
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

Becoming 

Joanne 

The sequel chapter to the series

Lady Alexa

(Alexa Martinez)

All rights reserved. No reproduction, copy or transmission of this publication, or any part of this publication, may be made without written permission of the author. 

Copyright © Lady Alexa 2017

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 my three-book Becoming Joanne series we met Joseph, a womaniser and a drunk. His long-suffering meek wife Julie had had enough. She asked her best friend, the high-powered powerful lawyer Melissa, to teach Joseph a lesson. Melissa takes on her task with enthusiasm. She had never liked Joseph or the way he treated her friend. Melissa believed that the only way to improve Joseph was to turn him into a submissive girl. She renamed him Joanne and, over the course of the series, increasingly feminises him. 

 After undergoing surgery to give him real breasts and a large female bum, Melissa puts him through a feminisation school. At the passing-out ceremony Melissa announces that she has changed his name and his gender formally. Patrick is released back to his wife as the submissive girl Joanne and given a job at Melissa’s office: as the receptionist. 

 This sequel tells the story of what happened to Joseph/Joanne. 

 BECOMING JOANNE. SEQUEL CHAPTER

My cock cage was chafing against my balls and my 40D breasts were straining against a bra that was a size too small. That was Melissa’s idea. It accentuates their size by making them look as if they’re spilling out. They were spilling out. 

I shouldn’t complain though. My life in the past few weeks had improved beyond measure. Since leaving the feminisation school, I was living back with my wife Julie and working   part-time   at   Melissa’s   law   office   in   central   London.   I   was   being   treated   well enough. Everyone spoke to me as if I was a child. A young girl child really. But even Melissa treated me better so I accepted that. I was no longer the wild young man. I was at peace with the world as a female. Well, apart from the sore balls and the bra cutting into my huge tits that is. 

I was now the company receptionist and admin. assistant. Melissa had dressed me in more sensible business clothing as I was often the first person clients would see when they came to see Melissa and the other lawyers. That was an improvement on my previous bimbo-style clothes. 

My loose black skirt was mid thigh and I had a matching jacket over a white blouse. I pulled the lapels tight to cover my exposed mountainous cleavage from the chilled blast of the air conditioning. The skirt was soft and gentle against my black stockings. It had been a quiet day and I was bored. 

The reception area was now open through to the offices and meeting rooms beyond. A quiet calm extended through the area punctuated by the intermittent clicking of nails on a keyboard from over the other side of the room. One of the lawyers glided over to the secretary’s desk and she stopped typing as the lawyer gave some instructions. The young secretary smiled and nodded. 

Blurred images of passers-by filed past the frosted glass of the double front doors. The distinctive black shape of a London taxi pulled up outside, the droning diesel sound of the

engine rattled in my head crashing against my dull headache. I glanced up at the clock as it ticked towards home time. Ten minutes to go. 

I shook out my blond wavy hair. My enforced feminisation at the hands of Melissa had been a cure for my bad male ways. I looked back at my old life and shook my head at how I’d been. Melissa had been right to do this to me. I’d been cured. Maybe her methods had been over the top. She’d been nasty to me at times but Julie had told me that the end justified the means. Julie liked the new me. I liked the new me. 

An office door swung open and Melissa strode out. “Joanne?” 

I stood. Even now a tremble of nervous apprehension flew through my body when Melissa called. “Yes Ma’am,” I replied. 

“You can leave early tonight. It’s quiet and Julie told me you have guests tonight for dinner.” 

Guests? Tonight? It was the first I’d heard of it. We hadn’t had any guests since I’d returned home. I picked up my shoulder bag from the floor by my seat and stood. My mind raced with the implications of having visitors. No one outside the office and Julie knew what had been done to me. Melissa waited, hands on hips. I was too experienced to forget the rules. I curtsied deeply, one leg behind the other balancing on my six-inch heels. I whispered   a,   “thank   you   ma’am,”   and   hurried   through   the   front   door   into   the   early summer sunlight of the clogged London streets. 

Cursory glances from passing men followed me, most set on my straining breasts. 

Better. It  distracted   their   looks  from  my   still  masculine-shaped  cheeks   and   face.  That hadn’t been why Melissa wanted my tits large and out front but it had been a happy side effect for me. It was warm for the jacket but I wasn’t about to remove it. That would be too much exposure. A problem I’d have to face in time. 


* * *


As soon as I got home, Julie told me that she had invited her mother and sister for dinner. 

I think they were number two and three on the ‘Hate Joseph List’, just behind Melissa. 

Julie had told me that we couldn’t keep putting them off. Eventually they would have to see the new me so tonight was that time. 

These days I am able to control my temper. I was raging inside but I knew not to show it, even to my wife. I muttered a, “yes Mistress,” curtsied and got on with preparing the dinner. 

Julie had discovered a new-found confidence since my feminisation. I didn’t know she had it in her to be honest. But I liked it. It was a relief to not have to think, to be told what to do. It calmed my anger. There was even an excitement when she snapped her instructions, often finishing with a  good girl when I scurried off to do as she’d said. 

My penis expanded and pressed against the hard plastic of my cock cage. I wasn’t about to get any relief any time soon and it ached. The constant desire for release had a submissive effect on me. Julie promised that if I was a  good girl tonight she’d allow me to come. That made it even harder but the promise drove me to comply. 

Julie had selected a pretty dress for the dinner party. It was white with a small flower pattern running over it. It flared out from a high tight waistband. Most of my dresses and skirts were flared in order to hide the disruptive effects of my cock cage. Melissa had told me that the alternative to a cock cage was full penis removal. It was an easy choice and I was grateful to her for sparing me the chop and allowing me to wear the cage. I flushed at the thought of what might have been. 

I prepared the dinner in the kitchen while Julie read in the living room. Soft classical music flowed around the house. I hadn’t realised that Julie liked the classics but I guess I never asked before and always put on my rock. The violins had a soothing melodic effect as I prepared the food. 

Julie’s parents had split some time ago and her mother Margaret lived alone. Her sister Abbie had never married and was childish for her 35 years. 

My eyes fell on my long slim exposed legs as I worked. A flash of stocking top below my short hem, my cock cage bulging out my tiny panties but lost in the folds of the dress. 

The door bell rang. “Could you greet them Joanne? Don’t forget to curtsey.” 

My stomach turned three somersaults and landed upside down. “You have told them about me haven’t you Mistress?” Julie didn’t like me to use her first name any more. 

“No Joanne. I thought it would be a nice surprise for everyone. I told them we were back together and that you’d changed into a completely different person.” 

My shoulders slumped. This wasn’t going to be easy. A double ring of the doorbell this time. My mother-in-law was always impatient. 

I wiped my hands on a tea towel and straightened my dress. I walked towards the front door. 

“Hurry up Joanne, you know mum doesn’t like to be kept waiting.” 

The doorbell rang again. More urgent. I marched up to the red solid front door. I told myself to be confident and calm. There would be surprise at first but it had to be done. My burning face told me I wasn’t as confident as I was trying to pretend. A shaft of streetlight panned in through a high single pane of glass. Margaret’s thick ash blond coiffured hair was clear on the other side. A little shorter in stature, Abbie, my not-so-beloved sister-in-law. Where Margaret was subtle with her sharp comments about me, Abbie was direct and rude. The end result was the same, they both disliked me and they let me know it. 

I put my hand on the door handle. It was as if I was pushing it through treacle. I didn’t want to open that door. I moved the handle down, my long pink nails glistened on the brass handle. I heard a huff of frustration outside. The door handle pressed down slowly, as if I was fighting against the downward motion my hand was making. 

The door swung back and Margaret strode though, She threw me a distracted glance with no recognition. “About time. Where’s Julie? Who are you?” 

Without waiting for an answer she marched into the living room. The sounds of cheek kisses slapped out from the room. Abbie strode in more casually and looked me up and down. Her eyebrows knitted together, her lips pursed. “Who are you?” 

Blunt as  always. But what do I say? “Joanne,” I blurted  out and curtsied without thinking. An automatic reaction these days when greeting women. My face flushed. 

Abbie sniggered behind a hand. She looked me up and down, a quizzical look on her face, eyebrows still crossed in confusion. She went through to greet Julie. I swiped away bead of sweat from my forehead. 

“”Who’s Joanne and where’s Joseph Julie?” Abbie’s loud London drawl floated out from the living room and hit me in the stomach. It was a matter of time before my grand unveiling. 

I heard Julie snigger. “Joanne, come in here.” 

I   breathed   in   deeply   and   went   into   to   face   them.   Margaret   was   confused.   It   was obvious that Abbie’s mind was racing as she looked me up and down, shards of recognition fighting against the incredulity of it possibly being her hated brother-in-law. Me in a short dress, long platinum hair and real boobs. 

Julie pulled a stern face. “Curtsey Joanne.” 

I managed a small dip. Margaret’s head swung from me to Julie then back again. 

Incomprehension etched across her face. “What’s this about Julie? Who is this girl and why is she curtseying to me? What’s going on?” 

Abbie came up to me and glared into my face. Her warm breath on my lips, a waft of light perfume in my nostrils. She looked in my face then down into my cleavage. 

“Is this Joseph’s sister? She looks like him. I didn’t know he had a sister, I thought the was an only child. Nice tits though.” 

I grimaced and Julie’s face beamed. “He is an only child.” 

Abbie’s eyes widened, not believing what see was seeing. She shook her head. My face was slimmer but it was mine. The face of a man behind the make up. 

Julie went over to the sofa and sat. She beckoned me with a finger. This meant trouble, I   didn’t   know   what   I’d   done   wrong.   I   meekly   went   towards   her.   Abbie   and   Margaret watched every step with a rapt incomprehension. I stood before my seated wife, my head down, shoulders slumped. I knew what was coming. 

“Joanne has been a very naughty girl,” Julie looked up at me through her long black eyelashes. “I shouldn’t have had to tell her to curtsey when entering a room.” 

Margaret recovered from the show unfolding in front of her bemused eyes. “Julie, what exactly is going on? Where’s Joseph and who is this?” 

Abbie’s eyes widened and glistened, like white china dinner plates under a spotlight. I could almost see the light bulb come on in her head. “Is that Joseph?” 

Julie’s   unsmiling   face   twisted.   “No   Abbie,   it’s   Joanne.”   She   turned   away   again.   A twitch in one corner of her mouth. It spread to a smile. “Although yes. She used to be Joseph.” 

My legs wobbled, I pulled my hands together across my body. My face was on fire. I couldn’t look at my mother-in-law or sister-in-law. The shame of standing there in a short dress, my huge breasts exploding from the low-cut top, my blonde hair cascading over my shoulders. I’d become accustomed to being a girl, to have to dress like this, to act as a girl. I had enjoyed the feeling of the soft feminine clothing, the lightness of the materials. My hair against my neck. The charade fell away in that moment of humiliation and ignominy. I was a man forced to dress and act as a girl. 

“Joanne?” Julie’s voice broke me out of my despair. “Panties down and over my knee, there’s a good girl.” 

No surely not. She wasn’t going to spank me in front of her mother and sister was she? 

I hesitated, unable to move under the incredulous gaze of the two women. My delay was met by a yanking at my panties as Julie tugged them down and they fell around my ankles. 

Abbie squealed, delight on her lips and in her eyes. 

Julie’s eyebrows raised and I knelt over her knees, She pulled my dress up exposing my bare bum. Her palm burnt my bum cheeks with a slap. Ten more times. She pushed me up and I stood and pulled my panties up. My head lowered. I had nowhere to escape. 

Nowhere to run to. 

Julie stood and raised my head with a finger under my chin. “Now Joanne. Curtsey to my mother and sister then go and make us some tea and serve us. Run along now .” 

I performed a deep curtsey and a “yes Mistress,” which was met by Abbie clapping her hands. 

I   scurried   away   to   the   kitchen   to   make   the   drinks.   The   humiliation   now   running through my body. Yet, it was one more hurdle. One more hurdle I’d got over. My enforced journey to submissive femininity was further on down the road and I was a better person for it. 

THE END
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