite. 

I slid out of the bed and pulled my nightie over my head and stood naked but for my pink cock cage waiting for Imogen’s next command. I noticed my calves aching as my feet flattened on the floor. I reduced the ache by standing on tip-toes. After the weeks of wearing very high heels my muscles had contracted. It was uncomfortable to stand in my bare feet. I told myself that once Melissa released me I would have to work at stretching the muscles back into length. Nevertheless, this sign of the change in my physical body gave me a jolt of realisation. It reminded me of an equivalent change in my mental and behaviour. 

My cock was straining against the pink silicone of the cage as I waited for Imogen to give me my instructions. My morning burst of blood tried to flow into my trapped, caged member. Imogen unlocked the padlock without

looking as she and Maja continued talking. The conversation was getting heated. I wobbled on my tip-toes as my feet started to ache. I tried to put my feet flat on the floor again but my shortened calf muscles wouldn’t allow it. 

I tuned into to their debate. Melissa had told them to shower and dress me as usual but also to ‘milk me’. It was her unusual turn of phrase meaning to masturbate me. Imogen wanted it done by Maja. Maja could then wash my clitty after making sure all my cum was cleaned away and I smelt nice. Maja thought that I should start milking it myself as she didn’t like doing it. Imogen was explaining that I wasn’t permitted to touch myself so that wasn’t possible. 

Maja’s face was reddening. 

Imogen had the final say and instructed Maja to milk me and that it was the end of the discussion. I would have preferred it to be Imogen or better still, Melissa. Imogen said that she and Melissa had to get me to the doctor’s office by 9.30am. They would be catching public transport. My head flicked up so strongly at hearing this that the two women stopped talking and looked at me. 

I composed myself so that I didn’t offer any encouragement to Imogen to spank me. “Mistress, did you say we’re going by public transport?” I had assumed we would be travelling to see the doctor in Melissa’s large German car with the blackened windows. 

“Yes, by underground tube train. What’s the problem?” 

I swallowed hard. I hoped I would be permitted to wear my old male clothing to travel in public. “What will I be wearing Mistress?” I cleared my throat hoping for a confirmation that I would be in my old male clothes, wherever they might be. 

“Don’t be stupid Joanne,” snapped Imogen. 

I saw that this was the end of the discussion. Was I going to wear my male clothes or not? I guessed that because the answer was so curt that it was obvious. How could they send me out in public and travel on public transport in a short little dress. No it wouldn’t happen, even Melissa would be that cruel. A thought hit me, she had sent me out on a date with Nick the neighbour and I had worn a dress. But it was dark, even in the pub. No they wouldn’t do it I thought and put the idea to the back of my mind. It would be good to put on trousers and again. I imagined how that might feel again, a feeling of relief and disappointment. 

A firm tug on my erect cock. Maja’s disgusted face indicated that the milking session was beginning. Maja’s hands were encased in surgical gloves

as she breathed in deeply and slowly. The displeasure at what she was doing obvious and etched in the screwed-up lines of her face. Imogen watched, hands folded and eyebrows knitted. I looked at her, I didn’t understand why after so much time being desperate to cum, they were now masturbating me. I wasn’t going to complain. It wasn’t ideal but it would be a great relief. 

Imogen read my mind. “Melissa doesn’t want you in a state of excitement during our morning out. The doctor might want to examine you and a hard-on is not very professional is it?” 

Whatever the reason, I wasn’t complaining. It had got to the stage when anything would do to relieve the pent-up pressure. I thought back at one or two of the young girls I’d had sex with. No oil paintings but needs must and I needed to get a release at that time and they were the only options. I didn’t imagine that I’d be pleased to be masturbated by a moody girl in rubber gloves. How times change. 

Maja had placed a metal bowl at the end of my cock to catch the seminal discharge when I came. She was rough and mechanical. Soon the tingling came into my rigid cock and the build up approached. I closed my eyes as my cum shot into the bowl with a rush. I sighed and opened my eyes to see boredom on Imogen’s face. I reddened in embarrassment at my momentary bout of pleasure being so obvious. Now I was finished I felt stupid and humiliated. A naked man standing with a flaccid cock dangling in a bowl as Maja squeezed out the dregs of my cum. She was like a frustrated diner in a café trying to get the last of the mayonnaise out of a squeezy plastic bottle. No other emotion. Utter humiliation. 

I tip-toed to the shower room and washed and allowed Maja to clean my cock and behind my foreskin. She shaved my pubic hair under the watchful eyes of Imogen. My female triangle of pubic hair was clear and obvious. I dried and applied lavender scented body cream and tip-toed back to my room with my two jailers. Maja sprayed perfume over my face and neck. Imogen clipped the cat’s bell into the ring in my foreskin. I had hoped they would leave this off for my trip out of the home. 

My calves were painful and I wondered how I would mange to walk in my old male shoes when outside. My wet hair dripped over my shoulders and down my back and front. Imogen pointed to the chair and dressing table in the corner of my room. I stumbled on my toes feeling vulnerable in my nakedness. The bell tinkled gently as I sat down. 

Maja brushed my long hair by brushing and putting in large amounts of

hair spray. She styled in with curling tongs all along its length. It came down when straight to the small of my back. She finished with a hairdryer. I had long flowing hair with strong curls falling down my face and over my shoulders. I looked like a woman in a hair-product advert. She had made a good job of it and I admired my look in the mirror. I looked good and pushed at my puffy hair with the back of my fingers and swung my head from side to side. It bounced beautifully. For a moment I was pleased with the result. 

“You’re looking very pretty now Joanne.” Imogen stated standing to one side as Maja continued to spray and fiddle with my hair. She tied a small pink bow in the back amongst the thick flowing locks. I turned my head to look in the mirror. The pink ribbon with a large bow looked lovely, Maja had done an excellent job. 

“Thank you Mistress Maja,” I said caught up in the moment. The bow had been a nice touch and added a femininity to my already pretty hair style. 

A warm satisfaction flowed through me. 

Wait. I shook my head.  What was I thinking?  I was enjoying the styling of my beautiful long feminine hair. What had they done to me. I was accepting being a girl? I put my hands to my eyes, I’d forgotten something else in my moment of feminine madness. I was going out. In public. They had given me a feminine hairstyle. What would I look like with long flowing hair with a pink bow when dressed in male shirt and trousers? 

“Mistress Imogen, I can’t go out like this?” 

“Why ever not Joanne?” 

“It’s a girl’s hairstyle and I’ll look stupid dressed in male clothes when we go out.” 

“You’re a girl.” Imogen’s face creased in fake surprise. She shook her head and closed her eyes as if she didn’t know what to do with me. Maja went to my wardrobe and returned. She was carrying a small yellow dress on a hanger. 

“Where are my trousers?” I asked desperately. 

Imogen’s face hardened. “What are you talking about Joanne?” 

“My male clothing for leaving the house?” 

“Don’t be a stupid girl,” she answered, “why would you think you would be wearing male clothing?” 

I had fooled myself. No one had never said I was going to go out in male clothing. 

“Now be a good girl and put on your bra and inserts and then the pretty

dress. Do your makeup and then we can all have breakfast and go.” Imogen ordered. 

Speech deserted me as Imogen’s impatience showed even on her unexpressive face. I put on my bra and pulled my dress on. It was canary yellow so blending into the background was not going to be an option. Maja threw my silver six-inch heels down and I thrust my feet into them. Relief filled my straining calves as they settled into the shoes. I was on the balls of my feet but supported by the shoes. 

My dress flared out from my tiny waist, like a ballet dancer’s dress. I was happy at least to be covered and not to have to wear a dress with an open front. It was, like all my dresses and skirts, very short. My cock was still soft after Maja’s milking and the hem only fell an inch or two below the tip. 

I looked up from the dress to see the two women staring at me. “What knickers will I be wearing Mistress?” 

Imogen breathed out one of her sighs of frustration. “You know you’re not permitted knickers Joanne now hurry up and do your makeup we don’t have much time.” 

 No knickers?  “Mistress, I can’t go out without knickers, the dress is too short.” 

My protest was met with a slap across my face. I should have known not to question Imogen but it came out in my desperation at the situation facing me. I had to go out in daylight and travel in a yellow mini dress with no underwear on.  This was insane wasn’t it? 

Imogen and Maja didn’t seem to think so. I did my makeup, put in the silver dangling earrings that Imogen had passed me and we went downstairs. 


* * *

The morning rain had cleared but the sky remained overcast. The early September chill had been replaced by a warmer southerly breeze. The trees rustled outside the window and I stood waiting in the hallway. A cherry wood side table with ornate legs stood in the hall. On it was a reproduction teak 1930s style clock which ticked loudly. A countdown to more humiliation. We were to leave at 8.15 and the thin metal hands pointed to 8.10. The ticking unnerved me as I imagined a time-bomb about to go off. The wide glossy black front door reflected back a distorted ghost in yellow with long exposed legs. Me. For now the door was shut tight, protecting my humiliation from the world beyond. Was I really going to step out into the damp breezy

morning air dressed as a girl for the world to see? 

Melissa suggested that it was too fresh for me to go out with bare legs and told me to put on stockings. My instant thought of her caring about me being cold was flattened by Imogen. She produced a white suspender belt and light tan stockings. Imogen bent down to help me with the suspender belt and to clip it on to the stocking tops. The close proximity of her face and mouth kicked my limp cock into life. Her warm breath as she struggled with the belt clips on the stockings tingled against my cock head peeking out from the retracting foreskin. 

Imogen noticed and stood up. She slapped it twice, stinging the sensitive head as she told me to stop having an erection. As if I had anything to do with it? It was all her doing. 

“If you don’t make that go down you’ll be going out with it poking out from the bottom of your dress. It will be all your fault,” she said as I tugged at the hem and willed it to go down. 8.12am and Melissa and Imogen put on jackets and pulled at their sleeves. 

The chug of a cog in the clock moved the long hand on one minute to 8.13. A gust of wind outside blew a distant tin can down the street, the clattering sound faded into the distance. Melissa delved into her bag looking for something. She was stunning today in a black leather dress, the hem one inch above her knee. A black jacket over covered her top and a silver necklace fell into her cleavage. 

“I think Joanne will need a jacket too. It’s not that warm,” she said The shadows of low clouds passed through the obscured glass on the windows either side of the black front door. Imogen offered to get the jacket as she said it would be quicker than me fiddling around. She clopped up the stairs two at a time. My cock had gone down and I breathed out. The clock hand moved on. 8.14. Melissa called to Imogen to hurry or they would be late for the doctor. She moved to the door and put her hand on the handle. I stared ahead at the solid immobile door watching as her hand twisted the handle in impatience. 

I glanced down at my legs. My pride at how sexy they looked turned to horror. The straps of my suspender came below the hem of my short dress. 

There were two inches of bare flesh between the lacy tops of my stockings and the hem of my dress. I was expected to go out with the tops of my stockings and suspender straps on full show. I had to say something. I would attract attention. I looked like a stage prostitute. 

“Mistress?” 

“Yes Joanne?” 

“My stocking tops and suspender straps show. People will look.” 

“Yes Joanne. And?” 

“I look like some kind of bimbo Mistress.” 

“Yes that’s right Joanne.” She looked at me to say conversation over. 

She wanted to humiliate me by attracting attention to me. 

I gasped for something to say but couldn’t. It was deliberate. Melissa wanted me on show as a bimbo. My only consolation was that no one would ever recognise me as Joseph. 

Imogen returned with a white jacket and I slipped it on. I raised my arms which lifted the hem of my dress above the end of my cock dangling between my suspender straps. This journey was going to be a challenge. The hall clock chugged on to 8.15 and Melissa called out in a cheery tone, 

“ready?” She opened the door. 

The door swung back to reveal the muggy greyness of the day. I stared forward but didn’t move. Melissa passed through the threshold and out to the front path. Two fingers in my back propelled me forward. I staggered through from the warm hallway and into the cooler air outside. I tried to balance on the stilt-like six inch heels. A gust blew my dress up to my stomach and I pushed it down. I scanned in panic beyond the front gate but no one was around. I’d got way with it. I was going to have to hold my dress down and try to balance on my heels while walking. All at the same time. 

The walk to the tube station took fifteen long minutes. I staggered in the high heels on the uneven pavements. I’d never noticed how bad they were before. In the days I wore flat male shoes. Melissa and Imogen were surprisingly patient with my difficulty maintaining a steady pace. It was fifteen minutes struggling with my tiny yet flared dress which wanted to take the breeze like the sail of a small sailing boat. Melissa and Imogen were uninterested in my travails. It was an odd relief to reach the entrance to the station and to be out of the wind. 

Melissa bought me a ticket from the automatic machine and held it in my face. “Now Joanne,” she said with the manner of a school teacher. “Don’t forget to keep your legs closed together when sitting. You don’t want to give anyone sitting opposite you on the train any nasty views do we?” 

“No mistress,” I replied thinking that this was rather obvious. I wasn’t happy she spoke in such a loud voice. I glance around but apart from passers-

by staring at my legs, no one was listening. 

The freshness of the air played around under my dress like little butterflies. Soft air currents flowed around the station foyer as my balls and cock shrunk into my body. I was thankful for this as it gave me another inch of cover under the dress. I clip-clopped in my heels to the ticket barriers. The tinkle of the foreskin bell which had been obscured by the traffic noise outside was now more obvious. Imogen told me she could hear the bell with a lop-sided grin of malice on her face. 

My eyes twisted around the foyer. Up to now I’d kept my eyes to the ground but now I saw I was attracting attention. A very short bright dress with the tops of my stockings showing meant I had gawping stares from everyone. Females looking horrified and men leering. Leering? At me? 

We waited on the platform for the approaching tube train under the stares of the commuters and other travellers. It was me they were looking at. 

We see many unusual sights in London, as in many other major cities. A slim woman in a tiny bright dress with stocking tops showing will always get an audience. Melissa knew that. I considered it as part of my overall punishment for my treatment of my wife. I had expected it to finish but it was stretching on. And on. I knew that the wind would precede the arrival of the train and had my hands on the hem of my dress. 

The journey was uneventful except for the looks from the other passengers. I hated the lustful stares and sniggers of the men. I tugged hard at my dress to cover the tops of my stocking but it was too short. I hated the disgusted looks of the women as I got the attention of the men. At least I managed to keep my penis covered. In these circumstances there was no way I was ever going to get an erection. I was thankful for small mercies. 


* * *

Dr Braithwaite was a stern woman in her late 50s. I sat facing her in her office, sitting between Melissa and Imogen. The room was in a Victorian building in the West End of London. The ceilings were high with original chalk-white coving around the edges. A glossy black metal Victorian fireplace behind the doctor was in such perfect condition it looked as if it had been installed yesterday. The walls were unpapered and painted in a flat white emulsion. Prints of the English countryside were hanging on thin steel chains from a picture rail. The smell of air freshener permeated the room. 

Dr Braithwaite complemented Melissa and Imogen on what they had

done to me. I hadn’t known what to expect from someone in the medical profession. My worst fears were realised when she had greeted me with a

“What a pretty girl we have here.” 

She said they had taken me as far as possible without invasive surgery. 

 Invasive?  She enthused over my clothing. She noted how my arms and legs had lost much of their male muscle tone and were thin and female. She praised Melissa for this which increased my foreboding. Dr Braithwaite outlined to Melissa and Imogen what she proposed. Her face turned from one to the other, blanking me. She suggested female hormones if they wished. 

They shook their heads. Melissa said, “Not yet Doctor, maybe in the future.” 

Doctor Braithwaite said she would inject fat into my bum cheeks to sculptor a very rounded female bottom. She would then insert silicone implants into my chest to give me ‘at least’ a 40D breast. Or more if they wished. She would shave my Adam’s apple. She suggested some treatment to my lips to thicken them into a pout. This didn’t all sound temporary. I asked permission to speak. 

“Dr Braithwaite. I assume this can all be reversed?” 

“My dear girl,” she replied with a rich deep voice. She could have been an opera singer if she had not chosen the medical profession. “You have nothing to worry about. You do want to become a pretty girl don’t you? I’m here to correct what nature failed to give you.” 

A jolt ripped through my stomach at her words and my cock burst into life despite this morning’s earlier release by Maja and her rubber gloves. Why would becoming a girl turn me on? I knew I had to keep Melissa thinking I was a reformed character and pleased to be a girl. 

“Yes doctor, I do want to be a girl. I just want to be reassured that it can be reversed. That it is all temporary.” 

Dr Braithwaite looked at Melissa and Imogen then back at me. “As I said Joanne, you have nothing to worry about. Everything will be fine and you’ll become a lovely young lady. Maybe not so young but very attractive and very pretty all the same. The men are going to love you” 

I groaned inside at her throwaway comment about men. Yet everything will be fine I told myself. She hadn’t quite said it couldn’t be reversed but if the doctor said I’d be fine then good. It would all be OK,  wouldn’t it? 

“Stand up Joanne.” Doctor Braithwaite’s stern voice broke through. I stood, pushing the chair out behind me. I put my hands over the front of my dress to hide the growing hard on. 

“Hands away from your clitty Joanne and curtsy for the Doctor.” 

Melissa wasn’t having any of my attempts at covering myself. I curtsied and my hard penis popped out into view. 

Doctor Braithwaite was unconcerned with curtsies or erections, she was comfortable in her superiority. She walked round to where I was standing. 

She told me to remove all my clothes so she could look at what she had to work with. I did as ordered stepping out of my dress and shoes and rolling down my stockings. I balanced myself with one hand on the back of my chair. I’d been naked so many times in front of women. I was becoming immune to it. After stripping off my bra I stood naked and feeling vulnerable as the Doctor walked around me. She poked and prodded me around my chest and knelt down to feel my buttocks. 

She moved round to my penis which had lost much of the earlier excitement. She grabbed it causing me to flinch. She rolled in round in her hands then cupped my calls. 

“What would you like me to do with this Melissa?” She faced Melissa but held onto my balls. I flinched again, what did she mean? 

Melissa asked the question for me. “What do you mean Doctor?” 

“I mean I could reform it into a nice vagina. The balls would have to go.” 

I cried out and my knees buckled. Imogen moved off her seat in a blur and slapped me round the face. The Doctor continued inspecting my penis and balls as if re-imagining them as a vagina. 

“Oh that sounds nice.” Melissa responded. 

“What?” I exploded which initiated another slap across my face, much harder this time. 

“But I have to say no doctor, leave her clitty as it is. Her wife hasn’t approved anything quite so extreme.” I breathed out, a sound like a steam train leaving a platform at Melissa’s words. 

The doctor dropped my balls with evident disappointment. “Shame. But you’re the customer.” Her chagrin at Melissa’s refusal to her suggestion clear. 

I couldn’t believe this doctor could be so blithe at her suggestion she remove my penis and balls. I’d survived. It would have been a step too far and maybe Melissa knew that. Even my financial security wasn’t worth that. Not that I was permitted to use my penis any more. I wasn’t even allowed to touch it. It was no longer my property. 

Doctor Braithwaite returned to her desk and told me to get dressed. “I

have a space for Friday. It will take the whole day but it will all be done. New rounded female buttocks, Adam’s Apple removal and new breasts.” 

Melissa sat up in surprise. “Yes let’s do it. Friday.” 

I was shocked. This was really going to happen. I resolved then that the sooner it was done and I passed Melissa’s final test then the sooner I could get away from my prison. 

“Excellent,” the doctor leaving behind her apparent disappointment. 

She was not permitted to reshape my penis into a vagina but happy at the news she would be able to perform the other procedures. “What size bum and breast would you like?” The doctor was all business again. 

I flushed at the idea they were talking about my body. They were deciding what to do with me. I had little choice. A tiny spark of enthusiasm rose in my stomach and I quickly extinguished it. It wasn’t obvious if that was with panic or some deeper anticipation. I admonished myself for the idea it might be something new and desirable. 

“Well she has 38C inserts and they look good but let’s go with something bigger. Say 40D?” I swivelled to look at Melissa. 40D would make me look even more like an overinflated bimbo. Melissa’s cold stare stopped my protest as my mouth opened. I shut it, my teeth clattering together. “And,” Melissa continued. “Give her a nice large round bum shape. 

Think Jennifer Lopez and Kim Khardashian.” 

My mouth dropped open again. 

“Excellent,” the doctor repeated. She turned her gaze away from Melissa to me. “You’re going to be a very pretty and desirable girl Joanne. 

I stared back, my mouth still open. Large breast, large round bum and a pretty girl. My penis stood to attention and burst past the dress hem and my hands on my lap, 

“Oh look,” said the doctor. “She’s very excited at the prospect of becoming a real girl. Are you sure you don’t want that vagina operation?” 

Melissa chucked and shook her head. Why would a deeper move into becoming a girl be so sexually exciting? My penis couldn’t answer in words but it showed it by its action. That action said it was exciting. 

Chapter 5

A date as a girl

I sat at my dressing table. It had been one month since my operation by Doctor Braithwaite. It was around 7pm, mid-October and the sun had set an hour ago. Rain spattered against my window but the warmth from the radiator made me feel cosy. I hugged myself thinking about the autumn chill outside my window. My tight arms under my chest and lifted my new breasts up to my chin. I was still getting used to dealing with the different ways I had to do things. 

The weight of my new chest felt good. I hadn’t expected this. My extra-large bum was less comfortable. Both were going to take some getting used to. I wondered if I’d have scars when my new breasts were removed again. 

After I’d passed Melissa’s test of femininity. My shaved throat had healed completely. That was a price I’d have to pay. No more Adam’s apple. 

Melissa had excused me of any work of any kind for the past four weeks, which was a big plus. It annoyed Maja which was even more pleasing. Melissa told me to recover and to do nothing physical. On the negative side Imogen had provided lots of books on love stories from the woman’s perceptive and magazines on makeup and beauty. I was also left alone a lot which was nice. I spent much of my time in my room and some of it wandering the back garden. I kept away from the back and any chance of bumping into Nick again. Being left on my own meant I had to wear a cock cage continuously. It was only removed to allow Maja to wash my penis and balls then she clamped it on again. However, Melissa had taken to calling me

‘dear’ occasionally and had relaxed her stern attitude. Not entirely, just a little. 

I was dressed in a tiny pink flowery skirt. It was about 6 inches long and it hadn’t been adjusted at the front by Melissa’s tailor friend so it covered my cock cage. It flowed and bounced as I walked and showed off my new large rotund bottom. The skirt hung over it like it was hanging off a shelf. 

The doctor had injected fat into my buttocks and the effect was instant and successful. I had what she described as a Brazilian bottom. Melissa had tweaked my dress style for a third time since my time there. My skirts and dresses were still micro short and revealing but now all my tops were extra-low cut. They revealed my new cleavage. No need to cover inserts now. My 40D bust seemed to be permanently on the verge of falling out. She wanted

my breasts flaunted. 

My bum had settled down after initially being sore and tender. My breasts were still tender as the doctor had made incisions a couple of inches below my nipples to fit the silicon inserts inside. I noticed a strong sensitivity around my nipples that hadn’t been there before the operation. It was nice when I stroked my nipples. This was a new feeling, stirring and intoxicating. 

Melissa had also changed my hair colour. My natural dark hair had given way to platinum blond hair. It fell in thick luscious waves over my new breasts and down my slender back. I posed in the body-length mirror. I looked sexy. My stocking tops were, as always, below the hemline of my mini skirt. My shoes were six inches high. The problem was that I looked like a caricature of a sexy woman. Melissa had exaggerated everything. I was nervous. I looked like a bimbo. 

Imogen had taken several photos of me, face and body in my ‘bimbo’ 

clothes. She had got my low front and huge chest in the photo. I was all boobs, blond hair and false eyelashes. What I hadn’t realised at that moment was that she had opened an account with an online dating site. She had communicated with men who contacted me. She had arranged for one of them to come to the house to take me out tonight. A date! I had hoped that it had been just a threat but it was real. I had to prove to Melissa I could pass as a girl to be released back to Julie my wife. I had already been on one date. 

That was with Nick the neighbour. I’d managed to get away with it and to avoid his clumsy attempt at a kiss. This would be more challenging. I looked like I wanted sex. 

I wanted to bite my nails but that wasn’t possible as they were long, false and acrylic. They were more like talons and I would have got into trouble if I damaged my expensively manicured luminous pink nails. As I was inspecting my nails, Imogen appeared silently in my open doorway. 

“Come with me Joanne.” She turned and left again. 

I tottered after her on my six-inch heels. Imogen led me down two flights of stairs into the basement area. The last time I’d been here was for the full beauty regime undertaken by Mandy. She had given me a full female hairstyle, removed my body hair permanently and thinned my eyebrows. 

Melissa was waiting in the beauty area sitting on the medical style bed. I had a bad feeling but I curtsied to her. 

“Good evening mistress,” I said. 

She got off the bed and pointed. “Lay on the bed girl.” 

I asked what she was going to do but didn’t expect or receive a reply. 

Imogen leant over me. I saw she’d slipped on a pair of latex medical gloves. 

This didn’t look good. She pushed my knees apart and pulled my skirt up and unlocked my cock cage. She placed it on a side table. 

“So Joanne,” Melissa began as I lay there like a chicken waiting to be cooked. She towered over my prone body. Her perfume filled the air and I also smelt a faint peppermint smell from her mouth as her face leant closer to mine. I looked longingly at her thick lips, beautiful face and tussled reddish hair. She was still in her office clothes, a smart dark blue skirt and jacket with a patterned blouse beneath. She continued. “At 7.30 Jack will be coming to take you out on your first date as a proper girl.” I tried to raise myself but Imogen pushed me back down with a single latex-covered hand. 

“Who, why, what,” I stuttered.” 

Melissa smiled one of her rare grins. “You look very good but we do have one problem. What do you think that might be Joanne?” 

Melissa did enjoy setting me rhetorical questions. The problem I could see was that everything I wore was too revealing. A micro skirt showing my stocking tops and suspenders. I had the lowest cut top possible without actually showing my breasts entirely. 

“My clothing’s too revealing mistress?” That response only elicited a slap around my cheek from Imogen. 

“Noooo.” Melissa strung out the negative word for effect. “Your clothes are not revealing enough but never mind we do have to think of others.” 

“I’m sorry mistress but I don’t know.” I thought it best to get her to the point rather than prolong my agony. She was going to do what she wanted to anyway. 

She leant in closer. A stronger smell of perfume and peppermint. She did smell great. “Your little winky is in the way of you being a proper girl.” 

My stomach turned in fear. What were they going to do? I looked around and apart from Imogen’s medical gloves, there were no clues. Melissa nodded at Imogen. Imogen pulled my penis up and out of the way then prodded at my balls. I pulled my head up and craned my neck. Imogen was pushing my balls  inside my body. I gasped. 

“Don’t worry Joanne, it’s quite safe. Imogen’s tucked them into your inguinal canal. It’s where they go when they’re cold so it’s quite natural.” 

My desperate eyes were bulging. I had a penis and nothing else, my

balls had disappeared. Imogen had put them inside my own body. It looked odd and despite my increasing femininity my reaction was one of panic. I tried to get up and a heat flushed through my face. A panic rose in me. My breathing stalled. 

“Calm down Joanne. It’s fine. They are still there, just temporarily hidden away. Jack will be here soon. With your skirt being so short you don’t want to be showing off a protuberance where girls should haven’t alone. You wouldn’t want that would you? I’m only thinking of you Joanne. Avoiding any problems.” 

I relaxed and laid back down. She had a point and in her own strange way, seemed to care. If only about protecting my new identity as a girl. My attention was drawn to a stretching sound. Imogen was stripping off a nine-inch length of wide grey tape. Her head dipped down and disappeared between my legs. I felt her pull my penis back tightly to my bum hole then she covered it with the highly adhesive tape. I raised myself on my elbows and Melissa didn’t stop me. I had a smooth grey crotch area. No more protuberance to use Melissa’s word. I went to slide off the bed. 

Melissa’s hand prevented me. “Not so fast Joanne. We haven’t finished yet.” 

Melissa went over to a desk and returned holding a pair of white g-string panties. They looked like the male jock straps I used to wear to hold my cock and balls in place when playing football and cricket when I was young. 

Melissa held them up and stretched them out twice in front of me. 

“They’re called  gaff panties Joanne. They are to hold you in place. All good girls with little winkies like you have to wear them. They hold the bits in place. But to be extra sure, in case the date goes well and Jack wants to fondle your vagina, the back up plan is you say it’s your time of month.” 

Imogen removed a white bag from a box and ripped it open. It was a female sanitary pad. “We’ll pop this inside your panties as an extra precaution. Girls have to wear these so it makes sense you do too now.” 

Melissa’s grin broadened again. 

Under the excuse of protection from a potential attempt to grope me, she had me wearing female sanitary pads. Once my new gaff panties were on and the sanitary pad firmly stuck inside I stood up. It was an unusual feeling, nothing hanging between my legs. A pang of excitement shot through my body. My penis tried to grow but was held firmly in place by the super-

strength tape. As were my balls. 

The two women led me upstairs to the front room. The hall clock said 7.25pm and the imminent date with a man caused me to feel sick. Imogen held me in front of the full length mirror. I looked like someone I would want to take to bed. Definitely not someone I would want to marry though. The tiny frilly skirt barely covered my knickers. I could see what Melissa meant about having to tuck my penis and balls away. They would have protruded below the hem of the skirt if my penis was not pulled back. My white top was tight against my slim muscle-free body. Huge breasts burst out from my front. Long blond hair hung down over my shoulders and I batted large black false eyelashes. My stockings were patterned fish-net and black. Glossy black shoes made me walk on the balls of my feet and toes. 

When I’d dated Nick I was dressed more sensibly. Tonight I looked like I was going out to a fancy-dress party as the town bimbo. The door bell rang out. My stomach churned as Melissa called out, “that will be Jack.” I felt sick. 

I glanced at my reflection again as Imogen went to the front door. I heard her greeting him and a man’s voice talking to her in soft deep tones. My stomach turned over again. Bile came to my throat. 

They entered the living room. Imogen first then my first appearance of Jack in the door frame. I was surprised as he looked about 35, younger than me. He was in a grey suit, which I hadn’t expected, and a light blue fitted shirt with open collar. Clean shaven with smart brown hair and large brown droopy eyes. He stopped as he entered. His eyes ran up and down my body. 

Melissa had overdone it, I was dressed like a slut. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand,  had he been drooling?  I shuddered. He looked wealthy, the suit fitted well, his shirt had a silky effect. He brushed back his side-parted short hair and an expensive watch glistened in the light. 

“Er hello Joanne. Er you look very pretty.” He stumbled over his words as he couldn’t keep his lascivious eyes off me. They were all over my body. 

They flitted over my long slim legs and stockings before alighting on my now enormous cleavage. “I’ve booked a local restaurant but I’ll drive us there. You might struggle in those heels.” His eyes didn’t leave my breasts as he spoke. 

I picked up my handbag and held my hand in the soft girlie manner Imogen had drilled into me. I slipped on my white jacket. It was almost the same length as my skirt. I had a tight balancing act to perform. I had to make him believe I was a real girl and pass Melissa’s test but make sure he wasn’t

so keen that he wanted to kiss me. Or worse. 

Jack stood back and opened the door wider. “Shall we go then? Ladies first.” He gestured with an open palm for me to go through the door. 

“Oh she’s no lady Jack. Take care and have a nice evening.” Melissa couldn’t resist the dig and the double meaning. Jack blushed and hurried after me. 

We walked up the path from the front door with Imogen and a beaming Melissa following our every move. Jack’s black BMW car was parked directly outside the gate on the road. He hurried past me as the twin tone of the car unlocking rang out. Jack bent down and opened the door for me. This was new. I slipped in holding my skirt onto my legs. A warm feeling ran through my body. That was nice. He opened the door and let me in first. I shook my head at my stupid thoughts of enjoying the attention. I told myself not to enjoy being treated like a lady. 

Jack drove us for five minutes to a restaurant just off the high street. He spent more time looking at my legs than the road so I was thankful when we arrived. This was new, a man ogling my body. If only he knew. 

As I unclipped my seat belt he jumped out with a smooth movement and came round to my side of the car. He opened the car door for me. I gave out a little ‘oh’ of surprise. I got out exposing my gaff panties. I was thankful for the tucking that Imogen had performed earlier. His eyes shot to my crotch area. His hand went out to mine and he steadied me. I mumbled a ‘thank you’. 

I was surprised at my enjoyment of being treated like this. 

Throughout the meal he was very polite and when I told him what I wanted he ordered for me. I hadn’t ever experienced that before. I’d always done the ordering. I thought I could get used to the attention he was giving me, if not for the fact he was a man. The main problem over dinner was that he was distracted by my bosom. When he spoke to me his eyes were firmly planted on my breasts. I had a sinking feeling that it would soon be his hands planted there. 

Once we’d finished, Jack paid and we waited for our jackets. Jack took mine from the waiter and held it for me as I put it on. We had got on very well and he was the perfect gentleman. He had treated me like a lady, I relaxed. I was worried where the evening might lead next but for now I had to admit that I had enjoyed myself. I’d never been treated so well before. As a male, I had never experienced being dated like a female. It was nice. The door holding and letting me choose first, ordering for me. I enjoyed that. I

kept asking myself what was going on in my head. I pulled on my jacket and my breasts pushed forward. Yes I even enjoyed them. They felt good. I noticed that they had the attention of most men in the restaurant as did my legs. Or maybe it was the stocking tops and suspender straps. 

Jack suggested a walk along the high street. It was gusty and fresh but there was no rain so I agreed. I wanted to experience more of the chivalry that Jack had shown towards me. I didn’t want to return just yet to the sour-faced Imogen and Maja or the bossy Melissa. Jack took my hand and I flinched but decided I had to go along with it. He’d been such a gentleman that it was probably OK. I wasn’t comfortable with holding hands with a man but I had to keep this charade going. 

We chatted and I found out he worked in finance but he didn’t give much detail. He said it was too uninteresting. Then he made the first comment which set alarm bells ringing. “You shouldn’t worry your pretty little head about things like finance Joanne.” 

He hadn’t shown any signs of this attitude earlier. I let it pass. Maybe he was being ironic. Yes that would be it I decided. We carried on walking for a few minutes more then he stopped. 

“Joanne?” A serious expression came over his face. 

“Yes Jack.” I tried to smile sweetly. I played with my hair. I had to keep the appearance of femininity going. If tonight was a success then I’d pass Melissa’s test. The thought hit me that each time I passed a test she introduced a new one. I pushed the negative idea away. Just get through this I told myself. 

Jack went to say something then stopped. I wondered what was on his mind. “Your tits are spectacular.” 

I was shocked. He’d been a gentleman all evening. He’d treated me like a lady. I’d liked that. Now what was happening? This was rude. 

He cupped one of my breasts. We were under a streetlight in a still busy high street. It was only 9pm. I brushed his hand away and stiffened. 

“Are they real Joanne or surgically enhanced? I want to see them, get them out.” 

“Jack, please.” I tired to speak demurely. Keep up the pretence I said to myself. 

Jack took my hand and pulled me into a side alley. I tottered on my heels. He pinned me against a wall and pressed himself into me. “Oh come on Joanne. You’ve come out on a first date in a 6-inch long skirt, stocking

tops and suspender belt showing and your tits falling out. Your online profile picture was all tits and hair. Don’t tell me you don’t want it.” 

His face came towards mine and his lips hit mine as I tried to speak. 

“Melissa and Imogen made me come out like this,” I mumbled through his lips on mine. 

A snake-like tongue shot into my mouth and I twisted my face away. I spat it out, I was disgusted. I’d been swept up by his earlier conduct and forgotten to be on my guard. I’d loved the attention and now I was paying for it by getting the wrong attention. He pressed his groin into mine. I felt an erection. He could clearly feel no erection and no cock. It was safely tucked away. His hand grabbed at my breasts. It hurt as it was still tender. Then his tongue shot into my mouth again and his hand shot into my panties. It stopped at the feel of my sanitary pad. 

“What’s this?” He croaked. 

“It’s my time of month Jack. I think it’s time to go home don’t you?” 

He moved away and thought for a moment. He looked at me quizzically. “You come out looking like a bimbo prostitute and now you’re getting all prim and proper?” 

“I told you Melissa makes me dress this way.” He didn’t listen. 

“Anyway you were so nice to me then you changed.” 

His lip curled. “I had to make an effort before I fucked you. It’s what you seemed to want.” 

“No Jack. Let’s go home and call it a bad mistake.” 

He didn’t move at first then brightened up. “I get it. You like playing hard to get.” He had provided his own explanation to why I was dressed so revealingly and didn’t want to have sex. He unzipped his trousers and put his hand inside. He pulled out a large throbbing erection. My eyes expanded in terror. I had to get away. He moved towards me. My six-inch heels would prevent me running anywhere fast. He had me trapped. He grabbed my neck and pushed me down. My head was level with the red thick head of his penis. 

A salty stale smell swept though my nostrils and I recoiled. Bile came to my throat again. He pressed his cock into my tight lips. I set my jaw tight. My hands felt for the buckles of my shoes. I ripped them off. And stood. I put my hands on his trouser zip, He stopped, a grin came over his lips. 

“So you want to play after all, slut.” 

I pulled his trouser zip up catching his penis in the metal fastener. He screamed out and fell back. 

I ran out of the alley my shoes in one hand. I ran hard but my new breasts bounced impeding my motion. They were sore from the operation only one month ago. I twisted my head round but Jack hadn’t appeared from the alley. I imagined him trying to pull his penis skin from the zip and chuckled. 

I had to put an arm across my huge breasts to stop them bouncing. I looked behind me and saw Jack staggering out of the alley. There was a smattering of blood on a hand. He wasn’t giving chase and must have registered by my reaction that he’d made a big mistake. He didn’t know just how big his mistake could have been if he’d found my own penis tucked tightly away. Melissa’s prescience in tucking and taping had been wise. I had a lot to thank her for I thought at that moment. What was I saying? I calmed down and walked back to her home in bare feet, my stockings ripped by the flight from Jack. 

Chapter 6

A school for new girls

It was 8.30 in the morning. I was sitting on a wooden chair in a room in a large Victorian house on the other side of the town from Melissa’s home. It was a classroom with two semi-circular rows of identical chairs to the one I was sitting on. Each chair had one of those little fold-away desk tops attached. All were folded to the side. 

Imogen was standing tapping her feet at the front of the room and had ignored my question as to why I was there. She’d driven me from Melissa’s house in silence. Last night Melissa and Imogen had listened with interest to my telling of my date with Jack. They didn’t say much but nodded. Melissa told me I’d been a good girl and I hadn’t quite passed her test as the date had finished in failure. She had little interest in Jack’s clumsy attempts to get a blow job telling me I’d probably given him the wrong impression. That was certain as she’d made me go on the date wearing the shortest skirt possible and my new breasts hanging out. It wouldn’t have been prudent of me to point that fact out. 

Melissa had steered me to tell her of my feelings about being on a date and treated as a woman. I felt that warmth again as I thought about the first part of the evening. Jack opening the car door for me, his attention on my legs and breasts. It was a new feeling to have someone so physically interested in me and to be courteous. At least he was at first. I told her I liked his initial attention. She was pleased, it had been the right thing to say. It had the benefit of being true although I didn’t want to date men. The idea of being treated as a ‘lady’ has been exhilarating. 

She told me this morning she had suspended the online advert on the dating site for a few days. She had a new challenge for me. A new challenge always meant trouble for me in the form of further feminisation. I was pleased not to have to date another man just yet. Since I now had real boobs and a Brazilian bottom I couldn’t see what more levels of feminisation she could do to me. I was to find out very soon. 


* * *

I looked around the classroom as we waited for whatever was going to happen. It was equipped like a school classroom. It had a large electronic

whiteboard at the front and a projector on the ceiling pointing at it. 

Ominously there was an old-fashioned head-teacher’s cane leaning against the wall behind the front desk. There were ten chairs in the two rows of five and a desk at the front of the room facing out towards the others; the teacher’s desk. I had sat in one of the front chairs. 

I thought about last night’s date with Jack and shuddered at the memory of his erect cock on my lips. I’d scrubbed my lips last night with soap and again this morning. I couldn’t scrub away the memory of the sweet salty smell of his cock and the dampness of it against my lips. Another shudder shook through my body from my head to my feet. I smoothed my hands over my tiny pencil skirt. 

After recounting my story last night, Imogen had retrieved my balls from my inguinal canal. My penis and balls were encased in silky panties under my skirt. I wasn’t usually permitted to be alone with an uncaged cock so something was changing yet again. Today Melissa had produced new clothing for me. I was dressed in a tight pencil skirt with a strong tartan pattern. It was long enough to cover my panties although when sitting down it rode up to expose them. My top was a plain white blouse, low-cut and fitted. My shoes were also new and with ‘only’ a four-inch heel. I could no longer walk without shoes lower than a heel of four inches. Although the blouse was low cut and the skirt short, the outfit had the feel of a uniform. 

The classroom door opened with a bang and a tall mature lady entered in a brusque style, her face set stern. My head dropped, this didn’t look good. 

She looked miserable. She wore dark purple rimmed glasses and had brown flowing hair and a serious expression. My first thought was school teacher although I’d never had a school teacher as sexy looking as this one. Or angry looking. Her clothing didn’t look school teacher despite her demeanour. She had a dark dress on, fitted and tight. A pencil style skirt to her knees and dark stockings or tights and small sensible heels. As I was contemplating what was going on, three females came in after her. They were dressed identically to me, each in short green tartan pencil skirts and low-cut white blouses. I stared at them. This was weird. It got weirder as all three curtsied to the school teacher and to Imogen and took seats at desks around me. I closed my open mouth. All were slim and one was taller than me with an ungainly walk. She would not have won any beauty contests. The other two were pretty and about my height, probably 5ft 9 in flat shoes. None of us were wearing flat shoes. 

My gaze switched back to the school teacher lady. Confident and erect she stood at the front of the classroom. Imogen whispered something to her and left. She addressed the now assembled class. 

“Hello girls and welcome to your first day at the secretarial and receptionist course here at my little private school. I’m Miss Allerton and your mistresses have left you in my capable hands for the duration of the course. You’ll be attending for one month from 9 to 5 everyday except weekends.” 

I looked around me at what I now knew to be the other students. I was confused. “Secretarial and receptionist course?  What was going on?” 

Miss Allerton tapped her desk with the cane that had been laying against the wall. She pointed it at me. “Pay attention girl.” I sat up straight. 

She continued. “I have had a report on each of you and I know at what stage of re-education you’re all at.” 

My eyebrows knotted. “Re-education,” I mouthed silently. 

She slapped her desk with her cane and I jumped along with the other three girls. “I will not tolerate any lack of respect at any time. Punishment will be immediate for anyone who transgresses. Do you understand me girls?” We all nodded, petrified. What was this? 

“I asked a question so I don’t want pathetic feeble nods. You will say yes Miss Allerton.” 

“Yes Miss Allerton,” we all called out together. 

“Good girls. You’ll refer to me as Miss Allerton at all times, Not Miss or Mistress. I expect the full title every time. Miss Allerton.” She paused. It took a second then the others replied, “yes Miss Allerton,” and I caught up for the Allerton part. 

“Now I’m going to teach you how to be good secretaries, admin assistants and receptionists. This means typing, filing, photocopying, telephone etiquette for example. Plus good use of word-processing programs like Word.” 

I looked on in shock. I was attending a secretarial course? What was that for? Wasn’t I returning to my wife Julie after I’d convinced Melissa I was a reformed character. And as I now realised, to all intents and purposes a girl?” I pondered why Melissa had enrolled me on this. 

Miss Allerton took a breath. “However, being a good typist isn’t sufficient. So I’ll teach you the skills necessary for secretarial and admin. 

work in the mornings only. In the afternoons we’ll have a bit of fun.” 

I smiled ironically at the thought of fun with Miss Allerton. I doubt Miss Allerton knew much about fun. I was about to find out her idea of fun. 

“Since you also need to be good girls you need to learn manners, comportment and femininity. This will be for our afternoon sessions. I can see your mistresses have done an excellent job with you all so think of these as a finishing and polishing lessons. Discipline forms a key element of your month here. I can see that despite the great work of your mistresses there is still some work to do. Even mistresses can become attached to their submissives in one way or the other. This is why external training such as this is vital to ensure you are  utterly feminine and  completely submissive.” 

I recoiled at her emphasis on utterly and completely. 

“But firstly I want each of you girls stand and introduce yourself, name. 

Tell us who your mistress is and why you want to become a good girl for her.” 

I gulped hard. It was clear that these other girls were like me although for two of them I would not have guessed. The large classmate was obviously a male under the clothing and hair and I felt for him, or her. 

Miss Allerton pointed her cane at the tall girl/man who had sat at the front near me and he stood and curtsied. “My name is Betty and I belong to Mistress Audrey. I hope to be a perfect girl for her and work as a secretary for her in her company.” He tried to speak in a high voice but he clearly needed some work on his tone. My guess was that unlike me or the other

‘girls’ he was wearing a wig. 

Miss Allerton nodded, mentally logged the work he needed and motioned with her cane for Betty to sit. She pointed her cane at the student behind Betty who stood up. A pretty student with shoulder-length real hair which curled up on her shoulders with a long fringe. He curtsied to the front of the class. “My name is Annabelle and my Mistress is Lady Bridget. I’m her housemaid at present. Lady Bridget wants to help me grow as a girl and a person and to also be her personal admin. assistant at home. It’s very thoughtful and kind of her. I want to be productive, feminine and a pretty girl to make her happy.” 

Miss Allerton looked pleased for the first time. “Excellent Annabelle. 

Next one.” She looked at the student sitting at the next desk. 

He stood, looked down and curtsied, his long blond real hair fell across his face. “I’m called Daisy and Mistress Alysia owns me. I’m here to hone my secretarial skills and to improve my feminine style. I want to please my

mistress who says I’m not yet feminine enough. I hope at the end to be a model of femininity.” He curtsied again and sat. He looked pretty good as a girl to me. In my old male guise I would have hit on him. And got a shock I guess. 

Miss Allerton nodded, paused and stared at me without blinking. Her cane was pointing between my eyes in a way that made me uncomfortable. I stood and curtsied like the others. “Hello my name is Joanne.” I hesitated. 

Who exactly is my mistress? Melissa, Imogen or should I mention my wife Julie. Miss Allerton cleared her throat as a reminder. “I guess my mistress is Mistress Melissa but Madam Imogen is responsible for my day to day training and education. I also report to Miss Maja for the cleaning and house duties. Then I have my wife Julie who I’ll return to one once Mistress Melissa is satisfied with me. So my situation is complicated Miss Allerton.” I stopped there hoping that she missed the fact I hadn’t mentioned why I want to be a good girl. I curtsied and sat. 

Miss Allerton looked unimpressed. “A complicated chain of command Joanne.” 

“Yes Miss Allerton, very complicated.” 

She considered me for a moment and motioned with her cane for me to stand again. She thought again. “Come here Joanne.”  What was she doing?  I went over to her and faced the class. Three pairs of expressionless eyes followed me from the class. 

“Tell the class why you want to be a good girl Joanne.” She hadn’t missed my omission. 

I coughed delaying the inevitable. What could I say as I didn’t actually want to be a girl, let alone a good one. Sure I liked the clothes and my hair. “I want to be a good girl as I love my dresses and hairstyle.” It was the first thing that came out and I waited for her reaction. She went “mm.” 

She looked around the class as if she were a military dictator surveying her people. “And Joanne. What do you do have to when a lady enters the room?” 

I wasn’t expecting that. “Er. I curtsy Miss Allerton.” 

She nodded. Why did she ask me that? Then a sinking feeling in my stomach. When Miss Allerton came into the classroom I had remained seated. 

I was so confused with the situation I had forgotten to stand and curtsey. Silly mistake. The three students had all curtsied to Miss Allerton and Imogen when they entered. I had to redeem the situation as she was now thwacking

her cane into the palm of her hand. I curtsied awkwardly to her. I saw the look in her eyes. It was too late. 

“Remove your skirt and panties girl and bend over.” 

I glanced over at the passive eyes watching me. I didn’t want to stand semi-naked in front of these three students or Miss Allerton. 

“I’m waiting girl.” 

I slowly put my hands round to the back of my skirt. I unclipped the button and ran the zip down. I had to ease it down over my new extra-wide bottom under the watchful eye of Miss Allerton. It fell to my ankles and I stepped out of it, my high heels clipping on the floor like a tap dancer. My legs suddenly feeling hot on my stockings. I looked into her bespectacled eyes and my penis sprung to attention.  No, please I thought to myself. Her eyes fell on the bulge in my knickers. She dipped her cane to indicate that I should remove them. I closed my eyes. A lump came into my mouth. I didn’t want to do this. I put my fingers in the sides of the knickers and pulled them down and stepped away from them. My erection pointed out to the class who were following every move with utter surprise. All three mouths opened in wide O shapes as they saw my pierced foreskin and the little bell hanging from it. Annabelle sniggered then put his hand over his mouth to stop himself. 

Miss Allerton stepped round to see what the interest was. Her stony face cracked into surprise at the sight of the ring and bell. “Well well, what do we have here. I thought I’d seen everything in my line of work but this is a new one. Very nice.” She flicked it with her cane and the bell tinkled. Her eyebrows raised and I though I saw the shadow of a smile. All three classmates sniggered. 

Miss Allerton visibly pulled herself together and pushed my head down and I was bent in half. 

 Thwack. She spanked it hard against my over-sized bum. Then five more times. I jumped each time. The cane was thin and whip-like and it stung. 

“OK girl, curtsey, thank me for your punishment and go and stand in the corner. Put your hands on your head and face outwards so you can observe the lesson I’m about to give.” 

I curtsied, the bell tinkled and I mumbled a reluctant, “thank you miss Allerton.” I bent down to pick up my skirt and knickers which were suddenly swept away with a foot. 

“You’ll remain this way for the day. You’re going to learn respect Joanne. This is your punishment.” She surveyed the room. “Watch and learn girls. Behave as I demand or this will be you next. Joanne go, corner.” 

I scurried to the corner, the dreaded little cat bell ringing out as I tapped over in my high heels. I turned and faced the room. My erection throbbing and red, the little bell moving with the throbs but thankfully not ringing. 

Miss Allerton began the first morning’s lesson explaining break times and school rules. It seemed to be all about rules and discipline. The class listened attentively with an eye occasionally thrown in my direction. Betty looked concerned for me. Annabelle and Daisy looked at me with undisguised disdain. 


* * *

I spent the rest of the first session of the morning in the corner with an erection on show and my hands on my head. Miss Allerton did most of the talking and handed out some notes. It was difficult to concentrate and occasionally one of my new classmates would look at me from the corner of their eye. Desperate not to attract Miss Allerton’s attention and suffer their own punishment. I could see she was using me as an example to instil discipline from the start. I doubted she would have much problem with any of us from now on. 

At 10.30 she announced that we had a fifteen-minute coffee break. 

Coffee was to be served in the dining room. The three other students got up to leave, all remembered to curtsey and thank Miss Allerton. I had to copy them to survive here,. They had had any rebellion squeezed out of them before they had arrived here, even Betty. I dropped my aching hands from my head and curtsied. My erection bobbed in time with my dip. 

“What should I do Miss Allerton? I can’t go to the dining room with an erection on show.” 

“Why not? Go and get coffee stupid girl.” I stayed where I was. 

“NOW!,” she screamed. I hurried out of the room into the corridor, my new boobs bouncing in time with my erection. I followed the three other students as Daisy and Annabelle glanced behind from time to time. They sniggered at my discomfort. 

In the dining room an older lady with greying hair pulled back in a pony tail was pouring coffee. She tipped the jug into delicate china cups with dainty patterned saucers. The other three students took a cup and sat around

the table taking quietly. I took my coffee from the older lady who looked at me as if I was a piece of dirt on her shoe. I went to sit with the others. 

My ample new bottom was about to hit the seat when I heard a

“STOP.” I turned to see Miss Allerton’s angry face. “You can’t sit on the seats with a bare bottom, what do you think you’re doing you stupid girl.” She looked to the ceiling and then at the older lady. “There’s always one in every class.” It seemed my name was now stupid girl. 

I moved away and stood with my back to the wall willing my hard penis to go down. My legs ached from the morning in the corner. 

During the second half of the lesson I was permitted to sit at my chair. I had to use my skirt as a seat cover. Miss Allerton made it clear I would be spending the day with no skirt or panties. We covered the basics of filing systems and word processing. It wasn’t that uninteresting and although my erection refused to go down, I absorbed myself into the study. At 12.30 she called lunch. My stomach turned over. I would have to leave the classroom again to take lunch. Miss Allerton scurried us out with a sweeping motion form her ever-present cane. 

Betty came over to me. Annabelle and Daisy wandered off together towards the dining room. They had lost interest in me and Betty. He looked at me with sympathy. 

“I think they don’t feel I’m feminine enough for them.” He whispered in a voice an octave too low to be feminine. I moved his wig straight. It had fallen back to reveal brown thinning short hair underneath. “Thank you,” he said. His hand brushed my erection as he moved back and he immediately apologised. 

We walked into the dining room and a hush settled. Not only were Annabelle and Daisy there queuing for lunch but there were six other ‘girls’ 

dressed like me and my classmates. They were sitting at the dining table. All were watching with interest but not surprise at my exposure. Betty and I got our food from the same lady as before, salad and chicken slices and went to sit down. Lean food to maintain our figures. We sat at the other end of the table from our two classmates. The six other students, who all looked very feminine, moved themselves along to make room for us. 

I had carried my skirt out with me and I put it on the seat and sat next to one of the other students. He finished chewing on his food and said,” don’t worry, Miss Allerton always chooses a student to humiliate on day one. It was your bad luck to do something that annoyed her. If no one had annoyed

her she would have found a reason.” 

I replied with a sad, “yeah just my luck.” 


* * *

The afternoon class was held in a different part of the small school. We followed Miss Allerton to a room at the end of the corridor. I followed her bottom as it wriggled seductively. Some habits never die. The room was around 20 feet long and about 15 feet wide. It was sparsely furnished with a dark-wood parquet flooring. A mirror ran along the length of one wall with a line of metal-framed chairs with wooden seats below it. Against the opposite wall was an enormous flat-screen TV on a chrome-metal stand. I guessed it to be a 70-inch screen. Next to the TV was a double-doored wooden cupboard. 

The end of the room finished in patio doors which ran the length of the back wall. There was a six-foot long paved area and then a long lawn, like a green carpet running to a high back hedge. We were safe from observation at least. 

Miss Allerton told me to arrange the seats in a line and put one facing and we all sat down with Miss Allerton facing us. She explained that we were going to practice all aspects of female etiquette and comportment. “Your mistresses have done a great job transforming you but they aren’t experts. 

They have other jobs to do. So, they have sent you here to finish your training off. Often it’s the little things that make all the difference,” she explained. 

“All four of you still ran the risk of being outed as males in female clothing especially you Betty. That said, you all looked good at first glance.” 

Betty sank back in his chair. Miss Allerton waited for her message to sink in. Suddenly she looked straight at me and pointed her cane. “Stand up Joanne and turn round.” 

I cringed but knew I had to comply and stood. My erection had stubbornly remained firm. The point of her cane was thrust into a buttock. 

“No look here girls. Joanne has undergone excellent work. She now has a female bum to die for and a pair of tits to die for. She’s had all her hair removed permanently below her eyes and physically she looks like a girl. 

Maybe better than most of her age. Her clothing, when she’s wearing it…” 

She let out a suppressed snigger. “Is pretty and feminine and Joanne has long beautiful hair, not a wig like you Betty. Her makeup is perfect, her underwear pretty, when she wears it, and her voice at a good pitch for a real female. 

However…” 

We all hung on her words as she looked at each of us. I wanted to fall

into a deep hole to avoid this humiliation. “Although she, and you, now have the physical tools and the means to look female, something’s missing. Who wants to tell me what that might be?” She indicated that I could sit down. 

Annabelle raised his hand for permission to speak. Miss Allerton nodded for her to answer. 

“Is it that we still retain some male features in our faces.” He looked for praise. 

“That is true as you all retain some masculine features in your face. But you can still pass as a real female even if your features remain vaguely male. 

How many real women have you known who have strong muscular body frames? We say they are masculine looking but we don’t doubt they are female do we?” 

Annabelle’s satisfied face dropped. I didn’t like him. Or his friend Daisy, they were trying too hard. This was something they wanted. They were too desperate to please our teacher. 

“Anyone else want to try. Joanne?” 

Oh no I thought. I had no idea what she wanted us to think of. “Body language?” I blurted out. 

Miss Allerton pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows beneath her framed spectacles. “Excellent Joanne.” She nodded to herself and thought for a moment. “Yes it’s your body language, the small details that still give you away. OK Joanne you can put your knickers and skirt back on. You surprised me.” 

I surprised myself, it had come to me out of the blue. I wasn’t worried as it meant my extreme indignity in my erect penis being exposed was over. 

Replaced by the indignity of wearing a short tartan pencil skirt. I was relieved all the same as it was a lesser level of indignity. My erection exposed to other males was not pleasant. 

I dressed back in my knickers and skirt, feeling good again. Miss Allerton spoke again. “What I’m going to do over the next month is to ingrain a complete female appearance in you all. This will create doubt in those that try to read you due to any vague male facial characteristics you may retain. 

You have the looks, bodies and appearance of girls. Every afternoon I’m going to teach you those intangible tools which will give you the ability to behave like a female to go with your new appearances. This is the non-verbal body language that Joanne knew about. It will complete and complement your male to female conversion.” She let this sink in. 

I looked at my classmates. Annabelle and Daisy looked adoringly at our teacher. Betty fidgeted, he was not comfortable about what Miss Allerton was saying. For my part I was more sanguine about it, optimist even. I was confident I could fake this, confident in my innate abilities to act the part. I had been acting the part for the past six weeks with Melissa. But was I kidding myself? Melissa had sent me to this school as she didn’t believe I had accepted my new position as a submissive girl. I mulled this over feeling disconcerted. 

I pushed my legs together involuntarily. I was trying to ensure I looked feminine as my knees touched. A warm glow swept over me, a glow of pride at pleasing Miss Allerton. I was no longer the outcast. I wanted to belong. 

Miss Allerton continued her speech. 

“When you leave here, people will see you and they will look at the whole picture, not just your physical appearance. Your image is now female. 

We need your behaviour and, most importantly, your body language to fit this female image. If not others will receive mixed signals. This leads to people guessing you may not be what you should be at first appearances. It’s your non-verbal movements that will define your future femininity. I know that some of you have accepted that this is your future. Others of you have not yet taken this fact on board. There is no going back but make no mistake girls, you have no option now. You are all to become girls. That’s why you’re here.” 

I felt a weight in my chest.  No going back? I’m to remain as a girl? 

 Forever?  I knew that Melissa wanted me to pass as a girl and I enjoyed many aspects of this but I wanted the option. Mixed emotions swirled around my head. I didn’t know what I wanted. The eager Annabelle was happy at this prospect and pressed for details. He raised his dainty hand high into the air like a child seeking the teacher’s attention. Miss Allerton nodded. 

“Miss Allerton, what exactly does this mean? What are you going to teach us regarding female body language?” 

“Good question Annabelle, as this is where we start with the detail.” 

Annabelle beamed and looked at each of us as if to say, look at me see how good I am. My dislike for him grew. 

“We’ll be watching videos on the TV then you’ll be practising what we have seen. The key to behaving like a female is observation. Then you’ll copy the feminine movements and practising them. Repeatedly until I’m happy. 

Then you’ll practise them again. And again. The female movements you have

observed. I will not be satisfied until these movements, this female body language, is automatic in each one of you. This means how we sit, how we eat food, how we use utensils, how we hold the cups and glasses that we drink from. It means how we walk and how we sit. It’s how we hold our purses and handbags. We’re going to focus on how we move hips legs and feet, observe other movements of the whole female body. You will see the arms swing a bit more up and down and faster. Women’s hands are open and relaxed, so it looks flowing as it moves back and forth. One arm can be holding their purse or purse strap, depending on the type of purse. 

Women tend to look forward head upright and looking ahead at where they are walking. They look at others or things around them. Women pick up their legs as a whole walking stride more than men. You’re going to learn how to walk with your backs straight with good posture. 

We’re also going to focus on female etiquette. Firstly, I noticed that none of you were carrying handbags. Yet how many real feminine women don’t carry handbags? None that’s how many, yet none of you were carrying them. From now on you will all always carry handbags. We’ll provide you with handbags to use although I expect your mistresses will want to buy you more of course. Your handbags will contain female things. Makeup and lipstick is obvious but you will also be carrying tampons or sanitary towels. I know you won’t ever have real periods but that’s not the point. You must go through the same motions as a real female from now on.” 

Miss Allerton went over to the cupboard. She retrieved four small boxes and four black leather handbags with shoulder straps. She returned to her seat and handed out the handbags and then the boxes. The boxes were labelled ‘Free ‘n’ Easy Sanitary Towels’. 

“OK girls, I want your virtual periods to all start from today. You’ll wear one of these daily for one week. Put them in now.” 

We all looked at each other.  Put them in?  Miss Allerton saw our confusion and snatched the packet from Betty. She unwrapped it and produced the towel. 

“Remove your skirt and knickers Betty and I’ll demonstrate what you need to do.” 

I breathed a sigh of relief that I was no longer in her firing line. Her target had moved to Betty. Betty’s eyes widened in horror. 

“Come on Betty we don’t have all day,” said Miss Allerton sounding almost friendly. We heard the steel in her tone nonetheless. 

Betty stood and unzipped her skirt and pulled it down with her underwear. He bent over and passed the knickers to Miss Allerton who swerved back with a look of distaste on her mouth. She fished in her own handbag and produced two previously used surgical latex gloves. She slapped them on. I thought of Maja and shuddered. 

Miss Allerton took Betty’s panties and then stared directly at his instant erection. She traced out his pubic hair. It was a triangle shape but he’d allowed the hairs to grow back where they had been shaved. 

“Now girls look at this. Pubic hair must always be either shaved completely, a Brazilian or my preference, a neat feminine triangle shape. I never want to ever see anything as untidy as this again. Do you understand me?” 

We all mumbled “yes Miss” in an embarrassed way. 

“Girls I can see that I’m going to have to do regular inspections to ensure compliance. Everyone, life skirts and pull down your knickers for my inspection.” 

We all jumped up and lifted up the fronts of our skirts and pulled down our knickers. I was back to square one thanks to Betty’s laziness. I wondered how his mistress had allowed this. Maja had been in charge of shaving so I had no choice. It’s difficult not to look at other privates and I surreptitious glanced at Annabelle and Daisy’s penises. Although my pubic hair was trimmed into a perfect neat triangle, both of theirs were completely clean of any hair. Both were small and flaccid. Miss Allerton caned Daisy for his transgression as we stood. 

Miss Allerton demonstrated how the sanitary pads fitted inside the panties. She told us to copy her and then get dressed again, except Betty. He had to remain exposed. We all stuck the sanitary pads in, pulled our underwear up and sat. The pad was stiff inside what had been smooth sensual material of the knickers. Yet it had a sensual feeling of its own, the fact I was wearing a female hygiene product was oddly exhilarating. We all put our new sanitary spare pads into our new handbags. 

We spent the afternoon watching videos. The first one about how women stand and sit. We saw how we needed to stand with our feet and legs close together, not apart. Then how to sit and keep legs together. We saw how to fold our arms under the breasts. We were then made to practise this, over and over. I was surprised to become absorbed again. I didn’t notice when Miss Allerton announced it was 5pm and the end of the first day’s lessons. 

I put my new shoulder handbag across my shoulder and considered the journey home. Imogen had taken me there in the car but I had to walk home. 

My legs wobbled at the thought of the walk in broad daylight dressed as I was and utterly feminised. The words of Miss Allerton went through my mind. The fact that although I now looked female, people could pick you by body language and etiquette concerned me. 

I walked to the front door of the school with Betty. Annabelle and Daisy walked ahead arm in arm. We left the door and went outside. Betty was going in the other direction so we said our goodbyes until tomorrow and I set off. The problem was my route took me through the High Street of the town. The scene of last night’s disaster of a date with Jack. I was going to have to walk past people. A lot of people.  Would I be picked as a male in female clothing? 

Chapter 7

Walk like a girl

The late afternoon was mild and dry. I put my head down and walked towards the high street. I was aware that even if no one was bothered by a woman walking alone, attention would be drawn to my appearance. I was in a tight short tartan pencil skirt exposing my stocking tops and suspender belt. 

My new out-sized breasts were bursting from the skin-tight white blouse under my jacket

It was still one hour to sunset and the streets were not as empty as I’d hoped. I walked into the high street between people going to and fro, adults and groups of youngsters. They were milling along the pavement, entering and leaving shops. Some gazed from the many cafés. A steady stream of slow-moving traffic was building up towards the rush hour. I crossed a side road and looked down on the skyscrapers and other buildings of the City of London stretched out below. The London Eye revolved imperceptibly to the west. I made my way downhill looking towards the bottom of the high street and relative safety. 

“Nice tits lady.” My head shot up to see three teenage boys lounging against a wall. That was my mistake. I’d stopped to look at the view instead of pushing past them. 

“Is it a woman? Looks like a man, the way  it walks,” said one. 

“She has tits though, must be a woman.” One of the youths stood in Joseph’s path looking directly at his large cleavage. 

I tired to hurry around him. 

“Don’t you mean,  he has tits.” They all laughed. 

Miss Allerton was right. Something in the way I walked had given me away. I hurried past them worrying they would follow me but they made catcalls after me and whistles. I was not able to walk fast in heels. I came to an area where the high street split in two. I went down the left-hand fork past a row of shops and cafés hoping for the end of my torment without any further problem. Ten more minutes and I’d be back at home. Not home really, more prison, Melissa’s prison. I was going to have to make this journey every day for the next month. 

Two couples were coming out of one of a café as I approach. A pang of recognition made me stop. I knew one of the couples; Jane and Tom. They

were about my age and both architects. What were they doing here in this area? They were friends of mine and Julie’s. That’s not strictly true; they were friends of Julie’s and I came as part of her package. There was no way they would recognise me I told myself. Would they? Apart from the obvious feminine changes, I had the same face although now heavily made up. The last time they had seen me was about six months ago. Six months but a different lifetime. It was a time when I was Joseph the confident, some might say arrogant, man. That was before I became Joanne. 

I slowed down as I approached them. Alarm filled me as the four of them stopped on the pavement. They continued their chat before saying goodbye. They weren’t going anywhere as I dragged my feet, slowing. I considered crossing the road but the traffic was too steady and too heavy. The zebra crossing was beyond where Jane and Tom were standing. I stopped and pretended to look in the shop window next to the café they had just left. The four were laughing about something. I looked in the window again. It was a kitchen shop. There was only so long I could pretend to stare at fitted kitchen units. I glanced back. Tom was looking directly at me. My face burnt. He went back to talking to his wife and friends. He hadn’t noticed who I was. 

Inside the shop a young man smiled at me. He was one of the assistants. I glanced back at the foursome still talking together on the pavement outside the café.  Was I being over-sensitive?  They surely wouldn’t recognise me looking this was. Tom looked over at me again. My head swivelled back to the shop. 

“May I help you madam?” The assistant was standing in the doorway. 

“Would you be interested in a quote for a new kitchen? We have an offer on this week?” 

I stumbled over my words. “Er, no, no thank you.” 

He looked me up and down. His eyes hovered over the top of my stockings peeking below my small skirt. They shifted to my large breasts and stayed there. His eyes widened and he licked his lips. I shuddered. I couldn’t stay here being ogled by a testosterone-filled young man. I had to move on. 

I turned and stomped past Tom, Jane and their two friends. From the corner of my eye I saw Tom’s eyes following me. He wasn’t looking at me in the face but at my breasts. They were bouncing with my effort to move quickly. He nudged his male friend and tipped his head towards my chest. I heard him say, “you don’t get many of those to the pound.” I stomped passed them and continued on as fast as my heels and tight skirt would allow. I heard

a slap against an arm and Jane say, “Tom,” you’re not at the rugby club now. 

Stop ogling women’s tits.” They all laughed. My new boobs had saved me. 

He wasn’t interested in looking at my face, it had been my giant tits that had attracted his attention. 

As I escaped from them, Jane spoke. “Have you heard about Joseph?” 

I stopped dead. After the other said no she carried on. “Well you know what problems Julie has with him. Well you won’t believe this. Apparently he now wants to be a woman.” 

I hurried away. My head light and I wanted to faint. I fought it and I clattered down the hill until the end of the street, no attempt now at trying to walk like a girl. I just needed to get indoors and out of sight and sound of people. At least at Melissa’s I would be in an environment where I was expected to be feminine and humiliated. 


* * *

Back at Melissa’s home I was made to change into my black maid’s dress with the open front. Melissa told me I had work to do, cleaning and helping Maja in the kitchen then serving dinner. First I had to sit at her feet and recount my first day at the secretarial school. Melissa was happy with the events of the day. She said she’d paid a lot of money so I had to be conscientious. She wouldn’t explain why I needed to learn secretarial, admin and receptionist skills. I could guess that she had a job lined up for me. 

At the end of the day I lay in my bed contemplating what had been an extremely eventful day. I pulled the hem of my pink baby-doll nightie down to the top of my cock cage. I thought about Miss Allerton’s words about how appearance was only part of passing as a girl. I had to have the correct body language too. After the past few weeks of change, I knew I was shocked how I had accepted much of my feminisation. I preferred it. Yet, I didn’t want to live as a girl, I wanted to return to some level of masculinity. Since I had to be feminised, Miss Allerton’s training was going to be necessary for me. I had to survive in the outside world for a while. Until I got back to my wife Julie. 

The electronic kitty clock by my bed showed 9pm. I became aware of a shadow in the door frame of my bedroom. It was Melissa although she was in shadow with the landing light shining around her like a force field. 

“I forgot to mention Joanne. I’m pleased with your progress. Keep it up.” 

Strangely that was reassuring. Less reassuring was thinking about what

did Miss Allerton had in store for me tomorrow? 

Chapter 8

Am I a girl yet? 

The second morning at secretarial school passed without incident. The fifteen-minute walk uphill to get here attracted looks but nothing more. Since I had to be at the school I thought I might as well pick up some new skills. 

They were a little basic for my intellect but never mind. I learnt how to take shorthand notes and improve my typing skills. For the afternoon session on acquiring girl skills and attributes I tried to look on the positive side. I repeated to myself that any female competences I picked up would help me avoid the problems of yesterday on my walk home. 

The afternoon session was held in the same large room as yesterday. 

Betty, Annabelle, Daisy and I were sitting on the chairs waiting for Miss Allerton to arrive. She was ten minutes late. This didn’t seem to be her style. 

Annabelle and Daisy were whispering to each other. They had had got on straight away. I passed expressions with Betty about them. The door to the room swung open at that point and Miss Allerton swept in. She was swinging a large brown cardboard carrier bag in one hand. She sat in front of us and we awaited her words of wisdom for the day. Outside the watery autumn sunlight faded as a heavy black cloud passed over it dimming the light from the glass patio doors. The room felt heavy and dull. Miss Allerton breathed in, her face turned flinty. 

“Girls. I’m not happy.” 

Betty and I swapped looks. His eyes raised to the ceiling with despair at what might be coming. We didn’t know what we’d done wrong. We waited as Miss Allerton let her joylessness sink in as the first spats of rain hit the windows. 

“Yesterday I discovered something I hadn’t expected.” She drew breath again and her eyes flashed to her carrier bag and back to us. She looked at each one of us one by one. Annabelle put her hand up. He was such a creep. 

Miss Allerton closed her eyes for a moment and nodded with fatigue. 

Annabelle looked pleased with himself. “Miss, I’m sorry if we have offended you. I have tried really hard to be a good girl.” 

Miss Allerton rubbed her eyes under her glasses. “Shut up you little weasel. I haven’t said why I’m not happy. You need to learn it’s not all about you. Good girls should think only about serving real women.” 

I struggled not to laugh out loud and snorted. I apologised instantly to the teacher. I didn’t want to repeat my humiliating punishment of yesterday. 

She wasn’t interested but it was best to be safe. 

Miss Allerton stood and paced around. Outside the rain increased in intensity, splatting against the paving stones in the garden. The light-sensitive lights around the patio outside came on in the early afternoon gloom. 

“I’m extremely disappointed as yesterday I had expected you all to be caged and plugged and none of you were. This is a  fun-da-mental requirement of any submissive feminised sissy.  Fundamental.” She shook her head slowly from side to side to re-enforce her disappointment. 

She paced over to the patio doors still shaking her head. She’d shown no sign of her feelings at this morning’s lesson. We all looked at each other, concern etched on our made-up faces. Bright red lips stretched across faces with increasing panic. What was she going to do now? I had a sinking feeling. 

Miss Allerton walked back, her annoyance dissipating in the gloomy room. “Girls stand up.” The sound of chairs scraping back in unison filled the room for a second. “Skirts and panties off. Now.” 

She marched around us like a prowling tigress. I shook as if cold. The room was hot. We snatched at our skirts and eased them and our knickers down. We stepped out of them together as if it were a synchronised dance. 

We stood, the only sound the steady clip-clop of Miss Allerton’s shoes on the wooden floor as she circled us. Betty’s and my penis stood to attention like a humiliated salute to our commanding officer; Miss Allerton. My eyes were drawn to Annabelle and Daisy. Their penises were tiny and flaccid. What was going on with those two? 

Miss Allerton delved into her carrier bag and took out four pink devices. Cock cages with small open golden-coloured padlocks attached. She handed one to each of us telling us that we were to be wearing these from now. She shook her head again at the thought that we hadn’t up to now. 

“Girls, I’m not going to touch your little clitorises and you are not permitted to touch your own. What shall we do about fitting them on each of you?” 

I noted that this wasn’t the first time she had used the annoying habit of asking us rhetorical questions. Annabelle’s hand shot up and he jumped a little in his keenness to ingratiate himself with her. She nodded at him to answer with an expression that told us his attempts to gain favour with her

were doomed to failure. No one was going to win this lady over. 

“We could fit them to each other,” Annabelle beamed. 

“Yes although it didn’t take the brain of Britain to work that one out did it stupid girl?” Miss Allerton glared at Annabelle who deflated like a balloon with a slow puncture. My cheek twitched in a brief restrained smile of satisfaction. 

“Joanne fit Betty’s clitty cage and lock it on and vice-versa. Annabelle and Daisy you’ll fit each others too.” We looked at each other and back at her. 

“Now.” 

I looked at the cock cage resting in my hand and then at Betty who grimaced and shrugged his broad shoulders. I knelt down and faced his cock. 

It was not what I wanted and I had a tightness in my throat at my proximity to another man’s cock and balls again. Miss Allerton began her impatient pacing again, circling us, the tigress surveying her prey. I moved my shaking hands towards Betty’s cock. It was still erect so this would be difficult without using my hands on his cock. To my left Annabelle had grabbed Daisy’s cock with two fingers without embarrassment for either of them. Indeed they both wore self-satisfied expressions. Annabelle shoved Daisy’s soft penis onto the cage and clipped the padlock onto it. He stood up to wait for his turn to be caged. 

A look of smugness flowing across his face. He flicked back his straightened hair in an overtly practised feminine manner. 

I tried to push the cage onto Betty’s erection but it needed to go down to fit. What was I going to do? I glanced over to Annabelle waiting for his cock to be caged with a look of piousness. The whole scene was surreal; Miss Allerton pacing, around and around and Betty’s cock facing me. Luck was on my side. My frantic efforts to put the cock cage on Betty without touching his cock had the effect of him losing his erection. I scooped it up with the cage and it slid on. I locked it and stood to wait my turn for Betty to fit my cock cage. All the time the clip-clop of Miss Allerton’s heels pacing around us, steadily. Clip clop, clip clop. 

To my left Daisy was having trouble as Annabelle had become erect at his fumbling. I smirked again. Things were not going so smoothly for those smarmy goody two-shoes. Betty slipped my cock cage on too and I winced at the click of the padlock shutting it away. I had become used to wearing a cock cage at nights but this felt pleasurable. The ring of pink silicone fitted snugly around my balls without pinching. The cage itself left no room for expansion but neither was it too tight. I didn’t understand the pleasure. I

guessed it was the real restraint and control by this imposing lady.  Why would that be pleasurable?  It wasn’t as if she even liked me, I was just another male going through her school of transformation. That was it. It was her lack of interest that interested me. I was nothing to her. That was exciting. 

Daisy had managed to fit Annabelle’s cock cage by squeezing it in by forcing it in with his fingers. Betty and I had managed to fit ours without touching each other’s penises. We raised our eyebrows to each other in recognition at this achievement. Daisy and Annabelle didn’t have the same concerns about touching. They enjoyed it or enjoyed being made to touch each other. I bent to pick up my knickers. 

“Stop.” I froze at Miss Allerton’s command. “Did I say we were finished Joanne?” 

“No Miss, sorry Miss.” I squirmed. 

She returned to her carrier bag and took out four bullet-shaped pink devices. She held them up. They were around four inches long and about an inch wide. 

“Butt plugs girls. I’m astonished your mistresses haven’t insisted you wear them but you will now.” 

She passed one to each of us. A dreadful thought came to me. I prayed I would not be expected to fit this into Betty’s rectum. 

Miss Allerton was watching me. “I can read your mind Joanne. It says you don’t want to insert this in Betty’s rectum. Am I right?” 

“Yes Miss Allerton, you’re right. I don’t.” I spoke quickly stumbling over my words in my desperation. 

A soft look came into her face. “Don’t worry Joanne. I’m not going to ask you to put it in Betty’s arse.” 

My lips blew out air in my relief. Miss Allerton’s soft look was instantly replaced by one much more disagreeable. “You’re going to insert it in Annabelle’s rectum instead. And Annabelle will put a plug in yours.” 

I was desperate with panic. “Please no Miss Allerton.” 

“I think you mean yes please Miss Allerton. Joanne and Betty bend over. Annabelle and Daisy if you would be so kind as to insert these butt plugs into their rectums please,” she added sarcastically. 

She whacked her cane against a chair with such force we all jumped. 

She produced a tube labelled gel then looked at us from upturned eyes. I knew from yesterday just how much that cane stung, worse than Imogen’s riding crop. I bent over and held myself in half with my hands on my

stockinged knees. I looked over at Betty in the same position. His eyes said help. I was helpless myself. Through my legs I watched an upside down vision of Annabelle and Daisy taking the tube of gel. 

“Not too much girls, I don’t want the plug slipping out again,” barked Miss Allerton

They lathered a little gel over the plugs. Annabelle’s black stockinged legs appeared in my line of sight between my legs. A coldness touched my rectum. Not unpleasant. Then the feeling of soft silicone being gently inserted inside me. My muscles fought against the insertion involuntarily. 

“Relax Joanne, it’s going in anyway so try to make it easier by letting your muscles relax.” Words of comfort from my teacher. 

I spread my legs a little wider. It was useless to resist so I had to let it happen. Annabelle’s hand rested on one of my bum cheeks and his hand felt like a hot branding iron.. The butt began to slide in. At least he was being gentle. I’d never had anything inserted in me before, this was all new and oddly satisfying. I was mystified by my reaction. The flange came to a stop against my rectum and Annabelle stood back. I pushed myself up. An unusual sensation of something inside me. It rubbed against the channel in my bum as I pulled my knickers and stockings up. I turned to face Annabelle with reluctance. A warm glow of gratification flowed though my lower body. 

How strange. 

I stood back in shock, the gratification flowed away as soon as it had come. Annabelle was already bending over. His bare buttocks faced me. His open rectum winking at me like a one-eyed monster, his penis fighting to expand in his cock cage.  He was enjoying this!  I fought against my revulsion and rubbed the gel around the butt plug. A single shudder flowed through my body like a wave rebounding from the sea wall. Betty had already inserted his butt plug into Daisy who was pulling up his knickers. 

“Joanne, stop delaying or you’ll feel my cane against your buttocks.” 

My head swivelled to see Miss Allerton’s face, her lips stretched taut in anger. 

I pushed the butt plug fast into Annabelle’s welcoming rectum. He groaned with a satisfied pleasure. His channel was loose and ready and the plug disappeared up to the hilt of the flange with an ease. I should have expected that. He looked up at me with a warm grin and lowered eyelids. A chill of disgust swept though me and I stepped back. We all adjusted our clothing and awaited Miss Allerton’s next instruction. 

“Good girls. You are not permitted to remove either your clitty cages or your butt plugs again. Obviously you will need to remove your plugs for one reason only and you know what they is. But you will wash them and reinsert immediately afterwards by yourselves. I will be making random checks during your time here with me.” 

Her eyes swept over the four of us. Within two days she had imposed her complete control over us. She looked at us one more time with an expression between distaste and irritation. She went to her carrier bag again and my shoulders dropped in concern.  What was coming now?  I exchanged rapid sideways glances with Betty. 

“I’m pleased you all have pierced ears, in Joanne’s case a pierced clitty too.” She chuckled a weird strangled sound from her nose. “However…” 

A heavy sinking feeling penetrated my chest. 

“Your earrings are all very tasteful and female. But this is wrong. 

You’re not real women like me or your mistresses. In Joanne’s case multiple mistresses.” That chuckle again, like a poor imitation of a James Bond villain. She just needed to be stroking a white cat and the image would have been complete. “Real women are leaders and superior to you pathetic girlies. 

You are not women are you? No, you’re feminised girlies, sissies and bimbos. 

So you need to look the part.” 

I waited with disquiet for the anticipated next humiliation. She produced large round hoop earrings. They must have been 3 or 4 inches in diameter. I relaxed. This wasn’t so bad was it? Not after the butt plug saga anyway. 

“As trashy bimbo girls you need to wear trashy earrings. I don’t want to see your pretty little female earrings in gold and silver any more. You will remove them and insert these cheap metal hoop earrings. I have a selection of other styles. Plus necklaces. You will wear only these styles from now on.” 

She tipped the cheap jewellery onto the floor. There were several drop-style earrings. Some of the necklaces and earrings were in bright plastic colours. Necklaces had letters spelling ‘slut’ another ‘bimbo’. There were four of every style. I put on the hoop earrings and placed the others in my handbag. I clipped on a necklace that spelled out ‘girl’ as the least denigratory. 

 Bimbo, slut and  cheap necklaces disappeared into my handbag but I knew I’d have to wear them another day. 


* * *


The days at the school passed eventfully. Every day there was change and a new development. Every morning we learnt the skills of being a secretary and receptionist. We learnt how to type well, how to use word-processor programs. We found out how to set up filing systems, how to answer the phone and to deal with clients. The afternoons followed the pattern of the first two days. I thought that Melissa, with Imogen’s, control had turned me into a girl but they had only taken me halfway. Miss Allerton turned me and my classmates into real girls, real bimbo girls. Cheap oversized jewellery hung from our ears necks and wrists. Long black false eyelashes were fitted to our eyes at the end of the first week. 

On the second week we were given a new set of tartan pencil skirts. 

The lengths had been reduced to just four inches. They were level with the crotch of our knickers. Stockings were changed from plain black to black fish-net stockings. Suspender belts were mandatory. We had to were the stocking tops low to accentuate the look. Heels were permanently increased to six inches by the third week. Butt plug sizes were increased incrementally. 

In the end we were all wearing plugs six inches long and two inches in diameter. Miss Allerton said we were being stretched for future use.  What on earth did that mean? 

Our hair was made up. All of us were given a bright platinum blond colour. It was curled and grown longer. Our hair was thickened by stylists and made big. We were all given fringes to our eyelashes. 

The changes were not just in appearance. Miss Allerton drilled us in all aspects of exaggerated female body language. We learnt how to sit like a girl and how to swing our hips and arms when walking. We practised with books on our heads to maintain an upright erect walk. 

Every Wednesday and Thursday afternoon we spent 30 minutes in the tanning salon at the school. We had to wear small bikinis to give us tan lines. 

Miss Allerton explained that she also wanted us to have an exaggerated orange tan like all good bimbo girls. 

Chapter 9

Come and cum here

By the third week I hadn’t ejaculated for over a month. I was feeling desperate to cum but I was permanently encased in the cock cage. I wasn’t prepared for the next level of my emasculation by Miss Allerton. 

She started the afternoon session by explaining that she understood that even new girls like us had nasty male desires. She said it with such gentleness I felt a new feeling of gratefulness towards her. She understood our frustrations. I had been sucked into her pretend kindness. I was desperate for her to be nice to me. She explained we were going to be milked today to release our pent-up desperation. Apparently our desperation improved our behaviour so it was desirable to keep us that way. But she said that eventually nature had to be helped out and we needed release. I was so desperate to cum I didn’t care how she was going to do it. Finally after all these changes, something exciting. Something that showed we were still males beneath this female shell? 

At that moment the lady from the dining room came into the room. She was around 60 years old, grey hair and wearing a plastic apron like Maja. She wouldn’t have been my first choice to masturbate me but at least it wasn’t going to be Annabelle or Daisy doing it. Miss Allerton and the lady had a whispered conversation away from us. We sat there looking at each other expectantly. An excited smile in our faces. 

Miss Allerton came over to us and tapped her cane on a chair back. 

“Listen girls. I want you all to remove your knickers and butt plugs. You can manoeuvre your little skirts up to your waist. Then get on all fours in a row so that Mrs Hadley can milk you one at a time.” She walked to each of us and unlocked our cock cages and placed them on the chairs. Mine and Betty’s penises sprang to a hard desperate erection. Annabelle and Daisy’s little cocks were half-hearted attempts at hardness. What was it with those two? 

So it was to be Mrs Hadley milking us. Exhilaration stirred in me and my hard erection tingled in anticipation. A light headedness went through my head making me dizzy. I had experienced so many humiliations that this was just one more. This time though there was to be orgasm after a long period of enforced chastity. Weeks of denial and increasing desperation. I knelt down, my knickers round my ankles, my skirt bunched around my waist. My butt

plug next to the cock cage placed on a plastic container with a lid. I didn’t understand why we had to remove our butt plugs but I wasn’t going to moan about that. 

We lined up alongside each other on all fours. Our cocks pointing to the floor, mine twitching, throbbing. Mrs Hadley walked behind us and placed small round metal containers directly under each erection. My head swam. They were to collect our ejaculations. I didn’t care that three other men were going to cum next to me and that some ugly dull woman would masturbate me. I didn’t care I just wanted to cum, I’d do anything to get that release. I needed to cum. To feel her hands rubbing on my erection, even with her surgical gloves on. It didn’t matter that I was bent in half, my bum in the air, my cock and balls hanging above a collection bowl. I could see why they called it milking, I was like a cow in a dairy farm. I thought about how far I’d travelled on my journey into feminisation and humiliation in just a few weeks. 

Miss Allerton positioned herself on a chair in front of our heads. She held a thin metallic wand in both hands, stroking it with a set of long fingers. 

 What was this I thought?  It had a cord of about six feet long attached to what looked like a small black TV remote control. It only had two buttons. She spread a little gel on the wand and I began to get a bad feeling. Her expression made me queasy, delight across her face.  This was going to go in my rectum wasn’t it?  What had that to do with being masturbated? She was about to answer my unspoken question. 

“Mrs Hadley is going to put this deep into your anuses. It will touch against your prostate and make your seminal fluid come out. Think of it as a medical procedure.” She passed the wand to Mrs Hadley but kept hold of the control box. 

This wasn’t at all what I’d expected. I’d heard that prostate stimulation could be exciting and erotic. I’d never experienced it. I’d hoped for good old-fashioned masturbation but if this gave me a great orgasmic release then so be it. At that moment all I wanted was the orgasm and release. I didn’t care how they did it. My rectum twitched at the now familiar feeling of the cold gel then a sensation of the cold metal entering me. Mrs Hadley was pushing it in steadily. It was not like the butt plug I’d been wearing as it was much thinner. A tingle deep inside told me it had reached my prostate. Mrs Hadley walked round and sat next to Miss Allerton and nodded to her. They looked at the bowl below my erection. Miss Allerton pressed a button on the

controller. A vibration started inside me accompanied by the sound like an angry muffled bee from the tiny motor. 

I groaned at the first tingles of pleasure that flowed from the device vibrating inside me. I forgot that I was kneeling on all fours next to three other feminised males. Release and intense pleasure was on its way. Miss Allerton’s lips thinned in a parody of a smile as I felt a damp dripping feeling from my penis. My eyes jerked down to see my seminal fluid leaking out of my penis and into the small bowl. Mrs Hadley bent down to reposition the bowl to make sure it was in the right place to collect my fluid. My cum was leaking out, not shooting out. There was no orgasmic feeling or pulsing ejaculation. It was running out of me like a slow-leaking tap. The prostate stimulation felt nice but where was my orgasm? 

The bowl filled steadily and came to a dripping stop. Mrs Hadley wiped the end of my penis with a wet cloth and took the bowl away and placed it in front of me. A damp salty smell wafted up to my nose. A smell I’d always associated with pleasure, release, orgasmic joy. Now nothing but dejection. 

My desperation had gone but my pleasure never arrived. It was a medical procedure just as Miss Allerton had said. I was distraught. Mrs Hadley removed the wand from my rectum. The other three students watched, their faces now changed from anticipation to pain. 

Miss Allerton indicated that I should stand. She clipped my cock cage back on and told me to reinsert the butt plug. My anus felt sensitive. It was as if something sexual had happened without it happening. I was deflated. 

“Drink up your semen Joanne, there’s a good girl.” 

I started at her horrified. For a moment I forgot my situation, my new position in life and all my training. I was back as Joseph being told to do something I didn’t want to. I’d forgotten I was standing there in a tiny mini skirt on six inch heels with a necklace spelling bimbo around my neck. For a moment I was Joseph again, the arrogant womaniser. Male and proud. Miss Allerton moved faster than I thought possible. My head was pushed down between my knees my knickers ripped down. 

A split second second of a whoosh through the air and the cane slapped against my buttocks. Whoosh and slap again. 

“You will do as I say without hesitation without question.” 

Whoosh and whack, whoosh and slap. My buttocks stung like they had never before stung. She finished and pulled me up by my hair. She pointed to the bowl of my salty fluid. I picked it up and put it to my bright pink lips. The

damp salty smell overpowered my nostrils and I retched. Miss Allerton’s cane rose again. I poured it in my mouth. It was cold and clammy, like a foul jelly. 

I swallowed and retched again. The slimy cold slid down my throat. 

“Wipe the bowl with your fingers and lick your fingers clean Joanne.” 

I did as I was told immediately this time. I was devastated. The feeling of discharge and prostate stimulation was pleasant enough but there was no intensity. My energy had dropped away. It was at this point that I knew I was finally beaten. There was no going back. This was my life now and I had to make the best of it. If it meant being submissive and docile then that we how I would be. For the first time I knew I was beaten. But not just beaten, I’d been changed. It was like a moment of clarity. 

As Miss Allerton and Mrs Hadley milked the other ‘girls’ I thought deeply. Was this really so bad? I’d never wanted responsibility. Ever. So why was I fighting this. It as my fate. Did I hate the femininity? No I loved it, it was just my old ways fighting against something I hadn’t seen before. Melissa had seen something in me that neither I nor my wife had seen. I was a natural submissive with a strong feminine side. Was my past macho behaviour my unconscious mind trying to over compensate? I knew at this moment it was. I needed to accept my future. I needed to be a girl, a submissive girl. 

The thought of what I realised poured out and I began to sob silently. A tear fell onto the floor. I watched it and knew then. I didn’t want to return to what I’d been. I wanted someone else to make my decisions. Someone else to decide what I would be and do. I was where I should always have been. I was a girl. What next? 

Chapter 10

A new girl

At the end of the third week the tanning work was showing. I had a dark orange skin yet it was the beginning of November with rain, wind and grey skies. It was Friday evening, 6pm, and I’d got back to Melissa’s house. Maja let me in and told me that Melissa wanted to see me in the living room. The heat of the house contrasted with the blustery northern wind outside which brought spits of rain with it. I removed my coat and put it over my arm. I took baby steps in my six-inch heeled shoes to go to see Melissa. My tight skirt exposed the bulge of my satin knickers which covered my cock cage. The butt plug prodded against something inside me which caused a tingle in my penis at each movement. 

Melissa was ecstatic with the changes Miss Allerton had made at the school. She said it was worth every penny and she’d paid lots of pennies. She said she wanted to now see me in a bikini. I had to change into a bikini. In my room a white tiny bikini lay on the bed ready for me. I undressed and stood alone looking in my full-length mirror. I saw a spectacular woman staring back at me. Enormous perfect breasts with white triangles showed against the deep orange tan of the rest of my body. A tiny triangle of white larger than my pubic hair triangle around my cock cage. I put on the bikini. It fitted perfectly. Small squares of pink cotton covered my nipples with a halter-neck string round the back holding my two over-sized melons in. The cock cage spoilt the line of the bikini bottoms which were g-string. I turned to look at my large rounded bottom. Tanned and smooth like two ripe giant oranges. Melissa was ecstatic. 


* * *

We reached our final week and the pace of change reduced. Miss Allerton promised one more ‘great transformation’ for us. My apprehension to each change had faded such was the speed and type of the changes. My feminisation under Melissa, including the surgery, had taken me somewhere I never expected to go. I was there now and it was my life. Melissa had transformed my body but Miss Allerton had transformed my mind. 

I’d been swept along like a leaf in a hurricane with what was happening to me. There was little time for reflection and thought about the changes. I

applied myself diligently to the secretarial studies in the mornings. I wanted Melissa to be proud of me. I wanted to be Miss Allerton’s favourite student, a competition I fought hard with the creepy Annabelle. 

We reached Friday at the end of the final week of the course. It was mid-November yet outside the skies were blue. The ground dry and the low autumn sun was providing unseasonal warmth. 

We finished our final morning class and Miss Allerton announced that we had all passed. After lunch there would be a presentation of our certificates in the room we had used for our afternoon training sessions. She said there was to be a little surprise for us. 

During the lunch break I chatted with my fellow students excitedly. 

Even Betty was a reformed character. Everyone had seen their experience as a great change in their lives for the better. Miss Allerton had been tough but she had to be, it was for all the right reasons. I saw that now and knew she had humiliated me for my own good. 

We entered the great room and I was shocked to see it full. Rows of chairs had been laid out and in every one sat a woman. There must have been more than twenty women in the room.  Who were they?  My stomach turned in that familiar panic. A small stage area had been set up by the patio doors. I walked behind Miss Allerton with my fellow students to the front of the room. We stepped onto the low stage where there were four chairs lined up. 

Miss Allerton told us to sit and face the audience. I sat and folded my legs to cover my knickers as Miss Allerton had taught me, my back straight. Proud to be a girl. That’s what Miss Allerton had ingrained in me. Proud to be a girl. 

I scoured the room. My eyes stopped dead on the face of my wife Julie. 

 What was she doing here?  She was beaming and waved when she saw I’d spotted her. I dropped my head in embarrassment.  What would she think of the new me?  Next to her was Melissa looking pleased with herself. Then Imogen looking stern. I saw Mandy, the lady Melissa had employed as a beautician for me. She had been responsible for my hairstyle, permanent hair removal, nails and makeup. She waved at me too, her blonde curls and large tits wobbling in unison with her hand. 

Miss Allerton was standing and there was a murmur in the room of low-level eager conversation. “If I can have everyone’s attention. Please.” 

Miss Allerton’s loud confident voice stopped the chatter as if she’d shut a lid over the room. “Thank you everyone. You’re all here to today to share our special passing out ceremony. You sent me your girls, a little raw. Some

more than others.” A titter of laughter swept through the audience. “But today I can report that they have all passed, even Joanne.” 

There was more polite laughter and I reddened. “Well done Joanne,” 

Mandy called out and I sunk into my seat. 

Miss Allerton continued. “So without further ado let’s award the certificates. First up we have Joanne. Joanne came to us very well advanced is her feminisation programme from the perspective of her appearance. 

However, she had problems with submission and her feminine attitude. She has come a long way.” 

Miss Allerton held up a rolled pieced of paper, held by a pink ribbon tied in a bow. “Come and get your certificate girl.” 

I stood and walked to Miss Allerton I curtsied to her and then to the audience. A roar of approval went up and they began to clap. I caught Julie’s eye and saw she was clapping enthusiastically, a smile wide across her face. 

Miss Allerton passed me the certificate. I curtsied again and said, “thank you Miss Allerton.” 

I turned to go back and she told me to wait. “I have something else for you Joanne.” She looked out at the Audience who went silent. She grinned conspiratorially at them and held two pieces of paper out and let them unfold. 

A whisper came from the assembled ladies as they mumbled together about what the papers might be. I went back to where Miss Allerton was standing. 

They were forms of some kind. 

“I have a wonderful surprise for all our girls who graduated today. I glanced back at my fellow students and shrugged my shoulders. 

“I’m so pleased to announce I have here a copy of the forms I completed on behalf of Joanne and her companions,” she said. The murmur in the room rose. “This is Joanne’s copy of the application to the UK

government. It is to change her name officially to Joanne and to take her wife Julie’s surname.” 

Clapping filled the room and one or two of the women whooped. I swallowed hard. It made sense I supposed. After the joy of realising I preferred to be a submissive girl this made me see it was real, official. 

Another flutter of butterflies in my stomach. I was a girl called Joanne.  But what was the other form then? 

Miss Allerton then held the other completed form up to the room. And here I have a copy of the Government application form for Gender Change. 

My knees buckled and I saw darkness. I woke on the stage. Julie was cradling

my head. 

“I’m so proud of you Joanne accepting all these changes.” 

I shook my head. A shadow cast over me. I craned my neck to see Melissa blocking the light from the garden behind. She stood over me. 

“I have the reception desk ready for back in my central London office. 

You start next Monday as my office receptionist and secretary. We couldn’t employ a male could we?” 

THE END

I hope you enjoyed Becoming Joanne 3. I’d love it if you could leave me a review on Amazon or Kobo. 

Why not sign up to my newsletter? Free femdom stories, latest news and so much more. Click on the link: Lady Alexa’s Newsletter

Please visit my blog on at: ladyalexauk.com

My Pinterest site at: uk.pinterest.com/ladiesontop/

You can email me at: ladiesontop@mail.com

or visit me on Fetlife at:

https://fetlife.com/users/2570588

Alexa

 xxx

 My name is Alexa Martinez although I use the nom-de-guerre Lady Alexa at home and within in the femdom scene here in England. I am an author and blogger who advocates female-led lifestyles, female domination and the feminisation of males. 

 I live and enjoy what I preach with my feminised and obedient husband in London. My books are written in the style of English used in London and surrounding regions. This provides authenticity to my writing as my stories are generally set in the UK’s capital city. Although most English-speaking countries and regions use a similar English to us here in London I know that many of my readers are based in the USA where there are some variations. 

 Here therefore are some of the words used in Becoming Joanne just in case something wasn’t clear. 

Arse = ass

Autumn = fall

Curtains = drapes

First floor = second floor

Fitted = fit

Fringe = bangs

Ground floor = first floor

Knickers = panties

Learnt = learned

Pants = underpants

Pavement = sidewalk

Programme = program

Public transport = public transportation

Sanitary towel = sanitary napkin

Tap = faucet

Tartan = plaid

Trousers = pants

The Tube = What we call the London subway system Underground = subway

Zebra crossing = crosswalk
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