

Chapter 1

Caught Wet-handed

“Stephen! What the hell are you doing? Is that Sally’s nightdress you’re wearing? Shit, Stephen, I always knew you were weird! Wait till I tell Sally what you get up to.”

“Tina! What are you doing here? This is Sally’s house. Why the hell are you able to let yourself in, anytime you please?” Stephen was embarrassed. He’d been caught out, fair and square. Dead to rights. He had to go on the attack. He had no defence.

“What am I doing? You ask me, what I’m doing? You pervert. Dressing up in Sally’s clothes whilst she’s at work. And, OMG, look at the mess you’ve made of that lovely nightgown.”

It was true. He had made an unholy mess. Caught unawares, as he’d been, at just the wrong moment, sort of made him lose focus and he missed most of the emissions he’d hoped to catch in the huge wad of toilet paper, which he now held, rather absurdly, in his wet hand. And now, he had to explain himself to the neighbour. Or was she the sister! They always called themselves sisters, Tina, next door, and Sally, his girlfriend of 6 months. But he doubted there was any real blood connection. And now, here she was, his bloody Nemesis, the neighbour from hell, who’d never accepted that he and Sally might actually be happy together. And now, she had just proved herself right.

“Look, Tina, you haven’t seen this. Right?” Stephen blustered and flustered.

“But, that’s where you’re wrong, Stevie, baby. I have seen it. And the evidence is right there. Look at that enormous stain. Try getting rid of that before Sally gets home. You’ve got about an hour.” Tina looked smug. She’d got him, at last. She wanted rid of the bothersome boyfriend, and now she had got him.

“Look, it’s not been so great between Sally and me this last couple of months. I was lonely. I just put her nightdress on to remind me of her. The smell. The feel. You know?”

“Oh! Well, I’ll be sure to quote you on that when I tell Sally what you get up to, when she’s working her arse off and you spend your days here, dressing up, in  her stuff, and wanking off, shall I?” Tina was not about to compromise.

“I work as well, you know?” And, it was true, Steve did work about 18 hours in a five-day week. The rest of the time, he ate, he drank, he watched telly, he walked aimlessly around the neighbourhood . . . oh, and he dressed in Sally’s things and wanked off.

Anyway, Tina had never liked him. She had it in for him. She and Sally had enjoyed a special “relationship” and he’d come along, whisked Sally off her feet, and spoiled it all. They’d seen less of each other, because he was around. The two joined semis they lived in, and the garden they shared, at the back, had become strangely alien to Tina, since Stephen had arrived on the scene. He had completely ruined their friendship and now, here he was, dressed in a bright green satin nightdress and a pair of Sally’s knickers and looking very red in the face. And that stain! Well, it was a godsend to Tina, who wanted her old friend back, and she wanted her back, without a man. She wanted her back, man-less.

“You don’t have to say anything,” said Stephen, in desperation, “I’ll pay you. It could be our little secret.”

And pay her, he could. His job, designing websites, from home, had proven very lucrative over the past 12 months. Whilst he pretended he worked tirelessly, all day long, in fact, he could run off a simple site in a few hours, just sat at the computer. A working week for Stephen was about 16-18 hours, whilst Tina and Sally both toiled for around 40 hours. That’s probably why he’d got bored and turned to the porno sites and got excited at the prospect of cross-dressing. Over the past few weeks, this “habit” had grown and today was the 4th or 5th time he’d worn Sally’s clothes. They were a little tight . . . and a little short . . . but he managed.

But he’d never been caught. Till now. This damned neighbourly love thing, going on between Sally and her best friend Tina, was a bugger!

“So, as well as dressing in Sally’s clothes, you’re into blackmail, as well? I’ll add that to the list of your criminal activities, shall I? Let me tell you, all the money on earth isn’t going to stop me telling Sally what you’ve been up to. And she won’t need to look far for the proof. And then, Stephen, BABY, I hope she sends you packing. I hope she gives that pert bum of yours a damned good spanking, like the naughty little girl, you are, and sends you on your way. You’ve never been good enough for her and now she’ll realise that.”

Stephen could say nothing. It was less than two hours before Sally returned from work, and here he was, sat in her satin knickers and her green satin nightgown, and both showed, full well, the results of his labours.

Then suddenly, Tina commanded, “Stand up!”

“Why?” he asked, “What are you doing?”

“Follow me,” Tina instructed, and she led him, still attired, to the bathroom. “Get in there and take off those panties and that nightdress.”

Stephen timidly obeyed, and he shuffled into the bathroom, whilst Tina disappeared to the kitchen. She returned a few moments later clutching a bottle of fabric wash.

“Now, you’d better wash those two things thoroughly and see if you can salvage them. And then you can wait in here till Sally gets back.” And, with that, she turned, shut and locked the bathroom door, from the outside, and left a despairing Stephen BABY, to do his best to eradicate his stains.

A long, dreary, but desperate, half hour later, he had done his best and thought they’d be okay. Then he’d draped a towel around himself and sat, casting a lonely, sad, figure, upon the toilet seat, waiting for his girlfriend to arrive, and to be told the terrible truth.

He heard the door. He heard Sally’s surprised voice as she was greeted by a highly excited Tina. He heard conversation, voices, low at first, and then raised, in equal measure. He heard some shouting, but nothing was distinguishable. Then silence . . . and a few moments later he heard sobbing and a comforting voice. Then a long period of silence, ensued, before he heard the key turn in the bathroom lock.

“Well! Well! Hello Steve. I believe you like dressing in my clothes?” enquired a surprisingly, calm, Sally.

“I’m sorry . . .” Stephen started. He knew he had no argument to present. “Sorry”, was all he could say. “I’m really sorry, I think it’ll be okay. And the pants.”

“I don’t want to hear it, Steve. I don’t pretend to understand it and I don’t want to hear it. And I definitely won’t be wearing that nightdress or those panties again, so they’re yours from now on. Tomorrow, you can buy me a new pair of pants, very expensive ones, and you can buy me a new nightgown and robe set, there’s a robe goes with that. It cost me a small fortune. But the replacement will cost you a damned sight more. I’m going for real silk, you sicko.”

“Of course, I’ll buy you anything you want. I’ll do anything you want. I’m really sorry. I was just missing you. You know? I wanted to feel close to you.”

“No, Steve, I absolutely do not know. I don’t know anything, now. Six months we’ve been together. You never even suggested you liked dressing in women’s clothes, and then, you go behind my back. I might have understood if you’d told me. But this, this is . . . Ohhh! I need time to think. You can stay there while I talk to Tina. I need a glass of wine.” She turned to leave but Steve stopped her.

“Wait, Sally, please. You can’t leave me in here. I’m freezing. At least give me some clothes to put on.”

“Wait there.” said an agitated Sally, who wasn’t feeling as calm as she made out.

The key turned, again, in the lock, and he was left for another three minutes before he heard giggling from the two friends and then the door opened again. It was Tina this time and she half entered, as Steve drew the towel closer.

“Hi, Stevie BABY, how are we feeling now? A little chilled, I hear,” and she smiled, “I don’t think you’ve made Sally a very happy lady. Here, put this on.”

And she held out the bright green, full-length, satin robe that matched the now drying nightdress.

Stephen blushed red, he thought she was joking, but apparently not.

“Either take this and wear it, or join us for dinner naked. I don’t care. And I’m absolutely certain that Sally doesn’t care either. And pass me those clothes. We’ll get them dry, properly.”

Steve had no choice and stood, clutching the towel to himself, to hand over the drying panties and nightdress, as he took the precious green robe that was proffered.

“Oh! And please, take a shower before you spoil that nice piece of clothing, as well. Dinner will be in 40 minutes. Sally and I are talking about what to do about this whole business. Don’t disturb us, until we call you.” And she was gone, and the door locked again.

45 minutes later and Steve got the call. He sheepishly exited the bathroom, when the door was unlocked, and he stood outside, for a long, long, moment, his face a bright red, his body sheathed in bright green satin. The robe fitted almost perfectly, although a couple of inches, or more, short of the floor. He had bare feet, and bare everything else, but at least the satin robe covered his necessaries. He tried to say sorry again to Sally, who had come to release him.

“Don’t even bother, Steve. I’ve actually had three glasses of wine, and I feel better, now. In fact, I feel okay about everything. Thank god, it’s Friday. Come with me.” and she led the way to the dining table, now set for three. Apparently, good neighbour Tina, was joining them for their dinner. “Oh goody!” thought Steve, to himself, “Just what we needed!” This just adding to his complete embarrassment.

“Well, hello, Stevie BABY,” greeted an equally lubricated Tina, “Or should I call you, Stephanie BABY? Give us a twirl!” and she laughed.

“Stephanie BABY? I quite like that!” giggled Sally, as Steve tried to see any kind of humour in his unique situation.

“Yes, I think we’ll call you Stephanie for tonight,” she continued, “So, Stephanie, sit yourself down and tell us all about it.”

He sat. He sat in silence. He held his head low and shifted uncomfortably on his seat, as dinner was served, and the two inquisitors waited for an explanation. He had none.

When he finally spoke, it sounded quite inadequate. He was sorry. It was boredom. He had a few hours spare and he thought he’d just try the nightdress on and it sort of spiralled from there.

“So, this is the very first time you’ve dressed in ladies’ clothes?” Tina pressed for answers. She seemed to be the chief inquisitor. Steve said nothing, “No, it’s not the first time is it? You’ve done this a lot. Haven’t you?” she glowered at him, daring him to contradict.

“No, not a lot,” he muttered.

“Pardon, Stephanie? Please don’t mumble your words, girl, we can’t hear you. Vocalise!” Tina goaded.

“A few times. I’ve done it a few times. Just three or four.” Stephen finally admitted. Then the table fell silent again as the two girls drank and ate and looked from one to the other.

It was a very difficult dinner. Tina obviously enjoyed it. Stephen, or “Stephanie” as they now insisted she be called, did not. Sally was somewhere between the two, and she drank heavily. Stephanie kept her head down, tucked into the collar of the green satin robe, which, incidentally, she was loving the feel of, and he/she ate, in near silence.

At the end of the meal, Tina, clearly impatient for a resolution to the issue, suddenly stood up and said, “Well, Sally, what are we going to do? Are we throwing Stephanie out or are we forgiving her and inviting her to join us for our next girly night out?”

“I don’t know. I really don’t know. I need time to think. I just know that I don’t want to spend the night in the same bed or even the same room as him, or her, or whatever it is.”

“Well, I have a very good suggestion,” continued Tina, “One I think we’ll enjoy and will give you time to think about the situation and what we are going to do with our new girly-friend here. Come with me, Sally.”

The two girls left the room and Steve cocked his head to try to hear what was going on in the very heated conversation he could detect from the bedroom. Then there was silence and then Tina came out and stood over him.

“Right, Sally isn’t thinking straight. She’s too upset. But I am thinking straight. So, she’s put me in charge for tonight. Ever ironed a thing, Stephanie BABY?”

Steve had never ironed. That’s why men had women, surely? That was one of the reasons he had Sally, wasn’t it?

“Well, those panties and gown are just about dry. So, you’re going to iron them and then wear them. Understood?”

“No. This is ridiculous,” protested Steve, “It was a little mistake and I’ve apologised.”

But Tina dragged him to his feet and stared into his deep blue eyes. “You have upset my very best friend. My sister! And now you are going to pay.”

An hour later, and Stephanie stood dressed in the nightdress she had taken some time to iron, under Tina’s supervision. The panties were draped over the chair. Tina had instructed him to leave them off. Both women confronted him, Sally, seemingly, composed again, and an ominous display of rolls of white crepe bandage and black insulating tape, was on the table in front of him.

Tina was a nurse. She had access to plenty of bandages.

“So, Stephanie. How do you like your new night-clothes?” she teased him. “I bet you just love the feel of that soft, silky satin, against your skin, don’t you? Don’t you?”

Stephanie simpered slightly, “Yes. It feels nice!” she quietly admitted.

“Good. Well that’s how you’re spending your night. Dressed in satin gown and panties. But we don’t want you to be too comfortable. So, put your hands behind you and intertwine your fingers.”

Stephanie hesitated. “Do it. Now!” barked Tina. And she came behind him and forced his arms back. “Now, mesh those fingers together,” she instructed. He did.

Then Tina, the nurse, went to work with the first length of crepe bandage, first around and around the wrists but then over both hands, back and forth, around and around, until Stephanie’s poor hands were completely bandaged together in the flexible white coating. Then she took up the black tape and wrapped that around and around until Stephanie’s hands were a mummified mass of white bandage and contrasting, black, tape.

Tina was pleased, but by no means finished.

“Now, walk to the spare bedroom.” And, with no obvious other choice, Stephanie obliged, walking barefoot to the spare room, which held a double metal-framed bed and a wardrobe, and very little else.

Tina and Sally followed. Tina brought along the freshly laundered, ironed, satin, panties.

“Right, sit.” she continued barking the orders and Stephanie, sat awkwardly on the edge of the metal bed, her mummified hands resting uncomfortably behind her. “Sally, do you have those soiled panties you wore for work today?”

Sally stepped up, now smiling the same evil smile as Tina, as she surveyed Steve, or Stephanie, in her helplessness. She handed Tina the small satin panties she had worn all day and had earlier disposed of, into the laundry basket.

“Open wide,” commanded Tina, as she cupped Stephanie’s chin in her left hand and pushed the panties towards her opened lips with the other.

Steve tried to resist but couldn’t. The lips opened, slightly at first, but then wide, as she increased the pressure, and she rammed the panties in, making sure that every last inch of the gleaming satin fabric, had disappeared into the open mouth.

Then she took a second roll of white bandage and wrapped it around and around the closed lips, sealing the pants into their prison. Then, there followed, more white, bandage, which sealed Stephanie’s eyes and face, until the whole of her head was covered in yards of white and Stephanie was whimpering, as she breathed heavily under her bandage coverings.

Tina made sure that the black tape held the stark white bandages, secure, and she created a lovely pattern of black adhesive tape over and under and round and round the top of the white mummified head. 

Satisfied that she had left ample gap for breathing freely, and that Stephanie was not stressing, Tina then turned her attentions to what was going on down below.

“I think we need to take a look at your little “rodger-the-dodger” thing, Steffi, just to see how it’s coping,” she quipped, as she lifted the skirt of the green satin nightdress. “Oh look, Sally, Stephanie is getting herself all excited, all over again.”

True enough, Steffi was getting excited and a stirring was underway, down below.

“Well, she’s not messing the nightdress up, this time. Have you got a roll of cling-film, Sally?”

Sally looked puzzled, but Tina assured her it would all become clear. Sally fetched the roll of clingfilm from the kitchen drawer.

Tina now unrolled a sizeable, length, and tore it off. She then knelt down and started to carefully wrap Stephanie’s erecting penis in the clear film. Stephanie groaned under her knicker and bandage gag, as she sensed the clinging film adhering to her cock. Tina quickly took another length, and laid it over the first, pressing it down hard to stick to itself and form an impenetrable skin over Stephanie’s rod, which, by now, was rock hard. A third, and final, length of clingfilm, stuck to the rest of the layers, and Stephanie’s cock was completely encased in the thin cling material. Now Tina took a length of bandage and skilfully bandaged up the film-covered penis, finishing it off with a tight round or two of the black insulating tape. Now, Stephanie had an erection which was going to be very difficult to get rid of. And there would be no nasty, little, leakages. For sure.

Stephanie was going wild with a desire to come, but that didn’t seem feasible either, under all that bandage and tape, so, instead, she moaned softly, as Tina smiled a wicked smile and Sally nodded in admiration of the nurse’s handiwork.

As soon as the penis was out of all harm’s way, Tina and Sally pulled on the satin knickers, up Stephanie’s surprisingly smooth legs, and snapped them shut over the white and black, taped, appendage. Then a last roll of bandage secured Stephanie’s white ankles together, from ankle right up to knee, before that also got an added layer of black adhesive tape, to ensure it all stayed firmly in place.

And then, it was a relatively simple job to swing Stephanie’s bound body around and up, fully onto the bed. And there she lay. Her mouth gagged with Sally’s used panties, her head completely enveloped in bandage and tape, apart from the area under her nostrils.

Her hands were unidentifiable as hands, they were a mass of white bandage and black tape. Her legs were bound tightly together from foot to knee. And, under that bright green, glossy, satin nightdress, and under the matching green satin knickers, Stephanie’s man-piece was throbbing, as it fought against the bandage and tape, which persisted in holding it proudly erect.

“Sleep well, Stephanie,” laughed Tina, the mastermind behind her torment. “Sally and I are going to have another glass of wine now, and decide what we are going to do with you tomorrow. See you in the morning. Please don’t struggle or I shall come back and use another three rolls of bandage to make sure you are completely still. Goodnight, Steffi BABY.”

And she leant down and kissed the still figure, on the top of its bandaged head, as she flicked off the bedroom light and ushered a rather shocked, and bemused, Sally, from the room.

Stephanie lay there in silence . . . alone, and in the dark. Listening but hearing nothing. She realised she was alone. She was alone and uncomfortable. She was alone, uncomfortable, but she was excited. The feel of the satin panties and gown pressed against her bound body was sumptuous, she knew she was covered in it, but she couldn’t touch it, or remove it, or adjust it, and the mere thought of that, was titillating, and she purred in some contentment, under her panty gag.

Chapter 2

Stephanie is Born

Stephanie had lain awake for some time. At first, just thinking about the eroticism of her predicament. Who’d have guessed she’d have ended up, like this, having one of her major fantasies fulfilled?

Then she listened for any sound of movement or argument or debate, wondering what her two violators were planning. But she heard nothing, until she was almost certain that she’d heard, not one, but two people, enter the main bedroom, next door. Then, it was confirmed, she heard first Sally’s voice and then Tina’s, talking in loud whispers, and giggling every so often.

“What the hell was going on? Why was Tina in Sally’s bedroom? When would they come and release her?

Seemingly, never. The whispering and the giggling, and even outright laughter, continued until Steffi fell fast asleep. The stress of the day had worn her out. She gave up on trying to listen to any conversation from the next room. Tomorrow would be a surprise, but right now, she needed sleep.

Considering her unusual and uncomfortable position, she slept well. But, at 8.00am., she was being shaken . . . and she was being stirred.

“Hello, Stephanie. It’s us. We’ve come to rescue you and save you from the clutches of those terrible she-monsters, who did this to you. Wake up, sleepy-head.” It was Tina’s voice, but it was two pairs of hands she felt, pulling at the tape around her ankles and pulling her upright in the bed.

Within five minutes, the pair had carefully un-taped her legs, un-bandaged her head, disposed of the panty gagging, and were now seeing to her nether regions, having pulled off the satin panties.

“Oh, good girl. You’ve not made any mess down here. Well done. Sweet little girl that you are.” There was a very patronising air, to the way Tina addressed him. She made it clear she despised him and her tone was even more set than the previous night.

“I was afraid we would have to really punish you if you’d wet your little nappy-wappy, Steffi. But you haven’t, so we’re very pleased. We’ll make a perfect little girl out of you, yet.” she continued in her mocking manner.

Stephanie was adjusting to the light and shaking her head. She felt flushed and drained, but she also felt strangely exhilarated, at the same time.

“Hello, Stephanie,” added Sally, clearly a little worse for wear after her several glasses of wine. “We all need a really good talk this morning. So, we’re leaving your hands tied for now. Soon, we can release you, and, if you choose, you can be on your way. But all will become clear, whilst we get some breakfast. So, please, why not join us.”

The pair pulled him to his feet and the green satin gown tumbled back, almost to the floor, as they led him from the bedroom and to the dining table. They sat him roughly, without any ceremony, on one of the stout dining chairs and laughed and giggled together, and they made tea and got yoghurt and fruit, for all three.

And then Stephen/Stephanie realised that Tina was wearing one of Sally’s dressing gowns. “Had she bloody well stayed the night?” he thought to himself. “In his bed.” Well, alright, technically, it was Sally’s bed. “Had she stayed the bloody night, in his place, in Sally’s bed? It certainly looked that way.” He thought. And, if it looked that way, it was probably because it was that way.

Once all was prepared, and they’d sat down, Stephanie still with hands bound behind, they fed him a spoonful of yoghurt and allowed him to sip from a cup of hot tea. Then Sally spoke.

“Well, obviously, any relationship between Sally and Stephen is finished. Caput. Finito. Dead in the water.” She started.

“So, what does that mean? asked Steve.

“Well it should mean that you collect all your stuff, you don’t have that much here, in any case, and you clear out of my house, pronto. Of course, you can take that nightdress with you, you like it so much. Just leave the money, a lot of money, for a replacement, by the door, as you go.”

“But I’ve nowhere to go,” grumbled Steve, “I gave up my flat to live with you. Can’t we work this out Sally? I want to stay here. With you.”

“As I said, there is no future for Sally and Steve. It’s finished. However, Tina and I had a very long talk last night and we are going to offer you a proposition. Accept it and you can stay, at least for the time being, decline, or try to barter a better deal, and you’re out. Right?”

“Right. What’s the proposal?” Steve was intrigued.

“We are curious about your other side, your Stephanie side. We don’t know any other fella that dresses up as a woman! But, d’you know, it’s, kind of, you know, interesting? It’s definitely off the wall! So, we have decided to offer you one chance only. You stay here for two months, well, at most two months. That gives you time to find somewhere to live. While you’re here, you work for us, you do the jobs we ask you to do. You share your time between here, with me, and next door with Tina. Our approach is going to be slightly different but, essentially, you will belong to both of us. Or rather, Stephanie will belong to us.”

“I don’t understand, what do you mean share my time? Why should I go next door? And what’s Stephanie got to do with this? That’s your name for me, it’s not anything I’ve come up with.”

“It’s simple to understand. Ddeeerrhhhhh!” interrupted Tina, in her usual mocking manner, “If you want to live here for a minute longer, you will be Stephanie. We like Stephanie, quite, but we don’t like Stephen at all. Is that plain enough, for you? We want you as our little sissy plaything, our little girly friend, our little babba . . . . oh, and as our housemaid!”

“What? Your housemaid?” blurted a shocked Stephen.

Sally’s voice remained calm, unlike her ex-boyfriend’s, “Yes, that’s the choice we’re offering. You leave this morning and I never see you again, . . . . . . OR, you agree to stay here, but under our terms. You’ll have all your male clothing taken away, you’ll give us an awful lot of your money, that we know you’ve got salted away, and we will look after you, as Stephanie. I shall have my methods. I’ll be bringing you up as my little niece and Tina here has some great plans to be your adoptive mother. So, we’ll be Mother Tina and Aunt Sally, if you stay. Or get a couple of bin-bags, fill them with your crappy stuff, and get lost!”

“Do I have time to think about this?” enquired a shell-shocked Stephen.

“Yes, about 5 minutes and then you can p*** off.” said Mother Tina, already bored and wanting to move this conversation on.

Faced with the thought of being flung out on the streets, and with no real friends to turn to, it was an easy decision.

“I’d like to stay.” blurted Stephen.

“Well, you’d better ask us properly,” Tina prompted, “Say you would like to remain here and become Stephanie.”

Stephen hesitated.

“Say it. Say you want it.” added Sally.

“I would like to stay here with you . . . and, and, and I would like to become Stephanie,” Stephen said slowly and painfully.

“And you will accept me as your mummy Tina,” Tina continued.

Another hesitation, but the withering look from Tina said it all. “I will accept Tina as my mummy,” Stephen said it so quickly, he hardly knew what he was saying.

“And I promise I shall try to be a very good little girl, for my Aunty Sally.”

“And I promise to be a good little girl for my Aunty Sally.” copied Stephen.

“Right. Very good. This morning we’re going shopping.” declared Tina, “This will be your last day as Stephen, for a long time. From this evening, you will be Stephanie. You will only answer to the name Stephanie, you will do exactly as we tell you, and any misbehaviour from you will be dealt with severely. We have some wonderful plans for you. Tonight, we’ll show you some of the beautiful, girly, clothes, we are ordering off the internet for you, we’ve already seen lots of lovely, glossy, feminine things, we now you’ll love. And tomorrow, we’ll make you up properly so you’ve got lovely, red rosey cheeks, luscious lips and beautiful eyes. Then we’ll do something about that figure of yours and sort you out some little boobies, and get you a nice wig. And then we’ll work out your rota, the time you’ll spend here with Aunty Sally and the time you’ll spend next door with me, your new Mummy, Tina. And, of course, at the weekends, we’ll just be one big, happy family. Oh! And we need to give you a work rota so you can cook and clean and wash and iron and things for both of us. It’s going to be such fun.” Tina laughed in her usual mocking manner.

“And the three of us are going to be just the best girl-friends ever,” added a delighted Sally, already looking forward to spending Stephanie’s money on some sexy clothes, and other girly delights.

Stephanie gulped. Not certain, what had she just agreed to?

Chapter 3

Shopping till dropping

Breakfast was consumed quickly, the two women were anxious to hit the shops with their new pet, sissy, Stephanie.

“Right, how much cash do you have?” Tina demanded to know, of a slightly, traumatised, Stephen.

“About £200, maybe a bit more, I got some out just yesterday,” said a sheepish Stephen, now showered and dressed, for the last time, for a long time, in his male clothes.

“Well, hand that over.” demanded Sally.

“And give me your bank card, and your PIN.” commanded Tina, “We’re going to need plenty of cash today. Everything else we can buy online and pay for, with your debit card.”

So, off they set. Armed with cash, the bank card and high hopes. Stephen, sandwiched between his two aggressors, was now going to spend, possibly, the most interesting, and expensive, shopping day of his entire life.

In the car, the conversation was all about what they needed, immediately, and what stuff they could purchase over the next week, or so, online.

The list was, seemingly, endless :- Underwear? Knickers? Bras? Body-girdles? Corsets? Tights? Stockings? Shoes? Slippers? Boots? Ankle socks? Sleepwear? Nighties? Dressing Robe? Dresses? Or Skirts and Tops? Indoor wear? Outdoor wear? Wigs? Yes, definitely, wigs. Make-up? Jewellery? This was going to be a long day.

And a sort of plan formed in both their minds, as Tina and Sally prattled away in the front, and a nervous Steve/Stephanie sat, silent, but attentive, in the rear.

They’d get all the basic stuff to keep Stephanie indoors, for now. There was no point in thinking they could venture out, in public, with her. Yet! They’d concentrate on underwear and sleepwear and add a few bits and bobs, as they saw things, but buy most of the more extravagant stuff over the internet and move their plan into top gear, next week. Sally wanted to keep Stephanie as a younger, but sexy, adult girl, in more sophisticated gowns and such. Tina really liked the idea of keeping her as a very feminine, little girl, almost baby-like, in little girly, frilly, lacy, frothy, frocks. So, they’d split their time, follow both approaches, and raise their new sissy-girl, differently. That was their master-plan.

Today, they’d definitely concentrate on the necessities, on underwear, on some female body-shaping stuff, and on sleepwear, and things that would begin to transform their less-than-ideal-man, into their ideal-sissy, and that included at least two wigs and some make-up. Oh! And a new nightdress and robe set, for Sally!

There followed a whirlwind tour of all the major retail shops, and a good deal of time spent in the lingerie departments of the major stores. These were places that Stephen had never really visited before, but now, Stephanie, was getting a mind-boggling tour of every lingerie shop in the town. And she might have enjoyed it, if the brash and forthright Tina, hadn’t insisted on holding up nightdresses and bras to Stephen’s body, and declaring loudly, “No, that just doesn’t suit him!” or, “Yes, I definitely think he needs one of those!” or, “Oh, she is just going to look lovely in that. Let’s get two! One in pink, one in blue.” It certainly amused the other women in the stores, it embarrassed the hell out of Stephen.

As the day progressed, progress was, indeed, being made. The three were gradually piling up with bags, full of feminine goodies. The girls had withdrawn another £250 cash, with Stephen’s purloined bank card, and they were intent on spending every last penny of it.

Stephen noted that Sally was, by a long way, being the more sensible one. She was choosing perfectly practical stuff. Everything that Tina purchased was most overtly frilly, frothy and ultra-feminine, like the two baby-doll negligee sets, all a mass of satin and lace and bows and ribbons and frills, and the excessively frilly, layered, pair of pink and white knickers that looked more like some extreme panto dame costume. And the wig, she chose, for Baby Steffi, as she’d taken to calling their new BFF.

Sally chose two “sort of corset girdle things”, to pull Stephanie in at the waist and puff out her chest. Sally chose the breast “enhancers” to fill the cups of the aforesaid, girdle, corsets. Sally chose classy satin knickers, fuller sized to accommodate Stephanie’s extra bits. And she bought two very classy matching nightdress and robe sets. And she went completely gaga over the black, satin, evening gloves, that were in the sale. And she bought a greatly reduced, satin, evening gown, that she declared an absolute bargain, and two pairs of strappy shoes with moderate heels, that she thought Stephanie could start with, and would find manageable. And even the dark, bob-styled wig, she picked, looked “sensible”, and adult, and less flamboyant than the golden ringleted, tumbling, affair, which Tina had espied, and had to have.

Yes! They were certainly adopting different approaches to Stephanie’s upbringing. And poor Stephen, didn’t know which was turning him on the more!

By 2.00pm., they were running out of steam and they were definitely running out of cash. They stopped to eat a sandwich and swig a glass of wine, with the last of the ready cash from Stephen’s £450. Any extras, they agreed, would have to be paid for on the card.

And then, they were back to the shops. To spend the last of the ££££s. They needed so much! Make-up sets. False eyelashes. The magnetic kind that needed no messy glue. Nail varnish. False nails. Lip gloss. Eye-liner. Mascara. All for Stephanie. She’d have bright, stunning, provocative, colours, to go with the night sets and the gown and gloves, that were Sally’s choices. Tina had her own ideas, and they were a bit weird, and a bit more garish. So, Sally just let her get on with her side of it.

By late afternoon, Tina had said they needed to go to the furniture re-cycling centre. She wanted to pick up two sturdy wooden chairs they could paint and do up, to use for Stephanie’s feeding chairs, she’d said. And there, just as they walked in, were the perfect pair. They must have known she was coming! Just sitting waiting for them. £8 each. Dirt cheap. Really solid, matching, bare wooden chairs, with stout legs, and a high slatted back, and with sturdy wooden arms.

Then they went to the DIY centre and got two small tubs of wood paint, to re-paint the chairs. Black paint for Sally’s one, and bright pink paint for the one that was to live in Tina’s.

Then they went to several hardware, and tackle, shops and bought lengths of leather strapping, and some bolts and screws.

And they finished up at an Adult Sex Store, where Stephanie was declared far too young and sensitive to go in, so “she” sat in the car, whilst Tina and Sally went and spent about half an hour, plus another £150 or so, on credit, on “specialist items”, they were sure they needed.

And then the exciting day was nearly over, and the exciting evening could begin.

As soon as they were back in the safety of Sally’s house, they tipped everything out and assessed where they were up to, in their “master-plan”.

And then they ordered Stephen, to take a black bin bag, and to deposit every last shred, of male clothing, into it. It would be stored away safely, they assured him, ready for Stephen to reclaim in two months’ time. But, from this moment on, at precisely 6.15pm., they declared, Stephen was no more, and Stephanie was born.

So, he dutifully swept all his clothes, all his shoes, all his underclothes, and every last vestige of male attire, into the bag. Then, they made him stand and undress in front of them, and sweep the last few items of clothing in, before the bag was sealed and removed from view. And Stephanie was instructed to shower and then report to the main bedroom for make-up, hair and dressing.

An hour later, and the initial transformation was complete. Stephanie emerged from the bedroom. Her face was unrecognisable from an hour previous. All manly features were hidden under the new, heavily made up, Stephanie colours, of deep blue, eye-shadow, red-blushed cheekbones and deep, red lipstick. Her hands sported new false nails, painted with a deep red varnish. Her own toe-nails were also painted, heavily varnished in a matching red to the false fingernails, and then squeezed into Size 7, strappy, 3-inch heeled, shoes, which she was a little unsteady on, but would quickly adapt to. Under her striking satin gown, she wore the black satin/lycra/elastane body corset that pulled her waist in, by a good 3-inches and puffed her chest out, her bust accentuated by the gel-filled, breast enhancers, now planted in the corset’s breast cups. On her head, was the dark, almost black, bob-wig, that just fell short of the shoulders and glanced against them, as she swept her hair away from her lovely, glowing, face. She carried a pair of long, black, satin evening gloves, which, when smoothed up her white arms, after dinner, would come almost to her shoulders and almost meet the broad straps of her red, satin, evening gown, that hugged her new curves, so closely.

She looked amazing, and Tina and Sally, who had collaborated on every detail of the transformation, had every reason to smile with pride, as they led their new creation down the stairs and to the kitchen, with their minds now set, on preparing Stephanie’s celebration debut dinner.

And Stephanie herself, felt amazing. Before, she’d just dabbled in slipping into Sally’s satin knickers and satin nightgowns. And, truthfully, although a tad exciting, it had never really felt fulfilling.  But now, here she was, a true representation of the female form, made-up, and dressed, in all the erotic attire, she had only, hitherto, dreamed of. Well-worth the £600 or so, thought Stephanie, that this little lot had cost her, today. And this was only Day 1!

Dinner that first night was a delight. She wasn’t bound, she wasn’t mistreated. In fact, she was treated as a celebrity guest and fussed over. But house rules were discussed, behaviour boundaries were set, punishments for misbehaving were determined, and numerous ideas were thrown back and forth between Tina and Sally, as though they were discussing how to train a new pet, puppy, dog.

Stephanie, apparently, had no say in the form or shape of her upbringing. She would do whatever, Aunty Sally, or Mummy Tina, demanded of her. They knew best. And their word was to be law.

“Tomorrow, we’ll do up those two chairs.” decided Tina, “If we rub them down in the morning and paint them, they’ll be dry by lunch-time and then we can bolt those straps on to your black one. I’m not putting straps on mine. I have other plans.”

This all sounded a little ominous! Stephanie ate and gulped, in equal doses, as each new jigsaw part of the master-plan, was discussed, thrashed out, and agreed upon.

The first week, she’d live in Sally’s house, whilst they got stuff from the online stores they’d started to look at last night. Then they would work out a proper rota and share her between them, and Tina would be the hard task-master and demand full obedience. Sally would adopt a gentler approach.

“Spare the rod, and spoil the child, was what we were always told,” said Tina, “And I’m not having any child of mine, spoiled.” Stephanie gulped, again. For the sixth or seventh time, that evening.

Tea finished, and it was time to explore the endless possibilities of internet shopping. Search “Adult Sissy”, and watch what online possibilities exist! Their scope for continuing Stephanie’s transformation, seemed limitless. And by 10.00am. another £250, or so, had been committed to several very overtly “feminine outfits”, chosen by mummy Tina, and two, classier, but still provocative, satin evening outfits, and three more pairs of long satin evening gloves, in red, purple and white, chosen by Sally.

Stephanie was beginning to fully understand what her next eight weeks of incarceration, was going to entail. And how different the approach was going to be in Aunt Sally’s house, to that in Mummy Tina’s.

And that thought excited her greatly, as she was taken upstairs, stripped of her lovely red, satin, evening gown, washed, and put into the first of her new full-length, satin, nightwear, before being lightly bound, at wrist and at ankle, and rolled into the metal-framed bed, in the spare room, which was to be her home for the coming weeks.

Chapter 4

A Girl Has to Learn

The next few days, Steffi had tried, on several occasions, to say she was sorry for any upset she’d caused her former girlfriend. Sally was too focussed on making a proper little lady of her new charge, and she brushed off her apologies. She had a job to do and that was to teach Stephanie, poor, naïve, young Stephanie, how to cope with the rigours of being female, and the expectations that being a girl, engendered.

“I’ve no time for apologies,” she would say, “If you want to show you’re sorry, pay attention when I’m showing you how to put make-up on. And listen, when I demonstrate how to cook something. Being the best lady possible, is your mission, now, and for the next 8 weeks. So, please, stop beating on about being sorry and get to grips with being female!”

And, put as bluntly as that, Stephanie did her best to pick up all the tips she could from her new mentor.

She watched and studied as Sally applied her make-up each morning.

She sat, at the computer, with her, and they looked at glamorous fashions and discussed styles and colours.

They shared the duties in food preparation, each night from that first Sunday, through to the Thursday night. Steve had never taken any interest in food, other than in eating it! Now, young Stephanie, was obliged to share the preparation, watch the cooking of it, and do the clearing up, after it. And, for the first time, appreciated the effort that went into rustling up a decent, worthwhile, meal.

And all the time she was learning from Sally, she was wondering what kind of lessons Mummy Tina would be teaching her? Come Friday? And she started to count down the days, and then the hours, as the day rapidly approached.

She especially had time to think about it, each night, when a gentle tie-up, usually preceded, an hour or two of Steffi, in one of her new slinky, satin, nightgowns, pondering her situation, as she lay alone and wide awake, in the metal-framed bed, in the spare bedroom, aware that Sally was only metres away.

Chapter 5

Stephanie becomes Baby Steffi

Friday came too quickly. It was the first day that Stephanie was going to spend with new “mummy” Tina, and she faced it with some trepidation. Sally had been quite soft on her. She knew that Tina was going to be an absolute, different, kettle of fish.

Aunty Sally saw her off at the back door. “Now, I know Tina is looking forward to having you for the day, so behave yourself and do just as she asks. Don’t upset her. And straighten up that nightdress and robe.”

Stephanie hesitated. She looked to the floor and she carefully used her hands to iron out the creases in her pretty, full-length, pink, satin, nightgown and its matching over-robe. She stood there awkwardly in her pink, furry, mule slippers. She really wanted to stay with Sally.

“Sally, can’t I just stay with you? she pleaded, her big blue eyes looking pitiable.


“No! I’ve got to go to work. Mummy Tina is off every Friday, and it’s part of the deal we made. Next week and from then on, you will spend two days with her. Now, hurry along. Just knock on the door. She’s expecting you. I’ll see you tonight. I’m coming over for tea.” And she kissed Stephanie, a sweet kiss, on the cheek, as she closed the door, and left her, stood awkwardly.

The two semis shared a common garden. It had been fenced originally, but, as the two neighbours became firm friends, and fencing needed replacing, they decided to take down the first four panels and have a common patio or deck, and a bit of shared lawn, at the back. Stephanie only had to walk from Aunty Sally’s back door, 8 paces,and she was at Mummy Tina’s. She walked it slowly, but Tina was already waiting.

“Hurry up, Stephanie. This is your first day with me and we have so much to do, I’ve been waiting. And mummy doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

Stephanie entered the kitchen and stood in the doorway.

“Now, let me take a good look at you. Well, I must say you do look lovely in that long gown and I know Aunt Sally wants you dressed in lovely flowing satins and, I know, she loves all those dramatic, shoulder-length, gloves, and you must feel the proper little lady. But, here, my rules are a bit different. I don’t want you spoiled, so, I am afraid, I am going to be very firm with you. I am going to try to bring you up properly to instil some respect for yourself, and for other people, but especially to respect me.

Now, let me show you your home for the next 24 hours. I’ve already made a few changes, but there’s still more to be done. I’m waiting to see how this arrangement works out, before going to any great expense.”

She then ushered a nervous Stephanie into the dining area. There was the dining chair painted a bright pink, that matched the black one in Aunt Sally’s. Stephanie looked surprised.

Tina saw this, and she said, “You’re wondering about the straps? They were Sally’s idea and I think we should each follow our instincts. My feeding chair doesn’t have any. I’m not going to use straps. I’ve brought lots of pretty ribbons to tie my little girl to her feeding chair. Today, you’re going to be dressed in a beautiful purple frock, so I’ll be using lilac ribbons. Next time, you may be in red and I’ll use black ribbons. If you’re in yellow, it might also be black ribbons, or maybe green, and so on. I want my little girl to look perfect. So, each new day will be a surprise for you. Now, hurry along. So much to do.”

They passed from the dining area, through an arch, to the lounge. Nothing unusual there. A nice leather sofa and chair, a TV, a coffee table, A view on to the cul-de-sac where the semis were. They proceeded into the hallway and up the stairs.

“Now, this is the bathroom. This is where we’ll begin today. But let me show you the other rooms. This, here, is my big bedroom and there’s mummy’s big bed.”

Stephanie looked into the room which was actually very delicately decorated in whites and pinks and looked very feminine. She liked it instantly, and she said so.

“It’s very nice,” she muttered quietly.

“It’s very nice, mummy.” Tina corrected her. “You must always call me mummy, unless I instruct you otherwise. Let’s start as we mean to go on.

“I’m sorry, mummy. It’s very nice, mummy.” Stephanie whispered.

And speak up, girl. But I thank you. I’m glad you like it, because this will be your bedroom, also. You’ll be sleeping with me, each night you spend here. Unless you’ve been naughty, then you’ll be in one of the other rooms.”

Stephanie was a bit shocked. Sleeping with Tina was not what she had signed up to.

“Now, the other two rooms. Well, this one is my storage room, but it’s the one I might clear out and paint a lovely pink for you. It could be your bedroom or, rather, your nursery, on the nights you don’t sleep in my bed. But that’s for later. I don’t want to be spending money unless I know this “arrangement” we have, is going to work, do I?”

“No, mummy. That would be silly, mummy.” agreed Stephanie, knowing it was going to be Stephen’s money that would be spent.

“And this last bedroom, is now what I am calling the treatment room. Go in and have a look around. I’ve already made some alterations.”

Stephanie walked into a dark room, the first thing she noticed was, that the curtains were drawn, and the walls were painted dark. So, it was very shadowy, and it was very mysterious. In fact, the walls were painted black and purple and the curtains were a deeper purple and blocked out all light. Tina put the light on and Stephanie took in her surroundings.

“Now, I’m calling it the treatment room, because this is where you and I will come, if you need any special treatments. This morning, we’ll be giving you a thorough clean-out. So, this is where we’ll do it. If you misbehave, this is most likely where you’ll end up. And if we want to play any special messy games, we’ll do it here. We don’t want to spoil our bedroom, do we?”

“No, mummy. This is a very strange room!” remarked Stephanie.

“Yes, well it was my massage room. I used to give professional massage for pain relief and sports injuries and the like, before I was a nurse. Before you even knew me. That funny looking chair is a massage chair. My old massage, chair. I thought it might come in very useful. And the bed with the funny hole in it. That’s my old massage, bed. People used to lie there with their face down in that hole, so they were completely flat. But, I can think of many ways we might use it.”

Stephanie could also think of a few ways! She sensed that she was not going to like all the uses that Tina might be thinking of. She looked at the big black wardrobe that dominated one wall, and the silver apparatus set up by the bed.

“Now, I don’t want to spoil the surprise, so I’m not opening this big door, yet. At the moment, I only have one-day outfit for you, plus the two baby-doll nightdresses and robes we bought. This has all happened so quickly. Others will arrive soon, another frock is already on its way. Maybe it will arrive tomorrow? Certainly, by Monday. And then this will fill up with all your pretty clothes. But look what we have in the drawers.”

The first drawer was full of bright, glossy, silky satin items. There were objects Stephanie couldn’t identify and there were the ones she could, the frilly panties, very full, frilly panties. And then other objects she didn’t recognise, at all.

But they were in all colours, and all in satin, and her heart skipped a beat as she surveyed the scene. It was a small treasure trove of satin.

“Am I going to wear all these, mummy?” she asked.

“Oh! Most definitely Stephanie. I shan’t go through it all now but there are some delicious items in there, I think you’ll find exciting. And some, maybe not so. But you’ll see them all, in time.”

“Now, what about this drawer?”

As she opened the 2nd drawer down, Stephanie’s eyes opened wide. It was stuffed full of rolls of bandage. In every width and in several colours. There was a lot of white, but also rolls of black and blue and pink. Stephanie had never seen pink bandages.

“I don’t think I need to tell you what these are for, do I? But we’ll only use them when necessary. I’d much prefer that you behave and then mummy won’t be forced to bandage you up, will she? Now, look in the drawer below.”

Stephanie shut the assorted bandages drawer and opened the next one down.

Adhesive tape. Rolls of it. Several widths and several colours. Next to that satin somethings. Then more satin somethings. Then a display of several gags. “OMG,” thought Stephanie. “What is this woman thinking?”

“These are for your mouth and your eyes and your head, dear child. If you become too truculent, I shall have to use these satin blindfolds and gags and hoods, but I really don’t want to. I know you’re going to be a good girl.

Now, the last drawer is full of things I might need. It’s not necessary for you to look right now. I’ll introduce you, as we need them. Medical equipment and the like. I have a very good relationship with my boss on the ward. These are all on long-term loan, so to speak. As well as that apparatus by the bed. That’s for hanging things from. You’ll have seen it on any TV hospital programmes. Usually blood bags or whatever. Makes us hands-free.

Anyway, that’s the treatment room. We’ll be back here shortly. But let’s get on. Firstly, that make-up is coming off, it’s altogether too grown-up for my child, and then, we’re going to shave you. Thoroughly. A little girl shouldn’t have hairy arms and legs and other places, should she?”

Stephanie’s mouth fell open, “Sally never said anything about shaving my arms and legs. It wasn’t part of any deal. You can’t do that!”

“Oh! Stephanie, my dear, I can do exactly as I please. Sally knows full well what I’m doing, and I can tell you, she approves. You’ll never be a real little girl until we stop all that horrible hair growing. Take it from me, you’ll feel much better about yourself once we’ve got rid of every last hair. I’m giving you some special cream to stop any messy hairs growing for a long time. It’ll make your skin so beautiful, and soft, and sensitive, and then you’ll feel all that beautiful silky satin against your skin, all the more. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Stephanie wasn’t convinced, but she nodded, it was far too early, in this “arrangement”, to do anything to upset Mummy Tina. She resolved to play along, but speak to Sally as soon as she saw her.

“So, make-up first. Come into the bathroom, and I’ll show you how to use make-up wipes. We’ll have it all off in a jiff and then I can make you up again, after you’ve shaved.”

Stephanie followed, dutifully. She’d enjoyed being made-up, so was more than happy to have one lot removed and another session of sitting and being pampered. It was all part of the role she now was enjoying playing.

The make-up came off so easily. 10 minutes and she, Stephanie, was no more. There was the old Stephen, almost forgotten over the past 6 days, but there he was, as large as life. She preferred the Stephanie look!

“Now, off with that robe and the nightdress, and you need to stand in the bath. This will take a while.”

Stephanie hesitated, just a second too long, and a hand smacked her hard across her rump.

“I said, clothes off and stand in the bath. Don’t make me ask again.”

Steffi winced slightly at the blow to her bottom. More from shock, than any real pain. But it galvanised her into action and she shed the robe and the gown, and hiked her way up, and into, the bath-tub, standing in the middle.

Then Tina retrieved her electric shaver and approached her prey. Stephanie instinctively covered her privates with her clasped hands, but Tina laughed.

“Steffi, I’m a nurse. I’ve seen one of those, silly little things, every working day, for years. And I’ve shaved more men than I can remember. Now, stop being a stupid girl. This will benefit you.”

For twenty minutes, Tina carefully ran the shaver over every inch of her victim’s arms, legs, chest and back. Then she focussed on the privates and made a bee-line for the little crop of coarse hair, around Stephanie’s peeny.

Steffi recoiled, again, instinctively, but Tina was too persistent. Fearing any accidents, Stephanie acquiesced and soon, a little mound of coarse, pubic hair, grew at her feet.

In fact, in a very bizarre way, she enjoyed it. The thought of a woman, a very dominant, woman, shaving off all her pubes, excited and aroused. Steffi knew it and Tina sensed it.

“You see! That wasn’t so bad, was it? All done. And see how smooth your skin feels.”

“Thank you, mummy. That was nice. It felt good.” Steffi had to agree, it did feel good. The first time, in years, she’d had no pubic hair.

“Well, the next bit won’t feel quite so good. But, please believe me, we only want what’s best for our little girl and, once I’ve done this treatment, you’ll be thanking me. I promise.”

What followed, was less than pleasant. First Tina had donned a pair of heavy rubber gauntlets, before she even approached the tub of cream she was about to smear over Stephanie’s naked body.

She picked up a small handful and smoothed it over Stephanie’s right arm, the cream tingled at first, then it burned. Just for a few minutes, but it burned, and Stephanie squealed.

“I know. I know. It’s very temporary. But it’s necessary. Just bear it for a few minutes and then I’ll wash it off under the shower.”

She did bear it, and the other she, did wash it off. And the feeling of relief was huge and the feeling of the skin, wonderful. So soft, so smooth, so sensitive. “Perhaps mummy does know best?” thought Stephanie.

And so, she allowed the process to continue. Right arm, followed by left. Right leg followed by left leg. Her back. Ouch! Her front. Even more ouch! Until only one region remained. The one she dreaded.

“Okay, this will hurt you more than me,” jibed Tina, “But it’ll be worth it. I promise.”

So, Steffi bit her lip and allowed Tina to smear and spread the cream all around her cock. And it burned, and then it truly, truly, hurt. Until tears began to flow, and Steffi thought she’d have to scream. But Mummy Tina kept urging her, “Don’t be a wuss. Be a big, brave girl. Two more minutes.”

And then it was over. Cool running water immediately eased her torment, and the cream washed away. Job done.

Stephanie relaxed. Then Mummy washed her body down and patted her dry with a big pink fluffy towel. And Stephanie relaxed some more. Then mummy was done with drying and she went to the bedroom to fetch the first of the two short, frilly robes, she had bought the previous weekend. “Here put this on. And then we’re off to the treatment room. I have to purge you. Clean you out, thoroughly. It’ll be wonderful. You mark my words.”

The purging involved Stephanie submitting to an enema. She’d never had one before and the thought frightened her. Mummy Tina had given dozens, if not scores of enemas, apparently, and no-one had ever complained.

So, Stephanie valiantly stepped up to the massage chair and positioned herself, as instructed, on the tilted stool part, her head resting on the padded leather panel in front and her arms crossed on the “handle-bars” of the strange chair. Then Tina gently lifted her legs and positioned them, knees over the padded bars and then feet tucked underneath the next set.

Then she came with four lengths of rope and tied Stephanie’s wrists to the padded arm-bars and her feet of the padded foot bars. Stephanie protested and felt alarmed. Tim assured her it was for her own good.

“I don’t want you bucking around and spilling anything. This can be messy, or it can be clean. I pride myself on doing it properly. But, whilst I’ve the opportunity to tie you down, I thought you might enjoy it!”

She wasn’t far off the mark, although Steffi was a bit uncertain of what was about to happen.

“I’ll be back in five minutes. Just warming the mix. It’s all ready. I just think it’ll work much better if it’s warmed, just a bit.”

Then she was back, and next thing Stephanie felt, was a rubber-gloved hand probing her anus. Then she squealed a as she felt something inserted. “Just relax, this is a doddle compared to the last treatment.” implored Tina.

The rubber tubing, thin as it was, probed further and further up her passage. It was a sensation, part-erotic, but part uncomfortable, and this was just the beginning!

“Okay, now, I’m going to attach this bag,” she came around to the front of the bound Steffi to show her the bag of warm, sudsy, something. “Once I’ve got it attached, I’m going to release it into your works down there. Now, it’ll feel funny, at first, but you have to hold it. Understand? I’ll say when you can release. And then you’ll feel the most wonderful cleansing. It’s very good for you. Colonic irrigation and all that. We’ll have you cleaned out and feeling like a new girl, in no time. So, remember, hold, until I tell you to release.”

Stephanie nodded, as best she could from the awkward position she was in. And then she waited. And she waited. Nothing. And then whoosh, a tidal wave of warm sudsy water. A veritable tsunami of cleansing liquid, entered her and swished and swirled. And she wanted to empty her insides. But she heard “Hold it! Hold it!” so she did. And then she felt the rubber tubing being withdrawn. And she held “it” a bit longer.

And then “Release!” and what a blessed relief it was. The water, and all her bowel contents, swished and swirled out, until, there was not a drop left. And mummy Tina, who was now going up in Stephanie’s estimation, had caught every drop. She had definitely done this before. But, maybe, not under such bizarre circumstances?

“There. All done. Now you’ll feel empty and strangely purged. That’s the word I like to use, purged. You’ve been purged, my little sweet. Now we can make you up and turn you into my precious little doll.”

Make-up lasted a good 45 minutes. First the almost white foundation went on. All over. Stephanie sat patiently as mummy worked her magic. Then the blusher on the cheeks, the eye-liner, the mascara, the eye-shadow, the painted lips. And a wonderful doll-like creature appeared, slowly, before Stephanie’s eyes. She was excited. She was intrigued. She was actually enjoying herself.

The finished product was remarkable. The old Stephen, who had come back, temporarily to haunt, was gone again. Banished. In his place was Baby Doll, Stephanie. The deep, dark blue eyes were still there but framed in an entirely new aspect. The almost chalk white face, highlighted in reds, and blues and pinks, was like a precious porcelain doll. It was eerie, but it was a work of art. Stephanie loved Mummy Tina.

And she loved the frock, mummy had bought her, even if it was with Stephanie’s own money!

She had now taken her back to the main bedroom and then presented the “surprise” from the wardrobe. And, what a surprise. It was a beautiful satin creation. It was a deep, deep, purple It was frilly, it was girly. It was baby-girly, but it was all of Stephanie’s fantasies, wrapped in one. There was lace edging, around the neckline. There was lace edging, around the hem. There were pretty satin ribbons tied in tight little bows all around the hem and the bodice. It was short sleeved, It was underlined with black lace petticoating, galore. It was heavenly. And it was Stephanie’s!

But it was put to one side, as mummy addressed her little girl. “Now, before we dress you, my dear, I’m going to ask for your full co-operation. Firstly, I’m going to introduce a plug into that beautiful, cleaned out bottom of yours.”

Stephanie winced at the thought. She wasn’t happy.

“Then I’m going to lock up that little peeny of yours, out of harm’s way. I’m going to introduce you to a cock-cage. It stops you playing with yourself. We really can’t have a little girl playing with herself, can we?”

Stephanie winced again. She was now, very unhappy. The party was spoiled. This wasn’t fair. So, she kicked off.

“But I don’t want anything up my bum. And I don’t want a cock-cage on. It sounds horrible.”

“Oh dear! Time for your dummy,” said Mummy. And she went to the spare room and came back carrying an adult sized dummy, suspended between two satin ribbons.

“I’d hoped this wasn’t necessary, but I can’t listen to you. Mummy knows what is best. Stephanie has to do as she’s told. There’s no argument. So, open wide.”

“No!”

Mummy reacted badly to that. She gripped Stephanie's nose until she went to squeal and then rammed the dummy home, as Stephanie’s squeal turned to a grunt and a groan. Tina quickly tied the two ribbons extremely tightly around the back of Stephanie’s head and, then, the squealer was silenced.

“Now, mummy is going to do exactly what she described. And if there is any more nonsense from you, young lady, I shall give you a jolly good spanking.”

“Now, stand in front of me and bend forward.”

Stephanie knew that she was not a match for Tina. She had enjoyed everything, pretty much so far, but this was going to be unpleasant. But she did as instructed, and bit into the dummy, as her arsehole was smeared around with something lubricating, and then she felt the tip of the rubber dildo, slowly probe and press, until it took hold and Mummy Tina gradually eased it in and up. And up and in. And kept pressing until she was satisfied that it was neatly placed and would not slip back.

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

But Stephanie begged to differ. She wanted to say, “It depends on your point of view.” But she thought better of it.

“Now, stand up straight whilst I see to this rampaging monster in front. When I’ve got this on you, there’s no way you can get an erection, until I allow it. And that won’t be for some time.”

Stephanie watched in the mirror with horror but also with fascination, as Tina introduced the hinged ring around her ball-sac and her penis base. As she closed the ring tight around the sensitive sac, it pinched a little skin, and Steffi winced.

“Sorry!” came the apology, from below.

But the operation proceeded unhindered, as Tina now threaded Stephanie’s penis into the plastic contraption she had held in her other palm. It didn’t go in too easily and there was some muttering and spluttering from Tina and a few moans and groans from Steffi.

Eventually it was held, in its little plastic prison, and the third piece of the jigsaw, the plastic connecting rod, was threaded through and held the cage to the ball-ring. Now it was an easy job to press home the tiny brass padlock and the whole thing was held rigid. Stephanie’s cock would not see the light of day, until Tina released it.

“Good, now we can dress you. First the bloomers, I think.” And the purple satin bloomers, which reached to the knee and neatly covered the offending penis and its cage, were slipped up Stephanie’s legs. They felt so good, but Stephanie was quickly reminded that she wasn’t allowed to get excited.

Then the dress went on and tumbled down to meet the matching bloomers. Tina went to the back and carefully did up each of the black glossy round buttons that looked like little black diamonds into its respective tiny button hole and the satin frock gripped Stephanie’s body, tight. She swooned as she saw it conform to her body. This was heaven . . . and it was hell, not being able to react!

“Now, hold out your hands.”

Satin baby mitts were threaded onto Steffi’s outstretched hands, enclosing her fingers and her palms in their glossy embrace. Tina tied them around the wrists with the attached purple ribbons and they matched the dress, precisely.

“Now, sit on the bed. I’m going to put a lovely pair of satin bootees on your feet, and then the wig and you’ll be done. The lady who made all of this is a genius, I think. Look, it all matches so beautifully, and Stephanie is now a lovely, satin-clad little girl. My own baby, Steffi.”

The boots were just like a child’s bootee. Just a shaped satin sack that enclosed the toes and the feet and tied, again with satin ribbons, in a big bow, at the front.

Stephanie wanted to come, there and then. But that was not allowed.

“Now, there’s a bonnet to match and you have a little shoulder cape for when we go out. But I don’t think we need any of those now. If we get a nice day, we can play in the garden. Then you can wear your little cape and your bonnet. Would you like that? The garden is very private. No-one can see in. we could have all sorts of fun there with you in this lovely satin outfit.”

Stephanie was speechless, and would have been, even without the dummy gag. She couldn’t believe, that a week ago, she craved to be dressed in satin gowns. Now, here she was staring at a vision of satin, baby-doll loveliness, in the mirror. And it was her, staring right back.

“Now, for the last piece. Your Baby Steffi wig. Sit at the dressing table, please.”

The wig was positioned carefully and then dropped into place. The blonde ringlets tumbled down and fell to her shoulders, the wispy, blond hair, tickled her face and the effect was electric. Whereas before, she stared at a rather weirdly made-up doll, now she stared at a beautiful young girl. A vision. An angel. A saint. She thought she might faint, but Mummy Tina brought her down to earth with a bump.

“Now to get you into your feeding chair. You must be starving. And I’ve got a special meal for you.”

She led the purple satin-clad baby-doll from the bedroom and down the stairs, stopping at the spare room to pick up several lengths of lilac satin ribbon. Stephanie was still dummy-gagged and knew that soon she would also be helplessly bound. But she put up no resistance. She was still enjoying her frock far too much.

Mummy Tina made quick work of the tying. She had sat Steffi down and ordered her to stretch out each leg against each of the two sturdy front legs of the chair, and to stretch out each fore-arm and hand atop each sturdy wooden arm. Then, satin ribbon looped around and around her right, mittened, wrist, and held it tight. More went around her left. She was now firmly affixed, and, in minutes, each leg was also secured to the chair legs. Baby Steffi was going nowhere, as she sat and patiently waited for her meal.

Mummy Tina was right. The “purging” had left a feeling of emptiness . . . she could eat anything.

Anything, that was, except the baby bottle brought to her, a few minutes later.

“Oh! No!” she cried, as soon as the dummy gag was released. “I’m not eating from a baby bottle. No! I won’t. I’ve gone along with this and I haven’t complained, but I’m not eating from a bottle.”

Smack. The slap across the face was not too hard, but not too soft either.

“It’s either eat this or not anything until tea-time. And tea will be the same. In fact, every time you visit me, you will be bottle fed, until I decide you’re acting grown up enough to take solid food. Now, this is full of all kinds of nutritious goodies, so eat it.”

She pressed the bottle to Stephanie’s closed lips. Stephanie refused it.

She pressed again. Stephanie refused again.

Then, she did the nose pinching trick and the teat of the bottle went in. Stephanie closed her lips and tried to close her teeth, but the teat end was in place and Tina inverted the bottle.

Stephanie took a mouthful of the sweet, warm liquid and held it in her mouth. Thinking that she was co-operating. Tina withdrew the bottle to allow her to swallow but, instead, Steffi spat it out with some force.

Slap! A little harder this time and Stephanie screamed, “I’m not feeding from a baby bottle.”

Tina persisted. The teat went in again. The fluid was spat out. Again.

So, mummy gave up on the bottle and faced her complaining captive.

“Right. I thought we had an agreement? Now mummy is very, very, angry. And Stephanie is going to be punished. You’ll go without food until tea-time. Then this same food will be offered you. But Mummy anticipated that Stephanie was going to be a naughty girl, today. So, when you sit down to eat, tonight, I shall show you how Mummy deals with little girls who don’t eat their food properly. I’ve got two very special things to help me. And I don’t know, yet, which one I’m going to use. I’ll show you them both before tea-time, and maybe Mummy and Baby Steffi can choose together, which method would be best? In the meantime, I think a quiet period of contemplation is called for. Don’t you?”

Stephanie had no time to answer. The dummy was forced back into her mouth and the ribbons tied in back, holding it firm. But, to make sure that it wasn’t dislodged, Nurse Tina ran upstairs, got some adhesive tape, and, cutting off four short lengths, plastered it around the flange of the adult dummy, sticking it firmly to Steffi’s poor face.

Then, she disappeared again, and came back with two long rolls of white bandage.

She knelt before the trussed baby-doll and removed her right satin mitten.

“Put your fingers, tight, together.” She ordered. She sounded as though she meant business.

A frightened Steffi did as she was told, and the bandage was entwined around and around her fingers and her palm, before being tied off. The fingers were now immobilised. The hand completely swathed.

Within minutes, the left hand had suffered the same treatment. And then both satin mitts were replaced and their ribbon fastenings re-tied. Stephanie’s hands were now useless.

But then the same was done to her feet. The satin bootees came off and each foot was swathed in more bandage until she couldn’t move her toes, or twitch her feet. Then the bootees went back on. No-one would have guessed that under their pretty purple, satin, covering, two useless hands and two bound feet were now causing poor Stephanie some distress.

Then Mummy untied her “daughter” from her lilac ribbon bonds, took her to the armchair in the adjoining lounge and, sitting down, placed her over her knee, raised her satin skirts, and her black lace underskirts, and smacked her hard, six times, on her poorly protected bottom.

Stephanie squealed and fought but her hands and feet were useless. She could barely move them, and so, was no match for an enraged Tina.

“Now, up to the treatment room with you. I’m going to make sure you remember today, for a long, long time, young lady. The next time you’re offered good food, you take it. Or your punishment will be worse.”  

And she trundled her up the stairs, half carrying, half dragging, as Stephanie tried to cope with walking, given the bound-up feet, and she was forced into the darkened spare room, with the massage chair, and the massage bed, and the drawers choc-a-bloc with all manner of restraints.

“Right. Stand still.” Stephanie had no choice. With no support, she might fall if she tried to move.

Tina went to the third drawer down. The one stuffed full of satin blindfolds and gags and rubber gags and satin hoods. She withdrew a satin sack-like thing, in the same purple as the dress Stephanie wore. Then she looked around and produced a black satin hood as well.

“I think you’ll be double bagged today. Your skirts have got a black underskirt. I think this purple hood should have a black under-hood. Now! Stand still.”

And she brought the black satin sack down over Stephanie’s wigged head, over her eyes, and over her dummy-gagged mouth. Then she fumbled with the rear zip and zipped it all the way down. The satin conformed to her face and pushed the dummy further into Stephanie’s silenced mouth.

Then the purple hood went down over the black. The same zipping. The same pressure against her eyes, against her dummy. Stephanie could see and hear very little, now. Thankfully, the satin allowed full breathing, but the pressure on the gag, forced it deep into her mouth, and she was panicked.

Then she felt herself forced down onto the massage bed. Face first. Then a relief, as her head found the round hole in the centre of the bed and nestled into it.

Her arms were taken behind her back and she felt them come together and stay together. Tina had swiftly bandaged the mittened wrists across each other. And taken several turns of bandage around and around, to ensure they stayed that way.

Then she felt her booted ankles brought together. Her mummified feet and toes forced down on to the bed, as more bandage wrapped around and around the conjoined ankles.

And then she felt her feet lifted clear of the bed. She realised that her bound ankles were to be roped to her bound wrists. She was being put into a most uncomfortable hogtie. And within minutes, she was tied in a tight bow, her body arched up and back as her stretched fingers touched her stretched feet and the whole lot was joined up with, seemingly, metres and metres of white bandage.

As though to top it off, Tina took a length of bandage right over Stephanie’s poor head, holding it firmly into its nesting hole, and then a last length under her joined arms and legs, pressing her waist, her plugged bottom, and her caged penis, down hard against the firm bed.

“Two hours, my girl. Two hours, and I’ll think of letting you go. And tonight, when your Aunt Sally comes, you’ll definitely take your bottle like a good little girl. I have the ways and means. Trust me!”

And she was gone. And Stephanie cried into her satin hoods. Perhaps mummies weren’t that nice, after all.

She languished there for two hours. Her crying had ceased, and she had resigned herself to her fate. And, to be honest, although it sounded a very strict way of being tied, it had become reasonably comfortable, as Stephanie’s body had grown accustomed to the unusual position. There was no trouble breathing through the double hooding and her face nestled in that padded space. And the bandages used to bind her wrists and ankles were quite forgiving, far more than if stiff rope had been used. They were not too tight around her limbs and the part, joining hands to feet, had stretched quite a lot, affording an easier position. So, she had lain there, wondering what Aunt Sally was going to think, when she told her what Tina had done.

After two hours, her “Mummy” returned to the room and fussed over her little girl.

“Steffi, Steffi. Mummy has forgiven you. I’ve come to see that you’re alright. How is my little girl? Now, Stephanie, you see how much you upset, mummy? I didn’t want to do this to you, but girls have to learn. And when you’re a bit more grown up and you’ve learned a few manners, mummy will be the nicest mummy in the world.”

Stephanie grunted into her dummy gag.

Tender hands released the bandages that had held Stephanie in their unrelenting grip for two hours. Soon,  she was sat up, her hands and feet still bound up within their satin mitts and bootees, but she was free of the two satin hoods, and Tina then, came to the front, and peeled off the four pieces of adhesive tape that held the flange of the dummy gag to Stephanie’s lips, and she untied the ribbons securing it. Fortunately, the hospital tape she had used, was the sort that came off very easily and left no sore marks on the skin. That, at least, was a relief.

Stephanie’s make-up was streaked, and her wig dishevelled, but she was otherwise unhurt, and had been as turned on as hell. But she wasn’t going to tell nasty mummy, Tina, that. “I’m alright, mummy, but please don’t do that again,” she said.

“Well, you must do as your told, Steffi and then there’ll be no need for mummy to be nasty. Now, listen, I’m going to start making a nice tea for your Aunty Sally. I want you to watch and I’ll explain what I’m doing and then, when you’re older, you’ll be able to cook like mummy. Would you like that?”

“Yes, thank you mummy, that would be very nice.” Stephanie was going to play the game, at least for now. “But will I be able to eat some mummy, or do I have to eat from that horrible bottle again?”

“I’m afraid you do, Steffi. Now, do you realise it’s already 3.30pm? Aunt Sally will be here in around two hours and I have to make tea. So, I’m going to ask you to be a good little girl and sit back in your chair. Can you do that? If so, I’ll let you watch me whilst I start the tea and get you your bottle ready. Oh, and I have to show you how you’re taking your bottle tonight, don’t I?”

Fifteen minutes later and a chastised Steffi was back in her seat, which had been moved into the kitchen. The lilac ribbons were tied tight to her mitten hands and to her bootee feet. The bandages were still bound around her hands and feet, under their satin covering. But no-one would know that, apart from Mummy and Baby Steffi. The dummy gag had, already, been restored and re-tied with its ribbons.

“So, I’m going to put the TV on for you in a minute. And you can sit here with your dummy in, whilst I get food ready for our special little tea, tonight. But, let me just show you something.”

And Mummy Tina went behind Steffi’s head and undid the ribbons tying her dummy gag in place. And a silent Stephanie sat there, whilst Mummy retrieved the items she was keen to demonstrate. Soon she was back, before an intrigued Steffi, who was introduced to the means, by which, she was to be fed. Or, to be absolutely clear, by which, she was to be force-fed.

“Now, look, this looks just like your ordinary dummy, doesn’t it?” and Mummy showed Stephanie the dummy, she held in her hand. Baby Steff had to agree, it did just look like an ordinary dummy, except this was larger, and had two leather straps instead of ribbons, to secure it firmly in the mouth. And it looked as though it would certainly sit firmly in the mouth, and she wouldn’t be able to dislodge it, once buckled tight.

Mummy insisted on demonstrating. And, sure enough, it buckled very tight and was a little more bulbous than the last dummy, and it sat square in the mouth, and would remain there despite any struggle to spit it out.

But then Mummy demonstrated how the outer end of the dummy could be screwed off, leaving a threaded hole.

“Now, you see what is so clever about this dummy? Mummy can screw little Stephanie’s bottle direct to it, through this hole here,” she pointed to the outer end, “And then Stephanie has no choice but to take her bottle. Clever isn’t it?”

Steffi thought “cruel” a better adjective, to describe the device.

Mummy didn’t screw the bottle to it, but Stephanie understood the full potential. Instead, Mummy screwed the outer end back on and then removed the straps from behind her Baby’s head and withdrew the rubber teat from her lips.

“But, I think tonight, Mummy will use this instead. And then Aunt Sally will see how Stephanie takes her whole bottle without any silly fuss.”

She held the limp, black, rubber hood, up to a startled Stephanie’s face.

She then showed her the strange stiff rubber pipe sticking out from the front of the small mass of latex rubber.

“See this, Baby? This is a tube that goes right through the rubber of this little hood and look, it comes out the other side.”

And she showed her how the inside of the hood, held the other end of the stiff, black, rubber piping.

“Now, guess where this end goes?”

Stephanie didn’t need to play Mummy’s silly guessing game. It was clear that the mouth would have to take the inner end of pipe.

“Yes, it goes right into that pretty little mouth there, between those sweet little lips and, once Mummy has zipped it all the way down the back, it’s going to be easy to feed you through your little feeding tube, and impossible for you to spit your food out, isn’t it? So, that’s the way you’ll eat tonight, and every time you visit here, until you can behave yourself properly, at the table.”

Stephanie wanted to cry again. Fortunately, the appliance wasn’t demonstrated, there and then. Instead, Mummy kindly placed it to one side but in full view of a fearful, Steffi. Who barely took her eyes from it, for the next hour.

Mummy then replaced the normal dummy gag, tied the holding ribbons and switched the small TV on, by the dining table. It was showing cartoons and she seemed happy with that and left her Baby Steffi alone, with her thoughts.

An hour later and she was back. And this time, she was fully intent on demonstrating her rubber feeding hood.

“Now, Aunt Sally has rung. She’s left work and will be here in around 20 minutes and we want everything to be nice for her, don’t we? So, it’s time for your hood. And then you’ll be used to it, when we all sit together and it’s time for your feed. You must be hungry now?”

And, indeed, Stephanie was certainly very hungry. She’d not had much breakfast, because she’d feared coming to Mummy Tina. She’d spat out her lunch. And now, it had been almost 24-hours since her last night’s meal, which had been served her in a far more civilised manner.

But that didn’t make it any easier to accept the hood, once Mummy Tina had taken out her gag, and held the limp rubber close to her face. But Steffi had little fight in her. She knew that with her hands and feet bound and her limbs tied to the chair, with pretty, satin, ribbons, that she could not resist the force that was Mummy Tina, accustomed as Tina was, to dealing, with un-cooperative patients.

So, Stephanie opened up her mouth, when told to do so. She gripped the end of the pipe between her lips, and allowed it to proceed into her mouth, as the rubber pressed towards her. She got the pipe over the top of her tongue, as instructed by her Nurse. And then she took in the aroma of latex as the hood enveloped her full face and clung to her nose and lips and chin. Then, she tried to gulp, in fear, as the zip was pulled down behind her head, but found that movement to her tongue as very restricted. So, she just took it all.

She was relieved to find that there were two decent holes under where her nostrils were firmly located, in their area of this rubber clingy sack. Breathing through these, and through the mouth tube was easy. She had no need to worry there. But it took some getting used to, that her entire sense machine was virtually turned off. She had no sight, she couldn’t speak, her hearing was muffled now under the rubber skin. And the only thing she could smell was the distinctive odour of the rubber hood. And, she had to admit, it wasn’t unpleasant.

Mummy Tina went back to her kitchen and Baby Steffi sat there, looking slightly ridiculous, with her black latex covered head, moving from side to side, trying to catch any hint of sound, or movement, and the protruding stiff rubber pipe gently swaying back and forth.

And then Aunt Sally would arrive. And Stephanie heard the commotion, as the back door opened, and Tina greeted Sally at the door, and she knew that her Aunt would soon be in and demand her release from this torment, and save her from her wicked mummy. And then she’d be taken next door and dressed in a long satin robe and treated properly. Like a lady.

Unfortunately, for Steffi, that’s not quite how it panned out.

She heard the two women approaching, and, as Aunt Sally had stepped into the kitchen area and saw her lovely Steffi bound so cruelly to her chair, her head hooded, her hands in baby mittens and her feet in satin bootees, she heard her first laugh, and then exclaim, “Oh, Tina. What have you done? She looks adorable. Absolutely adorable. Oh, and I love that dress. Where on earth did you get it? A lovely little girl’s satin frock. It’s so cute. And the matching mittens and bootees. Oh! And she’s got bloomers on! Purple satin bloomers. They’re wonderful too. Well, I have to tell you, I’m jealous. I love it.”

So, a proud Mummy Tina, explained about the dress. It was one of the first things, she’d ordered. And it had arrived yesterday. Just in time. Along with the matching boots, the mitts and a cape and a bonnet. For their days out, in the garden.

Then, she told her about the satin hoods. She’d got three, at the moment. One in white, one black to match the black trim, and the petticoats, of the purple frock and one in the very same purple satin, as the beautiful frock.

“So, what’s next?” enquired curious Sally.

Well, there’s another dress on its way, from the same woman. She’s really marvellous. So, there’s a very dramatic, red one, been made. Well, a sort of burgundy colour. And that’ll have bloomers and cape and mitts and bootees, and a hood, to match. But now I’ve seen this on her, and how well it’s been made, I’m ordering at least two more frocks, and the matching mittens and bootees. But, I also want to get her two decent pairs of shoes, black and white little Mary Jane’s, you know with the strap and button fastening, across the top of the foot? So, she can go out in the garden and play properly.”

“Oh, she looks lovely. What colour for the next two, then?”

“Well, I obviously have to get a pink and white one. I think, a really delicate pink frock, with white satin bows, and white petticoats underneath. And then, maybe green with black trimmings? Oh, and I might get a frilly little romper suit in baby blue and white, or a darker pink, maybe, and then she’ll have four or five outfits to mix and match with her bootees and shoes and her capes and bonnets. What do you think?”

“I think, I want to share her with you. Maybe I’ll go more for this look, some of the time.”

And Steffi listened to this, in absolute, incredulity. Her Aunt Sally wanted her as a grown up. Didn’t she? In grown up dresses and lovely long gloves, and neat boots and shoes. Didn’t she? Her Mummy, Tina, had her dressed as a sweet little girl. They couldn’t be further apart. And now, they seemed to be agreeing, that she looked delightful this way.

Steffi wanted to cry, but the latex hood kind of prevented a show of tears, so she bit hard on the hard rubber tubing, filling her mouth.

“And I love this mask too. It’s rubber, isn’t it?” probed Sally.

So, Mummy Tina told her all about the lunch-time tantrums and the isolation in her treatment room. She told her about the feeding dummy and the dummy gag. She then explained how this hood would prevent any food spillage and ensure that Stephanie got a full meal down her.

And Aunt Sally was enthralled. And even more jealous. And she promised, there and then, to be a little less soft on Steffi, if she couldn’t behave herself with Tina. And she said it all, close enough to Stephanie’s head, for the baby girl to hear.

And Steffi heard all this and knew she was lost.

Then, the metal hospital feeding stand, that also served as an enema stand, was brought down and placed next to Steffi’s chair. And Tina brought in the bag of mush that she had been transferred from Steffi’s bottle, and heated up, and she up-turned it and hung it on the metal stand.

Suspended from its end, was a length of clear plastic tubing and this was dangling down, but stopped short of the floor. Half-way down its length, there was a little plastic tap that turned a valve and stopped, or started, the flow of blended mush, which had already started its journey down the pipe. The flow stopped at the valve.

Then Tina picked up the end of the dangling pipe and showed Sally how it fitted neatly into the rubber tube that protruded from Stephanie’s covered face.

Steffi tried to resist as the transparent pipe fed down into the rubber hard tube. But she could do nothing. Nurse Tina, soon had the equipment rigged up and she went to turn the tap and start the unstoppable flow of liquid, down, and into, Steffi’s open mouth.

Just before she turned it, she leant into Steffi’s right ear and said, “Now, lap this down, slowly, like a good little girl. It will drip and drip, into that lovely mouth of yours, for at least half an hour. Don’t try to rush it. Just let it spill in, gradually, and take it down, bit by bit.”

And then the deed was done, the dice was tossed, the tap was turned. And the sickly-sweet liquid, full of all the right nutrients, made its slow, but steady, progress down the tube before disappearing, very, very slowly, into the black abyss, and drip-drip-dripping, into Steffi’s accepting mouth.

And Aunt Sally watched fascinated and swore there and then, that she was going to be there, in Tina’s, to share these moments, more often, over the coming weeks.

And the pair settled to share a bottle of wine and a nice meal, as Stephanie sat between them, and sucked down her liquid diet, silently and thoughtfully. Contemplating what her next move could be, now she’d apparently lost her Aunt’s alliance, and upset her Mummy, on one and the same day.

As it happened, Sally ate and drank a bit better, and a lot more, than she thought she was going to. The conversation between the two women never faltered and what was supposed to be a one-hour visit, turned to two hours, then another bottle of wine, then three hours, and so on.

Then it was time to attend to Stephanie, she’d had her bottle removed after the first 40 minutes, but neither had thought to remove the latex hood or the pipe that had delivered her meal. And she had sat there, in abject silence for three hours now. She was not a happy bunny-wunny!

“Well look, Steffi is going in my bed tonight, but, if we cuddle up, the three of us, I’m sure there’ll be room. Why not join us? And then you can play with Steffi tomorrow, as we’d planned. You can feed her in the morning. Oh, and I’ll show you how to give her an enema. She’s had one today and doesn’t really need another. But it won’t do any harm. We’ll do that, and, hopefully, the red frock will arrive. We can dress her up and play all day.” Maybe take her out in the garden, if it’s a nice day? I’ve got something to keep her within sight and safe.”

And that was what was decided.

Sally, was not only in cahoots with nasty Mummy Tina, she was actually going to sleep with her and join in her sadistic games. Poor Steffi was beside herself, as they peeled off the rubber hood, and they undid her lilac ribbons, and they both led her to be undressed and washed and then put to bed.

The day dawned early for the trio, the next morning. Stephanie had not slept well, sandwiched between her Mummy and her Aunt. And they’d come to bed drunk. Again! And then they’d played with each other and they’d handled Stephanie and she wasn’t at all happy. So, they’d hooded her in one of the satin hoods, “to hide her miserable face,” Sally had said, and then they’d continued playing with each other.

And now, they were all set to play with Stephanie, again!!

Saturday was going to be a very full day. If Stephanie had been old enough, grown up enough, to keep a diary, this might have been Stephanie’s diary :-

Stephanie’s Diary - Saturday, 17th July

7.00am.

I’m woken up early by Mummy Tina and Aunt Sally. They laugh and joke together and then decide they want to play with me. I’m in my satin and lace baby-doll nightdress, but I have to wear a black satin hood because Mummy says I looked miserable last night. They leave the hood on me and my wrists and ankle.  are tied. Then, they play with my willy. It’s a nice feeling. I really like what they do to me. I’m afraid, I made a bit of a mess of Mummy’s bed-clothes.

8.00am.

Mummy says she will show Aunt Sally how to clean out all my insides. She says it’s good for me. She says I will feel very hungry and eat all my food, if they do this. Aunt Sally seems very excited. I don’t mind it too much, but it gives me a funny feeling in my tummy when Aunt Sally turns that tap thing on. It feels warm and funny and then mummy says, “Release!” and I feel empty. I don’t want to play this game every day.

9.00am.

It’s time for breakfast. I get taken downstairs to the kitchen and I’m seated in my feeding chair. I’m still in my nightdress and I’m wearing a short satin robe over the top. Aunt Sally ties just my wrists to my chair, so I can’t fall out. Sally is shown how to attach the bottle of my special food to the special feeding dummy. She feeds me, whilst Mummy makes their adult breakfast. I behave for Aunty Sally, and I drink all my milk, otherwise Mummy will be annoyed. Then I have to sit and listen whilst they plan their day. They say I’m going shopping. This makes me nervous.

10.00am.

I’ve had a shower and my teeth have been brushed. Now, I’m sitting, and Tina is showing Sally how she does my very special pale, little girl make-up. They fuss over me and Sally likes it when she can put my special golden wig on. Then they say I’m wearing the purple bloomers and frock this morning. It’s the only one I have.

10.15am.

The postman arrives and knocks at the door. Mummy has a big parcel. She has to sign a piece of paper. She says it’s my new frock. She’s very excited, and so am I, when I see it fall out of the parcel wrapping. It’s a lovely set of bloomers and frock, and mittens and bootees and hood and cape and it’s all in beautiful satin. This set is just like my purple one, that is laid out for me, but this is a deep red. “Burgundy!” mummy calls it. “Bit like a fine wine!” says Aunt Sally. It’s red and black. I love it. I want to wear it, but Mummy says they will still dress me in purple. They’ll save the burgundy satin for the evening and for tomorrow. I am looking forward to that.

10.40am.

I’m fully dressed now. I’m in all that lovely purple satin. And Mummy says I’m going in the car. So, they have put my lovely satin shoulder cape around me and they have tied my wrists together in front of me. I have to wear that silly dummy gag and then I have to have a bonnet on my lovely hair, to keep me warm. We are going in Tina’s car because Mummy says it has black windows at the back and Aunt Sally can sit with me there and no-one will see in. Also, it’s in the garage and so I am taken to it and strapped in my seat, before we drive out. The house next door hasn’t got a garage. Sally has got a car-port, instead. So, the garage is better for securing me into my seat.

11.00am.

We get to the first shop. It’s next door to a bank and Mummy takes my clever little bank card and gets a big lot of money from the machine outside the bank.  Then she goes into the shop. It’s a big shoe shop and Mummy goes in alone whilst Aunt Sally looks after me. She isn’t gone long. She says she has got two lovely pairs of Mary Jane shoes for me. I don’t know what they are!

11.20am.

Now, we are at the supermarket. This has a special car park, which is very dark and very creepy. Mummy and my aunt are going shopping for all the food for the next few days, so I’m left alone in the car in a really quiet, dark corner of the car park. I don’t like it much. I’m afraid someone will, look in and see I’m on my own. And I’m tied up!

12.00 midday

I’m still on my own. They’ve been gone a very long time. I don’t like these shopping trips. I want to go home.

12.10pm.

We are all together again. Big bags of shopping have gone in the boot. Sally is back next to me, holding my hand. Tina is saying, “We’ll just go to three more shops and then home.” Good! I’m ready.

12.35pm.

Now Tina is sat with me and she’s teasing me and tickling me. Aunty Sally has gone to buy another big girl’s dress for me to wear.

12.50pm.

Another shop. I don’t know what they’re buying here. It says Adult Superstore 18+ only, outside. It has some female dummy’s in the window, wearing the sort of sexy clothes that I’ve seen Aunt Sally wear, sometimes. And one has got a baby-doll negligee on, a bit like mine. Aunt Sally goes in first. Then she comes out with a bag. And then Mummy goes in and she also comes out with something in a bag. I don’t know what they’ve been buying.

1.20pm.

I hope this is the last shop. I want to go home now. Tina has pulled up outside a medical supply shop. I have no idea why. I thought she got all her medical supplies from the hospital where she works! I’m curious to know what she’s buying but she’s not telling me and she’s not even telling Aunt Sally.

1.45pm.

Finally, we get back home. Sally gets out to open the garage door and Mummy drives straight in with me, still tied and strapped, in the rear seat. We’ve been gone three whole hours. Three hours I’ve been sitting there, my hands tied, my body strapped in the seat and my dummy gag in my mouth. And I have an itch, under my baby bonnet, which I can’t scratch. It’s not fair.

2.00pm.

They’ve taken me back into the house. My purple baby bonnet is off now, and I can scratch my itch with my satin mitt hands. They’ve taken my purple satin cape off as well. Now, Aunty Sally is tying me into my feeding chair, again, with the lilac satin ribbons. That must mean it’s time for dinner. I can guess what I’m getting. But will it be the hood or the feeding dummy?

2.10pm.

It’s the black hood! Sally wants to put it on me. She’s never used a latex hood before. She says she likes it. She says she’s just bought a similar one in that adult shop. I struggle a bit, but not enough to stop her pulling it down over my golden ringlets of hair. The tube goes into my mouth and I have to suck it in as the hood sticks to my face. Now, I can hear the zip going down and the latex clings to me. I take a minute to adjust my breathing, part through the tube which is well in my mouth, and part through the nostril holes. Mummy doesn’t help, she’s too busy boiling some water for cups of coffee for them and to mix in my food, for me.

2.30pm.

Finally, I get some food! I’m so hungry now, I let Aunt Sally hook the bag up the way Mummy has shown her and she’s just feeding the clear tube down into my black rubber tube. I can feel it moving against my tongue. And then, the food starts to drip, drip, into my mouth. Today, I am so hungry it almost feels good. I can hear Mummy and Aunty laughing and talking, whilst I have to concentrate on lapping down my mushy food.

3.05pm.

I can feel that my food is finishing. I am still so hungry, I could eat as much again. But I don’t suppose I’ll get any more until tea-time? I wonder what time tea will be?

3.15pm.

They’re taking the food bag away. Well, someone is, I don’t know who. It finished ten minutes ago. But they don’t take much notice of me. I suppose I’ll sit here with this hood on for another hour or more, like I did yesterday. They’re just laughing and talking all the time now, the way Stephen and Sally used to laugh and talk. I wonder if they’re laughing at me?

4.15pm.

I’m still wearing the hood, but I can feel them untying my hands and feet. Then I’m being taken upstairs. I wonder why?

4.30pm.

Still in the hood, but I’m lying on the bed now and Mummy is lying one side of me and Sally is lying the other and now they’re taking off my satin bloomers. And, they’re unlocking my cock-cage, I can feel Mummy’s cold hands fiddling with it. Oh! That’s nice! I’m free of my cage. I don’t mind wearing it, but it’s always a relief when it pops off and my penis is free to grow. What’s happening? Oh! They’re playing that same game they played this morning. It’s growing! It’s growing! I don’t know whose hand that is, but it’s a very nice feeling.

4.45pm.

Apparently, I’m a naughty girl! Again! I’ve messed up Mummy’s duvet cover. I don’t really think it was my fault. They were the ones playing with me!

5.00pm.

Still hooded. But now they’ve tied my hands behind me with scarves and they’ve tied my booted ankles together with another scarf. And they’ve told me to rest. They’ll be back to wash and change me into my new burgundy satin dress, in an hour.

6.15pm.

Where are they?

6.30pm.

Where are they?

7.30pm.

They finally came to untie me at about ten to seven. I was getting really fed up. Now, I’ve been washed, I’ve had my make-up done again, second time today, and my golden-haired, wig, is back on and I’m feeling a lot happier. They’ve put an adult nappy on me, under my bloomers, so they don’t have to worry if I pee myself during the evening. Then, they’ve put a rubber liner panty over that, and then my burgundy satin bloomers have gone over the rubber protective panties. Apparently, that was what Tina bought in the medical store. She got the adult-sized nappies from work, but she bought the rubber panties, with my money, to stop me spoiling my dress.

7.40pm.

Now, my new satin frock is on, and it looks gorgeous. It’s a really heavy satin, both the dress and the bloomer panties, and it all feels so nice against my body. Mummy is just putting the ribbons on my matching mittens into a nice, neat, bow, and Aunt Sally is doing the same with my satin bootees. I look like a proper little lady now, in my satin frock and my bloomers, just showing under the black net underskirts. I do a twirl, when Mummy asks me to, and I make a funny noise! It’s the rubber panties and nappy under my bloomers. Mummy and Aunty think it’s funny. I’m a bit embarrassed!

8.00pm.

And I’m back in my feeding chair. This time I’m tied with broad, black, satin ribbons that match the little bow ribbons on my burgundy frock. Mummy tied my hands, really tight, to the arms of the chair, in two places. Sally tied my legs to the chair legs. And now, she is putting the special feeding dummy into my mouth. So, no hood and tube tonight. Thank goodness. I’ll be able to see my Mummy and Aunty, while they feed me. Goody!

8.30pm.

Aunty Sally fed me again. She seems to like treating me like a baby, nearly as much as mummy. Now, they’ve told me to sit quietly, while they eat their meal. I have no choice. So, I watch them as they eat juicy steak and mushrooms and tomatoes and chips and fried onions. All the things I really like! And they’re drinking my red wine. I remember buying those bottles of wine! I tried one and it was really good, so I bought five more the next day. And now they’re drinking one of them.

9.15pm.

I’ve been a very good girl. Mummy says so, and Aunt Sally says so. So, they’re going to let me sit on the sofa between them, for an hour or two, before they put me to bed. And, they’ll take my dummy out, so long as I don’t make any noise. If I try to speak, they’ll put it back in. I think that’s fair. So, I sit between them, smiling but silent, and they each hold a satin-mittened hand in one of theirs, and rest their other hand in my lap, sort of squeezing my little penis, which is back in its cage under that nappy and those rubber panties. It feels lovely being looked after, and fussed, by two women. They say they like me in this dress even better than the purple dress. And, if I’m very good, I can wear it again tomorrow. I like it, too. So, I’m going to be especially good for the rest of the night.

Chapter 7

Work Rotas, New Frocks and Picnics

“So, that’s decided then?”

“I think so, Tina, that seems to work doesn’t it?”

Stephanie was not sure what had been decided, or what it was that seemed to work, but was about to find out.

“Right young lady, we’ve sorted out your rota now for the rest of your time with us. So, starting tomorrow, this is how it’s looking.” Sally started.

Tina continued, “Well, tonight, after we’ve all had a lovely day, you’ll go back with Aunt Sally and she’ll be looking after you all day tomorrow. Monday is her day off, so she’ll have you every Sunday night and every Monday. Then on Tuesday, you’ll stay at Aunt Sally’s but that’s the day you’ll be doing her housework, her washing, ironing, cleaning, and all those jobs. Then Tuesday night, we’ll be sharing you. Wednesday, is the one day you do your own work and earn some money. If you put in a good 10-hour day, we think you can still do one website, every two weeks, and keep the business ticking over.”

“That’s what’s paying for all these nice clothes, remember?” added Sally.

Tina hardly stopped to draw breath, as she continued the explanation, “Now, on Thursday, you’ll be transferred to here. That’s the day you’ll be doing my jobs. I’ll have lots for you to do. And, I’m going to teach you some basic cookery, so that on Thursdays you can cook my tea for me, when I get back, late, from work. Then, Friday, as you know, is always my day off, so you’ll stay here Friday. And that’s when you’ll be my little darling, baby, Steffi. All day Friday.”

And, having gone through it like that, it seemed it did all fit together and that Stephanie’s time was going to be very busy. She looked forward to the dressing up days, she was less than enthusiastic about doing housework on Tuesdays and Thursdays.

Tina hadn’t finished, “Aunt Sally will come to tea every Friday, like she did this week, and then the three of us will spend the whole weekend together, just like this one. And then back at Sally’s on Sunday night, ready to start a fresh week, all over again.”

Sally finished it all off, “Now, we’ll try that this week and see how we go. Any little problems, we’ll iron out, as we go along. It all seems a very fair split, we each get a full day’s housework done and a full day to play. And three days, we share her. Perfect arrangement, I’d say. Of course, you’re to keep the cash coming in, so we can afford to keep you in the manner to which you’re becoming accustomed.”

And then Aunt Sally started to ask, “You know the lady that sewed these fabulous frocks?”

“Yes,” said Tina.

“Well, I was wondering, does she make any other things?

“Well, she told me she can make pretty much anything we want, so long as we have a picture. Why?”

“Well,” said Sally, secretively, “I wondered if she could make Stephanie a . . .”

And she leaned into Tina and whispered the rest.

Tina’s face lit up. “That would be super. A brilliant idea. What we need is a picture and I can email her and ask. There’s no harm in asking, is there? Oh, yes. I think she’ll look sweet.”

And the pair laughed and went back online searching for a picture. Of what? Steffi had no idea, but was a little concerned.

She would find out, soon enough. And she’d possibly quite like it!

“Right, we can sort that later, let’s get you ready for your special little picnic that we’ve planned.” announced Tina.

Sunday had turned out to be the brightest and warmest day of the week, so Tina and Sally were going to sit out in the garden, lap up the rare show of sunshine, and allow Stephanie to have a little fresh air and enjoy a bit of freedom.

So, they took Steffi from her feeding chair and trundled her upstairs to strip back last night’s make-up, shower her and slap a fresh face on her. And then, it would be time to dress her in her lovely new burgundy satin frock, and her new Mary Jane shoes.

An hour later, and Stephanie was ready.

She stood there with her little cherub doll face beautifully re-created and her golden wig of hair, tumbling down to her shoulders in little tight ringlets.

She’d donned the new deep, deep burgundy red satin frock, with its layers of black net petticoats. On her hands were the rich, burgundy red, satin, mittens. Under the black, net, petticoats, her burgundy satin, and black, frilly, lace, bloomer pants just peeked out. And on her feet, were the little deep red, frilly, ankle socks, and the smart, black leather Mary Jane shoes.

Tina brought over the last item, a matching little satin and lace cape, which tied in an extravagant bow, at the neck, with a pair of broad satin ribbons. The cape itself, was made of the same rich, glossy satin as the dress, and was decorated all down the front with small black satin bows and all around the collar and down the front opening, with delicate, frilly, black, lace.

And Baby Steffi looked divine. And she felt thrilled to be dressed in such a stunningly, feminine, dainty, girly, frock.

The two proud women, took their little charge, by the hand, and led her out into the garden and the bright sunshine. This was the first time she’d really even bothered to look at the garden, and she looked around anxiously to see no-one could pry on their little tea-party.

“Don’t worry, Stephanie, we’re absolutely private here.” her Aunt Sally re-assured her, “No-one looks into our garden, because our houses sit at the end of a very small cul-de-sac. That house next door looks out that way,” she pointed right, “And that one looks that way,” she pointed left. “The only bit of our garden they can possibly see is right down at the bottom there. So, you must be good, and stay where we can see you.”

“Ah, well I’ve already thought of that,” added Tina, “I’ve set this up, so that Stephanie can only go so far down, and nowhere near where they can see her. From either side.” And Tina was enthusiastically pointing out the “security system” she’d improvised. It was a great big, screw-threaded, metal peg, that she had driven into the ground and then turned and turned so it had buried itself even deeper into the lawn, through its corkscrew-like, end. It was what people used to keep their pets tethered in the garden. It had a 4-metre long metal cable attached to it, and Tina was in the process of threading a pair of metal handcuffs through the metal loop on the loose end of the trailing cable.

“Now, be a good girl, Stephanie, and come here,” she urged, and Stephanie stepped towards her and reluctantly offered her hands up, knowing full-well that she was going to be wearing those metal handcuffs and was going to be attached to that 4-metre length of fixed cable.

The handcuffs clicked on. Right mittened wrist. Click! Left mittened wrist. Click! And Stephanie was loosely secured, but with full movement, within a four-metre radius, of the metal peg screwed into the edge of the lawn.

“Now, you amuse yourself, pretty one,” said Sally, whilst we get all the food out and make a nice pot of tea and get you some juice.”

And the pair went back inside to lay out the picnic and to keep a watchful and fascinated eye, on their young girl.

“She really likes it, you know? All the make-up and the clothes and such. She’s really hooked.” said Mummy Tina.

“Yes, you can tell. She looks so very sweet. I reckon if we dressed her in proper adult, outdoor, clothes, she’d get away with going out, as a woman, you know?” agreed Sally.

“Well, before her time is up, perhaps we should do that? Take her out in public and see if she passes the acid test?” suggested Tina.

So, that was what they agreed, as they smiled and watched Stephanie, unaware she was being spied on, smoothing down her satin frock with her satin mitt hands, lifting her skirt, and its sea of underskirts, and admiring her pretty bloomers and doing carefree little girly-twirls, in her new Mary Jane shoes.

The picnic was a great success. Stephanie was allowed to feed herself. Her cuffs were taken off, and the satin mitts were taken off, so she could daintily pick up the little salmon and cucumber sandwiches which had been cut into manageable little squares and had been de-crusted. “Little girls don’t eat the crust,” Mummy Tina had told her.

After several of these cute baby sandwiches, she moved on to the dainty fairy cakes and was shown how to hold a cake with two fingers and to eat it in small, delicate mouthfuls. And, when she noisily slurped her juice, Mummy Tina told her off and got her to practice holding a glass, like a young lady, and picking up a tea-cup, like a young lady. And even how to properly hold a knife and fork, like a young lady!

But it was all fun and it was a light-hearted break from the rigours of feeding, of the previous two days. And the women chatted as they sat on their sun chairs, and Stephanie was sitting, at their feet, on the rug they’d put down to hold all their food and stuff, her petticoat nets, and her cute satin skirt, were spread out around her, like a sweet confection.

“So, have you had enough to eat Steffi?” asked Mummy Tina, after she’d gorged herself for nearly 40 minutes.

“Yes. Thank you.” replied Steffi, only to be scolded, again.

“Yes, thank you Mummy and yes, thank you Auntie Sally.”  corrected Tina.

Stephanie repeated the “thank you” and acknowledged both women.

“Right, then come here please. Let me put your dummy in and put your satin mitts on, and then you can play, whilst Sally and Mummy talk.”

Stephanie reluctantly sat down before Tina and she reluctantly opened her lips to take in the adult dummy gag. Tina popped the dummy in and then tied the black satin, ribbons, behind her golden ringlet locks. Then the satin, burgundy, mitts, went back on, and were tied around her wrists, with their black satin ribbons.

“Now, handcuffs,” Sally, it was, who picked up the metal handcuffs, still with the

metal cable looped around the connecting chain, and she slipped these over Steffi’s satin-wrapped wrists.

“Now, run along and play and leave the adults to talk,” mocked Tina. And she threw a bright pink, girly, soft ball, to her little Baby Steffi.

Although she loved the clothes and she was generally turned on by her situation, Stephanie definitely did not like Tina’s mocking tone. Now, this “run along and leave the adults” remark had upset her again. Whether that was what caused the next incident, remains in doubt.

Stephanie would say she was throwing the ball back to Tina. Aunt Sally and Tina would say she had actually thrown the ball AT Tina. Whichever was true, the effect was the same. Tina was clearly not expecting the ball back and had sat back in her chair. The soft ball hit her on the side of the head and sent her sunglasses tumbling to the ground. They smashed on the stone patio. But the ball which had momentarily stunned her, continued on a rebound and went back and down toward the picnic set out on the rug. It hit the metal milk jug and sent its white contents, spewing everywhere across the rug. If that was not bad enough, it hit Tina’s knee, on the rebound, fell to earth, again, and knocked over one of Tina’s china cups and smashed it. And then it dribbled back, and came to rest at the feet of a shocked Stephanie.

Mummy Tina leapt from her seat like a springbok. She grabbed Stephanie roughly by her arm and spun her around and then shouted, “You NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY, little girl. Each NAUGHTY was accompanied by a stinging slap to the bare flesh, at the back of Stephanie’s legs, just above the knee, and just below the spot where Stephanie’s burgundy, satin, bloomers, stopped.

Tina was furious. And Aunt Sally was just as horrified and had now joined her friend, to offer another pair of hands, to manhandle Stephanie.

“What on earth are we to do with her?” asked Sally. And both looked around for inspiration.

At virtually the same time, their eyes fell on the metal post, planted in the lawn, just at the end of the stone patio. The pair shared lot of things. One of these was the clothes-line that ran down the garden in one direction from the post near to the patio and to a similar metal post at the far end of their shared lawn.

There had been two really ancient, wooden posts, there ever since they had moved in, but these had rotted, and were falling down. So, just two weeks previously, they had installed two new, shiny, metal posts, to replace the old wooden affair. They stood around 7-foot tall, were planted, very firmly, in concrete, and the new clothes line was stretched taut between the two metal poles.

It was to the nearest one of these, that both Sally and Tina steered Stephanie, both realising they were thinking along exactly the same lines.

“Hold her, Sally, whilst I get this cuff off,” implored Tina. And she felt for the key she had only just re-located in her skirt pocket, and released the right cuff from Stephanie’s wrist. Then she fiddled to get rid of the metal cable-line that was supposed to define the limit of Stephanie’s movement, and she shook it off the cuff, so it clattered to the stone below. Now, between them, Sally and Tina forced Stephanie’s arms behind the new shiny post and forced her wrists together once more. Tina took no time to click the metal cuff, once again, around Steffi’s right wrist and there she was, the little satin baby-girl was pinned to the metal and was going nowhere.

Tina now picked up the damaged sunglasses and spit fire as she said, “Ruined!” and then the china cup, “And that’s ruined too!” and she went to put the pieces of each, into the dustbin.

Then she looked across to where Stephanie was trying, in vain, to disconnect herself from her metal pole.

She turned to Sally, “I’m sorry, Sally. I didn’t want to spoil the day, but I am so annoyed. We can’t have her doing just as she pleases. She needs to learn.”

“I agree,” nodded Sally, “I absolutely agree. Do whatever you think right, Tina.”

So, Tina disappeared into the house and came back a few minutes later with an armful of rolls of white cotton bandage and a pair of scissors and, in her hands also, was the burgundy satin hood that had arrived with the dress, which now adorned the sobbing little girl who knew she was in trouble.

Tina surveyed the scene and circled Stephanie and her metal pole, ominously. Then she said, “Do you have that pair of long satin evening gloves, in black, in your house? This isn’t going to work with these mitts on. And I don’t want to spoil them, in any case.”

Sally affirmed that she did, indeed, have the long black evening gloves that Steffi had worn that previous week. She ran to fetch them.

Then, Tina approached Stephanie, with the burgundy satin hood, “Hold her head still, will you, Sally?” and Aunt Sally clamped both hands on either side of Stephanie’s golden locks of hair and held her firm, whilst Tina fed the satin down over her spoiled make-up. The hood was soon zipped in place and Stephanie’s features were clear through the close-fitting hood, her dummy gag pushing the hood out at the mouth area.

“Right, stand up straight, young lady,” commanded Tina, “Or I shall be forced to smack you again.” Stephanie obediently brought her legs and her feet together and stood very upright, her back pressed hard, against the cold metal.

Tina took a roll of white bandage and wrapped it around and around Stephanie’s head, where she could see her eyes were located, and around and around the metal pole.

Soon, the satin-hooded head was firmly secured to the post and Tina could relax. Struggle as she may, Steffi was stuck firm.

“Right, let’s get the mitts off and these gloves on. And then, I’m going to bandage her to the post and leave her here for the afternoon. I’ll not have her spoiling everything we try to do for her.”

The mitts came off and Sally took them from her friend, as Tina firmly held Steffi’s left arm and smoothed the long, long satin glove up its entire length, until it reached the lace trimmed, cap sleeves, of the pretty burgundy frock. Then Sally took the other glove and smoothed it up the right arm she had been holding. And so, the last inch of flesh, disappeared from view, as both hands and both arms were completely swathed in the satin.

Stephanie, with her hooded head bound to the metal, put up barely any resistance, as the two satin-coated arms were brought back behind her, and behind the post, and Sally held them there, as Tina retrieved her next roll of bandage.

Then, starting at the fingers, which were held extended out and tight together, the pair bound Steffi’s satin-gloved hand from the very finger-tips, up and up, till the first roll ran out above her wrists. They secured this bandage with adhesive tape and then opened up another bandage roll and continued the journey up Stephanie’s black-coated arms.

The second bandage ran out just below the elbows and they again, taped this off to secure it. Now, with her fingers tight together, her hands palm-to-palm and her elbows brought cruelly in, Stephanie was bound from her fingertips to her elbows and there would be no escape until the bandages were cut free.

The cruel pair turned their attention to Stephanie’s legs and, making sure these were back tight to the metal, bandaged them around and around the post until, two more rolls of bandage later, Stephanie was pinned by both her legs, immobile, to the pole.

Tina decided this was probably enough. She was loath to pin her body, to the post, because it might spoil the satin frock, which presented such a lovely sight, as the black, net, petticoats thrust the short, circular, burgundy, satin skirt out, at an alarming angle from the post, to which Stephanie was so helplessly bound.

“Right, and you, you, naughty, naughty, girl, can stay there until it’s time for us to go in. And looking at this sun, that won’t be for another two hours or more.” gloated Tina, as she looked at Sally and said, “Shall I make another pot of tea, Sally?”

Chapter 8

Back with Aunt Sally – the Sleepsack

They kept poor Stephanie tied to the clothes-line post, for nearly three hours. The sun shone all afternoon, and they were now onto the chilled white wine, and totally relaxed. Poor Steffi was not, and she struggled against her bandage bonds, but to no effect. There was no real give in the bandages, and none, at all, in the metal post. So, she squirmed, and she moaned through her dummy gag, but it all fell on deaf ears. Neither Tina, nor Sally, were in any mood to compromise. In fact, they took a deal of sadistic pleasure from watching the poor she-male’s futile struggles and turned their chairs around, so they could see her, and raise an unseen glass to their little girly hostage.

They were having tremendous fun, and much more fun with Stephen dressed and secured this way, as young sissy Steffi, than when he was Sally’s young beau. And they discussed the jobs that “Maid Stephanie” could be left to do on the Tuesday and the Thursday, and they laughed, as they hoped, that maybe, just maybe, her new black satin maid’s dress might arrive in time for her Thursday stint.

That evening, Stephanie, released from her pole, unhooded and ungagged and then fed and watered, was led back to Sally’s house, after she’d been forced to say a humiliating “Thank you for looking after me, Mummy.” to a grinning Tina.

And once safely in the house, she started at Sally, “How could you let her do that to me, Sally? How could you? What did I do to you that has made you hate me so much?”

Sally was in no mood to argue with a young Stephanie and told her so, “You can stop right now. If you say another word, I swear I’ll gag you, I’ll bundle you upstairs and I’ll leave you tied up all day tomorrow. You’ve brought this on yourself and you alone. We offered you the chance to leave. You chose to stay. Now, there’s no going back. You live like this for two months and I don’t want to hear another single word of complaint. Otherwise, I’ll send some of your clients, copies of the photos we’ve taken of you, in your little satin frocks, and your satin bonnets, and your satin mittens and bootees. And then, see if they write you glowing recommendations, and spread the word about your website business. You just see.”

That stopped the whining. And Stephanie sheepishly allowed Sally to prepare her for her bed, she’d already told her she had a surprise for her bedtime, tonight.

While Stephanie, who had now been stripped of all her burgundy satin attire, was showering, Sally was busying herself in the spare bedroom that had now become Stephanie’s room, whilst guesting in Sally’s.

Steffi, still quietened by her earlier reproach, joined Sally in the bedroom, robed in her long, blue satin robe, but nothing else. She stopped short when she saw the mass of bright yellow satin, spread out on the single metal bed, which, for the next 3 or 4 nights, was to be her night-time prison.

What’s that?” she asked, with some trepidation.

“This is a satin sleep-sack,” replied Sally, “I ordered it 4 days ago, and it arrived Saturday. It’s what you’re sleeping in tonight and maybe for good. It depends how you behave.”

The yellow satin was a zip up bag, around 6-foot long, that would accommodate one prone person. It looked just like those body bags you see in crime dramas. But it was made of a glorious, rich yellow, heavyweight, glossy, satin. It was slightly shaped, so you could see which end the feet went, and which end the head. It had one long nylon plastic zipper down the front, but with zip pulls at top and at bottom, so they would meet in the middle. And it had a broad length of satin protector under the zip to prevent the zip from harming the person encapsulated within the sack.

Alongside the bright yellow satin sack, were 4 broad satin straps, each with sturdy buckles, and a further four narrow satin straps, again, with metal buckles. The straps contrasted sharply with the yellow, as they were in a black satin covering, over either leather or, more likely, cheaper plastic straps.

“So, have you been to the toilet properly?” enquired Sally, “There won’t be any opportunity to go between now and the morning. I’m off tomorrow, as you know, so I’ll release you about 9.00am. I’ll have a bit a lie-in.”

Stephanie nodded to confirm that she had been to the toilet and done all the necessaries.

Sally then showed her the inside of the strong satin sack.

“Your arms go either side in those sewn-in sleeves, there.” She pointed to the long satin interior sleeves, that, somehow, the person had to thread each arm into. Then you just lie straight, and I can arrange these broad and narrow straps, anyway that suits. Or not at all, if I feel inclined to leave you free in the sack. But tonight, I don’t! Now, take off that robe.”

Stephanie hesitated just long enough to receive a sharp slap on her arm. She then obeyed.

“Good, now as you get in, you put one arm down each sleeve and slide down the length of the bag. Head here, obviously, and feet that end.

A bare, and embarrassed Stephanie, got up on the bed and eased her slender naked frame into the long opening in the bag. The satin felt gorgeously smooth, but cold against her skin. She shuddered with a mix of pleasure and discomfort.

She located first one interior sleeve, and then the other, and, with encouragement from Sally, she inserted her two arms into them and continued easing her body fully into the bag.

Soon, she was entirely immersed in the folds of the yellow satin and realised how effectively her arms were held to her sides. She lay quite still and looked up with her helpless blue eyes, into Sally’s face.

“There, that’s a good girl. Now, relax and sleep well. I shall see you in the morning.”

With that, Sally pulled first the zip down from the head and the yellow satin closed itself over Stephanie’s head and shoulders. Once that was part down, Sally turned to the lower pull and brought the bottom zipper up towards Stephanie’s thighs. The sack was, actually, more fitted, than it had looked, when empty, and, as both zips were teased down and up to meet around about Stephanie’s penis area, the satin conformed its shape to almost fit Stephanie’s inert form, tightly. You could see the outline of her head, her nose poking up and the hollow where her mouth was still wide open, in shock. You could see the outline of her two arms trapped in their satin sheaths and you could follow the line of her legs up and up, till her erecting cock pushed against the closed zipper.

Satisfied that the zip was now fully closed and her sissy girly-friend, completely encased, Sally took up the first broad black, satin, strap and raised Stephanie’s two encased legs and strapped them tightly together. She slid another strap under Stephanie’s thighs, and buckled that tight.

Then she moved to the head end, and brought a third broad strap down under Stephanie’s torso and made sure it caught both arms and Stephanie’s heaving chest, in its tight grip. Then, with some difficulty, she managed to get the fourth and final broad strap under her waistline and secure the enclosed wrists, tight into her waist.

Each time a strap had been pulled tight, Stephanie had groaned from under her satin encasement. She was not finding this experience too thrilling, at this moment. Maybe later? But not now!

Sally now surveyed the scene and looked at the last four straps, which were only an inch or less wide, much narrower than the first four. She picked just the shortest of these and discarded the rest, deciding that Stephanie was entirely secure within the sack and held by the four 2- to 3-inch wide belts.

She raised Stephanie’s satin-enclosed head, an inch or two from the bed, and slipped the one short strap under it. She then eased it down into position and, much to Stephanie’s annoyance, forced it tight shut, around Steffi’s open mouth, filling the aperture there, with folds of the satin sack, and silencing her sissy captive for the night.

She was satisfied that she had done the best job possible, and, remembering what Tina had said earlier about “not spoiling the child”, she took up the leather riding crop, that she had bought during the previous week, and swiped it, not too hard, twice, against the yellow sacking before her, hitting Steffi once across her thighs and once across her right arm and stomach. Two distinct squeals emitted from the stuffed mouth.

Then Sally bent down and kissed the satin-covered forehead of her former boyfriend, and whispered “Sweet dreams, Sissy Steffi. See you in the morning.”

She turned to take one last look, before the light switch flicked off, and Sally went to bed, to think her thoughts, whilst Sissy Steffi, lay there immersed in satin and immersed in her own troubled thoughts.

Chapter 9

A Girl’s Work is Never Done

Stephanie didn’t sleep too well that night. There was something a bit unsettling about lying flat, with your arms pinned to your sides, your body strapped tight into a satin cocoon, and your mouth stuffed with the self-same, satin.

Fortunately, for Steffi, Sally didn’t sleep all that well, either, so she came to wake her sissy-girl, just after 7.00am. She slowly unzipped the two zip pulls, that met in the middle of the sack, just around Steffi’s groin area, and she felt around to find the resting man-rod, nestled, peacefully, in the glossy folds of silky smooth satin. Stephanie felt the hand go in and held her breath, she was awake, but only just. This invasion of her privacy, proved a very effective alarm call.

Steffi stirred, and Steffi’s man-piece stirred. Sally probed deeper and took a firm grip of the pulsing base of the penis and gradually worked her hand firmly to the tip. Then back to the base and again, with sure grip, up to the tip. The journey was a bit longer the second time! And, by the third stroke, she was getting a very positive response. The penis had enlarged considerably and was now popping its head out of the satin sack, to see just exactly who was disturbing it, and what was going on!

Undeterred, no, in fact, pleased, by the appearance of the head of the bed-snake, Sally kept up the rhythmic stroking, encouraged by the low moans emitting from Steffi’s satin-filled mouth. The snake swayed to the rhythm, and the moans became faster and louder, as Sally was comforted to know she may have lost her boyfriend, but she, definitely, hadn’t lost her magic touch. And then the whole satin sack, which was moaning louder now, started to rock and jerk about as Steffi could not hold herself, a second longer. 

Sally was ready for what was coming, and neatly gathered it all up in the towel she had, sensibly, put close by. Then she wiped off the excess liquid around the mouth of the snake. And then she popped it back into its satin nest, and zipped up the sack again. Steffi moaned some more, she wanted release, but none was to come for another hour. Sally calmly turned tail and went back to her own bed, leaving sissy-Stephanie, groaning in frustration, under her satin covering.

Steffi’s release came around 8.20am. Sally had fallen fitfully asleep for an hour or so and then had decided she’d best rescue her sissy-pal from her sack, in case she needed the toilet, which Steffi most definitely did. Within another half-hour, the she-male was showered, she was toiletted, she was satin-robed, and she was composed, as she sat there, awaiting instructions for the day ahead.

Sally had planned to use these next two days to train Stephanie in some basic household skills. She knew for a very fact that Steve had never ironed a thing until that first night when he was forced to iron the nightdress. She knew for an absolute fact, that he’d never raised a duster to a shelf or taken a hoover to the floor. When she’d met him, the flat he lived in, was a typical bachelor pad, and she’d refused to stay the night there! It was that untidy! He’d apparently existed on takeaways or very basic heat-up, meals. He had no culinary skills whatsoever. And very few household ones. In fact, she had often wondered what on earth she’d seen in him. But he was a bit of a laugh . . . and the sex was okay. So, they’d just, sort of stuck together, moved in together, and taken it from there.

Now, it was a relief to Sally to have Stephanie there, sharing the house, rather than Steve. And she still had access to his cock! Now, that was a bonus. And she intended to cash in on her bonuses, over the coming weeks, but on her terms, not on Steffi baby’s!

But, she still had a problem. How to turn lazy, and pretty useless, Steve, into a worthwhile housemaid and cook?

So, the training starts today, she had decided. And Tina, despite her attentions to BABY Steffi, was equally determined to turn her baby Steffi, into a one-day-a-week little dynamo, that would vanquish all her household chores and leave her, Tina, free to relax with her little girl, the rest of the time they shared together.

So, Monday was spent following Stephanie around as she dusted, hoovered, took out rugs and shook them, cleared and washed dishes, dried and put away dishes, sorted clothes from the laundry basket, and learned how to set the washing machine. Stephanie really had no girly work-clothes to cope with such strenuous duties, so Sally had got her into a pair of her old pull-on loose pants and a sloppy blouse and jumper. Stephanie’s work costume had only been ordered Sunday night, there was little chance she’d have it for, at least, another week.

That night, after a very full day of chores, Steffi was dressed in another satin dress, long-ish, down to her calves, but not floor-length. And then, she watched and helped, as Sally prepared the dinner. She got Steffi peeling the potatoes, she peeled the carrots, she topped and tailed the green beans, she stirred the meat in the fry pan and she poured all the ingredients into the casserole dish and lifted it into the pre-heated oven. And then, they sat and talked in a civilized manner and Steffi thanked Sally for her morning attentions, and she tried, again, to say sorry, for all the trouble she’d caused.

In the end, just before the casserole timer was ready to beep, Sally said, “You know what, you’re a much nicer person, as Stephanie, than you ever were as Steve. You were a right pig. I hope I never see Steve again!”

That smarted, as much as the swipes with the riding crop, had smarted, the previous night. And Sally, and Stephanie, ate their meal in near silence.

The next day, Sally was supposed to have been in work, but given the dramatic, and sudden, change in her living arrangements, had decided to take a day’s holiday, so she could continue with Stephanie’s domestic education. And so, there followed another day of hard labour, followed by another evening of a transformed Stephanie, in satin gown, and long apron, helping with the shared cooking arrangement and engaging in small talk and girly banter.

And so, the first full, working, week went on. The Wednesday, was the one day set aside to keep on top of the website business, and Sally had gone to work, after dressing Stephanie first thing in the morning, left instructions for her to make her own lunch arrangements, and had locked her wrists into metal handcuffs and then left her, sat at her computer, with instructions to “Work hard and earn loads of dosh – for the three of us.”

And Stephanie had worked hard, all day. She’d been hampered a little by the cuffs around her wrists, but she’d soldiered on and had done a very creditable, 9-hours of work, by the time Sally returned. No losses of concentration. No distractions. No porn sites. A good solid day’s work, for once!

And the change in attitude continued, when Steffi returned to Tina’s. There was a marked improvement in behaviour and she, again, apologised for the picnic incident and promised she’d behave herself.

She spent all Thursday, doing the cleaning and washing, in Mummy’s house. Her “mummy” was delighted to see her get straight down to jobs, from the minute she arrived, in her make-shift, work clothes, at 8.00am. And promised to reward her, when she got back from work.

“And we can spend a lovely night together, and a lovely full day together tomorrow. I’ve got another new frock for you to wear, if I come home and the house is spotless, you can try it on tonight. And tomorrow, I might dress you up, and take you for a ride in the car.” Tina had said.

And, when she got home, the house was spotless.

Then, it was the weekend again, and everyone said, “Well, I can’t believe it, where are these weeks going?”

And Stephanie was now a full two weeks into her “binding contract” and a different person. Of course, in looks, “she” now, was every inch a woman, excepting the 7-inches between her legs, but emotionally “she” had changed. “She” was at peace with herself. “She” had found the person “she” wanted to be, and, suddenly, that revelation made it all so much easier for her, for Sally and Tina, and, because it was easier for Tina and Sally, it made it so much easier, for her, and easier for Sally and Tina . . . . and so on. The circle was completing!

On the Monday, that would be the third Monday of her, Stephanie’s, tenure, a parcel arrived. It was addressed to Tina, but she was at work, so Sally accepted it and signed for it.

As soon as she opened a small slit of the plain, brown-wrapped, parcel, Sally got excited. She knew what it was and so texted Tina, at work, to say “it” had arrived.

As soon as she got home, Tina was around at Sally’s . . . . 

“So, it’s here? Perfect timing, I’d say! I have to be here tomorrow to help dress her in it.” she’d spluttered, “She is going to look so great. I’ll be round at 7.30am.” And then, she’d kissed Sally, full on the lips, mind, and then excused herself. And Steffi, who had no idea what was going on, was left feeling nearly as excited as her two carers. She had no idea what she was excited about, but their mood was contagious!

Chapter 10

Stephanie, the new Housemaid

Steffi was awoken early, on the Tuesday. This was usually the case, when she’d been put in her satin sleep-sack for the night, and, Monday evening, Sally had done just that. Put her, immobilized, into her sack. The fourth time now, in a week! And her early morning call usually came with certain hand-gifted benefits. But Tuesday morning was different. “What, no hand-job?” Steffi almost said, indignantly, but she stopped herself from registering her complaint.

There seemed an urgency about this morning, which made it different. It was 6.45am. and Sally was urging her to get up and in the shower. Then it was 6.55am. and Tina had arrived, just in her night-clothes and slippers. She was clearly excited and anticipating some fun.

Steffi was ushered, from the bathroom, to the mirror, and a rudimentary face of make-up was applied, before she was confronted with the reason for all this early morning activity. Her Maid’s Dress had arrived. This was the parcel from yesterday. Of course, this was the secret they’d whispered about the previous week and Tuesday was the first of her housemaid days, on the strictly applied rota.

So, they had combined their efforts to get up super-early, and get Steffi into the outrageous outfit, before they went off to work and left her with her list of jobs, for the day.

First, they got her into one of the new satin corsets that had been ordered online. This was a sexy, lace-up affair that was closed with busk fastenings down the front and then laced up tight right up the back. It was fully boned and held her upper torso in a tight and unforgiving grip, that pulled her waist in by 3-inches, or more, and projected her bust out by almost the same amount. It was the kind of thing, Stephanie had seen on showgirls, but had never dreamt, in her wildest, that she’d be wearing. It looked fabulous and it gave her figure a real hour-glass shape. She loved the way the black satin hugged and caressed her body. It was none too comfortable, at first, but, she was assured, it would conform and stretch a little and she’d get used to it.

In any case, Stephanie thrived on discomfort. It all added to her excitement, at being dressed up. She tried to turn to see herself in the mirror, her satin-covered, torso, glinting with the reflection of the artificial light from the overhead bulb.

But she didn’t have too long to admire herself! As soon as it was laced on, it was destined to disappear, under the sea of satin and lace that was her new working-day outfit. THE DRESS! It was a beautiful, knee-length, full satin, and lace, and net, housemaid’s dress. A tight black satin bodice clung to her top half, the high, lace-trimmed collar tickling her neck, as the rear line of buttons were done up. The skirt was a full circle of rich, glossy black satin that had tumbled down over the black, satin, corset and come to rest just at her knee level, sitting on a veritable wave of black, net lace underskirts. This made the full circle of glorious, glossy, black, satin, project out, from her waist down, at an angle of about 45 degrees.

It looked ravishing. It looked cute. It looked sexy. It looked totally inappropriate for house-working in! It looked more like it belonged in a brothel, and so did Stephanie, who was getting excited, just looking at herself!

That reminded Tina that they had to put her in a cock-cage for the day. And she ran to fetch one, as Sally continued buttoning up the tiny black shiny round buttons that ran from the waist, right up to the high, satin and lace, collar.

Once she was in the dress, there was no escape for Stephanie. She would always need help to get in, or out, of it! But, of course, that was the idea.

So, as the buttons did up, each to their own tiny buttonhole, the dress clung to the satin corset under it, and fixed itself, ever more firmly, to Steffi’s excited, and slightly shaking, body.

She wanted to come right there and then, but now Tina was back with the cock-cage and would soon put her wild beast away and locked, out of sight, and out of any danger to the general public.

So, the metal contraption went on next and Tina had to slap down Steffi’s penis a couple of times, to get it to shrink sufficiently to enter its cage. Once in, it wasn’t coming out again till evening, and Steffi breathed a sigh of disbelief, as her state of arousal, was cut, so cruelly short.

The little click told her, her cock was caged, her rampant beast had been tamed and she had to cope with the frustration. She didn’t cope with frustration, too well!

Next came the gloves. These were again, separate to the dress, like the corset. They were another online purchase, to add to the ones that arrived almost daily, now. They were long, they were black, they were fingerless, and they were in latex.

They were sheaths of rubber that gripped her hands just above the knuckles, but then stretched up and up her pale arms, until they almost touched her shoulders, as they disappeared under the short, cap, sleeves, of the erotic maid’s dress. Her painted false fingernails projected from the ends of the two latex sheaths, and added a further touch of eroticism to the whole effect.

Then, a matching pair of latex pull-on stockings were gently teased up her slim legs, till they too disappeared, this time, under the heavy sea of net petticoats that were part of the sassy, satin, sissy, maid’s dress.

They snapped to her thighs about four inches short of her caged cock. And they stayed there, self-supported by the elasticity of the latex, which held to her lily-white thighs so tightly.

Stephanie’s, feet were forced into a pair of flat leather “pumps”, a size larger than normal, and elasticated themselves, around the instep, to accommodate the extra bulk of the latex stockings. The shoes had little flat kitten heels, and were designed to allow her to remain on her feet for long stretches, which was what housework days, were about.

She thought her dressing must be finished, but she was wrong.

A black and white, and red, latex, hood appeared. Another online purchase! Stephanie had grown accustomed to being hooded, but this was different to anything she had ever seen. It was designed like a bizarre black and white maid’s face, with pert little, red lips, where Steffi’s own lips would be sitting under the layer of glued black and white (and red) latex. When it went on, she realized her mouth aperture was open. She could talk, with some difficulty. But she could talk. Her eyes were not covered. She could see. With some difficulty. But she could see. And there were nose holes, under her nostrils. She could breathe. With some difficulty. But she could breathe. And, as she looked in the mirror, a bizarre, half-human, half-alien, half-female face, looked back at her, and as she spoke, the half-alien red latex lips moved.

And there, perched on the top of this display of sheer, latex, eroticism, was a little black and white, frilled, latex, maid’s cap. It was an added touch to the already bizarre apparition, which the whole hood made her into. And as the mask was zipped up the back, she saw Tina take a little padlock, and she heard the click, that signified she was locked into the mask, for the whole day. She would be able to eat and to drink. But only just. There was little room for error, in the small mouth aperture, afforded her.

And still, they were not finished. No wonder they’d all been up, at the crack of dawn! This dressing experience was the most elaborate that Stephanie had experienced. And she was garnering a lot of experience over the two and a half weeks, since her inception.

The last pieces of this erotic jigsaw, now became evident. The slight jingle of metal chains, gave the game away. Stephanie heard the next items of attire, before she saw them.

She was to be cuffed and chained into her outfit, so that her work, which was already going to be hampered by the intricacies of her attire, were now going to be handicapped further, by her arm and leg movements being limited.

A leather cuff went on each latex covered wrist and was held there with a tiny brass, padlock. A similar cuff went on each ankle but just buckled there, in the normal way. And a leather collar went around Stephanie’s neck, and encircled the spot where her latex hood met the collar of the satin dress, and it too was held by a small brass padlock.

And all these cuffs and collars were joined by a little web of fine metal, silver, chains. Her ankles were joined by a length of chain about 15-inches long, meaning her feet were confined and restricted to only taking small, mincing, steps. A fine, silver, chain, ran up from the centre of her ankle chains and met the chain that joined her wrists. This chain that joined her wrist cuffs together, was around 12-inches long, so she had up, down, and side-to-side movement, of her hands, but they too, were limited. And two final silver chains ran from each of her cuffed wrists, and up to meet the leather collar, now padlocked around her latex and satin-covered neck.

The pair of vixens doing this to her had worked in almost complete silence for twenty-five, or more, minutes. Obviously, the complex dressing demanded their fullest attention. But now, they were done, and could step back and admire the fruits of their labours.

“Right, that’s you done, I think,” said Sally, breathing a long sigh of relief that the whole jigsaw had come together, so beautifully.

“Phew!” added a satisfied Tina, “Well, that was a big effort, but doesn’t she look just divine?”

And then, new Housemaid Stephanie, satin and latex, sissy, Stephanie, was commanded to walk up and down and to give a twirl, to the amusement and admiration of her two biggest fans.

She soon realised the limitations of her movements, in the chain webbing that attached her four limbs together and all connected back to her neck-collar. She understood, too, the limitations to her speech and her sight, as she tried to see herself fully in the mirror and tried to say, “Thank you, Mummy. Thank you, Aunt Sally. Thank you both for this glorious, kooky, kinky, outfit.”

Today, was not going to be an easy day, she thought to herself, but it will be exhilarating!

“Now, Steffi, this is your outfit every Tuesday and every Thursday, for the rest of your time here with us. You’ll have to look after it. It has to last you, at least six weeks.” announced Tina.

“We hope you like it. I have to say, it cost you an arm and a leg,” added Sally, “You’re wearing about £350 of satin and latex there. I think the hood alone was around £75. And you are entirely responsible for making sure it’s all cleaned, and that latex is glossed up, nice and shiny, and it’s all ready to wear, each workday.”

Stephanie’s last thoughts were about how much it had all cost. It all looked and felt fantastic. And no amount of money was too much, for the enjoyment and sheer thrill, it was going to give her to be dressed in this wonderful creation, all day. And twice a week! And for another 6 weeks, or so!

“It’ll be easier next time,” said Tina.

And Sally agreed, “Yes, practice makes perfect. I think we’ll do it in around 15 minutes, now we can see how it all goes together,” she said. “We must talc up those gloves and stockings a bit more, though. They didn’t go on too easily!”

And they wouldn’t come off, too easily, either. Stephanie was now in this outrageously sexy outfit for at least the next ten hours, until Sally decided to release her from it. And she was going to love every minute of it.

“Right, let’s get a quick breakfast together, so I can spend some time admiring our new sissy, house-maid, here. Then I must pop off and get ready for work. I do so look forward to seeing her again, at mine, on Thursday.” remarked Tina.

And, as the three sat together for a quick bite to eat, Stephanie struggled with her cuffed and chained hands and carefully threaded her meagre portions of food and drink, through the tiny mouth opening, in her latex hood. Today, was, possibly, going to be the most “interesting” yet, of her short career, as sissy-Steffi. And she couldn’t wait to be left alone, to caress her own satin-clad body and try not to wake the sleeping beast, in its silver cage, dangling between her latex and satin-clad thighs.

Oh, my gosh! She loved being a sissy! So much!

Chapter 11

A Girls’ Night Out

Steffi’s weeks now settled into a routine. Well! It was routine in name, but never in nature.

Every Monday, with Sally, learning her domestic duties, learning to do her own make-up, always dressed to kill for the evening meal, which they shared in the preparation of. Stephanie loved the times with Sally, and grew very fond of her, all over again. And Sally, was growing fonder of Stephanie, than she admitted.

Tuesdays and Thursdays, were set aside for household chores. The two women always combined their efforts to get Stephanie into her satin and latex, maid’s outfit, early, before they went off to work and gave her the run of Sally’s house on the Tuesday, and the extra-long list of jobs in Tina’s house, on the Thursdays. The outfit had become one of Steffi’s firm favourites, and she just looked forward so much to wearing it, along with her cuffs and her chains, that it made the tedious jobs a thing to enjoy.

Wednesdays were set aside, for Stephanie to hold on to her website business and keep the trade, and the money, trickling in. She worked superfast these days, to ensure that all the rest of her time was free to devote to being just Steffi.

Fridays, were set aside for Baby Steffi and Mummy Tina to enjoy some “hard love” together. Almost invariably, Steffi would kick off about something that didn’t suit, and Mummy Tina would be obliged, as any caring mum would be, to deal very strictly with her truculent daughter. And the range of punishments was becoming more and more varied, and more and more creative. It nearly always involved bandages and adhesive tape and hoods, but it never ceased to amaze Steffi, the number of imaginative ways, you could use these items. They both looked forward to the next Friday, with eager anticipation.

And then Saturdays and Sundays were joint days, and had become family fun days, with a bit of banter, a bit of play, a bit of bondage, and quite a lot of special “benefits” bestowed upon little Steffi and her “toy dangly bits”, which held a huge degree of curiosity for both Mummy and for Aunt Sally, connected, as they were, to an outwardly, and overtly, feminine, body. They loved to play with them, and Steffi was only happy to share her toys, just as she’d been taught. Those moments of “sharing” were becoming more frequent, and most enjoyable, and they were the very best part of being Stephanie. Apart from all that satin, of course!

Now, almost exactly half-way into the arrangement, four-and-a-bit weeks gone, another four-and-a-bit to go, before debt paid and contract fulfilled, Stephanie was excited to be told she was going out for a girls’ night out, the following Saturday.

“Really?” she asked excitedly, “But not dressed like this?” and she fingered the little pink, satin, girly frock, she was wearing, with her fingers trapped inside the  little, pink, satin, girly mitts, she was also wearing.

Tina laughed, “No! Even I would draw the line at taking you out, in public, on a Saturday night, dressed like a two-year-old. We’re going to get you a proper dress to wear, or maybe a skirt and top, that will look right for a Saturday night out. We want to see if you can pass the acid test, and go out in public, as a female, without attracting any unwanted attention.”

“So,” said Sally, “We’re going, all three of us, to a bar we know, which is quiet and discreet and then to a nice restaurant, which you’re paying for, by the way. We know there are quiet little corners where we can sit and not draw attention to ourselves. It’s just your voice you have to be careful with. It’s a dead give-away. So, we’ll do any ordering of food or drinks. You just keep shtum!”

“If you pass the test, we might go somewhere a bit more adventurous, the following week. We want to try taking you out two or three times, before you leave us and venture out into the big, wide world, all awone.” laughed Mummy Tina.

Steffi didn’t find the idea of her going out into the big, wide, world, awone, very funny!

But she liked the idea of a bar and a restaurant. She missed some aspects of her social life and was grateful for any small opportunity to leave the house, or, rather, the “houses”.

Saturday, daytime, they bundled Baby Steffi back into the car for a trip into town, to buy a proper outfit for her evening out. They kept her in the back, and one of them sat with her, whilst the other went into a shop. Then they’d come back and say, they’d seen this, or they’d seen that. And if it sounded interesting enough, and Stephanie herself seemed keen enough, the other would go and have a look. They did this, three times, in three different shops, but neither could agree on the right look.

Then, bingo! “Now, I know it’s not what we were looking for, but I’ve seen this skirt and top and I think it looks just perfect. It’s right on trend. It’s sexy but not too revealing. It’s sophisticated but not stuffy. She can wear it dressed up or down with a few accessories, we’ve already got between the two of us, Tina. I think it’d be just perfect.” This was Sally talking and Steffi trusted Sally’s taste a little more than she trusted Tina’s!

The outfit, in question, was a smart, slightly flared, deep purple, leather skirt, that would come to just below Steffi’s knees. It was paired, on a shop dummy, with a pale lilac, satin blouson top with a low scooped neck, just high enough to hide a padded corset under, but low enough to be young and sexy.

Steffi nodded her bonneted head, enthusiastically, when asked about how she felt about going out in a little leather. She had her dummy gag in. They didn’t want her to have too much say in the preferences!

So, Tina went to have a look. And she came back, five minutes later, almost as enthusiastic, as the other two. “I definitely think that will show her curves off. And it doesn’t look too much for a quiet bar and a restaurant. I think you’re right. With a hidden corset underneath, and the blouson shirt out, over the skirt, I think she’ll look fab.”

So, that was decided, and Sally took the cash they’d got from the ATM, with Steve’s bank debit card, of course, and went to make the purchase. Stephanie sat drooling from her gagged lips, at the thought of going out, in satin AND in leather.

“Now, shoes or boots?” she asked of Steffi, when she returned to the car. “We can either use the black strappy shoes she’s already got, or the Mary Janes in black. Or we buy a purple pair of shoes or a pair of boots?”

Steffi was all for spending more money. She liked spending money, now it was going on girly things, but she was in no position to offer an opinion.

So, Tina, bless her, said what Steffi was thinking. “I think we go and find a reasonable pair of over-the-knee boots, in purple, if we can. Not leather, but a good imitation. She’s going to need boots for the winter and they’re really quite cheap in the market now. They don’t have to be too sturdy if she’s only going out once a week!”

And they drove off to the market hall, and to find somewhere hidden away where they could deposit, poor, car-bound, Stephanie, for a half hour, and go and choose a pair of boots for her.

The evening couldn’t come quick enough, and a freshly laundered, and thrilled, Steffi, sat down at the mirror to have a grown-up make-up job on her face and her black bob wig fashioned a little, to set off her painted feminine features.

Then the black satin corset went on and the two women strained to pull in her waist by an extra inch. She gasped, as they heaved, and they gasped, as she gasped, when she saw her figure in the mirror. Then they inserted the new breast forms that they had received from an online speciality store. And they all gasped again, as the exquisite figure took shape.

Then, on went the tights and the satin panties. No cock-cage tonight, they’d decided. The skirt dropped down and side-zipped up to her waist, and the beautiful, sleek, shiny, lilac, satin, blouson shirt, fell down, over her head, and her shoulders, and rested at the waistline of the fine, soft, purple, leather skirt.

And “Night Out Steffi” was ready to hit the town. She looked fabulous. She thought it, and, both Sally and Tina, confirmed it. She gave them both a grateful hug, to demonstrate how well-behaved and how well-mannered she had become.

This was to be a night to remember.

And, indeed, it was. The night went without hitch. Three glam ladies hit the bar and a few male heads turned, as a fine-figured, young lady, dressed expensively, in teasingly provocative, satin and leather, entered the bar and was guided to the furthest, quiet, corner by her two girlfriends.

They sat her facing out, to the sea of people in the main bar area and Tina went to get the drinks. Steffi wasn’t allowed a pint of lager! Nice girls drank wine or vodka or gin or a cocktail. So, she ordered a very large red wine, and was so nervous, she drank it almost like a pint, and soon had a second one in her hand.

Well, she was paying!

Three drinks later, and the three of them caused almost as much commotion leaving, as they had by arriving. Stephanie, the elegant one, in the middle, wearing that sexy leather, was swaying a little, from the effects of the first real alcohol she’d enjoyed in 5 weeks. The other two did their best to keep her upright and on the straight and narrow.

The restaurant was another success. Though, Steffi’s drink rate fell considerably. Wine here was £40+ a bottle! But the meal was great. And the drink had relaxed everybody, so the three laughed and drank and ate and laughed and chatted and laughed some more, like three old school mates, on a re-union. And no-one, in the entire restaurant looked as though they had an inkling that the curvaceous young lady in the expensive leather skirt, was, in fact, a curvaceous, and now, highly aroused, young man, in an expensive leather skirt!

It was, definitely, the best evening of Steffi’s existence And, possibly, the most enjoyable night Steve had ever had, as well.

She, Steffi that is, was so excited and so drunk that she instantly hugged and kissed the two friends who had given her this memorable evening, as soon as they ventured out, into the cold night air. The kiss to Sally, was supposed to be a friendly peck, but became a full-on, passionate kiss. So, then, Mummy Tina jealous of the attentions shown to Aunty Sally, demanded the same. And, before she knew it, Stephanie was being bundled into a black cab, to get her home and into their shared bed, as quickly as possible, so that a night of passion, involving all three of them, could be continued, under the sheets.

And what a night. It’s a good job, their houses were joined, and that they had no immediate neighbours. And, it was a good job that they had a supply of condoms to hand. Stephanie proved a very versatile, young, thing. And several pent-up weeks of abstention from full sex, was soon obliterated. And the three romped into the early hours.

Sunday, was declared a day of rest! They all needed it.

The week’s rota started again, Monday morning, as though the Saturday had never happened. Although, a second night out was promised for the following Saturday. Stephanie had passed her test, with flying colours, and her sexual athletics, immediately afterwards, had earned her fresh respect from her girl-friends. They’d like more of the same, next week, if you please!

Chapter 12

All Good Things . . .

“Well, Steffi, you’ve kept to your part of the deal. Tomorrow is your last day. Exactly 61 days since we caught you. But all good things must come to an end. Have you decided where you are going, after your little adventure into the world of cross-dressing?” Sally enquired.

“No, not at all. I haven’t got anywhere to go. You know that.”

“Well, you’ve got a pretty extensive wardrobe to accommodate somewhere, now. You might be interested to know that you’ve spent the princely sum of £2,860 on make-up, clothes, shoes and wigs. That includes the clothes you bought for us, of course. And we thank you for them.” said Sally, a broad smirk, on her face.

“So, you’ve spent all that in two months. Nearly three thousand pounds. In two months! In the same period, you made a net income of £1,450, after you’ve paid tax. Carry on like that and you’ll be broke within 6 months!” chipped in Tina.

“I think it was you two that spent it for me. Do I get control of my own money back, now?” Stephanie really wasn’t too concerned about the money. The experience had been worth every penny, and she didn’t want it to end.

“Once you leave, of course. But I do worry where you’ll go.” and Sally looked genuinely concerned for her best, new, sissy, girl-friend.

“Yes. And I’m worried about you too, believe it or not.” Tina continued, “In fact, we’ve been talking, Steffi. You know Sally and I have got quite close over this last couple of months, I mean closer than just friends. We’ve become lovers. And that’s sort of down to you. If all this hadn’t happened, you know, the nightdress thing and then Sally so upset, we’d probably never have realised that we had such feelings for each other.”

“Glad to be of service. My loss, I guess.” Said a regretful Steffi, who wished she had told her girlfriend, Sally, all those weeks ago, about wanting to dress up as a girl. Then, maybe, just maybe, she’d still have Sally, but also still be Stephanie?

“Yes,” agreed Sally, “Indeed it was your loss. But, we’ve also grown quite fond of Stephanie, you know? She’s become a sort of integral part of our relationship. It’s all kind of happened together. We’re really going to miss her, if she goes.”

“If she goes? So, what are you saying?” and Stephanie’s ears pricked up, clinging to one last shred of hope that she could remain here, where she felt safe.

“Well, we’ve talked around it all. We like living here and we’re going to make plans to live together. We think it would be a great idea to actually knock these two houses together. If we do that, we’ll have 6 bedrooms, two lounges, blah, blah, blah. It’s a very big house for two people to manage who work most of the time.” said Tina.

“We wondered about getting a maid. Someone to do for us, whilst we earn the dosh. And then we thought that’s silly. We’ve got you. Well, we’ve got Stephanie who doubles up as Maid, as young daughter to keep on the straight and narrow, and as older daughter, who could be made quite presentable and look quite sophisticated and might like to go out on the odd girls’ night. Restaurants, bars, cinema, the theatre. Turn a few heads in her sassy, satin, outfits.”

Sally took up the explanation, “What we’re saying is, would you consider staying, here, with us? And sort of continuing the roles you’ve got now? There could be some benefits. Like, we could be friends, with certain, sexual, benefits, you know?”

Now, they had definitely got Stephanie’s interest and her full attention, “So, I still do all the cleaning and household jobs, two days a week?”

“Definitely. That’s how you’d earn your keep.” said Sally.

“And I’d still do it, dressed in my maid’s outfit and chained up?”

“Absolutely! In fact, we would insist on it. And we’d probably look to be buying you another two or three maid’s dresses, so you can rotate them. Maybe one in red, one in green?” Tina nodded enthusiastically.

“And I’d have to cook a couple of times a week?”

“I think it’s best if we stick as closely to the present rota, as possible. It seems to fit around our working week and we’re all accustomed to it, now,” smiled Sally.

“I still get to wear the gowns and the corsets and the gloves?” asked Steffi.

“Undoubtedly. On the days, when it’s my choice.” agreed Sally.

“But the other days, I still get treated as a baby?”

“Certainly. I like you that way. And I do enjoy feeding you through your special dummy and through your hood. So, I really hope you won’t make feeding times, too easy for me!” laughed Mummy Tina.

“And what if I misbehave?”

“Then mummy will be very cross and will have to punish you. Most definitely.” warned Tina.

“So, you don’t mind if I misbehave occasionally?” asked Steffi, with a wry smile beginning to cross her face.

“I truly expect you to misbehave. The more times the better, I say. But that’s up to you. I’m sure I can always find an excuse to punish you, you know!”

“And I have to sleep in that dreadful satin sleeping-sack, thing, every other night?”

“Well, let’s say two or three nights a week. The rest of the time you’ll just be tied in your bed, or tied in our bed!” Sally said, with a cheeky grin.

“So, what do you say? Would you like to stay with us and live here as Stephanie, our best sissy-girly-friend, permanently?” asked the two grinning hyenas, now studying Stephanie’s face very closely.

The response came back, in a shot, without the slightest hint of any indecision,  “Well, d’you know, I think I might. But I warn you, I’m almost certain to spit my dummy out if you try feeding me from the bottle, again, Mummy!

“I’ll make a point of trying it, in that case.” Tina said, with another loud laugh.

“Aarrrhhh! Welcome to our home, Stef. We very much look forward to continuing with your up-bringing,” said a delighted Sally.

And the three girls looked from one to the other. Stephanie smoothed down her little girly satin frock, stood awkwardly for a moment, and then kissed her Mummy Tina and then her Aunty Sally, on their cheeks, and she blushed slightly.

And the Mummy, and the Aunt, both smiled and closed in on their little girl. They all hugged warmly, as they looked forward to their new life together.

“Now, it’s almost your feeding time, Baby Steffi. Where’s that bottle . . . and where’s that hood?” demanded Mummy Tina, as Stephanie prepared to throw a tantrum.

The End . . . or the beginning?
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