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Prisoner Of Women

By NORMAN WAY

On prom night a parent’s worst nightmare is having the cops come to the door to inform them that their son or daughter has been killed in a car crash. In my case, it was just the opposite. When I got home from my prom, the cops were waiting to tell me a drunk driver at a nearby intersection had killed my parents. 

There is no good time for bad news but I was old enough and mature enough to accept what had happened. The next several weeks were a blur of events with the funeral, legal details and getting the house ready for sale, as well as finalizing my plans to attend school in the fall. 

Fortunately the house sold quickly and I managed to find a decent apartment close to school as well as a part-time job, although finances were not an immediate problem. I pushed myself hard in school and by taking a few classes over the summer, I was able to complete a four-year program in three years. 

Many of my classmates moved on to higher paying jobs in larger cities but I accepted a training position in the loan department of Cardinal State Bank. The starting salary was less than I had expected but I could always keep my eyes peeled for something better. 

The Cardinal State Bank was one of the oldest in the state. Their lending policies were very conservative and their investment strategies were very sound. Other banks could brag about size but Cardinal had few defaults on loans and their portfolio had weathered many a recession. The founder’s two sons had expanded the business by opening a number of branches to serve the community and its growing commercial and industrial base. 

I progressed rapidly in my training and within a year I was doing well. I was the youngest staff member working at the main bank so after hours, I kept pretty much to myself. While in school I hadn’t dated much, concentrating mainly on my studies so I could finish up earlier than my classmates. 
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Except for an occasional trip to the local Indian casino with friends and the purchase of some lottery tickets, I didn’t gamble. Imagine my surprise one Saturday night as the numbers on the TV screen matched the ticket in my hand. Once the hammering in my chest had stopped, I knew I had to formulate a plan for quitting my job, moving to a state with no income tax and developing an investment strategy to secure my winnings. 

I placed the ticket in an envelope and put it in the back of the freezer compartment of the refrigerator for safekeeping. I had won six million dollars over twenty years or a lump sum of three million. It was the middle of November and I had six months to cash the ticket in. That was plenty of time to decide what to do. I planned to resign at the end of the year; I would tell everyone I was going to move out west to work there. I didn’t own a lot of “things” so I would not have a lot of packing to do. My car had just over 80K miles on it and was good enough to get me where I was going before I needed to replace it. 

I poured the last of a bottle of wine in my glass and tried to get interested in some late night television but could not. Tomorrow was Sunday and it would be a long day with nothing to do but watch some football games and think about my future. On Monday there would be a lot of talk about the local lottery winner so I would have to be careful about what I said. 

The next four weeks passed more quickly than I thought they would. I gave my two weeks notice so the next paycheck was also the last one of the year. My last loan interview was scheduled for the Friday morning of my last week. I would see two women at 10 AM; then I would clean up some odds and ends in the afternoon before I attended a planned farewell get-together in the back room. 

***

Marilyn and Monique Barton arrived promptly at 9:45. The two sisters, both divorced, were co-owners of the M&M Beauty Shop just down the street from my apartment. After their divorces were final, the two sisters pooled their resources and purchased and remodeled a single story duplex. They lived in one half and converted the basement of one half into a four-stool beauty salon managed by Marilyn. The first floor of the other half was a lingerie and wig shop run by Monique. The business was doing moderately well but I had my doubts about loaning them enough money to open a second, larger shop with a new shopping mall several miles away. The location looked good, as the new mall was a small one located in a mainly residential area. The building they wanted to buy had been a hobby shop and was located directly across the main intersection from the mall. 

I thought I handled the interview and loan application process in a professional way, though I felt the two women seemed a bit put off as if I had a bad attitude towards them. I certainly don’t think I was condescending in any way. I wished them well as we con-cluded our business. After the women left, I finished up the day’s work and spent what seemed like an eternity accepting the good wishes of my fellow employees as we sipped coffee and made small talk. Finally, with handshakes all around, I cashed my paycheck, closed out my checking and retirement accounts and left the bank. 
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That evening, I changed into my jogging suit and sneakers to run my usual mile or two before taking a shower and getting some much needed rest. The next morning I would be checking into a local motel for the weekend, then I would leave Monday morning for the trip out west. My trailer was packed and hooked up to my car. The only things remaining in the apartment were some bedding, toiletries, my alarm clock and the clothes I would be wearing in the morning. The new tenants would be moving in around ten so I wanted to be out early. 

For whatever reason, maybe the crispness of the mild December evening, maybe the relief of not ever having to work again, or just the joy of being a truly free man, I decided to push myself to run further than I usually did. As I rounded the block on the final lap back to my apartment building, I approached the M&M Beauty Shop and saw one of the girls standing near the door, waving me inside. 

I couldn’t imagine what they wanted at this time of night but jogged up to the entrance to find out. When I got to the door, both the outside and inside lights were out. I opened the door and stepped inside the dark stairwell. A rag was suddenly placed over my nose and mouth. It smelled like diesel fuel and as I stepped back, I began to feel faint. I was trying to recover my balance when a hood was placed over my head. The smell was stronger than ever. My legs felt rubbery and couldn’t seem to support me. Hands were grabbing at me and pulling me forward. My limbs were barely co-operating as I was dragged down the basement stairs and onto the beauty shop floor. My sneakers, socks, and jogging suit were quickly removed. I was exhausted from the run and whatever was soaked into that hood prevented me from putting up much of a struggle. 

The lights in the beauty shop came on and the hood was yanked off. My vision was blurry but I could make out several women in the room. They pulled me over to a rack on wheels and stood me up against one side. Quickly, they shackled my wrists to the left and right sides of the top of the rack, and then my ankles were similarly fastened to the bottom. My spread-eagled form then wheeled around to the middle of the beauty shop floor. 

No one said a word to me during this entire time. The only sound had been my panting from my long run and the effect of the chemical in the hood. I was about to say something when I heard Monique’s voice behind me. In a soft but ominous tone she said:

“Stay still and do exactly as we tell you or you will be so very sorry, do you under-stand?” 

“I guess so,” I answered. “But I...” 

“But nothing!” she screamed. “Just do as you’re told!” 

The next sound was the crack of a flat wooden paddle against my buttocks. I grimaced as she applied several more strokes. When she was finished, I hung limply against my re-straints. I knew any further resistance would be futile. 

“All right girls, lets get started,” said Monique as she stepped back from the rack. 

My vision had cleared enough now to see what was happening to me. Two beauticians were pouring rubbing alcohol on small towels. After wiping off my body, I was cleansed of sweat and my skin felt dry. Next the two girls, one in front of me and one behind me, used electric clippers to remove the body hair from my legs, chest and arms. After sweep-ing the hair from the floor, the girls applied hot wax. Shortly thereafter with great glee, Page - 5
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they pulled the strips off, bursting into laughter as I grimaced in pain. When I looked down, my body was not only hair free but had a definite feminine sheen to it. 

“Very good,” remarked Monique. “He looks better than I expected. Let’s continue.” 

The girls then wheeled me around and lined up the rack with one of the beauty shop’s four chairs. My wrist shackles were unlocked and I plopped down in the chair behind me, relieved at least to be sitting down. Almost immediately, my wrists were duct taped to the chair’s arms palm down. When my leg shackles were released, my feet were pushed together on a small pedestal and my ankles were duct taped together, one of the girls began shoving something between my toes. 

I watched them work quickly as in short order I received a manicure and pedicure as well as a single coat of hot pink nail polish. While the polish was drying, the girls left the room. I couldn’t hear what they were talking about, though occasionally they erupted into laughter. In about twenty minutes, Monique came in and looked me over. 

“Very good, now finish him off.” she said with a smirk on her face. 

One of the beauticians returned, brandishing a scissor-like device in one hand. She grabbed my hair with her left hand. 

“Sit still and don’t move!” she commanded. 

Then she proceeded to curl my eyelashes. Next, she picked up a pair of tweezers and began plucking my eyebrows. I flinched several times as she worked quickly; despite my obvious discomfort, she seemed to take great pleasure in what she was doing. 

The last of my painful experiences came when she pierced both of my earlobes and in-serted little gold plugs. While the first beautician put her instruments away, another pushed a button on a small machine behind me. She had a handful of warm, pink, sweet-smelling shaving soap. Quickly, she lathered my face and neck. Several minutes later, I felt a burning sensation. Tilting my head back, she rinsed off the pink foam and my whiskers with a spray of warm water. Next she wrapped a warm towel around my face and neck and when it was removed several minutes later, my skin felt dry and tight. She removed the cover from a jar of face cream and applied some of the sweet smelling stuff to my face and neck. The cream had a soothing sensation but a feminine scent to it. The burning feeling soon subsided and when she held up a mirror, I saw that my face was incredibly smooth, almost girly smooth. The duct tape was cut, freeing my hands and feet. I massaged both my wrists and tried to stand up. The girls helped me to my feet. Standing in the middle of the beauty shop floor, I was being examined by Monique and the two girls as if I was a lab rat and they had just completed an experiment. 

After admiring the two beauticians’ handiwork, Monique barked “Okay girls, last step.” 

The two beauticians put on latex gloves. After removing the lid from a large jar of face cream, they dug their fingers into the jar and began slathering the white cream all over my body. With a spatula, they dug the remnants of the stuff out of the jar and applied it to my face and neck. 

“There, we’re all done,” remarked one of them. “He’s sissy smooth and smells sissy sweet.” 
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Monique returned and handed me my jogging suit and sneakers. “Get dressed!” she ordered. 

Marilyn came into the room as I pulled on my clothes. She laughed and said, “The video is just fine. You’re going to love it!” 

After I had laced up my, shoes Monique got right in my face. “We changed your ar-rangements. You’ll be checking into your motel tonight instead of in the morning. Remember to keep your mouth shut if you know what’s good for you. We know all about your so-called plans, so just do as you’re told.” 

I nodded in agreement and followed the girls out to the car. They drove me to the motel where I saw my car was already parked but without the trailer attached. Monique got out and I followed. 

“Don’t worry about your stuff,” she said. “The folks at the local charity store were glad to get your donation. Besides, where you are going, you aren’t going to need them any-more. Marilyn has you all checked in, so let’s get to your room and join her.” 

We walked in a side door and then down the hallway to my room. Monique knocked on the door and Marilyn let us in. One of the beauticians was crushing empty gallon milk jugs and putting them in a large black plastic garbage bag. 

“Take off your clothes and get into the tub!” screamed Monique as she jammed a pink shower cap over my hair. 

I removed my sneakers, socks and jogging suit and placed them on the chair. I walked into the bathroom to the edge of the tub to find it filled with pink foam. 

Suddenly Monique pulled my jock strap down around my ankles and yanked back. I put my arms out and caught myself on the opposite side of the tub but a solid push from behind sent me sliding into the frothy, slimy mess. As I recovered and sat upright in the sea of pink, my nostrils were assaulted with the sweet scent of the perfumed bubble bath that had been mixed with about ten gallons of whole milk and warm water. When I looked up, Monique was grinning from ear to ear. 

“Enjoy yourself, sissy boy!” she taunted as she tossed me a bar of perfumed soap. 

“Scrub yourself all over. I’ll be back in fifteen minutes!” 

I began soaping myself down. The soap had the same feminine scent as the bubble bath. Despite the feminine odor, I had to admit the feeling of the mixture of milk, warm water, bubble bath, and soap on my hairless body was quite erotic. Except for a few tufts of hair around my manhood, I had been pretty well plucked clean. A few minutes later, Monique returned. Marilyn was behind her with the video camera. 

“Smile for the camera, pussycat, and make it look like you’re enjoying yourself!” said Monique as she stepped back and Marilyn started the camera. 

I smiled as instructed and tried to act playfully girlish with the soap and bubbles. 

“Show us your pretty nails, girly boy!” shouted Monique. 

Again I followed her instructions and turned my hands toward the camera to reveal their pink color while raising my feet about the level of the foam so my pink toenails were also visible. Marilyn stopped the camera and walked out. 

Page - 7

PRISONER OF WOMEN

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

After putting a large bath towel on the adjacent toilet seat, Monique said, “When you’re finished rinsing off all that sissy girly stuff, dry yourself off and put this on.” 

She was holding the bottom half of a baby doll nightie. She turned and hung the panties on a small hook and walked out of the bathroom. 

Minutes later, after I dried my self off, I looked in the mirror above the sink. I had to admit I looked pretty feminine with my plucked and shaped eyebrows and curled eyelashes. My hairless smooth skin had a very nice sheen, as well as a sweet feminine smell. I turned from the mirror and removed the panties from the hook on the wall. They were pink satin and when I stepped into them and pulled them up to my waist, the feeling of the satin against my smooth skin was quite sensuous. Nervously, I opened the bathroom door and walked out to the main room where the girls were waiting for me. Both girls looked at me with smiles on their faces. 

“Oh my!” sighed Marilyn as she picked up the camera. “He is just a doll!” 

I cringed at the description. Monique approached me with a small round container in one hand. 

“Raise your arms above your head and spread your legs farther apart, sweet pea!” she instructed. 

I did as I was told as she took the cover off the container and removed a powder puff. 

Starting with my neck and shoulders, she proceeded to dust me from head to foot with the perfumed powder. With a single elegant nail, she pulled back the waistband of my panties and gave my manhood a liberal dusting. After putting the puff back in the container, she replaced the lid and set it on the table. Picking up the top of the baby doll, she handed it to me. 

“Put this on now!” she ordered. 

I took the light pink chiffon top from her and put it on and adjusted the large pink bow on the front. Marilyn put the camera down and began picking up the things they had brought, along with my jogging clothes and shoes put them all in a large bag. 

“We’ll be back in the morning, so get to bed and get some sleep.” 

With that, the girls left the room. I was exhausted. I had been thru quite an ordeal and didn’t have a clue why. I walked over to the closet door and stared at my reflection in the full-length mirror. What I saw was hard to believe. If my hair was longer, I could be easily mistaken for a female. I walked over to the bed and pulled the covers back and got in. I tried not to think about what the girls had in store for me next, I was too tired to care, truth be told. My head had barely touched the pillow when I fell asleep. The next thing I knew, Monique was standing over me, shaking me awake. 

“Let’s go, girly boy, we can’t afford to waste any time. Get in the john, shave your face, and be quick about it!” 

I walked into the bathroom and stood at the sink. My beard stubble was almost non-existent. Whatever was in that pink foam at the beauty parlor was an excellent beard retar-dant as well as a shave cream. After wetting my face, I applied some pink lady’s shaving gel from the can Marilyn had left on the sink and with a disposable razor; I shaved my face Page - 8
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as quickly as I dared. When I fin-

ished, I opened the door and Mo-

nique handed me my jogging

clothes and sneakers. 

“Get dressed and put your baby

doll nightie on the hook. For God’s

sake, hurry up, we don’t have all

day!” 

When I finished dressing, I

walked back out to the main room. 

Marilyn handed me a pen. 

“The man who bought your car

wants his title. Sign at the bottom

by the X.” 

I took the pen from her and

signed my name on the correct line. 

I was now a man without a car, 

clothes, money or assets. I had no

idea what was next on their agenda

but things were obviously going

from bad to worse. 

“What time is it?” I inquired. 

“My watch is missing.” 

Monique turned around and

glared at me. “You no longer need

be concerned about the time. We

will inform you of everything you

need to know and when you need

to know it. Now let’s go!” 

We left the motel and got into

the car. Traffic was light and after a

short drive to a nearby mall, Mo-

nique parked behind a women’s department store. Marilyn got out and pushed a button at the employees’ entrance. A few moments later, a short middle-aged woman opened the door. 

“Good to see you, come right in. We’re ready for you.” 

With Marilyn in front of me and Monique behind me, we walked into the store. As I passed the woman, she smiled at me with a mirthful grin. We continued past the unload-ing and storage areas to the main office. 

“Sit here, girly boy and watch this movie,” ordered Monique. 

I sat down as Marilyn turned on the TV and pushed the tape into the VCR. The women left the room. As I watched the video, I could not hear their conversation though it was oc-Page - 9
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casionally interrupted by laughter. The movie was an account of my transformation process from my abduction at the beauty shop to the bath and powdering at the motel. The clarity of the tape was quite good. The women returned as the tape went blank. I had no doubt there was more to come. 

“Enjoy your little performance, sissy boy?” queried Monique. 

I stood up to her face and said, “No, I didn’t and I sure as hell would like to know just what is going on here! What is it you want from me? And another thing, my name is Bobby and I resent being addressed by those feminine nicknames you have been using!” 

I never saw the slap coming but I’m sure you could have heard it out on the store’s main floor. I had just recovered from the impact on the left side of my face when she back-handed me on the right side. 

“Enough! There will not be another insubordinate outburst like that from you again or so help me God, a copy of that unfinished tape will be circulated around town and put on enough internet sites to make your life so miserable you will wish you were dead. Is that absolutely clear?” 

I was too stunned to answer anything but “yes.” 

“Good, now let’s get started. We want to be finished before the store opens.” 

I followed the women to the lingerie section where we stopped in front of one of the dressing rooms. 

“Get in there and change into the garment on the chair and be quick about it!” barked Monique. 

I stepped inside the dressing room and removed my sneakers and socks and hung my jogging clothes on the hook. I picked up the white spandex garment. It was a combination of a long line bra and panty girdle all in one piece. Gingerly, I put one leg in, then the other and pulled the garment up. It was a tight fit. I thought it was too small as the spandex compressed my waist, legs and chest. Worst of all, my manhood felt crushed. 

When I stepped out of the room, Monique placed two gelatinous breast forms in the bra cups to fill them out, and then adjusted the straps. Marilyn measured my chest, waist and hips with a measuring tape and the woman who had let us in wrote the information down on a clipboard. Next she handed me a pair of pantyhose. 

“Roll the legs down one at a time. After you step into the stocking, smooth it carefully all the way up to your waist.” 

I did as I was told. I was surprised at the erotic feel the nylon had on my now hairless, satin smooth legs. I must admit I liked it. Marilyn handed me a white half-slip and matching camisole. I put these garments on and Marilyn adjusted the camisole straps. The manager checked the fit around my false breasts, then measured the hem length of the half-slip. 

“Okay take those off and put on this slip,” ordered Marilyn. 

I did as I was told and couldn’t help but feel myself getting excited with the cool tricot slip over my nylon-encased legs. 

“Take off the slip and turn around”, said the manager. 
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After I did so, she measured my shoulders and sleeve length as well as the width across my hand. 

“Okay, we’re done here. Now get your candy ass over to the shoe department!” said Monique. 

We walked over to where one of the salesgirls had laid out four pairs of black leather pumps. There were two sizes in two widths. 

“Put your foot on this device,” said the salesclerk. 

I did so and she selected one of the pairs of shoes. 

“Try on this size.” 

I placed my foot in the shoe and found it too short and too narrow. She selected another shoe that was long enough but still too narrow. The third shoe fit perfectly. 

“Great fit!” the girl exclaimed. “Now put on the other shoe.” 

I felt funny standing there at an angle in the three-inch heel pumps. 

“Walk to the end of the aisle and back,” said Monique. 

I did my best, walking slowly, trying to keep my balance but still wobbling a little. I turned around and walked back to where the women were standing. 

“Not bad,” smirked Monique, “but you need to work at being girly! That should just about do it, Gladys. We will be in touch with you soon. As you know, things will be changing!” 

The women all laughed as I stood mute before them. 

“Go back to the dressing room and change, we’re done here.” 

I walked ahead of the women and re-entered the dressing room. I removed my feminine garments and put on my jogging clothes. As we left, one of the salesgirls handed Marilyn her video camera. 

On the way back to the motel, we picked up some salads and diet soft drinks at a drive thru. Once we were back in the motel room, Monique laid down the law. 

“No more of your smart mouth outbursts, you little pantywaist! Eat your lunch. We will be back for you tonight and you will be told what you need to know. Understood?” 

I nodded without replying and the women left the room. After I devoured the salad and soda, I was still hungry. It was obvious I was never going back to the usual way I had eaten. Getting fat in their custody wasn’t going to be a problem. I watched some TV, and then lay down on the bed. I felt rested after a brief nap and made some coffee from the room’s machine while I waited for the girls to return. 

About 6 PM, they returned with a sandwich and another diet soda. I ate quickly. Monique stood over me, shaking her finger. 

“Now listen good, neither one of us was ever well-treated by men. We grabbed you as insurance that our loan application would get a favorable review. We didn’t know you’d be leaving the bank. Fortunately for us, whether or not the loan goes though, your lottery winnings will provide for us very nicely indeed! You will be our silent partner so to speak, Page - 11

PRISONER OF WOMEN

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

with emphasis on the word ‘silent’. You will also be working for us, though not in a capacity you have been used to in responsibility or salary. You are our prisoner and you WILL

follow orders. Remember we have that video that I  know  you are so proud of. Understood?” 

Again I nodded. 

“Good. By the way, we will address you anyway we see fit. In fact Bobby is history. 

From now on, except for those delightful nicknames you hate so much, we will be referring to you as Bobbette. Now take another bubble bath, get back into your baby doll, and get some sleep.” 

Sunday morning, I was checked out of the motel and driven back to the M&M beauty shop. This time I was taken to the rear entrance of the living quarters half of the duplex. I followed Marilyn in the back door and down the basement steps. Most of the basement was piled high with boxes that contained stock for the beauty salon and the retail store next door. 

A small area adjacent to the laundry room had been cleared away. Here the girls had placed a cot with sheets, a blanket, pillow and pillowcase. Next to the cot was a chair and desk. Atop the desk was a reading light, small screen TV and VCR. Facing the side of the desk was a treadmill. In addition to a washer-dryer, the laundry room also had a toilet, sink and shower. 

“This will be your living quarters for a short time. Read the brochure on the desk to learn about your new career here at M&M. Monique and I will be back at noon. Wash your jogging clothes, too. You’re getting a bit rank.” With that, she turned and walked back up the stairs. 

I undressed and put my clothes in the washer. Taking the blanket off the bed, I wrapped it around myself as I sat at the desk and began to read the brochure. 

The brochure was from a local private beauty school that offered programs in the beauty and fashion industry. There were three programs in the beauty school: Beautician, Nail Technician, and Make-up Artist. The two programs in fashion were in Fashion Mer-chandising and in Fashion Design. I read through all the course descriptions for each program. It was bad enough to be forced into bankrolling their business venture but the thought of being forced into working for them in my feminized condition and in a feminine occupation made me shudder. 

The washer stopped so I walked into the laundry room, removed my clothes, and placed them in the dryer. Back at the desk, I wrapped the blanket around me again and began going through the desk drawers. There were back issues of several trade publications for the beauty and fashion industry as well as the standard fashion and women’s magazines you’d find anywhere. It would be several hours before the women returned so I began to read through some of the trade magazines. 

I found it difficult to keep interested in what I was reading, though the pictures of the models were very easy on the eyes. When the buzzer went off, I removed my clothes from the dryer and put them on. The warm socks and sweat suit felt good in the cool dampness of the basement. I hadn’t realized how much body hair contributed to keeping a man Page - 12
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warm until mine had been removed. I continued to read until about noon when the sisters returned. With Marilyn behind her, Monique walked over to me. 

“Well girly boy, have you read thru the brochure?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “And I can see no way any of these courses could benefit me. I already have an administrative degree. It would be in your best interests to place me in a similar capacity.” 

The expression on her face turned into a frightful glare. 

“We’re not interested in the least in benefiting YOU, pussycat! You are going to be trained in benefiting US. You have proven yourself academically so I’m certain you will have no trouble learning a new trade as a make-up artist AND a nail technician. Some of your credits will transfer. You’ll be attending school while working part-time for us. In addition to classes and lab work, you will have tapes to study. After you pass your state exams, you will work full-time for us. Your graduation and licensing should coincide nicely with the completion date of the remodeling of our new facility.” 

Marilyn opened a large paper bag she had brought with her and removed a green beach towel. 

“Take off your sneakers, socks, pants and wrap this around your waist.” 

I did so immediately. With safety pins, she secured the towel around my waist and pinned it down the side, forming a makeshift skirt. 

“Put on this pair of knee high nylons and slip into this pair of pumps, then watch me.” 

After doing so, I watched her walk across the room in her graceful and feminine manner. 

“This is the ladylike walk you will develop. See how it’s done?” 

“Yes.” I answered. 

Next she affixed ankle weights to my ankles with Velcro straps. 

“Good, now get on the treadmill.” 

I stepped on the machine and Marilyn started the motor and adjusted the speed for a low setting as I began walking. Monique corrected me several times before I got the hang of it. Then she removed a black purse from the bag and slipped it over my left arm. 

“Let the purse rest in the crook of your elbow, keeping your right arm at your side and let your left hand dangle effeminately at the wrist. Switch the purse to the other arm every quarter mile or so.” 

The girls watched for a few minutes and then Marilyn increased the speed slightly. Sat-isfied that I was walking in the appropriate feminine manner, Marilyn set the machine for two miles. 

“After you have finished your two-mile walk, relax until we get back.” 

The girls left and I continued my mincing walk until the beeper went off, signifying that I had reached the preset distance. I stopped the machine, removed my makeshift feminine apparel and changed back into my jogging clothes. I continued to read more of the magazines until the girls returned at 4 PM. 
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When they got back, I was given a sandwich and another diet soft drink. Marilyn put some tapes down next to the VCR. 

“When you have finished eating, watch the tapes. Then, before turning in tonight, run two miles. Each day, you will walk two miles in heels and run two miles in your sneakers, once in the morning and once at night, understood?” 

Monique smiled as I nodded in agreement. That evening, I watched tapes on feminine deportment. The proper and feminine way a woman walks, sits, holds a cup and saucer, eats, drinks, applies her makeup and things I had never even thought of. After my run-walk, I watched some TV and went to bed. 

Monday morning, the girls walked in about an hour before opening their business. I had just changed into my jogging clothes and was wondering what would come next. Monique handed me a man’s overcoat, a stocking cap, and a pair of gloves. 

“Put these on, pussycat, we have business to attend to.” 

After putting the items on over my jogging clothes, I followed Monique out to the car. I sat in the backseat and said nothing during the fifteen-minute ride. I knew better than to ask questions at this point. 

Monique parked in the rear of the state office building. Once inside, we took the eleva-tor to the second floor. At the entrance to the lottery office, Monique handed me my wallet. 

“Leave your gloves on so the clerk won’t see those pretty pink nails, sissy boy. Be quick about filling out the forms. Tell them you want the lump sum and that your address has changed to our beauty shop. Don’t try anything stupid, remember the video tape.” 

I walked inside and handed my license and the ticket to the clerk. Shortly, I was presented with a check for $1.6M and change. I walked out and handed my wallet and the check to Monique. 

Once back in the basement, Monique handed me a pen and I signed the check over to her and Marilyn. 

Next, the girls signed a promissory note for the full amount to be paid back to me in one lump sum in twenty years at three percent interest. I signed the note “Paid in Full” but left the date blank. My future was now sealed. I handed both items back to Monique. She smiled a broad smile. 

“Very good, Bobbette. I’m  so  relieved this over. Whether or not the loan goes through, we will have our new place up and running in no time at all, thanks to your generosity. 

We’re going to the bank. Watch some TV. We’ll be back this afternoon to talk some more. 

One of the girls will bring you lunch. Any questions?” 

I shook my head. Marilyn picked up the coat, gloves and hat while Monique placed the note and check in her purse. 

“Have a nice day!” said Marilyn as they both broke into laughter on the way up the steps. 

There is not a whole lot of TV that is interesting at that time of the morning, unless of course you are a woman. I kept trying to figure out an escape plan but none came to mind. 
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About 1:30, Marilyn returned. She was carrying a ladies coat, a pair of ladies gloves and a pink stocking cap. 

“Put on the coat and gloves.” 

I did so, then we walked up the stairs and into the wig salon next door. She placed a nylon wig cap over my hair and then adjusted the brunette wig.. 

“Okay, looks very girly to me. Put on your pink stocking cap and we’ll go.” 

A half hour later, we arrived at the DMV. The woman behind the counter was all smiles as she helped me fill out the forms and took my picture. When she handed me my new driver's license, it was hard to believe the girl in the picture was me. Even worse, in the box for sex was the letter “F.” 

That evening after I finished my run in sneakers and walk in heels, Monique came down the stairs and handed me my pink coat and hat. 

“I’ve got a special time for you to register for school. Let’s go!” 

Shortly we arrived at the Perot Academy. Monique led me to the rear entrance and rang the service bell. A few minutes later, a tall, thin, severe-looking woman opened the door and let us in. She led us up the back stairs and down the hall to her office. 

“Sit here, Bobbette,” commanded the woman. “I am Ms. Helene Perot, the owner and administrator of the school. Please fill out these forms and sign where the X’s are.” 

As I began to fill out the paperwork, Monique wrote out a check and gave it to the woman. 

When I finished, I handed the papers to Ms. Perot and she looked each sheet over and then put them in a manila file. 

“Excellent. Dr. Mirot is waiting just down the hall.” 

Dr. Mirot gave me a complete physical and then, despite my protests, a flu shot. I had received one earlier that fall but a new strain of flu had appeared. The needle was a large one and I was surprised to get it in the buttocks. 

I got dressed as the doctor handed Monique a prescription for vitamins, which she filled at a drive- through pharmacy on the way home. I had never taken prescription vitamins before but with this new strain of flu, it was an added precaution and I didn’t see any harm in taking two a day if it would keep me healthy. After all, if you can’t trust a doctor, who can you trust? 

I was scheduled to start classes in two weeks. I continued to work part-time stocking the store and beauty salon in the evenings in addition to my regular two mile run and two mile walk twice a day on the treadmill as well as taking that large dose of vitamin pills. I had become very adept at walking in high heels so Marilyn replaced them with three and a half inch heels. I kept wondering when I would get some clothes as the one pair of socks and the jogging suit was all I had. 

During this time, I was treated well by the staff and the sisters though I was still referred to by everyone as Bobbette. I had lost some weight as a result of this ordeal, though how much I couldn’t be sure. With the skimpy diet I had been given and the exercise, I Page - 15
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was sure it was at least ten pounds, judging by the way the extra string around the waistband of my jogging suit hung down. 

I didn’t get a badly needed haircut before quitting the bank and now I really needed a clip. On Friday of the week before school started, the shop closed early and I was sum-moned to the salon to find the girls waiting for me. 

“Sit here, pussycat,” ordered Monique. 

I sat in the chair she pointed at and waited. 

“Before starting school, we need to beautify you up a bit, so you won’t need those pretty wigs you like so much. He’s all yours, girls, give him the works!” she said as she left laughing. 

I was given a girlish cut, shampoo and style. While under the dryer, my fingernails were shaped and then both finger and toenails got another coat of hot pink nail polish. All the while, Marilyn was behind her camera making sure everything was on tape. 

Saturday morning, my alarm went off at 5:45 AM. The girls would be there at 6, so I dressed quickly and waited their arrival. Promptly at 6, Monique came down the steps. 

“Let’s go, girly boy Phase II before school starts!” 

I followed her out to the car. In about twenty minutes, we arrived at a group of buildings that housed offices for attorneys and accountants as well as clinics for several doctors and a dentist. Monique parked at the rear of one of the buildings; I couldn’t see a name or an address number. 

We entered the building. The corridor was dimly lit and it appeared that no one was working at this early hour. About halfway down the hall, Monique rapped on one of the doors and a woman in a white uniform let us in. 

“I’m glad you’re here on time. We’re all set up so let’s go back and get started.” 

Without even a glance in my direction, she led us past the reception area down a short hallway into an examination room. 

“Put this on,” ordered the woman as she handed me a small plastic bag. “We’ll be back in a minute.” 

I opened the bag and removed what seemed to be a cross between a jock strap and a woman’s G-string. After disrobing, I stretched out the thin string and stepped in and pulled it up to my waist. The small patch of pink satin barely covered my genitals. Monique burst into the room, followed by several women in white uniforms. 

“Get up on the table and lie still,” she screamed. 

Two women were turning on some electronic equipment. Each held some type of wand in her hand that emitted a flashing blue light. As I lay on the table, they moved the wands up and down my legs, chest, arms, and with a smaller unit, my face and neck. The process continued for some time. I could feel a slight tingle as they worked but did not have any discomfort. 

When they finished, Monique said, “Rollover, pussycat!” 
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I did so and spent another half hour on my stomach as they moved the wands over the back of my body. At last they were finished. One of the attendants handed Monique a video camera as she entered the room. 

“Okay, girly boy, get dressed!” ordered Monique. 

The women turned off the equipment and left. I rolled over and sat up. My skin was a bit red and felt tight. I got off the table and removed the G-string and got dressed. When I got back to the reception area, the woman who appeared to be in charge was talking with Monique. 

“Bring him back in two weeks for a follow-up. These new laser machines are marvel-ous and have replaced our electrolysis machines. We have had excellent success with our female clients and our other facilities have reported the same results with sissies like yours.” 

Monique smiled at me. “Let’s

get going, girly, we have other

things to do.” 

We left the office and went back

to the car. It hadn’t seemed like a

long time but it was almost ten. We

stopped at a drive-through to pick

up a salad for me and sandwiches

for the girls' lunch. About twenty

minutes later, we arrived back at

the duplex. 

“When you have finished your

lunch, rub yourself over with the

cold cream I left on your desk. It

will reduce the redness and make

you feel better.” 

I went downstairs to eat while

she went next door to check on

business. I probably could have

eaten two of those salads but com-

plaining would not help. I tossed

the plastic container in the trash

and opened the jar of cold cream. 

After undressing, I smoothed the

sweet-smelling stuff on my legs

and upper body. I couldn’t find a

single strand of hair anywhere. 

With the exception of the hair on

my head and my eyebrows, I was

completely hair-free. I continued

applying the stuff to my arms and

Page - 17

PRISONER OF WOMEN

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

then my neck and face. The redness subsided and I felt better. Looking into the mirror, I saw I a girlish face. I was not only hairless but ever since that flu shot and taking those vitamin pills, my skin appeared to be somewhat softer and there was a funny feeling in my chest that I couldn’t quite describe. 

I got dressed again and marveled at how sensual the cold cream had felt, especially on my face. I looked in the mirror over the sink and saw, with my new hairstyle and beard-less face, a pretty girl. I felt trapped in a very feminine world and my body was changing. I seemed to have lost the will to do anything about it. Monique returned about 2. 

“Your books and uniforms are ready to be picked up. Let’s go get them.” 

I followed her out to the car. Once at the school, I was given my textbooks and lab books. Then I was taken to another room where I stripped and was measured for my uniform. After I got dressed, we went downstairs to a storage area where I was handed several pink boxes. 

“These should do just fine!” remarked the clerk with a big smile. “See you Monday morning, Bobbette!” 

I said nothing on the way home. Once I got downstairs, I opened the pink boxes. There was 1 pair of pink sneakers, 6 pair of pink cotton socks, 6 pink bra and panty sets, 2 pink cotton pantsuits and a pink leather purse. In addition, Marilyn had left a note on the desk indicating she had replaced my three and a half inch heels with four-inch heels. There was also a pink lipstick and some pink blusher. 

My normal male instincts had been gradually overridden by what had happened to me. I was gradually loosing the will to fight back and find a way out of this mess. 

Monday morning, the girls arrived early to check me out before I left to catch the bus to school. The cotton pantsuit was a good fit; of course I had to slide the elastic waist pants down to show the girls I was wearing panties. Then I unbuttoned the top to prove I was wearing the push-up bra. 

The classes were fairly easy and I had no trouble with the academics. The lab work was another matter. I wasn’t what you’d call “all thumbs” but the proper brush or instrument to use and the right technique in applying the various products to the face and nails was another matter. In addition, I was not used to doing things with long fingernails but the in-structors were very patient and my classmates were helpful as well. I talked little about myself and the girls accepted me as one of their own. 

I settled into a routine of my morning exercise and walk on the treadmill, shower, dressing in my pink clothes, applying makeup; after a light breakfast with the girls, I headed for school. After school, I ate supper and the worked in the store or salon as needed. After closing, I studied, followed by my run-walk exercise and then to bed. 

I was about six weeks into this routine when the changes in my body became notice-able. My skin was softer to the touch. I no longer had re-growth of my beard and my body hair had not come back either. The biggest change was in my chest. I had to put smaller pads in my bra as the others had become too tight. I was “blossoming” as the girls put it. 

My manhood had begun to shrivel up and my sexual desire had vanished. There had to have been something in either the shot or the pills that was causing this, maybe even the Page - 18
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food or beverages I had been consuming, though I couldn’t be sure. I knew better than to question Monique, so I kept quiet. 

I continued to do well in school. I also found myself slipping deeper and deeper into femininity. I was acting more and more girly as time went on. I was dressing in girls’

clothes, applying makeup, eating, walking, sitting, standing, talking about make-up, clothes and fashion as if I had done this all of my life. 

Wherever I was, walking to the bus, riding the bus to school, in the classroom or lab, working in the salon or shop, I was being accepted as a female and got many compliments on my hair, make-up and nails. 

With graduation only several days away, I was taken back to the department store and re-measured. The girls in the store were amazed at my transformation. I knew Monique was ordering clothes for me but I was afraid to ask what they were, so I kept silent. When they were finished, we went back to the duplex. 

“Take a good look around, sissy. In about two weeks, you’ll be living in your own place and working full-time for us. You’re going to love your new wardrobe!” She burst out laughing as she left. 

I was allowed to skip the graduation ceremony and pick up my diploma the following morning after I turned in my uniforms. That weekend, I took the state license exams for make-up artist and nail technician. It would be another week or so before I knew if I had passed but I was confident I had. 

The new facility had just been completed when I received my licenses in the mail. To add insult to injury, the loan had been approved anyway. The girls were financially secure and I was going to work for them as their new “girl.” 

The building the girls had purchased had living quarters in the back. After remodeling, the floor space had been increased slightly to accommodate both a lingerie-wig shop and a six-stool beauty salon. Just off the reception area was a small office and then back of that was my one-bedroom apartment. The apartment had an entrance into the beauty shop as well as one to the outside in the back of the building. 

Sunday after closing, Monique drove me to see what the new place looked like. After showing me the retail and salon spaces, she explained where the various fixtures would go and how I would be dividing my time between the two shops. “Wait ‘til you see your new digs,” she laughed as we exited the building. 

We walked to the rear entrance and entered my apartment. At first glance, it seemed pretty ordinary. The kitchen-dining area was small and the living area not much bigger. 

The walls and ceiling were white. The carpeting and drapes were a pale pink color. The furniture, a sofa and two matching chairs, was also pink. The small TV had been replaced with a larger one with a VCR-DVD hook-up and my deportment and training tapes had been stacked in the cabinet. The entrance to the beauty shop was opposite the door to the bedroom. 

We entered the bedroom and I found it had brighter pink walls with white trim and ceiling. The thick pink carpeting matched the pink chiffon drapes. The bed, with pink satin sheets and pillowcases, was covered with a pink bedspread. Between the bed and the wall Page - 19

PRISONER OF WOMEN

BY NORMAN WAY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

was a white nightstand with a pink alarm clock. Against the opposite wall sat my treadmill and a large white dresser. 

“Look in here,” said Monique as she pointed to the four-drawer dresser. 

I opened the top drawer to find it filled with panties, packages of pantyhose and stockings, garter belts, ladies handkerchiefs, and several bars of perfumed soap. The second drawer contained bras of different styles and colors along with matching girdles and panty girdles of various leg lengths. The third drawer had full- and half-slips as well as camisoles in many colors, styles and hem lengths. The last drawer held baby doll nighties, peignoir sets and floor-length nightgowns in many pastel colors. Adjacent to the dresser was a lighted vanity fully stocked with cosmetic and hair and wig care products as well as a small jewelry box with an assortment of earrings, bracelets and necklaces. 

“Lucky girl!” exclaimed Monique as she opened the massive walk-in closet opposite the bed. On the floor were three racks of shoes in many styles and colors. The first rack had three-inch heels, the next three and a half inch heels, and the last contained four-inch heels. The clothing racks contained quite an assortment of blouses, skirts of various lengths, dresses and jacket-skirt combinations. 

Naturally, I couldn’t find a single pair of pants. Above the clothing rack were a half-dozen wigs on their foam heads, a dozen or so purses and many pairs of gloves in various colors and lengths. 

Monique laughed again, “You’re one lucky sissy! Now check out the full bathroom!” 

I walked into the bathroom. The ceiling was white but everything else was pink. Tub, tile, toilet, sink all hot pink. I opened the cupboard and found the bottom filled with fluffy pink bath and hand towels as well as pink washcloths. The top shelf held an assortment of perfumed soaps, bubble bath crystals and body powders. On the sink, a single pink tooth-brush was in its holder. Sitting on the toilet tank was a box of pink facial tissues. Even the toilet paper and the brush to clean the toilet with were bright pink. 

To say that I was stunned was quite an understatement. There was not a trace of masculinity anywhere in any room. 

Monique was standing there with a big grin on her face. “Like it, pussycat?” she queried. 

I nodded in assent. There seemed to be no escape now. No way out. I was enveloped in femininity. My reflection in the mirror over the sink said it all. A pretty girl was looking back at me but she looked sad. She looked like the people in prison. Only this prison had no bars. For this prisoner, there was no release or escape. This was a life sentence and unless I could devise an escape plan real soon. We would be open for business in a few weeks. Shipments from vendors would be arriving and I would be stocking the new lingerie store and setting up the new beauty salon. M&M #2 would be my home as well as my career. 

Monique handed me a key. “Your key to your own place, sissy boy! Keep it clean and tidy. You know how important it is for a girl to be fastidious! There are cleaning supplies under the sink and you will find some rags and a vacuum cleaner in the closet. In addition, once a week you will walk on your treadmill in five-inch heels. Since you’re getting so Page - 20
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good at your mincing girly walk, we felt we could challenge you just a little more. When costumes require a five-inch heel, we wanted you to be ready So I knew you’d be thrilled about that too! 

“Keep up your exercise routine, you know how important it is to keep your girlish figure! Now you’d better get to bed early tonight because tomorrow will be a busy day. 

Every girl needs her beauty sleep!” She laughed out loud as she turned and left the apartment. 

The fixtures for the store were delivered ahead of schedule the following morning. I was allowed to change into pink jeans, a pink t-shirt and sneakers for the assembly work. I spent most of the day assembling the clothing racks and shelving units, then placing them according to Monique’s floor plan. The shipment of stock would arrive later. After I had everything in place, I cut up the cardboard boxes, swept the floor and took out the garbage to the dumpster. 

An hour after lunch, the beauty shop fixtures arrived and I helped set up the chairs, dryer units, and put the hair care and makeup products on their respective shelves. It had been a very long day and I was exhausted. Never in my life had a bubble bath felt so good. 

I slept soundly in my baby dolls on those pink satin sheets. 

The next day, the stock for the lingerie and wig shop arrived. I was appropriately dressed for the store in my white foundation garments, sheer hose, pink chiffon sissy blouse and black slim skirt with matching three-inch heels. The girls used to check my makeup more frequently but that was no longer necessary. As a make-up artist myself, I had become quite skilled, though the girls only required me to wear blusher and lipstick for the job. 

Monique double checked the invoice and signed it. I began removing the lingerie. After applying price tags, I hung the garments on the racks as Monique directed. 

It was hard to describe how I felt mincing effeminately around the store as I hung the dainty garments in their proper places. The bra and panty sets like the sleepwear were hung on racks. The foundation garments, garter belts, and hosiery were put on shelves. In addition, I was surprised to find corsets put in with the foundation garments. I didn’t know women still wore them but Monique put me straight when she announced that few women do but their cross dressing husbands or boyfriends and of course, sissies like me, often did. After lunch, the display wigs were placed on plastic heads and set up in the wig salon. I then stocked the shelving units with wig care products. 

About 2 PM, the computer man arrived and set up the small system in the office across from the wig salon. Things were moving along rapidly and I figured that we were several weeks ahead of schedule. After the computer man left, Monique took a last walk thru to see if everything was in its proper place. 

The grand opening date could be moved up so the three new saleswomen and the four new beauticians were notified to report for work sooner than expected. A phone call to the local paper to change the date of our first advertisement completed the work for the day. 

I had been working longer hours with the set-up of the new facility and it would be a relief to get back to a normal schedule. In addition, the new employees would be shoulder-Page - 21
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ing part of my current workload. The phone kept me fairly busy the four days prior to our opening; as the acting receptionist, or, as Monique preferred to call me, their sissy receptionist, I took numerous appointments not only for the beauty shop but for custom lingerie and wig sales. I mastered their computer system and ironed out some last-minute details with the formats for ordering, sales and income tax records, as well as the payroll system. 

I found concentrating on the work helped keep my mind off my situation. I no longer was drifting off to dream of an escape plan but rather focusing on the task at hand. 

I was now walking with feminine grace and speaking in a softer voice. Automatically, I would reach behind me to smooth my skirt before I sat down. Even sitting down in the restroom became second nature to me. I no longer got angry as my temperament became more and more submissive. 

On several occasions when I caught a glimpse of myself in one of the full-length mirrors, I was amazed at how truly feminine I appeared. I felt completely natural wearing any feminine apparel. Of course, the women loved seeing me in my slim skirt, heels and see-through chiffon blouses that showed off my lacy camisole and bra straps, as well as watching me touch up my makeup periodically without the usual prompt from them. 

The two follow-up booster shots, my daily exercise and vitamin regime had turned me into a very convincing woman. Only in the shower was the truth visible and it had been reduced in size considerably. My appearance and conduct had brought favorable com-ments from the sisters, staff and customers alike. I was always happy to return to my own place at the end of a busy day, even if it was a pink place. The sweet-smelling bubble baths always felt good on my sissy smooth skin. My beard and body hair had never grown back after the follow-up at the laser clinic. I thoroughly enjoyed the sensuous feel of my lingerie against my skin. It was alarming that my main concern was checking my appearance several times a day rather than trying to plan my escape. 

We were a month into operations when Monique decided to make some changes for the good of the morale of our employees. I wasn’t sure what she meant by that but I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like it. It was a Thursday morning and, as I usually did, I donned my pink ruffled sissy apron to make the coffee. 

As you can imagine, the girls loved my apron with the logo of a steaming cup of coffee in the middle and the words “SISSY’S’” above the cup and “APRON” below it. After removing the grounds from the machine, I took off my apron and turned to walk out to the salon when Monique stopped me in the doorway. 

“Things are going smoothly, better than I thought they would,” she began. “I’ve talked it over with Marilyn and the staff and we think we should have a Dress Down Friday. Casual wear instead of the usual pink smocks in the salon and pantsuits in the wig and lingerie shop would be a welcome change, don’t you think?” 

Okay,” I answered. “Just what does that mean for me?” 

“Oh, you are going to just love it because the casual wear doesn’t apply to sissies! After close on Thursday night, the staff, Marilyn and I will get together briefly and choose a costume and makeup scheme for you. Then you will report for work the next day dressed and made up in the way we chose! Simple and fun, don’t you think so?” 
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“Yes, I guess so,” I answered. I knew better than to argue or ask too many questions. 

“Good. You will find tomorrow’s costume in a box on your bed as well as a brief note describing your makeup scheme. We’re all delighted about this as I’m sure this will ease some of the boredom around here, as well as spice up the place for our customers. I will be gone the rest of the day, so Marilyn will be in charge. See you tomorrow and don’t be late!” 

The day couldn’t have gone more slowly. Finally I left the shop and went back to my apartment. I walked straight into the bedroom and saw a white box on the bed with a large red sissy bow attached to the top. The box had been taped shut and the note on the top read “DO NOT OPEN UNTIL 8 AM TOMORROW!” I put the box on the floor next to the vanity and hoped the costume would not be too outrageous. After a light supper, I watched some TV, then, after my run-walk exercises, I enjoyed a steamy bubble bath before donning a lovely mint green peignoir and crawling into bed. 

I didn’t sleep very well wondering what could be in the box. As a precaution, I set my alarm an hour earlier than usual. After breakfast, I put the box on the bed and cut the tape securing the lid to the bottom. I opened the box and removed a red satin bra with black lace trim and a matching pair of red satin panties with four rows of black ruffles across the front and back. Next were a red garter belt and a pair of black fishnet stockings. A black leather mini was next, followed by a puff sleeve red satin blouse. Perhaps I should say  mi-cro  skirt. The last item was a pair of red patent leather knee high boots with five-inch heels. 

After putting all these items on, I picked up Monique’s note. 

It began with the salutation, “Good morning, Hooker for a day! When you’re finished putting this great costume on, cover your hair with the nylon wig cap and put on the black wig from your closet shelf. Then attach that gorgeous red sissy bow to the front, put on your makeup and press-on nails. Scent yourself and come to work. Don’t be late. We can’t wait to see what a lovely lady of the evening you’re going to be!” 

I opened the package of red press-on nails, selected the proper size for each finger and put them on. I put on an extra thick layer of the matching fire engine red lipstick and over rouged my cheeks. After using a dark gray eye shadow, I put on black eyeliner and attached large false eyelashes. The label on the perfume bottle was one I had never heard of. 

After liberally scenting myself, I knew why. This stuff was horrendously, sickeningly sweet. I doubt if it could be found in discount stores. Even salvage stores might not carry it. Truck stop hookers wouldn’t wear anything this bad. 

Nevertheless, I squirted some more behind my ears and on my wrists before putting the bottle, lipstick and rouge cake in a dainty purse with a long chain. I slung the purse over my shoulder and headed for the door to the shop. 

When I entered the beauty shop, the staff was already there sipping coffee and appar-ently anxiously awaiting my arrival. They began giggling and laughing as I walked in. The regular receptionist was off that day so I would be taking her place. 

One of the girls walked up to me with a pair of large hoop earrings. She quickly in-serted them in place and stepped back. 

“There, that’s better. Now you look so, so, CHEAP!” she squealed with delight. 
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Monique suddenly yelled out “Panty check!” 

I immediately pulled up my skirt to show the girls my red panties. 

“You could definitely make some money with that outfit, girly!” remarked one of the salesgirls. “How much do you charge?” 

I was about to answer with a smart remark of my own when a customer walked in. 

“Changing careers?” she sneered. “You look great, honey, but I’m straight, though my husband would be nuts about you!” 

I had a feeling the day would be a long one and I was right. The barbs, taunts and teas-ing continued. I was so glad when the day ended and I could go home. 

Once back in my apartment, I took off those five-inch heel boots and removed the gaudy makeup. After undressing, I placed everything back in the box and shoved it in a corner of the closet, hoping it would never have to come out again, though I wasn’t going to bet on it. 

That night as I sank into a bubble bath I scrubbed with my own scented soap, hoping to get rid of that pungent hooker stuff. I massaged my feet while I soaked. A long day in three-inch heels and a normal skirt is bad enough but those five-inch heel boots were kill-ers. Trying to be ladylike and feminine in a skirt that short was difficult too since no matter what I did, it seemed to ride up on me, much to the delight of the staff. In fact, now that I think about it, there seemed to be more than the usual amount of stuff on the floor that day that I had to bend over and pick up. 

The next several months flew by. I was solidly entrenched in an inescapable routine. 

Our customer base had increased and we were getting busier and busier at both shops. I was skilled at my new profession as well as knowledgeable about fashion, wigs and custom lingerie so I could fit in wherever I was needed. It came as no surprise that a large part of the increase was from women whose husbands or boyfriends were cross dressers, plus there were the many dominatrixes who brought their sissies in for lingerie, wigs or makeup. 

My Dress Down Friday costumes varied with the whim and mood of the two sisters, as well as suggestions from the staff. I became a Southern Belle, Can-Can dancer, Swiss miss, Frilly Sissy, a China Doll, A French Maid. I was even forced to wear a Little Lord Fontla-roy costume of pink satin fly-less pants, pink patent leather shoes with little bows, pink socks, and a pink satin jacket over a sheer frilly white sissy blouse. 

The staff could hardly wait for Fridays to come around and some customers even specified Friday appointments just to see me. In addition, I began modeling corsetry and lingerie by appointment for Monique’s special customers, which were mostly dominant women and the submissive men in their lives. 

As Halloween approached, Monique decided to have a costume party for those customers with sissy male friends. She rented a small dining room at a motor lodge and sent out invitations that required the respondent to be dressed in a tux and their respective sissies cross-dressed in any way they saw fit. A photographer was available to take pictures for those who desired it since many of these women not only had videos but albums of stills as well. 
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Because Monique was hosting the party, she volunteered me to assist the catering staff with serving the guests. That meant I would be in a black lacy push-up bra, black panties with red ruffles, a black garter belt holding up seamed dark hose and several layers of white petticoats flaring out the skirt of the black satin puff sleeve mini-dress of a tradi-tional French Maid costume I had worn several weeks back. Five-inch heel leather stilettos along with a white maid’s cap atop a black wig, red rouge, nails and lipstick plus a good soaking of French perfume completed my serving uniform for the evening. Apparently, I left a good impression on the women when I had worn it on Friday several weeks earlier. 

The evening went well, at

least from the perspective of

all the women present. In ad-

dition to the photographer

Monique had hired, most of

the women brought cameras

and in between serving food

and drinks, I was required to

pose for them. They especially

liked the pose Monique called

“panty check” where I was re-

quired to grab the hem of my

costume and petticoats with

both hands, lift them up and

smile as I revealed my panties

and garter belt. 

After the party’s breakup, 

I stayed to assist the staff with

the cleanup. During the entire

evening I had not made a sin-

gle mistake. The girls were

simply amazed. I had always

curtsied properly and did not

speak unless I was spoken to. 

I had been adequately briefed

on the proper way to serve

food and drinks to the guests. 

Throughout the entire even-

ing, I was able to mince ef-

feminately in those five-inch

stilettos without stumbling or

spilling anything as well as

keeping my hands dangling

effeminately at the wrist when

not serving. I no longer
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minded being addressed as “Fluffy” or “FiFi” as I waited to be called to attend to their needs. 

Thanksgiving was coming in a month and Christmas a month after that. I thought I was entitled to take a little time off but no such luck. Many people were headed for family or romantic get-togethers and needed to get their hair or nails done so we were busy as we could be. 

The first Friday in November, I dressed as a Fifties girl with a pink sissy blouse, long gray skirt with a black poodle flared out by several layers of large petticoats. A large pink sissy bow held my hair back in a ponytail and for a very nice change, pink socks and flat shoes. Of course, during the usual “panty check,” I had to show my brief-style pink tricot panties with white trim. 

The Friday of the second week I was selling in the store and was required to wear a new royal blue corset with a matching satin floor-length skirt and four-inch dyeable pumps. 

Most of the women were alone the third weekend of the month due to the opening of hunting season. The staff decided I should wear a bright orange satin sheath dress over foundation garments and sheer hose. The four-inch heel dyeable pumps matched the orange satin sissy bow pinned just above my bangs. My orange nails and matching lipstick made me a very bright girl to look at. 

“Too bad there are no deer hunters here to see you!” laughed Monique. 

December’s costumes were all the same, just different colors. Over a bra and panty set, I wore a puff sleeve velvet mini-dress, flared out with petticoats, and matching four-inch heel pumps first in blue, then green and finally red all with the required matching sissy bow pinned in my hair. 

The girls loved Fridays and I must admit I looked good, no matter how they dressed me. It had been so long since I had worn male attire, the thought of going back to them had never even crossed my mind. I had been their prisoner almost a year and by this time, I had no masculine feelings left. I truly enjoyed being feminine. I loved fashion, especially party dresses as well as using makeup and I wouldn’t think of letting a night go by without a scented bubble bath. I passed easily among the customers as well as the general public when the sisters would take me shopping. The feel of lingerie on my skin as well as the sound of my high heels clicking on a hard surface gave me a great amount of erotic pleasure. The secret pleasure in getting admiring glances from men as I walked past them made me only too well aware that the prospect of returning to my former life was extremely re-mote. 

That night as I was thinking about what may lay ahead, it wasn’t difficult to see how far I had come since my abduction. All I had to do was look in the mirror. The image of that pretty girl looking back at me told the truth. As I showered, I looked down at my breasts and knew the body the girls had created was never going to return to its previous form. After drying myself off, I cupped my hands under my breasts and marveled at how nearly perfect they were. As I stood naked in front of the full-length mirror, the image was spoiled only but an insignificant lump of flesh between my legs. After hormones, being compressed under foundation garments as well as being caressed by panties and night-Page - 26
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gowns, I doubted “it” was ever going to be useful to me again. I dusted myself with body powder, donned a pale blue nightgown and went to bed. 

After the holidays, things began to slow down. We had a very good year and the girls were generous at the close of books the first week of January. I, of course, received nothing. I had been unpaid since the whole thing started. I lived rent-free and the utilities were hooked up to the business. I didn’t need a phone for anything since I had no one to call. 

The girls provided me with groceries and cleaning supplies for the apartment. We went shopping when time permitted and they made sure to pick out the girliest things they could find for me to wear. All my personal items came out of the beauty shops’ inventory. 

I was not in need of anything. The business was my life and when I did get out, it was in the company of one or both of the girls. New Year’s Eve was an exception when several members of the staff took me nightclubbing with them, including a brief visit to a male strip club. 

As my first anniversary approached, Monique and Marilyn asked me to set aside a half-hour from my schedule to discuss something very important. When I pressed for details, they refused to tell me anything except that it was a once in a lifetime opportunity for

“someone like me.” I was quite puzzled because it was one of the few times that they had actually been nice when talking to me so I couldn’t imagine what they had in mind. I suggested the second Friday of the month at 4:30 PM and the girls agreed. 

I finished my work that Friday at 4:30 and walked into the small office to find both Monique and Marilyn waiting for me. Monique was behind the desk. 

“You’ve come a long way in a year, girly, and we have decided you have earned some time off. It’s not  exactly  a vacation, more of a working vacation. I have a cousin who is setting up a business like ours and I have volunteered your services. You’ll be assisting with the set-up of the shop as well as training the new girls. You will have a couple of days to yourself to enjoy the scenery. As you know, southern Colorado is a beautiful place. 

When you come back, you will feel better. You will be more energetic and refreshed. 

Whatever you do, be sure to be on your best behavior. Remember, your conduct reflects on me. Your flight to Denver with a connecting flight to Pueblo leaves next Saturday morning at ten. We will take you to the airport and my cousin Janet will pick you up when you arrive. You won’t have to pack much other than casual clothes since you will be stay-ing there only a short time.” 

She reached into the desk drawer and handed me a ticket. “Don’t try anything stupid, either. Remember, we have that video and many stills. If you try to leave or ask for assistance from anyone, you will be sorry. Understood?” 

I nodded in agreement. 

Thursday night, I packed a small suitcase with my hot pink jeans, pink cotton socks and sneakers and several changes of lingerie, along with my makeup case. I would be wearing a black pants suit, white blouse and black flats for the flight. Even after a warm, steamy, perfumed bubble bath, I had a hard time getting to sleep. There was something about this whole thing that just didn’t seem right. 

The next morning, I got up early and ate a light breakfast. The drive to the airport took longer than I thought it would, largely due to a couple of traffic tie-ups along the way. We Page - 27
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arrived at the airport just before nine. After passing through security, we walked to where my flight was boarding. They were both grinning as they wished me a great flight. 

About twenty minutes later, I boarded the plane. After another forty minutes, we were finally airborne. The flight was a smooth one and I catnapped for about an hour. I skipped the meal and read a couple of fashion magazines for the balance of the flight. 

The connecting flight to Pueblo was delayed about an hour but when I deplaned, I immediately spotted a woman holding up a sign with “BOBBETTE” in block letters. I walked over to her and introduced myself. 

“Welcome,” she said as she smiled me with the same mischievous grin that the girls had on their faces as they said goodbye to me at the airport. 

We walked quickly to the baggage claim area to retrieve my luggage, then proceeded to the parking garage. After about a twenty-minute drive, we arrived at a modest three-bedroom ranch style house. 

Once inside, I freshened up and Janet served me a salad and a diet soft drink. She explained the itinerary I would follow for the next several days. 

“You’ll be here overnight. Tomorrow, I’ll drive you to where you’ll be working. I’ve got some errands to run and groceries to get, so make yourself at home. I’ll fix supper when I get back and then we’ll rent a movie. Phone’s over there. Give Monique a call and let her know you’re here.” She turned and went back out to the car. 

After talking briefly with Monique, I sat down on the couch. Afternoon television didn’t interest me so I read a couple of newspapers and some magazines Janet had on the coffee table. There was still something odd about this that I couldn’t put my finger on. I was not exactly worried, but puzzled. 

Janet came back about 4 and after I helped her unload the groceries, we split a pizza. 

She didn’t seem too interested in conversation so we watched the movie, then I washed up and went to bed. 

We were up early the next morning and after a light breakfast, Janet drove to the gas station to fill the tank before starting out. 

“The store is in Trinidad, an old mining town just south of here. I will take you to a motel on the outskirts. Tomorrow morning, a member of my staff will assist you from then on.” 

The same grin crossed her face again. I sat back to enjoy the scenery as she drove. The name of the town had rung a bell. I remembered reading about it or seeing something on television several years ago but just what made that name stick in my memory, I couldn’t recall. 

Shortly, we arrived at the motel on the outskirts of Trinidad. I carried my suitcase and makeup case inside and checked in. The desk clerk handed me my key and picked up the suitcase. 

“Thanks for everything, Janet.” I said as she walked away. 
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She turned back to face me and smiled. “Oh, you’re very welcome, Bobbette! I’m certain you are going to love your stay here! Remember, they will pick you up about seven. 

Don’t order breakfast, they will take care of that too!” 

I wasn’t hungry so I skipped supper and had several glasses of wine at the bar to help me sleep. 

The next morning, I packed my things and waited for my ride in the lobby. The desk clerk and cleaning woman made small talk as I passed the time watching the cars whiz by on the main highway. At last, a black sedan pulled up front and a woman in a white pantsuit got out and walked into the lobby. 

She smiled as she walked up to me. “You must be Bobbette. I’m Sandy, please come with me.” 

The desk clerk carried my suitcase as we walked out to the car. After putting my things in the trunk, Sandy tipped him and we drove off. 

We hadn’t driven very far when Sandy pulled into the parking lot of a complex of white buildings next to the city’s hospital. She opened the trunk and handed me my makeup case and then removed the suitcase. We walked through the entrance of one of the buildings and down a long hallway. She stopped at the counter and gave the nurse my name. 

“Thank you, Sandy, leave her bags behind the counter and I will take it from here,” 

said the nurse. 

Sandy smiled and said, “See you later, Bobbette!” 

The nurse took me down the hall where I was left in what appeared to be an examination room. 

“The doctor will be here shortly. Take your clothes off and put this on,” she ordered. 

“What for?” I asked. 

“Just a routine physical,” she said with a smile, “Nothing for you to worry about.” 

She helped me undress and put on a hospital gown. Next she took my pulse and blood pressure and then withdrew a blood sample. She wrote several things down on a clipboard. 

“Relax. The doctor will be here in a minute.” 

After what seemed like an eternity, she returned with an attendant pushing a gurney. 

“Hop on here, honey, you’re as ready as you’re ever going to be.” 

“What do you mean by that?” I asked as I got on the cart. “I’m here for an employment physical.” 

The attendant secured me down with straps and a paper cap was placed over my hair. 

“Sure, lady, whatever you say,” remarked the attendant. 

I had a sudden pang of fear. My heart began racing as I was being wheeled down the hallway. My mouth had dried up and I wanted to say something but I was having trouble forming words. I felt like I was in the middle of a nightmare and couldn’t wake up. The Page - 29
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cart was pushed through some double doors and I read the sign as I rolled past. It said

“Surgical personnel only”.  Surgery? What surgery? I glanced around the brightly-lit room and saw everyone dressed in green surgical garb. No one said a word to me. Then it hit me. Trinidad! That was where they changed…. I opened my mouth to scream but nothing came out. The last thing I remember before the lights went out was the prick of the needle in my arm. 

Everything was fuzzy when I woke up. My vision cleared and I looked around. There was a strange numbness in my groin. I was afraid to move. I held up my left arm and read the name “Bobbette” on the wristband. A short time later, a nurse came in and smiled. 

“You’re awake. How do you feel?” 

My mouth was dry and I barely squeaked out “Terrible.” 

“You’ll be fine. The surgery went well. You’ll be out of here in a couple of days.” After making some notes on a chart, she left the room. 

My pulse was still hammering as I tried to take stock of the situation. I knew that I would not be able to escape now. There was no going back to my former life. Under those bandages was my new life. I had to accept that fact and learn to live with it. What had been done cannot be undone. My future, at least what there was going to be of a future, would not be as a man. I was now a captive woman. Bobby had disappeared from the face of the earth. It was like he had not existed at all. 

The next several days were very painful as I got up and around. There were several follow-ups with the doctor and the bandages finally came off. My first bath was quite an experience as I examined my womanhood for the first time. I healed up quickly and was set to be discharged. The morning I was to be released, a nurse came in and applied a little pink blusher and lipstick. 

“It will make you feel better,” she said. 

She helped me get dressed and I checked out around 10 AM. Janet was there to pick me up and she drove me back to her house. I spend several days with her, getting adjusted to a post-operative routine. I felt stronger and stronger and was able to move around without any pain. 

About ten days later, I went back to the clinic for a follow-up and was pronounced fit and healthy as any woman could be. 

The next morning, Janet drove me to the airport and I flew back to Denver. I caught the connection to the Midwest. The girls met me at the airport and drove me back to my apartment. There was little conversation on the way back. 

A huge pink sissy bow was attached to the Welcome Home sign on the door when I got back. On the table was a large birthday cake with pink frosting and one large pink candle. 

The staff was there to celebrate. I opened several gifts of perfume, bubble bath and lingerie. I was one of them now. I wasn’t sure what lay ahead, but I had to accept my new life and make the best of it. 

THE END

Page - 30



cover.jpeg
@ Reluctant PreSS presents:

Prisoner Of Women

Norman Way

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MISTY MALVEAUX

A *NEW WOMAN' E-BOOK

Copyright © 2006, Reluctant Press - All Rights Reserved





index-17_1.jpg





index-1_2.jpg





index-1_1.jpg





index-9_1.png





index-25_1.jpg





