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Todd

Todd was a sexual predator but probably would have considered himself the complete opposite of that.  He might well have styled himself as prey – bait to tempt the cougars.  He cultivated that image.  He was not aggressive in picking up women.  He was not physically imposing so he had found a style which he prided himself made him irresistible to women.  He was charming and polite and almost innocent – the kind of young man a woman would like to take home.

But when they did, that was when his true character would come out.  He became driven and manipulative in pursuit of his real goal – penetration.  We should not even call it sex because that can carry the notion of mutual satisfaction.  He was not concerned with the woman under him.  Penetration was for him.  I was what he wanted, and what anybody else wanted was irrelevant.

He had secured the job at the Blue Palms Resort and Spa precisely because it gave him access to women.  Not the guests.  Wronged guests could go to the police, and almost certainly would once they had returned to the mainland.  No, the object of his lust were the female staff – he had seen the images.

He was a deliberate and ambitious person and these attributes had seen him achieve success in the food and beverage industry.  His resume plus a few hard-to-verify lies had seen him get the job of Food and Beverage Manager at the Blue Palms.  Then once he was in place, he could set about penetrating each of the female employees in whatever order he liked.

The Blue Palms had the added advantage of being some distance from law enforcement.  That would give him time to have his victims unable to act.  That was all he needed to get a word in.

“I don’t want trouble and you don’t either,” he would say.  “I was caught up in the passion of the moment.  I thought you were too.  So it is my mistake.  Now, we have a good thing going here.  Why don’t we let bygones be bygones?  I won’t trouble you again, I promise.  Let’s just forget it.”

It seemed to work.  He had never been arrested and he had only been questioned a few times.  Rape is harder to prove than you think.  If he thought she was consenting, then he may have a defense.  That means that the prosecution has to prove separate states of mind – first that she did not want it, and secondly that he knew she did not want it.  It is hard to prove even one mental state.

This was explained to him by the first lawyer he ever hired.  He did not forget it.  He was good at what he did.

Shelly was good at what she did too.  She was head of housekeeping, and in a large hotel isolated from the mainland that meant not just staff and supplies but laundry and inventory.  But hers was a lonely life at the top of her team, and she felt the need for company, and intimacy.  She easily fell for Todd’s charms.  She might have even said that he brought out mothering instincts in her.  She would happily have had sex with him had he not turned into a monster the moment they were both naked.

She walked away from the incident in tears.  She felt confused and betrayed, but most of all she felt defiled.  It was a difficult thing to recover from.  But it was embarrassment that kept her silent.  She said nothing and she quietly nursed herself back to an even temper.

But she recognized the same sense of defilement in the tears of Candice, one of the junior spa girls.  While this poor child was not under her authority, when she found her sobbing in the laundry she put an arm around her and invited her to release her feelings.  Candice did not have to say his name.  Shelly did.  “Todd?”

She went to Jasmine who was in charge of the spa.  It was her responsibility to raise the matter with senior management.

“The problem is that we are in the middle of the season, and we are making good tips,” said Jasmine.  “If we can hold over action for the time being that might be best.  We don’t want to throw the resort into disarray and while I hate to say it, the fact is that Todd is good at his job.”

“Perhaps we could delay action, if only to gather some hard evidence against this guy,” said Shelley.  “I can set up hidden cameras in a room if somebody is prepared to help me lay a trap?”

“I will happily do it,” said Jasmine.  “I want to see this for myself, but I don’t want to experience a rape.”

“That won’t happen to you, but other problem that we face is how we can keep him away from other women until the end of the season?  Any ideas?”

“I have one,” said Jasmine.  “You might think it a bit crazy, but if we can get hard evidence, I can think of a way that we can make real changes to this guy and the way he behaves.”

That very evening they made their plans, and they were keen to follow through as soon as possible.

Jasmine struck Todd as a perfect target.  She was not a young woman anymore, but she looked after herself and could be mistaken for one.  It is what he would expect.  She worked in beauty and health.  He had eyed the girls who worked for her.  He had even had one, but he had forgotten her name already.  No, Jasmine might be more like that housekeeping woman – mature and in need or a young buck to ream out a musty hole.  He chuckled at the thought.

He would have happily suggested that they do it in the spa, but she had suggested a room in a far wing, away from her place of work.  He could understand that.  He was ready, and he was hoping that she might put up a struggle.  The ones who rolled over and cried while he went to work did not carry the same thrill.

The room was perfect he thought.  The far wing was unoccupied.  Nobody could hear if she screamed, and somehow that became his objective.  As usual it was all charm until they were naked, then he liked to “shift it up a gear”.  But this time he was being watched, and he was being recorded.

Candice was looking at the screen with increasing dismay.  “Don’t you think we had better put a stop to this now before she gets hurt.”

“Jasmine wants to push this as hard as she can,” said Shelly.  “The more violence we see the stronger the evidence.  Don’t worry, I have Joe from Gardening close by.  When he gets the call from me, Todd’s party will be over.”

It would not take long.  “You bastard” was the safe word, followed by a scream loud enough to explain why Joe was banging on the door.

Jasmine was appalled at how cool Todd was, in simply pulling on his boxers and going to the door.

“I’m sorry about the noise, Pal,” he said to Joe.  “You know these older women – they do sound off a bit when they get sweaty.”

“Are you alright Ma’am?”  Joe looked past him at Jasmine getting dressed.

“No,” she said.  “I am definitely not alright.”  She hurried past Todd who was trying to subtly block her.  She was in the clear, and keen to see what they had captured on video.  The footage was all they hoped it would be.

Trixie

Trixie understood, or thought she did.  It had already been two weeks and it seemed that there was a way out of this.  OK, so they had the video.  She had seen it.  Plus he had been confronted by his victims from the staff of the resort when he was laid out in the spa, temporarily paralyzed by some drug they had used.  It would not only get Todd fired, but it would get him sent to jail.  They had the goods.  The game was up.

But they had not turned him in.  They needed somebody to do Todd’s job who was not Todd, so she had to become Trixie.  He could understand how it worked, and he could work it.

Alright, so they had their fun stripping the hair from his body and gluing breasts on his chest and gluing his genitals into his groin.  The ladies in the spa were experts.  Trixie now had plucked eyebrows and hair extensions and botox to create a bland expression that looked nothing like Todd.  Like this he could function and still do his job.

It was just that food and beverage management requires you to move among the bars and restaurants of the resort, and in Trixie’s case that meant not only wearing the clothing that they provided but also presenting as a woman, and not as a man in a dress.

The customers could guess that Trixie was not born a woman, but that did not matter.  If there was an issue that needed her to deal with a customer, she would deal with it, and that is what counted.  It was better that they thought of her as a transwoman that a man forced into drag as punishment for rape.

Sure, there was discomfort, but they said the injection would help and it did.  There were no painful attempts by his penis to escape from its cage of glue.  He was told that it was “nothing permanent, although some would prefer that”.  The words sounded sincere.

But Trixie wanted freedom.  He had told Jasmine and Shelly that he was ready to change.  He was truly repentant (he said) and he wanted to prove it.  All he needed was for them to set him a test.

“Alright,” said Jasmine.  “Dan, the new tennis pro and Manager of activities, doesn’t know that you are not 100% a woman, and he has already been asking Shelly about you, so if you can go out on a date with Dan and convince him that you are a woman, then we are prepared to release you.”

“A date, huh?  How long are we talking?” said Trixie.  He was looking to get free of the whole thing, and Shelly could see it on his face.

“It is not that easy,” said Shelly.  “If Dan finds pf you’re really a man before midnight then we will send the video through to senior management on the mainland, and it will be all over for you.  But if you can prove to him that you are female, then I think you will have proved to us that you have changed.  To be honest I didn’t expect you to make such a convincing woman.  I would wish you good luck on this date but I don’t think you’re going to need it.”

“I’ll do it.  No worries!” Trixie laughed.  “You girls did such a good job on me you made it too easy.”  Trixie was checking herself in the mirror and approving what she saw.  “Set it up for as soon as possible.  Tonight would be good.  I can’t wait to meet Dan.”

Trixie walked out of the spa in her heels, walking as if she was born to wear them.

“Have you arranged things with Dan?” Shelly asked Candice.  “Does he know what was expected of him?”

“You bet he does,” said Candice.  “I had my boyfriend set the challenge - if he didn’t bring home Trixie’s panties by midnight then he will not be sharing tips.  Either way you look at it, they’ll both be in for a surprise tonight!”

Epilog

Trixie turned over on the massage table, revealing her breasts and her crotch – pubic hair shaved into the shape of a heart above small male parts that seem incongruous with he soft feminine body.

“Well look at these breasts of yours,” said Jasmine, genuinely impressed.

“Dan wants me to get implants, but I just like watching them grow naturally,” sighed Trixie.

“Men don’t always get what they want,” said Jasmine.  “But if you keep them happy you keep them at home.  That is what you want, isn’t it?”  She applied some oil and started work on her abdomen.

“God, yes,” said Trixie.  “I just want to tell you Jasmine, how grateful I am that you and the girls set me on this path by introducing me to Dan.”

Jasmine lifted her hands, and looked at the body lying in front of her.  The hormones had worked their magic.  The large frame that had once been Todd was now largely devoid of muscle, and soft and smooth, lightly tanned from time in the sun, save for the three pale triangles of a skimpy bikini.

“A lot has changed, Trixie,” said Jasmine.  “You have changed.”

“Dan has changed me,” said Trixie.  “After him I knew what a real man was.  After him I knew that all I really wanted was to be his, and only his.  Can you forgive me for all that I have done?”

“Forgive you for what?” said Jasmine.  “Todd is gone for good, and all four of us had a hand in that.”

“Five, if you include Dan,” giggled Trixie.  “You should include Dan.”

The End
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