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Chapter 1

Where am I? 


Hot, still and airless. He woke in plain humid room and found himself lying on a bed, the morning sun glaring through the unlined curtains and into his eyes, the imperfections in the white walls filled with a light sandy coloured dust. He jerked his head away to avoid squinting, feeling the heat; it was going to get much hotter. Disorientation filled his mind as he looked around, where he was? Why was he here? He looked down at his uncovered naked body, the rays of sunlight catching the gleams of sweat drops sitting on his chest and belly button. His eyes travelled further down and he squinted as he saw a thin black leather strap tied tightly around the base of his cock and balls which stretched tightly out from his body. A frown appeared across his forehead as he focussed on his tightly extended reddened balls, which should have been painful, but his still sleepy brain acknowledged that they were merely vaguely uncomfortable and oddly satisfying. A small metal loop lay across the base of his cock attached to the strap and a long metal chain, like a dog’s lead, was attached to the strap through the metal loop and then padlocked to the metal bedpost near his head. He continued to stare, not yet comprehending in his sleepy state what he was trying to process. Why was he naked, why was he here and why did he have a strap around his balls with a leach attached? 

“Well good morning,” came a deep yet familiar feminine voice from somewhere in the room. His head jerked up and his eyes scanned the room for the source of the comment. They settled in the corner of the room by the bright window and on the seated form of a tall muscular lady, slightly obscured by a hazy sun’s strengthening glare. Long crossed legs clad in loose light cotton mid length light blue skirt, a white flat sandal hanging on the toes of a raised foot. His foggy eyes could make out light blond flowing hair falling over her shoulders and over a faded yellow blouse, unbuttoned to expose a deep cleavage. A wide toothy smile expanded across her angular sun-kissed face. 

As he concentrated on her appearance, recognition and realisation flooded into his waking brain. He sat up briskly, conscious of his nudity and cupped his exposed cock with his hands. 

The tall woman laughed from her throat, throwing her head back and her breasts out making 2

the remaining closed blouse buttons threaten to momentarily pop open before her head moved back upright and her breasts retreated back removing the temporary strain. She was still smiling broadly. 

“I think we’ve all seen plenty of that little thing by now,” she said in a mischievous manner while looking directly at his now covered manhood. 

She stood and cast a long shadow across his cupped hands and stomach. She slid the ineffective curtains wide open and the sun poured in making the man look away again and a large black insect to scurry up the wall and away from the curtain. His eyes became gradually accustomed to the light as he looked out at at the dry brown landscape, so different from the green of England he had left just two days ago

He remembered now; his shoulders slumped as he recollected just why he was naked in the room and why the tall muscular lady was there. He remembered why he was attached to that lead and why the strap was attached to his cock and balls. The lady was now standing tall and straight in front of him, her body erect as if she were balancing an invisible book on her head. 

He had only been there one day but he knew exactly what to expect. The tall lady unlocked the padlock on the bedpost and motioned for him to get off the bed and then to bend over. He did as instructed knowing he had to acquiesce, bending in half, his eyes now exploring the knots on dry worn wooden floorboards, his hands hanging loosely by his side and his tightly bound cock and balls pointing downwards. His cock twitching and now displaying a morning glory: in all its glory. His eyes glanced up and behind between his legs and he saw the lady standing directly behind his exposed naked arse. His face flushed with the humiliation of his position and his bare arse cheeks tensed as he saw the lady’s legs move sideways on beside him. 

Slap, the stinging sound of palm on skin as her hand came down on his bare bottom and his whole body twitched in reaction. Slap, again and then again, his eyes watered, his bare arse now shining bright with the imprint of multiple long fingered reddened hand shapes, heat radiating from the slaps. Maintenance punishment, she had called it the first time, just to let him know who’s in charge: as if he didn’t know that by now. Once in the morning and once before bed and other times during the day he would receive punishment if he committed a misdemeanour. Exactly what constituted a misdemeanour was still a little vague to him and seemed to be at the whim of the tall lady. Misdemeanour punishment was usually a slap of his cock and balls which, if she caught him unawares, would be painful. She would usually make him stand there in front of her to be scolded while she slapped his cock in time to her scolding. 

He was learning already to be overly respectful to avoid this punishment, or at least to minimise it. 

She told the man to remain bent over. He couldn’t see her but he instantly suspected something new was about to happen. He heard her move across the room, her sandals clacking on the wooden floor and then she returned. She told him to hold still as he felt her fingers caressing his arse, rubbing around his ring with a feeling of a cold wet gel being applied. Her fingers entered him with copious amounts of the cold gel which dripped off his bum cheeks and onto the floor. He jerked automatically as she inserted her fingers into his arse but she told him in a soothing voice to remain calm, she wouldn’t hurt him, this time. He wanted to turn round to see what was happening but couldn’t twist his neck sufficiently. He had never had anyone play with his arse on this way before and it was a surprise to him that it was not unpleasant; a tingling sensation rose in that area and up to his stomach. Her finger twisted around the channel 3

inside his body, he could feel her finger nail, a slight scratching feeling as she applied the gel lotion. He twitched, mirroring her finger movements. It wasn’t right he thought, to enjoy this but he was trapped and there was little to do but enjoy it a little and allow his cock to continue to react with a fierce erection. Then the woman’s finger withdrew and he stayed there, bent, the pleasure turned off in an instant to be replaced with something larger and clearly artificial touching his arse ring piece. It entered him deeply and he tried to jerk his body up only to find the woman’s hand on the back of his head pushing him down again. 

“What are you doing?” He howled. 

“It’s a butt plug and you’ll be wearing this inside you from now on as I want your little arsehole blocked off. I think that will be much cleaner and tidier for all of us here, we don’t really want to see your arse ring when you’re bent over working. You may only remove it with my permission, do you understand me girl?” The woman was smiling brightly and she spoke kindly despite the tough course instructions she had just given. 

The man winced again at being called girl but he knew he had to agree. The object inside him had a satisfying feeling, one he had not experienced before. The woman removed her hand from the back of his head and allowed him to stand. He felt the object inside his arse and the base of it across his bum cheeks stopping it entering completely. His hand moved involuntarily to feel it there and there was a soft silicone touch. He reflected again that it was an agreeable sensation although an intrusion of his privacy. Privacy: a lost right. 

She told him to turn round. He turned, his rigid erect cock pointing directly at the tall lady and a faint smirk came over her face as her eyes fell down to it. 

“Mmm, I think you like the butt plug, I didn’t expect that but it’s good as I want you to get used to your life here and to be comfortable,” she cooed smoothly in her deep voice. 

The man looked down at the floor, his face flushing. He couldn’t understand why he was so turned on by such intimate humiliation from someone he had only met two days ago. She was doing what she pleased, outrageously intimate things to him but without emotion, without conscience. His guilt returned, guilt for enjoying something he would have thought of as perverse behaviour just two days ago. It was still perverse behaviour. 

The tall woman continued to look at his erection and put her hand to her chin, and stroked it lightly. 

“I’m not sure whether to take you to breakfast with that erection or whether I should get you to milk yourself?” 

The man looked up at her, still unable to take in that she could speak to him so plainly and openly about such deeply personal and private matters yet she had no shame and spoke as if it were an everyday occurrence to have a naked man with whom she could do whatever she wanted: sexually, physically and verbally. 

“No, I’ll take you with the erection, I think it’s so sweet that you are excited. Besides I know that one or two of the ladies want to use it later so let’s keep your powder dry, shall we?” 

The man jolted back at what she had just nonchalantly said but she smiled again as she spoke to herself and nodded her head absent-mindedly. He was struck again by the everyday manner in which she spoke about the bizarre humiliation she was inflicting on him, she could have been talking about whether to have tea or coffee. 

The woman picked up the slim shiny metal dog lead and clipped it onto the small metal ring on to top of the strap around his balls. 
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“Come on let’s get going,” she said tugging on the chain playfully, stretching out his balls, his erection pointing directly ahead. The foreskin on his cock fully retracted with the strength of his erection, exposing the sensitive head part to the humid air and to the tall lady’s amused gaze. 

“There’s a good girl, you can shower and brush your teeth after breakfast. Maybe you’ll need a cold shower,” she grinned impishly. She showed no malice toward him and spoke gently yet treated him as a possession. 

He looked down at his erection, exposed and on show and cringed at the comment from the tall lady, his shoulders slumping, his head drooping as he started to think about how his life had changed so dramatically in just one day. The day he entered the woman’s world. 






Chapter 2

Five days earlier


“I’ve now received all the applications for the job and one stands out,” Selina addressed the two other women in the meeting room. Two upright fans whirred around the small wooden table where they were seated in the meeting room. Selina addressed the older lady at the head of the table and Julia Strong directed her gaze back at Selina, Julia’s bright clear green eyes, brimming with intelligence yet also with something cold and hardened. Her once chiselled almost masculine face now sagging slightly as middle age crept up on her and started to overtake. She wore it well all the same and it even seemed to suit her. Dressed in a dark grey tightly fitting business dress, arms bare, and with long flowing auburn hair flecked with grey which bounced on her shoulders as she moved her head. A contract to Selina’s casual summer skirt and tied back hair pulled away from a hot neck. Yet it was Julia not Selina who remained the coolest, not a bead of sweat on her brow or neck. She nodded to confirm she understood and waited for Selina to carry on. 

“It’s from a Vivian Morgan who is currently living in London but is divorced with no close family. She is a qualified electrician and plumber and, according to her CV, has spent some of her career working on construction sites so has a wider knowledge of various repair and building work. Not only does she have the required skills but she speaks fluent Spanish. I’d say she is a perfect candidate for the role and exactly the type of person we need here in our commune. She even has experience of air-conditioning so we can hope she will be able to repair ours and we can then finally put the fans away.” 

Selina passed the printout of Vivian Morgan’s CV across the table to Julia, the older lady lifted her glasses into the greying hair on the top of her head, brushed the long strands from her neck and scrutinised it for a couple of minutes before commenting. “I really didn’t expect we’d find a woman with so much practical experience, she must be a tough cookie to have worked on construction sites. She sounds a perfect personality match with our commune too. It’s really too good to be true, which worries me as you know what they say about that.” Julia’s accent a clipped and perfect simile of a BBC news reader of the 1950’s, yet something was almost too perfect in her precise pronunciation that could lead the listener to deduce that her attempt at appearing and sounding archetypal English middle class was forced and her distant past was probably very different and less affluent. 

Selina smiled and stroked her long fair hair pony tail as the older lady passed the CV along 5

the table to the other lady at the small polished wooden meeting table. Selina held the front of her low buttoned shirt and waved it back and forth to try to get some air to her ample chest which had beads of sweat dripping down her cleavage. 

“Yes it does seem too good to be true to be able to find a female with these skills who would be happy to work unpaid in return for free accommodation and food and our simple lifestyle.” 

The three ladies knew that EU labour laws didn’t allow them to advertise for a woman due to its European-wide sex discriminations policies. They needed certain skills in their commune which they currently didn’t have and had therefore placed an advert online which had to be worded very carefully to imply that it was for women without being too explicit. Some men had not got the implication and had applied and Selina had politely declined their applications, always managing to find a reason for their unsuitability somewhere in their application. Finally they had received Vivian Morgan’s application and it seemed perfect. Too good to be true. 

Their commune of twenty-five British women and growing could not tolerate a man working and living there due to the nature of most of the women’s backgrounds; they had all experienced significant problems of various types and severities due to men, usually their partners. They had built a female only commune here in Southern Spain in order to recuperate and live away from men for as long as they wished, short term or long term. There was just one rule there: no men. 

Julia Strong had been and continued to be the force and brains behind the whole venture. A former CEO of various women’s charities back in the UK, she had gathered a small management team consisting of the two other women now with her in her office. She had worked with them across her career to help her set up the commune. Selina Cross was a former Olympic swimmer for Great Britain. Tall with a muscular yet slender athletic body frame, she was an imposing character both physically and in her manner and was responsible for all the operations and recruitment into the commune. The other lady at the top table was Amanda Birchell, who had worked with Julia in most of her positions in UK women’s charities as Finance Director. Amanda was a fervent women’s rights activist and a leading feminist and had a deep mistrust of men of all types. Nonetheless this didn’t prevent her from using her immaculate looks and appearance to manipulate men for hers and the commune’s purposes, knowing exactly their weaknesses. 

The commune had to be self-sufficient but it was more that that and also made money by selling its goods to the local markets around southern Spain. It had become a successful business operation and Amanda was responsible for all its money making activities. She was a tough, unsmiling serious individual but with an engaging personality and had considerable success in charming the local Spanish businessmen into taking their products. Manipulation. 

Whilst Selina was generally dressed in casual attire, Janet was always immaculate in a smart business dress or skirt with shoes and a groomed dark brown bob hairstyle. Selina and Amanda appeared at first glance to be opposites but it was obvious by the looks they regularly exchanged and the time they spent together that there was something stronger between them and, although no one in the commune had any firm evidence, the rumours were strong that they were in a relationship. The attraction between them hadn’t escaped the attention of Julia Strong, but she felt their closeness was a benefit to the commune and took no action nor made and reference to it. 
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Selina spoke, “I propose we invite Vivian to come over to see us here for a formal interview and to see how she gets on and fits in.” 

After a short period of silent reflection, Julie and Amanda agreed with Selina’s proposal. 

“Yes I agree,” said Julia Strong, “invite her for the interview and assessment, I have a good feeling about this despite it seeming too good to be true,” she continued with a wry smile. 

Selina turned to the laptop by her elbow and typed the response to the applicant, Vivian Morgan, asking her to come for an interview and the details of how to get to their commune, nestled high in the hills through winding roads some 80 miles inland from Malaga airport on the Southern Spanish coast. Selina glanced out of the meeting room window, she could see some of the community going about their business, looking relaxed. Two young women were chatting amicably together in the shade of a large tree, the heat was rising. Selina glanced at the old fashioned temperature gauge on the wall with the mercury indicating 25 degrees C, 77

Fahrenheit and it was still only 11am. She looked further afield and some half a mile in the distance could see the ten foot high double metal gates and the attached chain link fence with barbed wire top that surrounded the entire community. The dark brown back of a wooden sign on the fence which she knew said:



Propiedad privada

Entrada prohibida



Then in English below in smaller writing:

Private property

Entry prohibited



They were some thirty miles from the nearest settlement which is why Julie had chosen the location. They never received visitors due to their isolation here in the Spanish hills. An enclosed, gated community covering a square mile with a further ten square miles owned by the commune surrounding the enclosure, covered in orange and olive trees. The main source of their income. 

A secluded, isolated commune, a perfect location from where to build the new world of women. 






Chapter 3

A change of circumstances


The man showed his British passport to the Spanish passport control officer who opened it with bored indifference, glanced at his face and dropped it down on the counter before looking past him for the next passenger to advance to his booth. The man collected his single suitcase from the moving luggage belt and made his way to the taxi rank in the road outside the airport arrivals building. An organised line of white taxis waited, some of the drivers, many with paunches from hours spent sitting at the wheel of their cars, were outside their vehicles chatting with each other and smoking. 

The man approached the taxi at the head of the line, guided by an older lady who seemed to be responsible for organisation of the passengers. A short young man, who hadn’t yet 7

developed the paunch of the older drivers, took the man’s case without comment or salutation and put it in the boot of the taxi. 

“A donde quiere ir señor? Where do you want to go sir?” He asked. 

“A esta dirección,” the man replied in perfect Spanish, “to this address,” as he passed the driver a printout of the address he was going to. 

The driver raised his eyebrows and told the man it was ‘muy lejos’ - very far. The man said he knew and asked if it was ok. The taxi driver smiled for the first time and confirmed it was no problem as it was far better than the short fare ride into the city. However he pointed out it would be dark by the time they arrived and there would be no way the man would be able to get back easily as it was in the countryside, kilometres from anywhere. 

“No es un problema,” - it’s not a problem - the man replied, stating that he wasn’t coming back for sometime. The lady taxi rank organiser opened the rear door of the taxi and the man got in. The taxi pulled off and the man felt an excitement in his stomach, a change of life a change of fortune, 

He woke with a jump as the taxi stopped abruptly. He had fallen asleep and missed most of the two and a half hour drive to his destination. 

“Ya llegamos señor,” - we’ve arrived – the driver announced. The man got out as the driver took his suitcase from the boot of the car. The man passed over 150 Euros for the fare then a fifteen Euro tip as he looked around. It was dark as the driver had predicted but two flood lights shone down from two high posts which carried two large double gates. The man heard the tyres of the taxi skid on the gravel road before pulling off at speed, the beams from the headlights lighting up the trees lining the unmade road back to civilisation. 

The man saw a silver coloured rectangular metal box with a grill for a speaker and a large grey plastic button beside it. He pressed the button and hard a ring tone from the speaker. A female voice answered with a perfect British accent. 

“Yes, who’s there?” 

“Hello, I’m here for the job interview,” the man replied. 

“I don’t think so, we don’t receive men here. We’re waiting for a woman to arrive.” 

The man stepped back and stared at the metal box for a few moments. The taxi was gone. 

A moment of confusion came over him and some fear that he was trapped here until the morning. He decided to try again, ignoring her comment about waiting for a woman. 

“Can you tell Selina Cross that Vivian Morgan is here for the interview.” 

“What?” Came the surprised response. 

“I said that Vivian Morgan is here for the interview,” he repeated. 

“Hold on, I’ll get Selina,” came the reply with a hint of disquiet in her voice. 

The man waited outside, a feeling of unease in his mind as he looked around into the darkness around him. 

“Hello can I help you?” A different voice this time, deeper, more controlled. 

The man repeated that name and that he had come for the position advertised online. 

“But the applicant was from a woman called Vivian which is a female name. We were expecting a woman,” the deep voiced lady said. 

This was not the first time that someone had thought that Vivian was a girl’s name and he had a set explanation that Vivian was in fact a man’s name that had become used by English speaking women in recent years, principally due to the fact that in French there is a female 8

version of Vivian which is spelt Vivianne. 

“My name is clearly spelt the male way.” 

Silence on the speaker phone for a few minutes. Then he heard the deep voiced lady speak. 

“Wait there I’ll come to the gate.” Vivian heard the metallic click of the line closing. 

Vivian waited for several minutes when he heard two sets of footsteps in the gravel road on the other side of the large gates. The gates started to open inwards smoothly, electrically, he heard the soft motor driving the gates. Waiting on the other side he saw, as the gates were opening, the two women. The gates opened fully and he watched the women as they approached him. Both were blond, the younger of the two with shoulder length slightly wavy hair but his attention was drawn to the tall one. He judged that she was at least a couple of inches taller than his 5ft 10 inches with wide masculine shoulders and well-defined muscular slim arms. The other women, although also slim, was much shorter and this emphasised the height of the first one. Both were unsmiling with tightly drawn lips. 

“What are you doing here?” The taller lady said abruptly to him. 

He held the email he had received from Selina and the tall lady took it. Selina could see that it was indeed the mail she had sent offering an interview to Vivian Morgan. 

“I’m Selina Cross and we had assumed you were a woman,” she stated coldly, “this is private property, men are not permitted to be here.” 

Vivian explained he was stuck here until morning. He apologised for the misunderstanding and hadn’t thought to put his gender on his application as he hadn’t thought it relevant. 

The two women looked at him and then at each other, faint smiles mirrored in each other’s mouths as they shook their heads. The two women were attractive, the taller lady who he now knew was Selina was maybe little younger than his 42 years but slim, tall, good looking and both dressed casually in summer style light floral dresses. His eyes were drawn again to Selina. 

Selina stood there thinking and eventually said. 

“OK we can’t leave you here all night, come with us and spend the night here and you can call a taxi tomorrow to go back to Málaga airport.” 

He followed them along the gravel track carrying his suitcase which he couldn’t pull on its wheels through the gravel. They passed through the gates and towards a large double story stone building some distance away. Lights shone out from the many windows. Selina explained they were part of a commune of twenty-five women and they all lived together in an extended stone house that used to be a farmhouse. 

A slight breeze started to rustle the bushes on either side of the track as it became a little chillier. Selina introduced her companion as Jan. She nodded at Vivian as they walked along the dry track. Jane had spent much of the walk on the phone to someone, speaking softly, Vivian couldn’t make out what she was saying. They ambled up towards the substantial two storey farmhouse. The small breeze was increasing, causing the bushes to sway and rustle more vigorously. A renovated barn stood to the right of the house they were walking towards, lit gently by knee high solar lights on metal poles around the building and along the path. The place was well lit and well maintained he thought, looking at the well painted window frames and neat grass lawns, bushes and flower beds leading to a large black front door on the old farmhouse building. As they approached the front door it swung open. A women of about fifty with greying dark hair left the building, her hair touching her narrow shoulders and bouncing as she headed towards them, walking as if she had a board on her back. Vivian could make out in 9

the gloom beyond the lights that other women were emerging from behind her and from the barn. All apart from the older lady, were dressed in a similar manner to Selina and Jane, short summer floral dresses or skirts and sandals. 

Selina approached the older woman and said. “Hello Julia, this is Vivian Morgan. Not quite what we expected I think that’s fair to say.” 

The other women walked up behind Julia, the older lady, and formed themselves in a semi-circle behind her. Julia waited for Vivian to approach her and looked him up and down. She didn’t speak to him but looked to Selina. 

“Too good to be true and it was, wasn’t it?” Julia’s said with indignation dripping from her voice. It was clear to Vivian that Julia was the leader of this community and that Julia did not do much manual work as she was well dressed in a figure hugging black dress, her shoulder length greying dark hair had a fringe to her eyebrows. Her green eyes catching the reflections from the solar lighting. 

“You, follow me,” she said pointing to Selina disdainfully. Selina’s mouth dropped open a little a the curtness of the command as she had never crossed Julia before but now Julia was visibly disappointed with Selina’s mistake at bringing a man into the community. Vivian looked around at the faces of the remainder of the female community and saw hostility in some of their faces, in others he could see something else, an interest maybe. 

Selina followed her leader into the house while Vivian waited outside with the silent watchers, their loose hair blowing out with the breeze. Julia and Selina marched through the wide panelled entrance hall and turned right into a large open living area. The plain white walls had colourful paintings hanging and an upright piano in the corner of the room. Amanda was already there standing by the piano and had been waiting. Julia looked at Selina. 

“This is a cock-up of the highest degree Selina, cock pun intended. Did you not think to check that this Vivian was not a woman?” Julia said calmly but with anger. 

Selina looked at her friend Amanda hoping for support but received only a pitying look of sympathy and she didn’t speak up in her defence. 

“I just assumed that someone called Vivian would be a woman and his application made no reference to any gender, I’m sorry Julia,” groaned Selina. Normally so assured, Amanda had never seen Selina looking so crestfallen and felt a pang of sympathy and affection for her dear friend. 

“Ok,” said Julia, “we are where we are, what do you both propose,” she said firmly and looking at Amanda now, bringing her into the discussion. 

Selina was looking at her feet and Amanda started to scrutinise the ceiling, the silence broken only by a ticking from a second hand moving around the Roman numerals on an ancient wall mounted clock. Selina abruptly looked up and rubbed her hands against her side. 

“I have an idea,” she said, her facial expression showing a mind still processing ideas. Julia and Amanda stood watching her face, waiting for the idea. “Let’s keep him here. He has no ties according to his application so wouldn’t be missed.” 

Julia’s eyes rolled, it wasn’t what she had wanted to hear and Amanda looked at her and asked why they would want to have a man in the commune, it broke all their reasons to be. 

“Not necessarily,” replied Selina now regaining her usual composure, “not if we keep him as a subservient slave, a subservient feminised slave? It would be a great demonstration for everyone to see men for what they are and where they should really be in status. He would 10

never be an equal member of the commune but here for our service. I think it could be therapeutic for our commune members,” Selina waited, letting her words hang in the air. 

Julia’s look of anger began to dissipate as she looked at Selina, her bright green eyes darting about considering what Selina had proposed. A small grin appeared on Amanda’s lips. 

Selina continued, “he would have to be controlled closely and we would have to ensure that he not only was submissive but looked submissive. I think it might work and he does have the skills we lack here,” Selina noticed that the other two women were not disagreeing but giving her idea some consideration. 

“I like the idea of having a man to order around and work for us. I think it could work if we ensured control and it would act as a model for the others to show just how men really are, something to be used and abused,” said a now chuckling Amanda. Julia was still thinking hard and Selina and Amanda looked at her expectantly. Selina had won Amanda’s support. 

“Ok,” Julia replied, “I will agree to him staying here but I have two conditions for you Selina. One, you will be solely responsible for the man. It will be your job to control him and ensure his submission. I don’t care how you do it, just have a strong approach. Two, this will be a two week trial and we will review it at the end of the trial and take the input from all the other members of our commune and decide together whether to keep him or discard him.” 

Amanda smiled broadly. “Oh this sounds like fun,” she clapped her hands once before dropping her smile and regaining her serious demeanour. 

Julia instructed Selina to go and fetch Vivian. Selina bounded out of the room, returning within a minute, dragging Vivian into the room who was looking around before being pulled before Julia when his eyes settled on hers. Julia went over to a modern white armchair and sat and indicated that he stand in front of her. He moved sullenly to stand there. 

“Selina tells me that you’re unattached,” she boomed at him. He nodded, “we’ve agreed that you can stay here for a two week trial. It’s a female only commune so you are going to need to be respectful to our community members. Selina here will be your guide and contact, you’re to follow her instructions to the letter. Any failure may mean you will be ejected from the commune. Do you agree to these terms?” 

Vivian had been holding his breath and let it go audibly. “Yes, of course,” he replied, glancing over to Selina. Spending time with such a woman would not be a hardship he considered. 

“Of course I will respect your hospitality,” he added. 

“Excellent. Then Selina will show you our first problem which is the air conditioning in the meeting room. Please follow her.” 

Selina smiled across at Vivian, a wide smile on her mouth which didn’t extend to her eyes. 

Her hands raised and she rubbed them together five or six times before motioning for him to follow her. Selina led him back out of the room and to a small cupboard under the stairs outside the room. 

“I do know the fuse board and electrics are under here so maybe you’d like to check there first,” she said. She pointed to the box and left and returned to the room where Julia had remained. He spent some time working through the problem and quickly found a faulty trip switch and a broken wire, a simple test for him but he remained under the stairs to stretch out the investigation to make it appear more difficult and they may want him to stay. He returned to the living room where Julia and Selina were chatting together. They were standing closely, 11

their noses just an inch or two apart. 

“All done,” he announced on entering, “you have functioning air-conditioning for your meeting room again.” 

Julia had been reading and looked up, She raised a finger and jabbed it at Vivian. 

“You need to remember your place here Vivian and you cannot just interrupt us,” she snapped. 

Vivian stepped back. Her tone was unpleasant but he decided to swallow his pride and forced a gracious smile knowing they were making an effort as he was a man and he was not that welcome there. 

He looked over at Amanda and Selina. “Selina will show you to your room where you can have a shower and then join us for dinner,” Amanda said through tight lips. He knew this was going to be a tough assignment to win these women round. He considered that Selina seemed the most reasonable of the three and he was relived she would be his ‘minder’. 

Selina strolled over, Vivian following her long legs with interest, taking wide strides to reach him. He tore his eyes away as he didn’t want to complicate an already complicated situation by falling for Selina. He had noticed the looks she shared with Amanda and reasoned that he was probably not her type. Selina took his arm with her hand and pulled him out of the living room into the hall up a wide set of stairs with a dark wood bannister that curved round to the next floor. She led him along a landing with natural stone walls, a reminder of its heritage as a farmhouse, to a room at the end of the passage, passing white solid doors either side. He had the feeling he was being dragged more rapidly than he wanted to walk. At the end of the passage, she opened the solid white panelled wide door with her free hand and strode into a room with a single bed with metal bed posts situation in the centre of the room. A double window with open thin curtains looked out into the darkness of the night, a crescent moon provided a faint silvery light. The room was plainly decorated, white rough walls with no pictures. The bedding was also plain white and a single pillow was propped up against the wall. 

A door to the right was open and he could see a small en-suite shower room with a toilet. He was pleased to see that he would not have to share a bathroom. 

“If you could shower quickly please as it’s quite late and we’re all waiting for you to eat,” 

exclaimed Selina. 

“Of course,” he answered jovially, now starting to relax, “but could you tell me where my suitcase is as it has all my clothes and things in it.” 

“Don’t worry about your case it’s all under control, Jane has it downstairs. If you’d like to get undressed and showered and pass me your clothing I’ll get them washed for you,” Selina replied. 

He went into the en-suite bathroom, closed the door and undressed while Selina waited outside the door. He removed his clothing and felt a relief as he’d become a little sweaty from the long journey and then from the electrical and air-conditioning repair work. He heard Selina outside the door. 

“Have you undressed?” She called out

“Yes,” he replied and opened the door a crack in order to pass out his bundle of clothes. 

The door flew open and he was knocked back into the room. Selina stood in front of him framed in the doorway as he leant back shocked against the sink. 

“Oh sorry I didn’t mean to startle you I just wanted to collect your clothing,” she said 12

reasonably as he looked at her, his eyes widening, his mouth open. Selina took his dirty clothes from his hands and turned round. She then stopped and turned back and looked him up and down. 

“I’m so pleased you could stay and I’m happy that Julia has agreed that I will be responsible for you during your trial period.” 

He was frozen there, looking back at her with wide eyes and then his hands moved down to his cock. Selina continued to stand there, a hand moving to her wide hips. His cock started to twitch and then grow, seeing her standing there. Selina fixed her gaze there, a smirk coming over her tight lipped mouth. 

“I’d say you’re pleased too,” she said before spinning round and leaving his room. 

“What was all that about?” He said to himself. He lifted himself up from his position against the wall and went into the shower to clean himself up and refresh. He needed this he thought, pushing Selina’s odd behaviour in the room to the back of his mind assuming she had spent too much time living in a woman’s world. 






Chapter 4

Dinner is served


Vivian was sitting on the bed, a towel wrapped around his waist. It was past 10pm and he could see the hazy moon through the open window, framed by several twinkling stars. He felt refreshed after the shower but the episode with Selina had returned to his thoughts. Bursting in to the shower room with no shame, although he confessed to himself that it was not an entirely unpleasant situation as he did find her so attractive. Maybe the women here have been away from society too long and have lost some social skills he pondered again. 

His suitcase with his clothes hadn’t arrived yet so he continued to wait seated on the bed. 

He saw that the towel was making his bed cover damp so he threw the towel onto the wooden floor. He yawned, it had been a long day, but he got up to wander around the room naked. A small pine wardrobe sat in the corner opposite the window. He opened the wardrobe door and it was empty. Two drawer pine bedside cabinets were placed either side of the bed, one with an old fashioned lamp on it, brown tassels falling from a beige shade. A light tapping on the room door disturbed his thoughts. 

“Yes?” He looked towards the door. 

“Have you showered?” Selina’s voice came from behind the door. 

“Yes but I’m still waiting for my suitcase with my things in so I can get dressed,” he responded. 

The door swung open and Selina strode in. “Good,” she said, “I guess you feel so much better.” 

She left the door wide open behind her, the passage way outside brightly lit and throwing Selina’s shadow into the room. He looked at her standing in the doorway and immediately covered his cock with his hands again. He looked across at her. “Selina what are you doing? 

You just can’t come in with me naked.” 

“Why ever not?” She asked walking into the room, her head and erect body making her look taller, “why would you say I couldn’t come in?” 

“Because it’s not right. I should have some privacy.” 

13

Selina now stood before him, four inches taller in sandals with heels, hands on her hips. 

“Don’t be a silly boy,” she smiled at him in an indulgent way, “come on then.” 

“What do you mean come on? Where? I don’t understand. Where are my things?” He whined. 

“You heard what Julia said, I’m responsible for you so come on it’s time for dinner and everyone’s waiting for you.” 

He backed away from her and his backside hit the wardrobe, not comprehending her reasoning. He was naked, where were his clothes? 

“Let’s go,” Selina’s voice became a little more terse. 

“Where are my clothes? I can’t go until they’ve arrived,” he reasoned. 

Selina looked down at him, the veins in her neck standing out, her eyes squinting down at his cowered form. 

“You have no clothes, we’ve disposed of them. Now come with me.” 

She moved swiftly towards him and with one hand pulled his hand away from covering his cock and with the other grabbed his partially erect cock firmly, tightly. She pulled it fiercely towards her causing him to scream out, more in surprise than pain. 

“We’re going to dinner with the others, now!” She intoned the last word for emphasis but still without raising her voice or more importantly, losing her control. 

“I can’t go downstairs naked!” He complained. 

“Yes you can and you will,” Selina’s reasonable and mild tone contrasted sharply with the increased force of the grip to take in his balls as she dug her fingernails in hard. He winced, worried she may have drawn blood with the tightness of her nails and he let out another screech. 

“Come or I’ll really hurt your little balls. You’re mine, I’ve agreed it with Julia. She’s given me full ownership,” he looked up at her forlornly. 

Selina closed her hand around his cock and balls even harder and pulled them. He could see them stretch and he gripped his hands into a fist. She pulled him out of the room and towards the stairs; she was stronger than him and her hand was firm and tight. He became concerned that she might damage his balls and cock with the ferocity of her grip and he allowed himself to be pulled as the best option in the circumstances. His brow creased and he put his hand over his mouth without thinking. She pulled him down the stairs as he complained. 

“Please Selina, please.” 

She pulled him down the stairs and into the hall. His eyes scanned the area with fear and there was no one around. He pleaded with her to let him go but she tugged him past the living room door to the rear of the house. Two double white doors were closed in front of them at the end of the hallway and Selina pushed them open with her free hand and pulled him into a large dining area by his cock. A blast of cooler air hit him, confirmation of his skills in repairing the air-conditioning. Selina stopped with a jolt but continued to hold his cock and balls tightly. The large sparsely decorated room had white washed walls which greeted him with the same warmth as the twenty-four women seated either side of a long wooden table at right angles to the door they had just entered. Julia sat at the head of the table opposite to the entrance, no one said a word but twenty-four pairs of eyes stared in his direction. Julia stood up serenely. 

“I’m so pleased you could join us. Selina please take your seat we’ve been waiting for you. 

You may take your boy to his seat too of course.” 
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He looked around, his shoulders hunched, he wanted to disappear behind Selina. All eyes were following him. 

Selina tugged his cock and balls, her long red nails still denting his skin as she pulled him to two vacant places on a bench seat in the middle of the table seating and, when they got there, she pushed him down onto the seat and sat beside him. 

“Selina what is going on?” He whispered in the silence of the room

“Nothing. You’re my boy now, I own you now so I may decide to make you my girl, I haven’t decided yet as I haven’t had a slave before.” 

“I’m not a slave,” he mumbled as the room watched them silently. 

“Oh yes you are boy and you’re my slave,” a smile of deep satisfaction on her face as she looked up and scanned the faces on the women ll around them. 

Vivian looked to the other side of Selina where Amanda was seated and who was staring back coldly at him. He looked back and was aware that all eyes in the room were still on him, although more with surprise and wonder at the unusual situation that had unfolded before them. 

Vivian looked back at Selina who was now laughing with Amanda who had lost her hostile look and had relaxed. A movement caught his eye below the table. An affectionate hand was gently rubbing Selina’s leg and slowly moving up towards the hem of her dress. His eyes moved from the hand and up the arm to Amanda who had broken off the joke with Selina to glare once again at him. He turned his head away but from the corner of his vision he could see her hand return to continuing to caress Selina’s willing leg. 

Vivian felt a sixth sense and turned to his left where he saw the broadly grinning face of Jane who he had met by the gates and whose eyes were shifting rapidly between his face and his cock. 

“I haven’t seen one of those for a couple of years,” she explained with pursed lips. Vivian pushed his thighs together and lent forward in a vain attempt to hide his exposure. “Can I touch?” Jane asked sweetly. 

“No,” he replied abruptly crossing his arms. 

Selina spun round on hearing the discussion and looked at Jane, crinkling her eyes up, her teeth slightly exposed and said, “yes of course Jane, please do touch if you want.” 

“No,” Vivian repeated, “it’s my body and I choose no.” Jane hesitated. 

Selina’s lips parted in a wider smile and she leant across Vivian and addressed Jane. Vivian could smell her fragrance and he looked at the back of her head. 

“It’s not his body it’s mine now so please, go ahead and have a touch. Enjoy yourself that’s what he’s here for.” 

Vivian’s mouth opened and closed, his eyebrows rose instantly. Jane looked up from Selina and smirked at him and put her hand on his erect cock. Selina, satisfied the situation was resolved returned her face to the personal zone of Amanda’s face as they continued their intimate discussion. Jane’s eyes followed her own hand’s movement, her eyes moved up to meet his before returning to his cock. She breathed out in wonder. He looked from side to side and across at those on the other side of the table. Two women were watching but couldn’t see exactly what was going from from the opposite site of the table. 

Vivian could feel Jane’s warm fingers pulling his foreskin back over his slightly bulbous end. 

She took her hand away and the skin remained retracted due to the force of his erection. She flicked the foreskin again with her two fingers and it slid back over his penis head. Her mouth 15

was open exposing her teeth in a broad grin and she looked pleased with herself. She looked up at Vivian who was frozen to his seat. Jane looked at him through her long eyelashes while maintaining her hold on his cock and with her other hand she stroked her fair hair holding his eye contact. Her hand moved to pull on her ear lobe seductively. 

She straightened her back and pinched his foreskin back again and poked at the little slit on the tip which caused it to twitch more. Vivian looked up at the ceiling, holding his breath. Selina looked back from her intimate conversation with Amanda and gave Jane an indulgent grin before returning to her close friend’s attention. Jane continued to fiddle with Vivian’s cock, putting her fist around it and pulling it up, stretching the skin at its base. Vivian felt heat in his cock and his face, beads of sweat dropped from his face despite the chill of the cool air-conditioning. Jane’s hand was soft and delicate, even if some of the pulls and skin stretching of his cock were not. 

Seeing the plates of chicken and salad now on the table before her, Jane let go of Vivian’s cock. 

“Until later,” she exclaimed mischievously. Vivian was relived she had stopped although he would have enjoyed it more if they had been alone rather than sitting at a dining table with more than twenty women. 

He had lost any hunger he may have had and he considered how he might be able to escape from this hell tomorrow. He stared ahead vacantly but feeling more comfortable now that Jane’s attention was on the food and her companions around the table. His nudity was hidden below the table top from most of the women but not from Jane who continued to peek from the corners of her eye as she ate. The women were now eating and began to talk amongst themselves as they ate. A murmur of contented chat swirled around the room mixed with the clatter of metal forks and knives on china plates. Vivian forked some mouthfuls of the food but couldn’t focus on eating, finding himself in such a bizarre and disorientating situation. He was aware that Amanda was still throwing occasional angry glances at him and he didn’t know what he had done wrong. 

The group finished their meal with no further interest in him until Selina looked at him. 

“I’ve decided,” she announced loudly, the background chatter subsiding on hearing her voice. 

“Decided what?” He asked in the silence of the dining room, his words echoed between the whitewashed stone walls. 

“Vivian needs to become a girl,” said Selina. The women all looked at him, waiting for a reaction. Selina carried on after a brief wait for effect. “This is a woman’s commune and therefore we only want women here. While I’m training him I’ll keep him naked and you may play with him as you see fit.” 

Julia at the head of the table looked over and nodded, “I think that’s the best solution Selina. Let’s see what you can do in two weeks shall we?” 

Vivian dropped the fork he was holding as he finished his salad, taking in what he had just heard. “What! Don’t be ridiculous I’m a man, I’m going to go home tomorrow,” he protested. 

“No you’re not going to be a man and you are at home, you’re going nowhere else,” Selina was staring directly at him without blinking. Amanda also watched him and an eyebrow raised. 

Selina got up and went over to Julia at the head of the table and spoke into her ear. It was apparent now that some of the personal conversation between Selina and Amanda over dinner was about what to do with Vivian. 
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Julia stood and banged on a glass with her fork. “An announcement,” she said. “I welcome a new girl to our community. Selina is her owner but she will be here to do all repair work for us. Selina has told me she will be referred to simply as girl for now. So welcome to our community girl. Please stand so we can see you and welcome you.” 

Vivian looked at Julia, his eyes widening, his face features dropping. 

“Stand up girl, come on girl,” Amanda shouted out next to him. The women, smiling, grinning, started clapping in unison and chanting “Stand up, stand up.” 

Selina returned and stood behind him and pulled him up by his armpits. Once up he she let go and he stood, his head bowed, his face flushed. A woman opposite him screeched and pointed at his cock as it started to grow once again. Jane now emboldened by her previous play began to flick his cock with her fingers, giggling. The cacophony of noise grew, laughing, taunts, shouts. 

“Selina,” he said desperately, “I don’t want to stay here please can I leave?” He pleaded, tears welled in his eyes. 

Selina stared at him but said nothing but her eyes drifted down to his erection. 

“We can’t have that,” said Selina pointing at his erect cock, scratching it lightly along its length with a bright red varnished fingernail. 

All eyes in the room were on his, by now, straining cock. Selina pulled him out from the table by his arm as the others watched the scene. She took him to the side of the room and pushed his head down so he was bent over and turned him round so his backside faced the table. She took his erect cock and placed a bowl she’d carried with her under the tip of his cock. 

“You need milking girl, to calm you down.” Vivian’s body shook. 

Selina started to rub her clenched fist up and down his cock and he knew he wouldn’t last long. His twisted emotions, humiliation and excitement. Her fingers on his cock pulled, she changed to scratching it with her long red nails. Vivian moaned, he wasn’t sure if it was in pleasure or pain, or both. The women around the table started to clap in time to her rubbing and Vivian felt heat in his face, his brain and a tingling in his erection. Jane walked over to the scene and asked Selina if she could do it. Selina stepped back with a grin and Jane’s fist wrapped itself around his quivering twitching cock, her grip more forceful than Selina’s. She pulled on it roughly then let go as his cock expanded ready to ejaculate and stood there pulsating, bright red. Vivian’s sweat returned to his brow and dripped onto the bare floorboards yet he could feel the cool breeze around his balls and exposed arse. Without warning Jane slapped his cock hard, a stinging blow. She took it in her fist again and tugged back and forth hard. She looked at him and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, holding his eye contact, pursing her lips provocatively again. 

The audience was cheering Jane on, giving Jane advice. “Do it!” Selina standing back watching impassively, arms crossed. Vivian screwed up his eyes and he exploded into the bowl, his juices seemed to ejaculate forever and a cheer echoed around the room, followed by clapping. As his secretions finished their final drips into the bowl on the floor he felt his body shake. 

Selina looked at him.“Time for bed. You have a lot of work to complete tomorrow.” 

Vivian stood up straight shakily, he felt sleepy. His thoughts turned to an idea that this might not be so bad after all and worth the humiliation as he got the impression he might be sharing a 17

room with Selina. She was tough but sexy and something was going on with Amanda but there could be a compensation if he could be alone with Selina. Perhaps she did like him? Selina took his now flaccid cock and pulled him out of the dining room and upstairs to his room at the top of the stairs and the end of the corridor. Selina let go of his cock. He felt tired and flopped on the bed. 

“What do you think you’re doing girl?” Selina asked. 

“I’m tired so I thought I’d sleep” 

Selina grunted and went to the bedside cabinet and opened the top drawer. She pulled out a thin metal chain with a leather handle one end and a small collar and a small padlock. He looked at her from the bed. She towered over him and leant down gently. 

“Open your legs girl,” she ordered, “I need access to your clitty.” He recoiled and pulled his legs up the bed. 

Selina stretched out the chain and undid the small leather collar. She moved his legs aside and wrapped it around his balls and the base of his cock and tightened viciously making him sit up in shock. She did it up like a belt and inserted the padlock. It was locked around his cock and balls. 

“It’s a too tight Selina,” he complained. 

“Get used to it girl. And you will call me Mistress from now, you’re my slave-girl not an equal.” 

He thought hard, he had to get away. Even though he was miles from the next village he would make a run for it in the night once Selina had left him in the room. He could steal some clothes from somewhere, when everyone was sleeping. 

“I know just what you’re thinking girl,” said Selina. 

She took the leather handle of the lead and wrapped it round the bedpost and snapped in another padlock. 

“You’re going nowhere girl.” 

“It’s been a very special day,” she said. “Goodnight my girl, we have a full day tomorrow so get some sleep.” Selina spoke to him kindly yet, she had just locked him to the bed. He was temporarily trapped here as a slave in this nightmare of a woman’s world. Or was it a wet dream? 

She left his room and left the door wide open. 






Chapter 5

His New Life


Selina entered Vivian’s bedroom first, holding the dog lead followed by Vivian. Breakfast had been in the main dining room again. He was relieved there had been no repeat of last night’s humiliations nevertheless, just being led by the balls naked into a room of 25 women was humiliation enough. 

He could feel the butt plug Selina had inserted before they went to breakfast moving around inside his arse as he walked, its external flange chafing on his bum cheeks. He had never had anything inside his arse before and it felt intrusive and he was in some discomfort. At the same time some of the sensations it gave him were like a spark of electricity as it touched a spot somewhere deep inside him he hadn’t known existed. 
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He asked to be released so he could go to the toilet. Selina undid the padlock without speaking and released the lead from the leather strap around his cock and balls. He sighed a whistle of relief. 

“Can I have some privacy please Mistress?” He asked

“Those days are gone my pretty girl, now go in there, leave the door open and make sure you sit down to wee.” 

He did as he was told sheepishly and she then instructed him to shower and brush his teeth. 

“I’ll be leaving the door open and coming and going to check on you.” 

He showered and dried and walked into the bedroom, his hands automatically going down to his crotch area to hide it. Selina appeared not to notice him. 

“I’m going to show you around the estate today as part of your induction training. You’ll need to know where everything is as you’ll have a lot to do over the coming weeks.” 

“Can I get dressed please?” He asked

“You won’t be wearing clothes again for while girl,” she said absently-mindedly as she grabbed at his cock and pulled him to her and bent down to do up the strap around his cock and balls again, the thin metal chain chinking against itself. She tugged on his lead and he felt a sharp pain in the base of his balls. Selina led him down stairs and out to the front door. 

“Why do you have to put this on Sel..Mistress?” He asked sullenly, “I want to leave here.” 

“You’re my property,” Selina replied with a hint of surprise in her response as if he were stupid to ask such an obvious question. “I want to show you your new life as my property and the area you’ll be living and working in and you need to be controlled until you become a proper well-behaved girl.” Selina said looking him directly in the eyes. Julia appeared from the living room, her manner as the leader of the community evident in her regal approach. 

“I’m just taking her for a walk,” Selina said to Julia. 

Julia nodded imperceptibly to acknowledge Selina, who had clearly recovered her position as one of her right-hand women now she had found an evidently popular solution with Vivian. 

The commune members had all gone to Julia to express their support for what Selina was doing with ‘the man’. 

Selina gave a sharp tug on his lead and pulled Vivian outside. Selina stopped and looked around. The chain on his lead hung loose in a small arc towards the dusty floor, although she had a tight grip on the handle and the collar was done up very tight again, uncomfortably tight so that his balls were stretched out taut again. His penis was squeezed in at the base forcing it to poke out in front of him even when flaccid increasing his feeling of extreme exposure. As Vivian stood there he contemplated that it was not an unpleasant feeling for him. 

It was still early and fresh, small puddles of water showed there had been some rainfall in the night, although he hadn’t heard it. It surprised him that he had slept so soundly considering what he had experienced that evening. As he stood there naked he felt the first blow of a dry breeze which indicated that it would become warmer later. Much warmer. The sound of the grinding noise of crickets came from a grassy area on the other side of the gravel road and two pigeons began cooing; they were hidden amongst the leaves and branches of a healthy looking olive tree by the barn. 

Selina tugged sharply to bring him out from his daydreams and she led him by his leach out to the path where she had seen Jane and one of the other women standing chatting. They looked at him and then at Selina, pulling tightly now on his lead. 
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“I want a plaything too,” said Jane in mock anger, her bottom lip pouting. 

Selina smiled. “I found her so she’s all mine and I’m going to have fun but you can always borrow her any time you want and anyway, please join me later if you want to help me, I need to shave her.” Vivian’s head jerked up at hearing her comment. “I’m just taking her for a walk to show her where everything is.” 

“Why are you referring to me as a ‘her’ Mistress,” he asked softly. Jane and the other woman looked at him in surprise and giggled softly. 

Selina turned towards him and smiled again. “I’m getting you used to being female because I am going to turn you into a girl.” 

“I don’t want to be a girl Mistress,” the two girls chuckled again on hearing him address Selina as Mistress. Jane answered for Selina, “I don’t think it’s up to you girly,” and she chuckled again behind a hand at her lips. 

Selina tugged his leach and pulled him away to show him the commune area calling out to Jane to come to Vivian’s room around 3pm. 






Chapter 6

The Transformation Begins


Selina was laying on his bed in Vivian’s room relaxing and reading. Air-conditioning was not installed in the rooms, just the dining and living rooms downstairs, so the window was wide open and a large fan whirled warm air around the bedroom. 

Vivian was sitting dozing on the floor by the bed, Selina had padlocked his lead to the bed an hour or so earlier and he was bored. 

Bang bang, his doze was interrupted by the double knock on the bedroom door. Selina jumped slightly as she had been engrossed in her book. “Yes,” she called out. 

“It’s Jane and Louise,” came the reply. Selina told them to enter. Vivian sat up and put his hands around his exposed cock again and Selina seeing this, gave out a grunt of a laugh. 

The handle turned and the door swung open. The two women entered, both sets of eyes darting to him and then shifting down to his cock and leach. A smile crept up on their faces. 

Selina looked at him. 

“Ok, you need a shave my pretty girl,” she said to him. His forehead creased. Selina bent down from the bed and unlocked the padlock around the bed leg. 

“Stand up girl,” Selina ordered and he stood, the leach hanging down from his cock and balls. Selina undid this too. He hissed a sigh of relief through pursed lips. He was now standing naked in front of the three women and they looked him up and down. A silence broken only by the hypnotic metallic whirling sound from the fan. Vivian fidgeted, unsure what do do and at the same time fought a deep excitement at his naked vulnerability. His cock began to grow and he thought that he couldn’t ever remember a time when he had had some many erections in such a short time. He felt his hand start to move to cover his cock but stopped the movement, realising that it would just make the women laugh and besides, it was ridiculous to cover it as they had all seen it many times now and fondled it so it was pointless. Pointless and erotic. He stayed there, standing still, the sunlight beaming through the window, shinning a spotlight on his now glistening taut erection. 

Louise, a thirty something Scottish lady with short dark hair and strong blue dynamic eyes, 20

went to the bathroom carrying a metal bowl she had brought with her to the room and returned with a towel and a bowl full of warm water. She laid the bowl on the floor and the towel on the bed. 

“Lay on the towel girl,” ordered Selina and Vivian did as instructed. “Open your legs wide, we need access to your pussy,” she ordered sharply. He knew she was referring to his cock and balls but was momentarily annoyed at her calling it a pussy. 

Again he did as ordered, there seemed little option. The three women stood at the foot of the bed looking at him standing. Vivian hadn’t noticed but Jane was also carrying a can of shaving foam. Louise started to splash water over his body with her fingers, scooping it out of the bowl. 

“What’s going on?” He asked. 

“We’re going to shave you, so you have a nice smooth body like all good girls,” said Selina. 

“I’m not a girl as you can see,” he replied looking at his erect cock. 

“Maybe not yet but that is what you will become in time and this is the first step. I suggest you lay still otherwise you may get a nasty cut from our razors,” Selina said. 

“I don’t want to be a girl I really just want to go home.” 

“That’s not going to happen girl, so either lay still or I’ll have to tie you to the bed. Either way you’re going to be shaved,” Selina looked at him, her eyes piercing and unblinking. He had nowhere to go so he melted back into the bed knowing there was little point in resistance. 

“Good girl,” said Selina, Jane and Louise giggled slightly, exchanging amused glances. Jane produced a tube of cream and rubbed it all over his legs, arms and chest. 

“What’s this?” 

“Hair removal cream,” smiled Jane. They waited a few minutes then all three started to scrape his hair away with plastic scrapers. They then scooped the hair infused cream into tissues and Louise rinsed his body with the water. He looked down at his body which was now perfectly smooth. He put his hand to his chest and caressed his skin, moving down to the top of his legs. It seemed strange, light, clean. 

“One more area to go,” Louise looked at him with a wide pleasant smile. She cupped water from the bowl and splashed it around his balls and then sprayed the can of foam over them. 

Vivian raised his head to watch what they were doing. “No,” he protested, feebly, experiencing a heady mix of emotions, humiliation, indignity, ignominy and an extreme feeling of elation and something else. Indulgence. Their focus was on him. 

They ignored his protestations. 

Louise supported his balls with her index and middle fingers and slowly and carefully shaved his balls and cock with her other hand using a triple blade razor. Selina and Jane stood back and watched with interest as she then carefully shaped the pubes above his cock into a small triangle of hair, Louise’s face fixed in concentration. 

“There done,” she said with an instant smile. Selina and Jane both nodded solemnly. 

“There that wasn’t so bad was it now?” Selina asked looking at Vivian, lying looking perplexed on the bed, his head raised slightly. “Although we haven’t quite finished. 

Louise fished around in a bag and produced a small bottle with a pink liquid inside with a flourish. She sat on the bed and took his feet. He looked at her in surprise. Louise told him to keep still. Selina emphasised the point by ordering him to not move. Louise painted his toe nails and finger nails in the bright pink colour. 
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“Ok I think we’re done for now ladies,” said Selina, “she looks much better. So much more feminine.” 

He sat up and slid onto the side of the bed and put his feet on the floor. He gazed down at his body, his legs and his nails, his smooth legs, his little triangle of pubic hair above his smooth hairless cock. As he was looking he heard Selina moving behind him. He felt her putting something around his neck. His hands moved up to his neck. A collar. He felt a clink as Selina snapped a padlock in place. 

“There, I thought a neck lead will make a nice change,” she said, “we’ll give your pussy a little break.” 

He opened his mouth then closed it again. His hands moved up to the collar again, A flash of pink from his nails moved across his vision. There was a chain attached as before which led to a leather handle in Selina’s hands. She pulled him up by the leach, She continued to stare at him, unsmiling then a slight twitch of her cheek then a smirk passed her lips. Jane and Louise continued to watch, standing by the open door. Selina suddenly put her hand on the back of his neck and pushed his head towards the bed. He was bent over. 

“Stay in that position girl,” she ordered. 

SLAP. The palm of her hand smacked against his bare bottom. Again, slap. Five more times. He protested, she ordered to to be quiet as she inserted the butt plug again. She pulled him up again by the leach close to her face. 

“Maintenance punishment girl,” she spoke close to his face. “Misbehave and you’ll get more but now every morning and before bed you will present yourself to me and bend for over for maintenance punishment. Understand?” 

He looked back. Again his mouth opened but nothing came out. He didn’t understand why and what was happening to him. 

“Understand?” She asked. 

“Yes Mistress”, his words tumbled out quickly to avoid the punishment he guessed would come. 

“You also need to thank me for punishing you… girl” 

“Th, th, thank you Mistress,” he stammered quickly to avoid more slapping. 

“Good girl,” Selina smiled. He was relived, happy she seemed satisfied… for now. “I really want you to stay here as my assistant so you really have to become a girl. Once you’re ready and accept your femininity you can start to wear clothes but until that time you’ll remain naked with a leach for control,” Selina continued to smile. He didn’t know what to say so remained quiet. 

“Tomorrow we start the next stage of your transformation, ” Selina said. Vivian looked at her. Horrified. Jane and Louise looked on, a satisfied look in both their faces. They spun round and left together. 






Chapter 7

Jane’s Desire


The sun was falling beneath the horizon, throwing orange glows into grey streaky clouds. 

Vivian looked out from his window. Selina had left him alone after overseeing the removal of most of the hair from his body and Louise painting his nails. Pink! He held up his hands in 22

front of his face and inspected his fingernails. Bright pink. He glanced down at his toes nails, the same colour. What were they doing to him? They had left him and Vivian was pleased for the privacy of his room and the closed door. Finally privacy. He yearned for some clothing as he pondered the dilemma of the strange excitement of being naked and humiliated and seen by these women with his desire to return to normality. He got up from the bed and sauntered to the open window and put his hands on the window ledge, leaning forward to look outside. 

His original thoughts of escape had been extinguished with the realisation that the entire commune area was surrounded by a ten foot high chain link fence topped by barbed wire. 

Ostensibly to keep outsiders and potential intruders from getting in but in reality making him a prisoner, unable to leave. 

“Why?” He asked himself softly, “why do they want to humiliate me so?” He couldn’t answer. “Why hadn’t he fought them more?” He had no answer to that one either. His foreboding telling him he was helpless. 

Vivian was aware due to the sinking sun that it must be past eight pm. Nine pm was communal dinnertime and further humiliation as he knew he would have to go there naked. 

Would Jane want to play with his cock again? He didn’t know. He had only been here a couple of days and already his life had been turned on it head. Upside down and inside out. 

The bedroom door opened without warning and Selina strode in confidently. His mood instantly worsened as Amanda followed, a sneer of contempt on her face as she looked at him. 

She was the only one he had met so far who seemed to resent his presence there. The others had been either amused or interested. They left the bedroom door wide open, accentuating the fact he had no peace or freedom while he was there in the commune. 

Selina and Amanda stood there and Amanda’s arm moved up and rested lazily but affectionately on Selina’s shoulder. 

Vivian could see that Selina was holding two items of clothing in her hand, white and cotton. Amanda’s hand moved up to Selina’s cheek and a finger rubbed it tenderly. Vivian stepped back from the window, not knowing what was coming and confused at the display of affection between the two women. 

“Would you like something to wear to dinner tonight girl?” Selina asked as her head moved gently in time to Amanda’s cheek strokes. Vivian nodded, unsure, not confident. 

Selina held out the white material, it was a white cotton skirt with an elasticated waistband and a white vest with frills around a low neck line. Amanda’s lips closed in on Selina’s neck, planting a soft kiss on her neck then raising her eyes in defiance at Vivian. 

“It’s a skirt Mistress,” he remembered to call her Mistress. 

“Yes,” Selina mumbled, more interested in Amanda’s tongue now licking her neck up to an ear, goose bumps appearing on her neck, long and slender like the rest of her physique. Vivian stared at the scene before him. 

Selina straightened up, disturbing Amanda’s affections. “Put the clothes on girl and come to dinner with us. We thought that you’ve been so good you can dress for dinner tonight. And you look so much more feminine.” 

Vivian took the tiny skirt and vest from Selina’s loose grasp, the movement made his butt plug shift in position, a tingle moved up to his stomach. Amanda’s lips and body moved round to Selina’s lips and she brushed them lightly The two women were losing interest in Vivian and he wondered what had been going on before they came to his room. 
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“If you don’t put your skirt on and your vest I am going to become very annoyed,” 

Amanda had stopped her nuzzling of Selina and was glaring at him angrily. 

Vivian contemplated the skirt and did not want to put on something so overtly feminine but was keen to cover himself. A skirt! But what was worse? A skirt or naked again. He did not want to go through the humiliation of the previous night. He pulled it on and instantly felt a comfort and a soft touch of the cotton against his smooth shaved legs. 

“Oh you enjoy that,” Amanda had been watching his reaction and movements. 

Embarrassed, he pulled on the vest and assumed a fake look of normality to mask the warm feelings he was experiencing from the little cotton skirt. Amanda returned her attention to Selina and her hand went into the back of her hair and she pulled her head towards hers. A deep passionate kiss. Vivian looked on astonished. Amanda pulled Selina down onto his bed, they continued to kiss deeply, their tongues momentarily visible before they locked lips once again, eyes closed, hands dragging across each other’s backs. He stood there, trying to drag his eyes away from their passion. His cock started to grow watching them pawing and kissing. The skirt only just covered the end anyway and the slight growth made it protrude below the hem. 

Amanda’s eyes opened to observe his cock and then closed again, her hands slid up Selina’s long thigh and up into the skirt of her summer dress. Selina moaned and seemed to have forgotten that Vivian was there. He continued to watch when suddenly they broke off their passionate embrace and both looked at Vivian. 

“Let’s go to dinner then, no need for your leach tonight and anyway, I can’t be bothered,” 

said Selina. 

They both got up as if nothing had just taken place and Selina ushered Vivian out of the door with him now feeling conscious of the skirt he was wearing. He wasn’t sure if it was worse than going naked but decided it was better. It also covered his butt plug which he felt strongly in his arse,moving inside as he moved. 

They entered the dining room and the other women were milling around and all eyes turned on Vivian in his little white skirt and frilly vest. A bulge at the front waved back and firth sideways as he walked into the room. Jane appeared from nowhere and wrapped her arm into his and pulled him to the dining room table, forcing him to sit next to her. Selina and Amanda wandered off to speak to Julia who they spotted on the other side of the room, now disinterested in Vivian and possibly glad that someone else had taken on responsibility for his control. Amanda and Selina had resumed a more formal manner, now not showing any special affection towards each other as they had earlier in Vivian’s room. 

Vivian sat down and Jane sat next to him, she looked at his skirt resting on his smooth thighs. He could once again feel the butt plus pushing deeper into his arse, filling him inside. 

Jane was looking at his legs and skirt with unblinking large eyes. He hoped she wouldn’t embarrass him in the way as she had last night by playing with is cock so openly and so intimately. 

Jane looked up at him. “I like your skirt, it suits you,” she raised an eyebrow and touched his ear playfully. Vivian frowned and remained concerned at what might happen next and stayed frozen. Jane’s eyes fixed on his and her lips opened slightly as her hand slid down his body, over his cock under his skirt and to his knee. She then slowly slid it up his leg again, taking his skirt as her hand moved steadily up towards his waist, uncovering him, exposing him once more. All the time keeping her eyes on his. She let go, leaving the hem of the skirt resting 24

on the top of his firm cock and unable to slide down again due to the obstruction. 

“Your skirt’s lovely, but I want to see your cock. I prefer it on show,” she purred. He wasn’t going to escape another humiliation. Her face moved close to his ear and he smelled her faint soapy smell as she whispered. “Tonight you’re coming back to my room pretty boy, I have an itch to scratch,” his excitement raised a notch at the prospect. 

Jane’s attention moved away from Vivian’s genitals although two middle aged ladies sitting on his other side were unable to keep their eyes off them. They didn’t speak to him once during the meal but looked regularly and pointed, speaking between themselves. Vivian decided to eat and drink and get on with things. It was a Friday evening and he observed that there was wine on the table tonight which most of those seated were enjoying, including Vivian. Eventually his erection went down as he ate in silence, his skirt slipping down his legs covering him again, giving comfort. Instantly and despite not appearing to be looking in his direction, Jane’s hand came over and raised it up again and then turning and tucking the front in the elastic waistband. 

“We can’t have our only cock in the commune hidden away can we?” She said looking up at him through a sip of her wine. 

The evening became noisier as the wine intake increased. Tonight Selina and Amanda were sitting either side of Julia and were engaged in a serious conversation. Occasionally Selina and Amanda would catch either other’s eye and hold the contact and linger for a few moments. 

Others around the table could now see their connection. At Vivian’s end of the table Jane was laughing loudly and Vivian was becoming concerned again as he sat there in his little skirt with the hem tucked into the waistband, seeing the looks from the covetous ladies to his right. They looked but didn’t dare to touch. He knew them to be the two cooks for the commune and they prepared the meals every evening and joined the commune at the table. Everybody had their role in the society, Vivian’s was now the repairman or to be more accurate he thought, the repair-person and general plaything. 

Vivian was relieved that the evening passed without any serious molestation of his privacy and the women started to drift away from the table. Jane was still chatting with a couple of similarly aged women opposite and aside from the raising of his skirt, had largely ignored him. 

He remembered her promise about scratching an itch but guessed she had forgotten. He had counted five glasses of wine that she had consumed. He took the opportunity to slip his skirt down to cover himself up. Jane’s glassy eyes caught the movement, “She misses nothing,” he thought. However she turned back to her conversation, apparently unconcerned. 

Vivian was unsure what to do as everyone seemed to have lost interest in him. He glanced up to the head of the table and Julia was sipping slowly on a glass of red wine and listening to one of the ladies from the commune. Selina and Amanda had left, he hadn’t noticed them go. 

He guessed at what they may be doing right now. 

“Ok time to go,” Jane announced and stood up. She looked down at Vivian and held out her hand in a friendly manner and raised eyebrows. “Coming?” She asked. It seemed that someone had made a decision after all. Vivian put his hand out and Jane took it gently as she waved unsteadily on her feet. Jane led him out of the dining room and up the stairs to the bedrooms. Vivian looked down at the wooden floor boards and then up and along the corridor, it reminded him of a rustic hotel. Half way along the corridor, Jane turned to a door and opened and pulled him in with her. He remembered Jane’s earlier comment now. He thought again about the disappearance of Selina and Amanda and their behaviour in his room and wondered 25

exactly what they were up to right now before switching to his own environment and looked around Jane’s room as she let go of his hand and closed her door. The room was larger than his, with a double bed but otherwise the white walls and thin curtains were identical. 

“I’m just going to freshen myself up, why don’t you sit on the bed and wait for me,” she said with a half smile. He did as asked. 

Each room had its own en-suite bathroom and toilet and he could hear the sink taps running water and soft splashing sounds coming from behind the closed bathroom door. The door swung open and Jane emerged, her face changed, a pouting look spread over her lips, a sultry look came across her still glassy and red eyes. She sat next to him and told him to kneel on the floor in front of her. Her summer dress was short and had raised to the top of her legs as she had sat down. She spread her legs and the dress rode up further and the kneeling Vivian noted with surprise that she had no knickers as a light brown bush of public hair became visible. 

Vivian looked into her eyes, not knowing what was going to happen next. She leant forward and pulled his head towards her pussy, the smell of soap informing him just what she had been washing behind the door. The musky odour of a woman still persisted behind the soap which excited him immediately, forming a tent the front of his little skirt. Jane didn’t notice as her eyes half closed in expectation. 

“It’s been a long time, two years here and I am not interested in alternative options like Selina and Amanda so I’m a little starved.” She pulled his head into her bush, his nose firmly pushed into her hairy mound, his still closed lips pressed tightly against her open sexual lips. 

Her smell was strong and musky, she was already juicy. 

“Lick me boy,” she commanded and he opened his mouth and sent his tongue deep into her hole. Her juices flowed freely, smothering his face. He had to withdraw momentarily to wipe them away with the back of his hand and take a breath. Jane quietly informed him that he had to continue and he resumed, lightly flicking his tongue over her extended red bulbous clitoris. 

She moaned. “Good boy, good boy,” breathing more heavily, more rapidly. Vivian’s face now making circling motions, his tongue pressing harder on her clitty, her back arching, her thick pussy juices running down his face and chin, the salty sweat on her thighs ribbing onto his ears. 

Vivian’s little skirt was now displaying a distinct protrusion against the side of the bed. He wanted to insert it into her but knew he had to finish her first. A soreness came over his knees, bare against the wood of the floor board but he rubbed his tongue with increasing intensity matching her own movements before she stopped at the height of her back arch and screamed out in frozen pleasure, like a statue, her face screwed up with an intense release. Vivian’s own desperate need for an intense release was on his mind as Jane settled back down on the bed, pushing his head away with her feet, closing her legs together. A sigh emanated from her open lips, her half-closed lids covering sleepy satisfied eyes as she settled on the bed, her head nuzzling into the covers. 

Vivian got onto his knees and moved towards Jane, pulling her knees apart again with trembling desperate hands, fully ready for the next act and moved inexorably towards her damp swollen pussy. 

Jane’s knees closed firmly together. “What the hell are you doing?” She sat up. Vivian stopped. “You didn’t think you were going to fuck me, did you?” Her head moving forward aggressively as she stared directly at him, her eyes now alert and unblinking. 

“I, I thought…,” he stammered. 
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“Well don’t think stupid boy, or is that stupid girl? I brought you here to satisfy me and now you have done that you can fuck off until I want you again. Close the door after you.” Jane swung round and lay full length on her bed. Vivian stood up bemused. How could anyone switch moods so instantly. He had assumed she liked him, fancied him even with all those sultry looks over dinner and her fondling but it was an illusion. She had just needed satisfying and he was the merely the means to achieve that, not the reason He sloped off back to his room, and sat on the bed contemplating what had just happened, her sexual odour still lingering on his face, drifting into his nostrils. She had just needed something and now he had provided it he had been discarded until the next time. It put his position here into strong perspective, destroying any thoughts he may have had to be able to claw out some equality from this woman’s world. 






Chapter 8

The Job


He stood naked in her office; ordered to stand straight with his hands by his side of his smooth hairless body aside from the prominent dark triangular pubic hair shape. His pink shiny toe and fingernails glinted as he twitched restlessly, aware that his butt plug flange was visible to anyone standing behind him. A hand moved up to the collar around his neck, chaffing a little but at least the chain lead wasn’t attached. Selina was sitting at the side of the room looking on, Julia sat behind her desk looking down at some papers. He wished for the skirt he had been permitted to wear last night. It hadn’t actually provided him with any dignity but at least it had provided some coverage from his very public exhibition. 

“So today you formally start your new job working on the maintenance of our sanctuary. 

Fixing things. We’re going to trust you and allow you off the leach although you’ll keep the collar on for now.” Julia stood up as she was talking and moved round to the front of her desk until she was standing directly in front of him. 

Selina tells me you are starting your transformation into a girl.” He didn’t know how to respond and looked to Selina. 

“Although she’s already quite slim, she’s now on a strict diet to get her nice and slim. She’ll be growing her hair long and we’ll be getting her ears pierced shortly,” Selina replied for him, 

“I’ve started her out as you saw by allowing occasional use of female clothing but mostly she’ll remain naked while we ensure her submission.” 

Vivian stood still, puzzled by this conversation talking about him as if he wasn’t actually there. Not to mention the constant referral to him as a her” 

Selina put her hand under her chin and looked across at him before telling him to go to the kitchen to repair the doors on one of the cabinets there. She explained where his tools were then did a shooing movement with her hand. 

“Ok run along be a good girl. I’ve been speaking with the two ladies in the kitchen and once you’ve repaired the doors you’re to follow their instructions exactly as they have something else for you to do. I’m not sure exactly what they want.” 

He walked out of the office and through the hall and down to the kitchens at the back of the large extended ex-farmhouse. He could not get used to being completely naked. The women of the community never seemed in any hurry and it contrasted with the hustle of 27

London he’d left behind. They watching him as he passed, eyes flitting over his body, making him more conscious of his nakedness than he though was possible. He yearned for the skirt he had been allowed to wear last night. 

He went through to the kitchen area, a false attempt at trying to appear nonchalant failing. 

The two ladies he had met last night and who had sat next to him and been looking at him throughout the evening were chopping vegetables, looking out an open window across the orange orchards. Several other women could be seen amongst the trees working. Both sets of eyes suddenly swivelled towards him. Smiles appeared simultaneously on both their lips. 

Although clearly unrelated, they were dressed similarly in the ubiquitous summer dresses worn by most of the commune and their brown hair was pulled back in pony tails. Unlike the rest of the community who were all extremely slim and healthy, these two ladies were a little overweight with paler skin than the others who spent more time outside whereas their job was mainly inside. Ginny, the taller of the two cooks pointed to the broken doors below the sink and nodded slightly to say go ahead. Jenny the shorter one watched him. They never introduced themselves but continued working. Ginny and Jenny he thought. It sounded like comedy act and he allowed himself a wry grin. 

He worked on the doors for the next 30 minutes, the two cooks saying nothing to him directly but chatted quietly between themselves as they prepared the meal for the evening. 

They made frequent visits to a large double doored fridge and chest freezer, gazing at him at times. 

Once finished he walked over to them. “All done,” he said standing behind them as they stood together by the large sink, water was running into the plug hole. “Selina said you may want something else but didn’t know what it was.” 

Ginny turned round and looked him up and down, making Vivian shiver, feeling he was being sized up. Both looked him up and down a second time and he thought he saw a craving look for an instant. “Selina said we could use you for a bit,” Jenny said removing her white cotton apron. 

“Yes she said you had some more instructions for me.” 

“That we do,” Jenny said smirking, “follow me,” she turned and wagged her index finger at him while Ginny removed her identical apron too and they went through to a small room and Vivian followed. The room was a surprising contrast to the plainness of the kitchen as it had a modern black leather sofa and a light wooden coffee table standing in the middle of a wooden floor. A flat screen TV screen hung on one of the otherwise blank white walls walls. 

“Our little rest area. We all use it as a place for a break during the day.” 

“So what are your instructions?” He asked innocently. 

“We asked Selina if we could play with you for a while and she said it would be no problem,” said Jenny, the symmetry of her angular face becoming broken by the growing appearance of a second chin. 

“What do you mean play?” He asked in return. The two ladies sat down together on the sofa and giggled before they motioned for him to stand in front of them. He stood there feeling very naked as they looked directly at the lower part of his body. The larger one reached up and took hold of his cock and lifted it. They peered under it together and both put their fingers gingerly on his balls. 
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Jane but she said this morning that there was nothing between you so we could have played,” 

Ginny spoke. 

“Very smooth balls, Selina is training you very well. She told us you’re going to be a girl?” 

Jenny added, the two women speaking as a double act. They both laughed. “I hope she doesn’t cut this off,” Ginny said wiggling his cock about between her, the two women stopped laughing, looked at each other then burst out laughing again. 

“Very funny but what do you want?” He asked, starting to feel some discomfort as his latest humiliation. He had to admit he had enjoyed some aspects of last night’s little bit of fun in Jane’s room before she had ejected him. He even had to admit that receiving the attention of the incredibly sexy Selina was a turn on, not that she was interested in him of course. Amanda being her only object of desire that much was obvious. These two would not have been his choice of sexual partners. He looked at their faces, not unattractive but tired and unmade up. 

Their light dresses were longer than most of the other ladies of the commune, coming down below their knees

“You’re a bit soft here aren’t you? We’re going to change that. Selina said we could do anything we wanted and if you misbehave her punishment will be very severe,” Ginny’s voice brusquely. brought him back to his current situation. 

She leant forward and closed her mouth around his cock and slowly began to move her lips up and down its length. He could feel her very warm breath and her teeth scraping on the skin. 

She withdrew her mouth to his tip then pushed his foreskin back with her teeth. He winced. 

She was succeeding in her desire to make him harder despite Vivian not finding her initially attractive, her mouth was obviously experienced. Her lip full, her mouth wide. 

Jenny looked him in the eyes. “You’re forbidden to cum, just yet. I’ll be having a go next.” 

His shoulders dropped at her comment yet started to feel the familiar tingle below as Ginny continued to move her mouth up and down, her tongue playing with his tip continually. 

“Ha ha excellent, it does work,” Ginny withdrew her mouth and sat back to admire the effect of her sucking. “If you cum there will be severe punishment we have a lot to do.” 

Ginny now sat back against the back of the sofa handing over to Jenny who put her mouth around his cock desperately. He could feel her teeth scrapping along in a similar fashion to Ginny. She bit into him. At that moment the door from the garden opened and Selina walked in accompanied by Jane. 

They both sat in wooden chairs opposite to watch events. 

“All ok ladies?” Asked Selina, “is she behaving?” 

“Oh yes very well,” said Ginny, “it’s been a while since we had something like this to play with, thank you Selina…and Jane,” she smiled. Jenny maintained her mouth movements, up and down, up and down, her eyes looking over to Selina and smiling revealing her teeth on his skin. She bit down again lightly. 

He could feel the first signs of wanting to cum. Jenny felt the slight spasm too and stopped sucking immediately and leant back into the sofa. He stood there still. His erection pointing directly out from his body, small drip of pre-cum forming at its tip and some saliva remaining in the little triangular bush of pubic hair above it. Ginny stood up and smoothed her loose dress down to her knees. 

“Excuse me,” she said to the three women ignoring him. She then reached up inside her dress and pulled down a large pair of white knickers and stepped out of them. She turned to 29

face him. 

“You’re now going to put your cock in me and make me cum. You, on the other hand, will not cum as you will have to do the same to my friend here,” she said pointing to Jenny. 

She bent over and put her hands on the sofa seat. “OK put it in.” He looked over at Selina who simply said, “do it girl.” 

“I don’t really want to make love with this lady,” he whined. 

Selina stood up, anger sweeping across her face. “Do as Ginny says my girl or face serious consequences.” 

He turned back and took his cock in his hand. He lifted the back of her dress and inserted his still very erect cock into a large and very wet hole. “You will not cum girl,” he heard Selina bark out. 

He moved back and forth, he tried to think of other things, trees, grass, cleaning the floor. 

All of a sudden a shake and a stifled shout and she had climaxed. He stopped moving and she moved away from him, Her dress up around her waist and a wide round arse faced him before she straightened up, turned round and sat down with the smoothing action of her dress again. 

Her face a picture of contentment. “It has been three years, I’ll be coming back for more in the future.” His face took on a look of horror and he gasped. 

Jenny stood, a wicked, desiring, leering look in her eyes. She did the same as Ginny, her hands on the sofa seat and raised her dress to expose a wide round arse. He moved into her as before, the delay allowing the feeling of his climax to recede. He fought again against the pleasure of her wide warm wet area. His fear of punishment outweighed his need to cum and she approached her climax even more noisily than that of Ginny. He withdrew and sat on the floor, his erect cock dripping with his own pre-cum and the two ladies’ juices. 

“OK girl, calm yourself down and let’s get going and leave these nice ladies to recover,” it was Selina speaking. 

“I’m bursting mistress,” he complained feeling he was on the point of needing some relief. 

He wanted to be able touch himself, to move his hand over his desperate ache. 

“No you’ll cum when I decide girl and that won’t be now,” said Selina. 

What further humiliation would they heap on him in this woman’s world? It couldn’t get any more extreme…could it? 






Chapter 9

Welcome to Womanhood


Selina led Vivian into the meeting room. She pondered his time there with them in their woman’s commune and realised he had been living with them now for nine months. She looked at Vivian and was pleased. His hair was now long. It hung down past his shoulders, dyed a rich brown shade. The community hairdresser had styled it. A part of the back of his hair was tied with a small pink bow, the thin pony tail mixing with the rest of his hair falling over his shoulders. They had plucked his eyebrows and he had on full make up. His perfectly manicured toes and fingers a brilliant shade of pink. The diet and exercise regime Selina had put him on had made him very slim. Now several pounds lighter, his waist was a slim 28

inches. His manicured hand went up to play with his earlobe as he’d started to do lately, ever since his ears had been pierced. He could feel the long earrings dangling down, touching his 30

neck. They moved with his head movement, it wasn’t unpleasant. There were many benefits to being feminine he thought. It was the little things. 

He was clothed in a light summer dress, the style worn by the commune, a light cotton white dress with thin shoulder straps and covered with a tiny pink flower pattern. He wore flat white sandals. The dress was much shorter than the one Selina was wearing. Despite allowing him to wear clothing now, Selina insisted that he wear only tiny skirts and dresses and he had to go without knickers as several members of the commune enjoyed grabbing his cock. Jane had continued to stay close to Vivian during his transformation, using him regularly without ever allowing him to have penetrating sex with her. He had become accustomed to it. He even enjoyed it now, that frustration of being denied his own orgasm giving him a strange lingering exciting emotion. 

A lady who Vivian hadn’t met before was waiting in the meeting room. She was dressed in a smart light grey suit, a fitted jacket and a pencil skirt to her knees with black four inch high-heeled shoes. Her long black hair tied back in a pony tail which reached to the small of her back. Her red designer square rimmed glasses framing a large pair of dark brown eyes. 

Although she hadn’t yet spoken, her aquiline face and naturally olive skin indicated that she was Spanish. 

Selina kissed the lady on both cheeks and introduced Vivian to her. The lady nodded at him but made no movement to kiss him on the cheeks in the way she had with Selina. Selina had not given any reason yet to Vivian for their meeting. 

“Vivian,” Selina started. “This is la doctora Sabina.” 

“Encantada,” said dra. Sabina, smiling for the first time at Vivian, her hands remaining behind her back

“Pleased to meet you too,” replied Vivian pensively, having picked up a little Spanish while working here and understanding the meaning of encantada, “however why am I here, I’m not unwell so I don’t need a doctor?” 

“Por favor, sit,” said dra. Sabina. The three sat around the small meeting room table, Vivian’s brow furrowing in confusion. 

Selina looked at Vivian. “Your transformation here has been excellent Vivian. How do you feel now that you’re living as a woman? Well female except for the one thing that some of our ladies like to use of course, we’re never going to change that. Ginny and Jenny would be upset that’s for sure,” Selina added with a chuckle. 

Dra. Sabina watched as Vivian replied. “Well I’ve got used to it Mistress.” Dra. Sabina’s eyebrows raised at hearing him refer to her in this manner. 

She now addressed him herself. “And how do you feel, with the hairstyle, clothes and make-up. It is good no?” 

“To be honest I’ve become used to it. It’s a way of fitting in and I do quite like it here, once I became used to it that is. It seems I have to dress and look this way so I’ve gone along with it.” Vivian considered what he’d just said and knew he wasn’t being completely honest. He knew he had had the opportunity to escape if he had really tried but had made excuses to himself. If he had been honest he would have said he loved the feeling of female clothing and hair. He loved his slim look. As for the constant humiliation, it was exciting. He knew he had the physical strength to stop some of the humiliation but he made excuses to himself. 
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him at all. She had been able to spend more time with Amanda and leave Vivian to get on with everyday life in the commune, as a girl. 

“I don’t think you’re being a completely truthful girl are you?” Said Selina, dra. Sabina’s eyebrows raising at Selina’s casual use of the noun ‘girl’ and Vivian’s unquestioning acceptance of it. “I think you enjoy being a girl.” Selina looked him in the eyes, “come on admit you like being a girl.” 

Vivian squirmed as dra. Sabina lesnt forward and looked on with deep interest at their conversation. 

“I’m waiting come on I want you to tell the dra. Sabina that you like being a girl.” 

“Why mistress?” Despite the change in circumstances, Selina continued to insist he use the term ‘Mistress’. Silence. 

“It’s important for the next stage in your development,” explained Selina softly, “now come on tell the doctora.” 

Vivian sighed. What was there to lose? He thought to himself. 

“Ok yes, I like being a girl,” he admitted it and it had some truth. 

“The doctora looked at him. “And would you say you prefer being a señorita Vivian?” She said using his real name. 

Vivian looked at her puzzled. She continued. “I understand from Selina that you have been living as a girl for nearly nine months and that tells me you prefer being a señorita.” 

“Of course she prefers being a señorita don’t you?” Selina laughed and stroked his hair. 

Vivian looked from woman to woman. What was all this señorita business? Ok if I keep them happy I’ll admit it. “Yes I prefer being a girl,” he replied. 

“Excellente,” said dra. Sabina, “we can move ahead with the procedure then.” 

“Procedure?” Asked Vivian. The two women looked at each other. 

Selina spoke. “There’s one more procedure we need to undertake to get you where you need to be, to be the woman you just said you prefer to be. It’s quite harmless and very minor and it’ll make you look just like a real girl.” 

“What sort of procedure”? He asked, sitting up, scanning the faces of Selina and the doctora. 

“Oh it’s nothing really, just like having your ears pierced and that was no trouble was it?” 

“Er no,” he replied quizzically. 

“Excelente,” said the doctora. You’ll come with me in the car I have waiting outside. Selina said you would be happy to go ahead and she was quite correct. We’ll be going to Sevilla for the procedure.” 

“And what procedure are we talking about,” Vivian asked. 

“Just a small body change, don’t worry girl, just go along with the doctora. A small modification to your chest area,” Selina said gently. 

Selina could see Vivian hesitate and knew she didn’t want to lose the momentum. 

“Look Vivian,” it was the first time he had heard her call him by his name other than just referring to him as girl. He realised she was talking about something, some procedure he might find difficult to accept. She continued, “as I said, I want the doctora to add a little to your chest. It’s currently far too manly. It’s nothing to worry about it will be a tiny bit of silicon and if ever you want to go out in the future as a man again, then no one would ever notice. 

However it’s something I really want and I’m asking you to go ahead for me and for the 32

commune.” 

Vivian was still unconvinced so Selina carried on. “Go with doctora Sabina and I’ll come with you. We’ll go to her offices in Seville, look around and, before we do anything more, we can discuss it further, look at pictures and if you really don’t want the minor body improvement we’re proposing then we can come back. 

Vivian thought and conceded that a road trip to Seville would be a nice opportunity to get out and see a beautiful city and out of the commune area for the first time since he had arrived. 

He agreed knowing that the worst that could happen is he would refuse the minor operation. 

Selina reminded him that he would have to travel as a woman but, apart from the lack of breasts, he was so authentic now no one would realise he wasn’t a ‘pretty girl’. Vivian winced at the words ‘pretty girl’. The doctora smiled widely before agreeing. “Yes very bonita.” 

Three hours later they were in dra. Sabina’s office. An open laptop on her desk and she was scrolling through photos of breast enhancements. Each photo showing someone with tiny protuberances on the subject’s chests. Each image showing a cute, small breast, like half a ping pong ball in size. 

“Bonitas no?” The doctora asked Vivian. He nodded as they did look attractive although he didn’t necessarily mean for him. 

Selina started to become restless. “Look, we want you to have the tiny breasts Vivian.” The use of his name again. I think that it’s a small thing to request for all the support we’ve given you for the past nine months. We’ve allowed you, as a man originally, to stay in our female colony and we took a chance and trusted you. Now I’m asking you to trust me and do do this one little thing, to allow the doctora to insert those tiny lumps. It’s nothing really but they will enable you to gain a better figure. We could give you female hormones but that would have an effect on your performance and I know that some of the women need that, we can’t have Ginny and Jenny upset now can we?” 

“I don’t know,” he dithered. He could see her point, it was minor, he had accepted his place as a feminised man and he was even feeling good about it. But this seemed a step too far. 

“Ok,” said Selina, “here’s my plan. We do the tiny operation and if you really hate it the doctora can remove it again and we go home.” 

He continued to feel pressured. “Come on señorita let’s do it, quick and easy then we can all have a look and then decide if we want to keep them.” said la doctora. 

“Ok, ok,” he replied beaten down, “if I don’t like them we can take them out yes?” 

“Yes,” the two women replied simultaneously. 

“And they will be very small?” 

“Yes,” again together. 

“Ok, I’ll do it.” He was beaten down, they were not going to let up until he agreed. 

“Por favor, wait outside while I prepare and finish off the payment details with Selina,” said the dra. Sabina. 

He left the office and waited outside in small waiting area. He looked around and asked himself why every wall seemed to be painted white. A built-in reception desk was situated to his left and behind it sat a young woman who asked him if he would like a cold drink. He declined. 

In the doctora’s office, Selina and the doctora Sabina were discussing the breast augmentation operation. The doctora told her it would take place tomorrow morning. She 33

pulled out a drawer full of false breasts and put the smallest one in front of Selina. Here is the one we were discussing. 

Selina laughed and put her hand in the drawer and pulled out the one labelled ‘cup size D’. 

“I thought you would want this one,” the doctora smirked. “What do you think he will do when he wakes with these?” 

Selina copied her smirk. “He’ll be happy I’m sure…eventually anyway.” 



The next afternoon it was cool, still. He woke in a plain room and found himself lying on a bed, the afternoon sun diffused through the frosted windows and into his eyes, the perfect, smoothness of the white walls and ceiling filled his vision. He jerked his head to look around, sleepy, disoriented, where he was? Why was he here? He looked down at his covered body, the soft sunlight reflected from brilliant white sheets. His mouth was dry, his throat sore. A young nurse was sitting by his bed, a hospital bed. 

“You’re very beautiful girl,” Selina’s voice whispered in his ear. He turned to see her face, he could smell her light fragrance. 

He tried to lift himself up as the doctora appeared at the side of his vision. The nurse whispered for his to lay down for a few more minutes. As he put his head down he looked down, he saw two large mounds in the sheet in his chest area. Panic filled his brain and he flung the sheets back. He saw two enormous breasts rising from his own chest area, protruding some four inches. Real boobs, real tits! Some bandages were wrapped around the bottom area of the breasts, where the doctora had put the silicone implants. Size D. He stared in incomprehension, he closed his eyes and opened them again expecting to see his previously flat male chest as if nothing had changed and all was back to normal. He opened his eyes. No. Two large breasts. Where were the little ping-pong balls they had promised? 

“We’ve given you beautiful female breasts. It was the final thing you needed for your transformation,” said Selina. The doctora looked on and smiled kindly. 

His hand shot down to his cock. It was still there. “Silly girl we haven’t chopped anything off and we’re not going to. We need use of that. Or at least some of our group do,” Selina smiled again. 

The nurse left. He sat up and swung round on the side of the bed. “They are beautiful breasts don’t you think?” Selina asked. 

“We discussed tiny breasts not these.” 

“Well now you have them and now you really look like a girl. Welcome to our community and with these new breasts you’ll look beautiful. Some of the other women will be very jealous with your size D!” Selina was happy. 

The nurse reappeared with a new dress in one hand and a bra, a pair of female shoes with high heels in the other. 

“Put the bra on Vivian,” 

“I don’t want them, so can you take them out please as you said you would?” He asked

“Well actually no we can’t,” said Selina. “You’ll grow to like them so I’m going to do you a massive favour and refuse your request. The breasts stay.” 

He looked down at his new breasts. They were gorgeous but utterly feminine. A felt a tingle down below, the thought excited him. Breasts. He took the bra without a word and put it on. 

He pulled the dress over his head. White, flared with large green flowers, thin straps and stood 34

up it up. The front slid smoothly over his new breasts, filling out the front of the dress. He had a cleavage, a deep large cleavage. His erection became strong but was hidden in the folds of the flared dress. He slid his shoes on. Four inch heels, he stumbled a little. He looked in the mirror on the other side of the room. A women stared back. A woman with beautiful long legs, long flowing hair and a very large bosom. Selina looked at him gently. 

“Welcome to womanhood Vivianne, welcome to our woman’s world.” 



THE END
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Dear Reader, I really hope you enjoyed The Woman’s World. I love the image of all those dominant women I created for the story. 



As an author and a firm believer and practitioner in female domination and the feminisation of men, I believe stories like this and my blog at ladiesontop.wordpress.com can help to promote this lifestyle and contribute, in a tiny way, towards creating a society where women increasingly take charge and men are reduced to a more submissive feminised role. 



I’d really love you to share your thoughts about The Woman’s World and post a quick review on Amazon. Please click on the link below to make your comments



Click here to leave a review on Amazon.com



Thank you so much for reading my story, Lady Alexa xxx 35
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