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The Attitude Adjustment and Appearance and Apparel Alteration Team

File # AB174EH – The Case of the Errant Husband

Wives, do your husbands constantly ignore you and your needs? Does he always put himself first? Or does he spend too many nights down the pub or watching the football with his mates?

You need the services of the AAAAA-Team to show your husband the error of his ways!

We are a dynamic organisation committed to adjusting the wayward attitudes of some of the less, considerate, and more macho, self-centred of the male species, in our society.

Give us your beastly male for anything from 24 hours to a full 5 days and we will return him to you, as a changed person.

Send us your monstrous, egotistical, self-serving, male specimen, and we shall return him to you, as a gift-wrapped, adorable, playmate and loving companion.

Sounds too good to be true?

We pride ourselves on the ability to persuade any errant male to change their ways and will guarantee to return them to your care, as a completely changed individual. We have a 100% success rate and a visit to our new Attitude and Appearance Adjustment Factory will convince you that there is an alternative to putting up with the unloving, self-centred, unappreciative, male, in your life.

What have you got to gain? A uniquely, altered, adjusted and loving companion, who will always put your needs first.

The AA+A+AA - Team

The Attitude Adjustment and Appearance and

Apparel Alteration Team

File # AB174EH – The Case of the Errant Husband

“Well, wheel him in and let’s see what we’ve got. You say he’s not being very co-operative? Have the restraint team standing by, we might need to convince him, a little harder, that he’s not here for a holiday!”

Angel Paris was ready to receive her first guest of the week, a Mr. Colin Potter, by name, an errant, unfaithful, husband, by nature. And he wasn’t coming quietly. In fact, he had struggled all the way from his local pub, where he’d been spending his Saturday lunchtime, with the “lads”, and where they’d picked him up, just 45 minutes earlier.

His desperate wife had seen the advert for the AA+A+AA-team and had phoned the discreet number, not really expecting they could do anything for her, but their response had been very positive, so, she’d paid a visit to their new “Rehabilitation Centre” as they’d called it, over the phone. And, what she’d heard, and seen, there, was sufficient to convince her that there was help, available, out there, and that she desperately needed it.

That was just two weeks ago and today, this was the culmination of two weeks of planning and consultation with Angel Paris, who had assured Felicity Potter that the AA+A+AA–Team could affect a dramatic change in her husband and stop his wayward, unfaithful, ways.

And now, here he was, Colin Potter, secured to a hospital type, mobile trolley bed, and being wheeled into the Reception Area #2 of the AA+A+AA–team’s new Living Doll Factory, only officially opened two weeks previously, and welcoming its tenth guest, Mr. Potter, already.

“Ah, Colin isn’t it? Welcome to our little Adjustment Facility, or Living Doll Factory, as we like to fondly call it. How was your journey? Smooth ride, I trust?”

“Gggggrrrrrmmmmppppphhhhh!”

“Oh, I’m so sorry Mr. Potter, I didn’t quite catch that, would you mind repeating?”

“GGGGGGMMMMMMPPPPPHHHHH!”

“Oh, I see, you didn’t enjoy the journey, too much. Well, I do apologise. We’ll have to improve our pick-up service. It’s a fledgling little concern, we have here, you see, we’re bound not to get everything right, in the first few weeks, but, so long as we learn and improve. That’s my motto “Listen, Learn, Improve!” What’s your motto, Mr. Potter? Would it be “a bird in the pub is worth more than a wife in the house”? Would that be the motto you live by, Mr. Potter? I think your wife assumes so. Let me explain, the young lady you just tried to pick up in the “Bird in the Hand” public house, is well known to us. We pay her, to root out men like yourself, and tempt them with the prospect of a quick tumble between the sheets. Unfortunately for you, whilst Nadia, your little bit of skirt, actually works for me, I now actually work for a Mrs. Felicity Potter. Yes! You’re wife. I see you remember her name! And Felicity asked me the other day, if I could do something to stop her husband, Colin, I think he’s called, if I could stop Colin, from going after every bit of skirt he sees, and make him realise what a delightful wife he has, running the home, washing his shirts, darning his socks and cooking his meals.

So, I told Felicity, I’d see what we could do about it and, you know what, Colin? I think we’ve come up with the perfect solution. So, here you are to test my little theory. You see, I told Felicity, if she would be good enough to let me borrow you, just for four days, that I could make a very different person of you. And, now that you’ve accepted my invitation to stay with us for four days, I’m going to see if I can deliver on my promise to your dear wife, Felicity.”

“GGGrrrrmmmmmppphhhhhhhhhhhh?????”

Well, I’ll explain it all as we go along but, we run a little enterprise here, where we take men, just like you, and turn them into something much more, lovely, to look at, and certainly much pleasanter to be around. And you’re the lucky recipient of one of our major prizes, in our weekly raffle, and so, here you are, to collect your prize. And you get to stay with us for four whole days, and nights, by the way. Won’t that be lovely?  And, to make your stay here, much more interesting, we’ve decided to set you a few challenges and a few little tests, to see if you can become the person we want to return, back home, to Felicity. And the first test is to see if you can speak back to me properly, when I address you, so I am going to take that horrible, big, ball gag, out of your mouth and see what responses I can get to a few easy questions. Fair enough?”

“GGGrrrrmmmmmppphhh!!!”

“Okay, so head up, let me just get to the buckle there and see if I can make this a bit easier for you. Ah! There we go. I think that’s got it. Open wide!”

“What the hell do you think you’re doing? Let me loose. Now! Bloody well untie me from this bed.” Colin Potter screamed at his tormentor.

“Now, Mr. Potter, I’ve been very polite to you. The least you could do is talk politely back and answer a few questions, in a civilised manner. And by the way, you’re strapped, not tied, to that bed. Let’s get the vocabulary correct, shall we?”

“I’ll give you civilised. And I’ll get the vocabulary correct, you bitch. Let me go. What the hell do you think you’re doing. And that slut in the pub. She was the one flirting with me.”

“Now, now, Colin, please! Talk like this will get us nowhere. Let me explain why you’re here and then it will all become clear. And then, maybe, we can UNSTRAP you from this bed. So, are you going to listen?”

“Listen? Listen? I’ll bloody listen and then I’ll kick your arse, woman. I’ll bloody well kill you, if you don’t set me free.”

“Oh dear! It seems you’re not happy. Angel Maria, could you ask the restraint team to meet me in the next room, in a few minutes, please? Now, I’ll give you just the briefest of explanations and then we shall proceed with your treatment, Mr. Potter. And, I’m afraid, it won’t be as pleasant as we could have made it, because you really are being, downright, offensive.

So, your wife is not happy. She is paying us to make her happy. And she will be happy when you treat her with the respect and the dignity, and show her the common courtesies, and the attention, she deserves. So, we are going to do you an enormous favour. We are going to not only show you how to properly treat a woman, but we are going to show you how to properly behave like a woman, how to be a woman, how to think like a woman, and, most importantly, how to properly BE a woman.

We are going to start with some simple ways in which you can regulate your masculine behaviour and then we are going to allow you to see what it entails, to actually be a woman.

We are going to feminise you, Mr. Potter. Completely! And, might I add, PERMANENTLY! We decided, with your wife, that the best way to get you to appreciate a female, was for you to become one. And, lucky you, for you to remain one, forever more. And so, Colin Potter is no more. Colin ceased to exist when we wheeled you through that door. Now, you are nothing, an empty vessel, which we are going to re-train, re-educate, re-structure, reform and remodel, to become a thing of beauty and a thing of grace and compassion.

Soon, we are going to remove every last bit of macho masculinity from that imperfect body of yours, and replace it with a much more, delightful, much more, pleasant, and much more, feminine, character. Four days from now, you will return to your wife, a different person. She will barely recognise you and you will barely recognise yourself. And the world will be all the better for it!

Now, I know you are lost for words, just now, but, we’ll give you a little time to get used to the idea and then we will begin your transformation. And you know, if you begin to co-operate with us, I think you might just enjoy the experience we’re about to bestow upon you. Now, just the other side of that door over there, is my team of ladies waiting to welcome you. I’ll introduce you to them and then leave you with them for a while, so they can calm you down, make sure you are comfortable . . . and then, we’ll let the magic begin and see if we can’t make a lovely woman out of you. Wheel him through, please!”

“But wait! Wait! What are you talking about? You can’t do this. Listen!” Colin Potter was afraid, for the first time in a very long time. And his voice betrayed the fact.

“I’m sorry, Colin. You had your chance. Now, I’m afraid, we have to do things a little differently to the way we would have liked. Enjoy the ride! See you in just a moment and then your little treat will begin in a little while!”

And the double swing doors parted as the hospital trolley bed was pushed out of the reception area and into the pre-chamber of the facility’s automatic processing route, for the first part of Colin Potter’s transformational experience, that would see him become a her, and Colin become a Corinne.

Waiting the other side of the doors, were two very sturdy looking women who thanked the smaller woman wheeling him through and took over the trolley. They stared down at their captive patient, as the doors swung open once more and Angel Paris strode in.

“Ah! I see you have already met my two helpers. Now, Colin here is not being very co-operative, so I wonder if you could get the lip flange gag and the eye-pads for me, whilst I try to explain what is going to happen to our, pretty young she-male prisoner here.” A moment later, and, as she spoke, Angel Paris hovered over the trolley-bed, holding a strange looking set of lips with a long rubber flange, like a pink rubber tongue protruding from the back of the pink rubber lips.

“You’re bloody mad. Let me go! Now! Let me GO!” shouted Colin, but Angel Paris appeared unimpressed.

“Oh dear, what did I tell you. Ladies, just hold his head and pinch his nose for me, would you. Thank you.”

And, as the two held his head in a clamp-like grip and one of the pair pinched his nostrils together, Colin was forced to part his own lips and accept the new pair of rubber ones proffered to him, by a determined Angel Paris.

“Good! That’s right. Now, clamp his lips down on that gag, please, ladies!” she ordered, and the pair did as they were bid, still holding his head firm and fast.

“Right, I think you can let go, now.” Said Angel Paris, and the two stood back as Colin tried to eject the long rubber flange that was now clamping down his tongue and rendering him speechless.

“I don’t think you’ll get that out until we decide it’s coming out,” Angel Paris exclaimed, “It’s got a very fast acting adhesive on the rubber lips holding them to your own and holding them tight together with that rubber flange pressing down against your tongue. They won’t come off until we use a special lotion to get them off. And they look lovely, by the way. A little like the pouty lips we’ll be giving you, as part of your feminization process. Now, hold him again, please, whilst I apply these.” And Angel Paris pressed the first of two adhesive pads over Colin’s right eye, which he instinctively closed, as the pad was directed towards his eye-socket. Soon, the left eye received the same treatment and now, two fleshy coloured pads ensured that his eyes remained closed, as the adhesive stuck them fast to his closed eye-lids.

“Good, first part done. Now, Colin, we are going to unstrap you from this bed and take all your clothes off you. And then you’ll feel yourself being tied, standing, to a frame. Don’t worry, it might feel a little strange, but it’s purely to enable us to process you. We’re putting you on a moving frame which will carry you through to next door. Once there, you need to remain as perfectly still as is possible, to avoid getting cut. We have some robotic arms which are going to give you a very close shave. Literally. An all-over close shave. Now, they are computer controlled and usually very, very accurate, but, if you bounce about too much, you risk getting badly nicked by one of the blades. So, for your own sake, please remain as still as you can.

Once you’ve had your shave, you’ll be off again and find yourself in the next chamber, where you’ll be sprayed all over. Now, I have to tell you this stings a little. It’s to make sure, we get every last hair and that it doesn’t grow back again. So, it has to stay on you for around ten minutes, and it won’t be pleasant. But then, you’ll get it all washed off and you’ll get a lovely shower and a blow-dry. And then we can start your attitude adjustment.”

After her bizarre explanation, Angel Paris then turned, matter-of-factly, to her two butch female assistants and fired off several instructions to them, which she delighted in making certain Colin heard and fully understood, as he lay there now mute and blind.

“When our guest is dry, please corset her tightly in one of the leather training corsets, and hood her and put her in the thigh-length ballet boots. Then make sure she’s tied back to the frame and I’ll be back to see her, and we can transport her through to Angel Marlene’s department and they can start her attitude training, immediately. We need to move on this, as I’ve promised we’ll have her packaged and delivered back, to her owner, in four days, by Wednesday. Understood?”

Colin listened, with incredulity, as the two helpers answered that yes they understood their instructions, completely, AND, TRY AS HE MAY, HE DID NOT UNDERSTAND, AT ALL!

And Angel Paris was gone, doubtless to greet another arrival, as Colin felt hands pulling at his shoes and socks and any loose clothing and then felt scissors cutting away his shirt, his trousers, his boxer shorts.

Soon, he was entirely naked and shivered with both fear, and shame, as he realised how hopeless his situation had so quickly become.

Once he was completely devoid of all clothing, he could no longer force himself to struggle, as he felt the strong leather straps loosening and his arms held firm, as he was raised from the bed and stood upright and then led to another part of the room, where he was contained within a metal frame, roughly the size of a door frame.

His arms were taken to the two, top, corners, of the metal framework and then he felt and winced as strong cords held each arm raised and out. He tried to kick out with his legs, as the same two pairs of hands spread these out and roped each ankle to the two bottom corners of the rectangular frame and then, he was lost, and alone, as the grip of the now familiar hands left him, and he tested the strength of his bonds, only to discover he was most expertly, and effectively, tied to the frame which would remain his new home, for some hours.

He heard movement and he held his breath as, quietly, the two “captors” discussed something together, in muted tones. Then, he heard a noise of a motor, from somewhere above him, and the frame, holding his shaking, quaking body, jerked into motion.

As he struggled, futilely, against his bonds, the automatic transporter, carried him, almost effortlessly, towards the rubber curtains that would part to allow his naked flesh to enter the shaving, and then the depilatory chambers, where every last hair on his body, from head to toe, would be taken from him and his sensitised body treated, so that no new growth would spoil his future doll-like appearance.

The two, satisfied, captors, watched him disappear, and then moved themselves to follow his carriage, but on the spectator side of the chamber, to observe the process and check that he was successfully deprived of each, and every, last male hair.

___________________

“Oh! That already looks so much better,” Angel Paris smiled as she congratulated her two helpers on the initial process. She inspected the pink, hairless body and blinded, muted, head, as the metal transporter frame had ground to a halt after its passage through the three de-foliating and washing chambers.

“Now, if you wouldn’t mind, I’ll watch her get hooded and corseted and booted and suited, and then we can call on Angel Marlene’s team to begin her attitude adjustment procedures. I sense she’s already a little less aggressive than before we started. Let’s hope she’s a quick learner.”

The lip gag and eye-pads remained in place, but Colin, now completely bereft, as he realised how effectively his body had been deprived of all hair, felt the added pressure and smelt the unmistakeable odour of leather, as the tight, restrictive hood, was forced down over his head.

He felt the hood tightening, as sturdy laces were pulled and adjusted at the back to pull in any excess leather and ensure that the hood conformed to the features of the face, precisely. He struggled, for a moment to breathe, as he panicked, before realising that adequate perforations, sited below his flaring nostrils, allowed the easy passage of air and he could relax. If only a little!

He felt the garment going around his upper body and the fiddle, at his front, to get the busk fastenings together, in a line from his chest down to just above his groin. But he was taken aback, as the fiddling of hands, now went, from in front, to behind, and he felt the garment pulling, in, and in, and even further in, until his entire torso felt as though it was being constricted so tightly, that the discomfort of the hood against his face, became a minor distraction, compared to the forces altering his entire upper body shape.

He wanted to scream. He wanted to tell them to stop. But the effective gag between his lips and the outer covering of leather prevented all sound from emitting. He tried to adjust his breathing to compensate for the life being cinched out of him, but the pressure of the steel boned, and stiff leathered, corset, kept pressing harder, and ever harder, against his flesh.

And then it was done. Angel Paris had determined that enough flesh had been compressed and re-arranged, for now, and bid the two tormentors to cease and tie off all the excess lacing.

“Right, before untying her ankles and booting her, please would you put that ugly piece of male appendage safely out of my sight. It’s disturbing me. Use a black silicon cage and cover it up. It’s upsetting me to see it dangling there, in that hairless void of flesh. And then we can put her in the really tall ballet boots and teach her the first principles of deportment and balance.”

Colin sensed the same pairs of hands now fiddling with his penis and wanted to pull away and scream at them to stop, but he could do nothing to prevent the silicon cock cage from enclosing his rod and the retaining ring encircling his scrotum. He flinched as the hinged ring closed around his sac and then gasped as he felt the linking rods, being connected and the padlock going home and, the tiny hint of a “click” confirmed it, and he knew that his male flesh was completely encased within the confines of the soft silicon cage.

Then he felt the ropes at each ankle loosen and his legs were free, and he took the opportunity to flex his muscles and relax them, after their prolonged captivity.

But now, a whole new sensation was about to overtake him, as he sensed and then felt, each foot, and then each leg, slowly being encased within a high, high, sheath of leather. As his foot was forced into the ballet-style shoe of each boot, he relied heavily on his outstretched arms holding his body weight, against their rope bindings. Then, as he felt the extreme angle at which each foot was pointed downwards, he moaned, as he felt the zip to each thigh-high boot, being slowly but surely, pulled up and up, bringing the leather encasement, in, tighter and tighter, to each leg, as the stiff leather sheathes, enveloped his lower limbs, from down-pointed toe, to the highest heights of his, already aching, thighs.

This was a perverse form of torture, he told himself, as he felt his toes pushing down and the strain, of this precarious position, ascending up his leg muscles, as each high, stiff, ballet boot, tightened its grip against his calves, his knees, his thighs and then, almost, into his groin.

And then, expecting both legs to be taken back out to the corners of his mobile metal frame, he was slightly relieved to find that they were actually forced together and then were being strapped, or roped, into one straight, vertical, column, of leather covered, flesh.

Tight leather straps held the thigh-booted legs together at points above and below the leather embraced knees, and a more complicated arrangement of lower strapping, both gripped his ankles together, tight, but also, fastened them to the bottom horizontal, of his suspended, metal, transport frame.

“Good!” proclaimed Angel Paris, “That looks fine. So, let’s begin her processing. Send her to Angel Marlene’s Attitude Adjustment Department and follow these instructions, to the letter. Put her on the “Flogger” for just one hour, Level 3 Moderate, I don’t really think she’s deserving of the Severe setting. Alternate the crop and the paddle on her rump and see if that affects a radical change. Play the directive acoustic recording, whilst she’s being punished, to entertain her, and to warn her what will happen if she doesn’t behave and change her ways.

Then I want her taken off the frame and taken to the Contemplation Chamber for two to three hours. The pole and harness assisted freestanding position, please, with the posture collar and the upper body harness. Monitor her after the first two hours, if she’s not stressing, leave her another hour. And play the soothing contemplative music and monologue whilst she’s there.

Then I want her de-booted, unhooded and fed and watered, before popping her into a sleeping smock and changing her to a Type 3A hood, and then, put into her restraining cot to rest for 6-8 hours. We’ll re-assess her tomorrow morning, early, and decide if we can move on to Stage 2, with the first permanent make-up session, and wig-fitting. If she’s not settled, we’ll send her back to Angel Marlene and do some more attitude training.

Now, do you understand all of that? I’ll pop in to see her during the Contemplation period and see how she’s coping. She seems to be okay in the boots, but I know they must be pretty uncomfortable. Oh, and she needs to shed a few pounds, so keep her diet light.”

The two hench-women nodded that they had fully understood their instructions and they moved to the remote-control box, to set the transport frame in motion, once more.

Poor bound and sightless, and gagged, ex-Colin, set off through the left-hand pair of swing doors, on her metal framework, teetering on her pointed toes in the majestic, thigh high, ballet boots, as her twin captors followed along the pedestrian route to pass on their precise instructions to Angel M’s crew.

Angel Paris watched the strange trio fully, disappear, from view, as a wry grin crossed her face, “This one will acquiesce easily!” she thought to herself. She considered herself a very good judge of these things!

The figure on the frame dangled, unresisting, as her two minders passed on their directive to Angel Marlene’s assistant and then steered the frame towards a small ante-chamber, to the left of the Attitude Adjustment reception area.

The “Flogger” was a relatively simple affair. Simple – but effective. It was a small area which accommodated either one framed traveller or two free-standing guests, at a time. Today, ex-Colin, soon to be christened Corinne, was its only visitor.

The frame holding her, jerked to a halt and the two attendants left, their job done. The AA assistant now took over and fixed the frame centrally and made minor adjustments to the two, robotic arms, that extended from either side of the small chamber. Then she carefully swept each arm across, manually, to check that she had set them correctly before moving to the side control panel. As she set the controls and pressed the start button, she watched as each arm flicked out and landed a sharp blow on the exposed flesh that was her captive’s bare rump. The first arm carried a short, leather, switch, like a riding crop, that swung across and landed a striking blow, horizontally, across the left buttock, leaving a thin, red, line, as a marker of its contact. It then swung back, and the right arm flicked across and planted a paddle spank across the right buttock.

Then the left arm flicked out again and, extending itself slightly, reached across and planted a flick of crop against the right-hand buttock. It retracted, and the right arm extended out and spanked the left buttock with the flat paddle.

At each blow, the leather-encased body, hanging there, reacted with a groan and a jerk against the ropes holding their arms akimbo and the tight leather straps holding their legs in one straight, vertical column.

The operator seemed satisfied that she had got the correct distances calibrated on the flogging machine and then speeded up the motion slightly so that one blow was landed to each buttock, every 15 seconds. Two blows per minute, to each bare buttock, as the owner of the bare flesh jerked and writhed on her imprisoning frame.

When fully satisfied that all her settings were sufficient, and not beyond the moderate setting of severity, she set the recording going that played into the head of the captive soon-to-be, she-male.

“This is your punishment for all your infidelities and all your past mistakes,” it played, as the recipient stopped her jerking, as though attending to the recording, “Learn from your mistakes. Change your ways. Become a more considerate partner and this punishment will be replaced with rewards.”

The tape played on and on, spewing forth its message of reconciliation and its promise of kinder treatment if the recipient changed HER ways. And ex-Colin, soon to be Corinne, listened and groaned as he realised her fate was almost entirely sealed.

For one solid hour, Corinne tolerated the moderate level spanking, and striking, she was subjected too. It had almost become a distraction rather than a real punishment, as the light blows landed on her bare flesh, just above where the ballet boots, came to an end, high up in her crotch. The strain on her stretched, and booted, legs was proving more disconcerting than the relatively soft blows landing on her rump and she strained to take some weight off her aching limbs.

And then, it was all over, as the operator returned to the control panel, checked the timer and switched to slow mode and then, finally, to STOP.

She went to inspect her patient’s reddened buttocks and was satisfied that no real damage had been done. She took a tube of lotion and gently squeezed some out and spread it across the reddened area of bare skin and Corinne moaned, appreciatively, as the soothing lotion eased any discomfort.

And then she heard a shout for assistance, as her legs, first, and then her twin arms were released from her bonds.

“Help me get her to the Contemplation Suite,” her ears heard, through the muffling leather hood, “And bring a posture collar!”

She was half carried, and part dragged, and part walked herself, on her thigh high stilts, her toes bearing the brunt of any body weight that was not supported by her two carers.

She groaned into her very effective lip gag, as she struggled to cope with the downward projection of her feet, forced into that position by the resistive ballet boots, with their achingly high, heels.

Then she arrived in the next but one chamber to the “Flogger” and was pressed back against something, that helped support her tired legs.

If she had been able to see, she was in a small, almost circular chamber, that was just big enough to accommodate her, and one assistant, either side, who now started the next part of her Attitude Adjustment training. She had been parked up against a vertical pole that rose from the central floor of the small chamber. Now, one of her attendants began to adjust the height of the pole so it reached up, between her reddened buttocks and to her corseted waist.

As they raised the pole, slightly till it was at the optimum height, the other had begun to fasten a stiff collar around Corinne’s already hooded head. The collar was braced with short steel bones to make it stiffened in four areas, equi-distant around the stiff, black, wide, band of leather. This, like the body corset, was designed to hold its wearer upright and straight and, as the collar was laced around Corinne’s neck, she felt her head raised and straightened, until it was impossible to move it up, down, or even side to side. She wondered what on earth was going to happen next, but had little time to reflect on the possibilities, as she felt busy hands, attending to her twin booted legs.

The pole, or upright post now extended right up to the small of Corinne’s back and she felt herself pressed back against it. As soon as they were satisfied she was in the correct position, the integral leather straps, attached to the metal post, were brought into play.

The first, at her ankles, went around both booted limbs and then back behind the metal of the post, where they met and were buckled tight.

The second, just a few inches higher than the first, went around her calves and back behind and then were cinched in and held her lower legs direct to the post.

Two more straps attached to the post went around her knee area and her upper thighs, very close to the tops of her extreme thigh ballet boots and dangerously close to where her imprisoned, penis, dangled, in its black silicon cage.

Corinne “Huummpphhhed!” into her gag, as the last strap forced its way home and gripped her booted thighs, immovably, to their metal host.

But her tormentors were not finished, by any means, and she felt a further and much broader strap go around her waist from the very top of the three-foot, or so, high, metal stanchion.

This was a broad waist-band which had two effects. Firstly, it cinched her waist in even more than the corset was already doing, by another inch or so, and she struggled to accommodate it. Secondly, though, and to her relief, it supported her lower body sufficiently and attached it so forcibly to the metal stand, that it took a deal of the pressure, off her booted toes.

As she stood there, her collared and hooded head, held high, and her twin-leathered legs, fixed inescapably all the way up the metal post, she felt each arm being raised, until they were held out, either side, just at shoulder height.

If she had seen the strange harness contraption descend from the ceiling, she might have feared what the web of leather strapping and sheathing and metal hanging chains was to be employed for. Fortunately, she was spared any sight of the weird web of metal and leather and could only stand there, as the harness was fitted to her neck, her head and her two raised arms.

Each arm was slid inside a long, circular sheath of leather that dangled on three lengths of silver chain.

As each arm was threaded in to the leather sheath, that extended from shoulder of each arm, to knuckle of each hand, three leather straps tightened around each limb, to hold it firmly in place. Then the slack was taken up, in the three dangling chains that held the harness, on either side and the arms were held rigid, out, at each side of the vertically affixed body, as though held on an invisible cross.

Then the central part of the harness was attached, first to the posture collar, specifically designed to match to the head harness and then a final leather strap, went under the chin and around each side of the hooded head until the two ends met at the crown of the leather-enveloped skull, and were buckled together to hold the head rigid and upright. The last chain holding this head and collar harness was taken up slightly until Corinne’s head was stretched as upright and as tight as possible, and the job was, almost complete.

Corinne now presented a completely helpless and pitiful figure. Her legs, encased as they were in the mountainous towers of leather boot, were fixed firmly to the metal standing post. Her corseted body, in the stiffened leather corset was held, at the waist by another unmoving band of stiff leather. Her arms were held out, rigid, at either side of her leathered body, by twin sheaths of leather and these were attached, in turn, to the fearful head harness which kept her hooded head and collared neck, held upright, and pointing directly forward, all held by the mass of seven chains, that held the upper body, fixed so inescapably.

She groaned and moaned, as she tested what movement she had. There was virtually none. The only relief to her was that the strapping and harnessing had taken a good deal of weight off her legs and her pointed toes were not bearing the full weight of her leather-enveloped body.

She hung there, half standing, half suspended, as a new tape of soothing, contemplative music, with an added, spoken soundtrack began to play and filter through all her encasements, to fill her head with reflective sounds and messages.

In between the meditative music, she heard odd phrases, “A new life!” “A new you!” “A softer, gentler, happier you!” “A life of eternal femininity!” “Corinne, you will be the loveliest of lovely ladies”!” “Let us help you!” “Let us show you a new way to live!”

All this filtered through to a completely baffled and befuddled hooded head, as Corinne listened to the recording, in wonderment. By the time she had heard the name “Corinne” used at least 6 times, she had grown as accustomed, as she possibly could, or would, to her discomfort, and had resigned herself to her new, and unique situation. As she hung there and tried to ignore the pains shooting up her two trapped legs, her two persecutors set the timer to warn them when the minimum two-hour period of “contemplation” was over and they needed to check if their victim could take another hour, of this, the most precarious of positions.

_______________________

“So how is our new little she-male, Corinne doing?” it was the familiar voice of Angel Paris, addressing her two Attitude Adjustment Officers.

“Yes, seems fine. We’ve been checking her regularly and she hasn’t made any over-indulgent noises, or much of a fuss. She actually appears quite calm about it. It’s been 1 hour and 48 minutes now.” said hench-woman #1.

“Good. I’ll check her myself. If she’s not stressed, I think another hour might convince her that we mean business,” replied A. Paris, as she surveyed the picture before her. She wandered over to check the bindings that held poor Corinne still as firmly to her pole and to the harness hanging from the ceiling, as when she’d first been bound there. Paris nodded in praise of the effectiveness with which she’d been affixed.

“This is very good. Well done both of you. I like a neat job. I agree with you, she seems almost as though she’s asleep, breathing seems regular, heartbeat and all the rest look good. I’ll come back in an hour. Just keep an eye on her, for any signs of distress, otherwise, she’ll take no harm.” And Angel Paris exited, places to go, other guests to see!

In fact, Corinne was not asleep but in some kind of almost trance-like state. She’s passed through any pain barrier, if this predicament presented such a thing, and was now quite relaxed about her position, knowing she could do nothing to change it. She’d let her mind drift and, as it drifted, she’d thought of all the times Colin had let his wife, Felicity, down. How many affairs had he had, behind her back? Three? Or was it four? Did that one-nighter count as an affair? If so, it was probably five, or even six, times, come to think of it!

And, as his mind wandered, Colin wondered if he really did deserve this most bizarre of revenges. And wondered just what was in store. And, as he thought, and as he pictured himself, his body now completely without hair, his flesh so damned sensitive, his whole form covered in head-to-toe, tight, kinky, leather, and his poor, racked body, pinned tightly in strict bondage, he got, just a little, turned on, at the image he was conjuring up.

He was brought back to reality as he felt his bonds loosen and his arms drop to his side. Then his head was released, as the awful posture collar was disposed of. And then, he fell forward into the arms of his two rescuers, the same two persons that had inflicted this on him, as they brought him down from his imaginary cross.

He remembered little for the next hour. He was released from the hood and the lip gag was eased from between his tender lips, but his eyes remained taped shut. He saw nothing.

He was fed some mush, not bad tasting mush, but mush, nevertheless. He didn’t even attempt to guess what it was, yoghurt and fruit, maybe? He drank thirstily at the water offered him and he sighed with relief as the thigh high boots and the constricting corset, were, finally, taken from his body. He ached, he was tired, and he was hungry. And he was non-resisting, as his sensitive skin was washed down with some fragranced water and dried off, and the satin smock, or night-gown, was dropped over his head.

He went to complain as the new leather hood descended over his face and the integral ball gag, although small, still intruded hugely, in his mouth. He wanted to cry out, as the hood tightened its grip on his features, as he heard, first the zip, then felt the laces tighten the leather covering till it conformed exactly to his face. He found breathing easy. But crying out was not an option. He was entirely silenced.

Then he was led to his small holding room, or cell, where a large, cot-like bed with raised sides, one of which dropped down to allow him to be fed into the cot, was to be his resting place for the night.

He felt both ankles being secured with straps. He felt more straps hold his arms rigidly to his sides and he groaned as a strap went over his chest and across from one side of the bed to the other. A final strap went over his waist. And he was secured for the night.

It took no time for him to fall into a deep, but uneasy, troubled, sleep.

_____________________

“Corinne! Corinne! Good morning. You’ve had a very long sleep but now it’s time to continue with your training and your transformation, my dear!”

The voice was familiar, the tone rather condescending. So, it hadn’t all been a bad dream! This was really happening. All night, Colin, or ex-Colin, or Corinne-to-be, had tossed and turned. Well! At least as much as his bonds would allow. But, in his head, he had tossed and turned a lot, as the image of him, dressed as a her, in leather corset and leather thigh-high boots, and bound tight to a post, recurred and recurred. And now, here it was again, that name! That bloody name! Corinne! Corinne! He felt he was in hell and, now rested, and revitalised, he was not in any mood to succumb to this ridiculous plot.

As the straps were released from his body, at the chest and the waist, he raised his head when prompted to do so, and felt nimble fingers working at the lacing behind his head, and his now calculating, considering, planning, scheming, brain.

Then the hood was worked off and his flushed face appeared in its full, masculine glory. Glorious, in all but the completely bald bonce, where once, Colin, had sported a creditable head of dark hair. His eyes were still taped shut but the awful rubber ball gag, integral to the inside of the night-hood, was out and he licked his dry lips. Then he heard the same, matronly voice, speaking into his ear.

“Now, is Corinne ready to accept her fate and move on to the next stage? Or does she need a little more persuasion, on the flogger?”

“I’m ready!” muttered the dry-mouthed, satin-gowned, Colin, his arms and legs still tethered to the cot-bed.

“Are you sure, Corinne? Are you sure we can count on your full co-operation today?” persisted the unseen female’s voice.

“Yes, I’m ready to co-operate,” answered Colin, just awaiting the opportunity to fight his way out of this bizarre predicament.

Hands now played at his wrists and ankles and loosened off the strap bindings that had held him to his adult cot, for 8 long hours of the night. He breathed a silent, sigh, of relief, as the bindings gave way and he felt free, for the first time, properly in 18 hours, or more.

Then the cot side was dropped down, and two pairs of hands pulled at his silken robed body to pull him out and upright.

And then, he made his desperate bid to escape, figuring this was the best opportunity he was going to get, even if still blinded.

He had guessed that the eye-pads might stay on, in any case and soon, he may be re-tied and in an impossible position, so, his plan, naïve as it may be, was to fight off his captors now, take them by surprise, rip off the pads obscuring his sight, and make a dash for freedom.

And it might have worked, if,

a. there hadn’t been three females attending to him, where he’d figured there were only two,

b. if all the external exits were both locked and guarded, if not by an actual person, by cctv cameras and alarms, and

c. if the eye-pads had come off when he tugged at them. Oh, and

d. if the three women attending to him hadn’t anticipated that a refreshed, and none too bright, guest, just might attempt the impossible!!!

Colin, or Corinne, as she was most certainly destined to be, was no match for the three strong females, with several years of experience, in other locations, behind them. He wouldn’t have got through the first exit, without a key and a pass-code, and the eye-pads would only come off, if soaked for a few minutes, with some solvent to weaken the strong adhesive. 

Poor Corinne’s escape bid lasted roughly 30 seconds, before a still blinded she-male was, once again, fully subjugated and under control.

A very angry Angel Paris, blurted out, “You stupid, stupid, girl. What on earth were you thinking? Don’t you know how proficient, and how determined we are? Now, all I have to do is click my fingers and you’ll be back in the Attitude Adjustment Unit, in moments. And, I was so hoping that we could move on with this and get you to make-up and into your first proper clothes, today.

So, Corinne, I’ll tell you what we are going to do. I am going to get you dressed in your first, pretty, little, frock. And I am going to get a lovely female face onto you. And then, I am going to send you off to Angel Marlene and see if she can work her spell, on you, and get you to come to your senses. And THEM, MAYBE WE CAN STOP THIS SILLY BEHAVIOUR, ACCEPT WHAT WE HAVE PLANNED FOR YOU, AND START TO ENJOY OURSELVES!” these last words were shouted, loudly, for all the facility to hear, and Corinne, as she would, most definitely, become, and as, from now on, we will call her, recoiled, as she felt the full wrath of this crazy woman plotting her destiny.

Fifteen minutes later and Corinne had been stripped of her satin night robe, and she had been toileted and showered. Now she was being buffed dry with two large towels, by the two super-strength females, who were her attendants.

Still unable to see, and not daring now to make any further escape bid, Corinne allowed the two to dry her and lead her to the dressing area. She felt their hands over her body, as they took off the black, silicon, cage from her penis and set it aside for further cleaning. She felt them fiddle and diddle, as they installed a new cage, this seemed less flexible than the last, and it was. It was made of a harder resin plastic, substance, that had little of the flexibility of the previous silicon cage. And it was a bright red, to match the satin clothing, that was now being prepared for Corinne to wear.

She felt the garment go around her sensitized body. She felt the now recognisable procedure of tightening and lacing, and she felt the silky smooth, material, of the corset, which is what it was, pressing to her freshly laundered, and scented skin.

As she was told to raise her arms, she did so, without question, although her lips were unsealed. And, as she sat on the edge of the bed, she felt the same, silky soft material, extending up her twin arms, until, the gloves, which surely they were, had extended right up and beyond the elbow, to stop just short of each shoulder, which was still bare.

Then they saw to her legs and raised each in turn, to affix a boot, to each. But these boots were so unlike the strict training boots from the previous day. The material was soft, and seemed elasticated, so that, when Corinne heard the full-length zip, and felt it, going up the back of each leg, from ankle, all the way, to high up the thigh, she felt the soft material of the boot, cling to her limbs and grip them softly, in its silky hold.

And then, she felt her hands taken behind her and she felt the wrists being circled by something hard and unforgiving and then she heard the click as the two, stiff, and strong, leather wrist cuffs, were clipped together with a double, metal, snap clasp.

Then the same feeling was happening below as her ankles were also cuffed and these two harsh, leather, cuffs, were joined with a longer chain, each end fastened with a similar clasp, to the metal D-ring on each leg-cuff.

And then, Corinne was raised up, as she felt liquid being applied to the pads covering her eyes. And, miraculously, for the first time in many hours, she saw daylight, as the pads were lifted off, the adhesive, adhering them to her lids, combatted, by whatever they had soaked them with.

And then, as she blinked, she looked directly at the amazing reflection staring back at her, from the full-length mirror, she had been stood in front of.

There was the figure of a youngish, slightly plumpish, female, dressed in bright red, satin, almost like a sexy, Christmas fancy dress, female, Santa.

The corset was, in fact, a skirted corset that fastened down the front, with the traditional busk fastenings and laced up the back, just like yesterday’s absurdly tight leather corset. But this was in soft, silky, satin. It was still boned to constrict and support and re-shape, but it was a beautiful, red, satin affair, with a short, almost circular satin skirt, extending down below the corset hem, but with a slight waterfall effect so that the front of the skirt was raised up higher than the back and the back was slightly layered, to give almost a Victorian bustle effect to the corset. Peeking out from the front of the short skirt, was a red, cock-cage made of a much more solid looking substance than the previous day’s. It was a hard resin case, completely obliterating the sight of the male member it contained, and the entirely hairless scrotum, that lay behind it, added a bizarre effect to the whole picture. The cock cage swayed slightly, as Corinne turned this way, and that, to get a full view of herself, in the long mirror. Below the cage, were the silken satin tops of the amazing thigh boots, they had threaded her legs into. Each was like a sheath of shiny satin material, clinging tight to each towering leg, but gripping the leg all the way up into the hairless crotch. The red of the boots matched exactly the red of the corset “dress” and matched exactly, the red of the long satin gloves that covered each hand and arm, almost right up to the bare shoulders, which, apart from the incongruous face, was the only bit of bare flesh, really, left showing.

As Corinne stared at her reflection and tried to ignore the fact that the face was, most definitely, male, she felt a stirring of arousal below. Unfortunately, her cock was entirely tamed within its cage and was going nowhere. So, Corinne stared, instead, at the strange face looking back at her.

“Yes! Not pretty is it? That face?” she sensed and then saw Angel Paris standing at her left shoulder and also staring at the bizarre sight in the reflecting glass. “We could do something about that and make the face match the rest of the vision,” she continued, “But we won’t even go there until we have your complete compliance.”

Corinne gulped. She almost, almost, wanted to see the vision completed herself. The clothes were amazing. Her body, was amazing. The face looked ridiculous and, as she looked at it, intently, she gulped again.

“So, I have this for you,” said Angel Paris, holding up a limp piece of something, that intrigued Corinne, as she couldn’t quite see what it was.

Angel Paris enlightened her, “This is a latex mask,” she said, “You’ll wear it today. And you’ll wear it tonight. Tomorrow, if you tire of fighting us, we will dispense with it and start to create your perfect face. If we can’t do that, I’ll padlock you into this mask and you can stay in if for a whole week. It makes no difference to me. Now, when I put this on you, you must accept the rubber tube into your mouth. That is the only way you are going to get food and water for the next 24 hours. If you fight me, the mask will still go on, but we won’t feed you or allow you to drink. So, it’s your choice, really. What will it be? A nice, relaxed fitting, with the promise of some food afterwards? Or shall we have a battle and see if you lose again? Which you will, by the way. And then there will be no food, afterwards.”

Corinne was starving and the promise of food, even if delivered through a latex hood, was a much more attractive proposition than getting no nourishment whatsoever. She nodded and lowered her head to accept the latex covering, as Angel Paris came around to her front and held the limp piece of latex, open, and ready to receive its guest.

The smell of the freshly polished, and shined, latex, was overwhelming as it descended over Corinne’s bald head. She felt the stiffer rubber tubing brushing past her face, as Paris held out the front of the hood, until the majority of the latex had descended. Then, on instruction, Corinne opened her mouth and felt the significant length and circumference of rubber press into her mouth. Then the rest of the hood was pulled down, below her chin, and, as Paris released her hold on the front of the mask, it snapped to conform to Corinne’s features and pressed hard against her nose and her lips, and her eyes.

She felt the zip going up the back of the hood as she came to terms with the pressure of the latex, now gluing itself to her face. She was relieved to find that there were decent breathing holes located below the nostrils that allowed relatively easy breathing. And, even more, she was relieved to find she could SEE! Yes, there were eye-holes that positioned themselves exactly over her now seeing eyes and she could look out and gaze in the mirror and see the bizarre rubber covering, was, actually, the face of a strangely attractive, female. A strangely attractive, bald-female, just like the strangely unattractive bald, male, whose features, the curiously erotic, mask, was now hiding.

“It needs the finishing touch,” said A. Paris, as she raised up the long, dark, almost, black, haired wig, that she wanted to position atop the latex face covering.

Corinne’s first instinct was to shrug it off, recoil and refuse to accept it, but, curiously, she was intrigued to see what this rubber face would actually look like, once given hair. She was intrigued to see what the whole finished complexion of satin corset dress, satin boots, satin gloves, latex mask AND WIG, would all look like. She was intrigued to see what SHE, Corinne, looked like! And, so, she demurely accepted the wig and stood, stock still, as her dressers fussed over her clothing and her wig-fitter, fitted her wig.

And, when all was done, then she stared at the mirror and shuddered slightly, embarrassed, as she felt a surge of sexual arousal as she saw the exquisite figure looking back at her. “OMG,” she thought to herself, “I really fancy this woman. She looks as kinky as hell! And this woman, is me!”

And, it had to be said, this woman did look as kinky as hell and did look amazingly fanciable. And Corinne went to say something crass, like “I’m beautiful!” until she realized that the latex mask, and, in particular, the rubber piping now inserted between her lips and holding her tongue down so that she was almost entirely muted, did not allow for any expressions of self-approval.

“There! All done. And she looks delightful, just as we planned.” Said A. Paris, speaking for her muted doll, “Now, please see that Corinne is fed, a minimal amount, as prescribed, and then take her to Angel Marlene and please ask Marlene herself to supervise her training this morning. I want her on the two-on/two-off routine, probably for 8 hours, though we may extend it to 12 hours, if it takes all day. AND, she is to receive a small reward, during each two-hour off period. Understood?”

The pair of dressers who had kitted Corinne out, so beautifully, nodded that they understood, fully, and each took an arm, as Corinne was led off. She looked back at Angel Paris, who registered no interest at all in the satin dolly. This was a job. One that she had perfected over several years. One she did extremely well. She had no time to form anything resembling a personal relationship, with any of her “patients”.

Feeding time was not memorable, or, if it was, it was memorable for being unpleasant. More liquid mush, but this time fed down the rubber aperture in the mouth of the latex mask, seeped down the inserted feeding tube, and dribbled down the throat of an unappreciative, she-male. Half an hour, it took, till Corinne had received the prescribed amount and it was noted on her personal record, exactly how much she had received, just like a real “patient”.

And then, she was raised up and marched off, hands still cuffed behind her, ankles still cuffed with a length of hobble chain that allowed her to take small, ladylike, steps, in her manageable 4-inch booted heels.

She stumbled a couple of times and was surprised at the strength of the two dominatrices that supported her. They were, obviously, accustomed to dealing with men in four-inch heels!

And the short journey, from holding cell, to dressing room, to feeding chamber, to punishment area, took no more than a total of fifty stumbling, high-heeled steps. This was a well-designed, and compact, Doll Factory!

Angel Marlene was expecting Corinne and had a sly, and wry, grin on her face, as the two female wardens manhandled the red-satin, female, Santa, into her domain.

“Ah! Corinne, I believe. I am so sorry I missed you yesterday. My day off! If I’d been here to see to you yesterday, perhaps we could have avoided this second visit, today!” she purred, as she circled Corinne, like a great white, shark, circling its prey. “I must say, you scrub up very nicely,” she continued, “I think you suit the look we are giving you. I really fail to understand why anyone would resist looking so damned sexy!”

A thought, that had crossed Corinne’s mind, once, or thrice!

“So, I believe you are on the two-on/two-off routine, today, until we finally break you? And break you, we will, my dear. We never fail. Ever. I doubt it will take all day, but we have plenty of time. So, let’s get you into an armbinder and then we can put you ON for two hours!

An armbinder? Another whole new experience for our fledgling she-male, as Angel Marlene and her two assistants brought forward the ominous looking, deep, black, leather, pouch, that would soon contain Corinne’s cuffed, and gloved, arms.

Corinne moaned into her mouthpiece gag, as the sheath of leather, now loosened, but soon to be tightened, was drawn up the full length of her two satin-clad arms, until her cuffed wrists and hands, rested in the depths of the all-consuming, leather pocket. Then she moaned more, as the central lacing was drawn up and up, pulling her arms ever closer together. As the laces were tied off, at the very top of the pouch, Corinne felt as though her elbows and upper arms had been drawn tight together, in one column, though, in actual fact, the leather sheath was amply big enough, to allow some movement, and her arms were still held relatively apart, although both would remain in the firm grip of the stiffer leather, for the next two hours, whilst she was “ON”. Whatever “ON” meant!

She was soon to find out what ON meant, as the last straps of the armbinder both held her arms gripped but also went over her shoulders and back to buckle to the leather sheath, in order to hold her arms still, and neatly tucked behind her.

As soon as the last strap was buckled, the pair of assistants slipped a hand under each armpit and hauled Corinne off, still part-carried, part-stumbling, and part-walking, to follow Angel Marlene as she headed for a distant doorway.

As soon as they entered the chamber where Corinne was to spend her day, Corinne was immediately drawn to the only two pieces of furniture, or, rather, two pieces of apparatus, that were contained there. Her gaze rested on the weird, vertical, padded bench, that was anatomically shaped, and sized, like the figure of a standing person, all in thick, black, leather padding, but with a multitude of fearful looking, leather, straps, covering virtually every inch of the padded bench. She was still staring, in some horror, at this, as she was steered beyond it and led to a black rubber mat, approximately three-foot wide and, perhaps, five-foot long, that was set in the floor of the chamber.

But it was the two dangling sets, of chain and leather harnesses, as well as the full-length mirror, directly in front of her, that immediately grabbed her attention, as she was stood centrally on the rubber matting, the two hanging suspension harnesses, now suspended, threateningly, immediately behind her.

“Right! Lower the waist harness, please.” demanded Angel Marlene, wasting no time in giving any explanation to the curious Corinne, and then, “Just a foot or so!” she barked, as the first of the two assistants opened a control panel set in the adjacent wall, and pushed a button. The larger of the two leather harnesses whirred downwards, as Corinne looked into the mirror before her, and watched in awe, as the suspension chains slowly descended from the ceiling above.

“Enough!” growled Angel Marlene, as she immediately brought the suspended length of broad stiff leather belting around Corinne’s drawn-in waist, restricted, as it already was, by the beautiful satin corset and the tight waist-band of the sexy, red satin, corset dress.

Corinne watched, in enforced silence, as the leather belt buckled to her waist, cinching it in even further. She thought how the harshness of the leather binding and the suspension chains contrasted sharply with the femininity of the fabulous, red satin, clothing, and she shuffled her red, satin booted legs, nervously, as she wondered what was happening.

As soon as the belt was securely buckled, the order came to take the slack in the chains up, and Corinne gasped as she was very nearly, but not completely, swept upright by the support the waist harness now gave to her bound body. She was held firm, upright and strong, her four-inch, boot heels, still firmly planted on the ground, but her body held and supported by the harness.

“Now, lower the arm and shoulder harness, just a little!” Angel M. was still giving her orders and her serfs were quick to obey.

Then the weird second harness was whirred down, and A. Marlene busied herself, taking one of the two broad leather straps under Corinne’s left arm and then back up to buckle to itself, above her shoulder. The same with the right arm, the thick black, leather strap, again, going under the right armpit, joining the straps of the armbinder, already secured there, and then back up to buckle back to itself, above the shoulder.

And then one final broad band, which Corinne now realised was a form of posture collar and connected to the same set of chains and the same network of leather, as the arm harnesses, was brought around her lily-white, neck, and buckled behind, holding her head erect, in its super-firm grip.

“Right! Take it up, but only about four inches, or maybe five inches!” instructed Marlene and the motor whirred overhead and the chains gradually receded into the ceiling, as the upper harness took up any slack and Corinne found her arms, shoulders, and her slender neck, now all supported by the leather and chain mechanism that held her upright and central on the rubber flooring.

“Right! A fraction more. That’s it. You look a picture Corinne. Welcome to our Reflection Room, a chance for you to study yourself, in the mirror before you. And don’t you look fabulous, all satin frills and sexy boots, making you look so glamorous, and then, these kinky leather bindings, making you look so damned helpless and vulnerable. Don’t you just love the feeling?”

Corinne stared straight ahead, avoiding looking into the glee-filled, eyes, of her captor, and gazed in astonishment at the picture of utter femininity, vanquished by the harsh bindings that held her, still and framed, in the looking glass.

“Now, two hours for you to study yourself. And for you to think how good it could be to look like this every day of your life. Oh! And I forgot to mention, it will be very good exercise, for you, too!” and Marlene grinned as she gave a wave of her arm, as the signal for her assistants to operate the control box again.

A very low mechanical noise struck Corinne first, coming from beneath her, from under her booted feet. And then, she was aware the floor that she was standing on was beginning to move! Very, very, slowly. And she looked helplessly at her reflection as she was obliged to move her chained legs to keep pace with the mechanical treadmill, on which she was stood.

“Stop it!” cried Marlene. “Silly me! I forgot your leg irons!” And from two small upright posts, planted in the wooden floor, either side of the rubber floor to which Corinne was held, she stooped down and brought across two lengths of chain to attach, with a snap metal clasp, to each of the outer, metal, D-rings, of the two cuffs that encircled Corinne’s red-booted ankles.

“Now, that means you can’t allow your feet to drag. So, do your best to keep up, Corinne. The floor will only move very slowly at first. Every fifteen minutes or so, we’ll speed it up a little. Soon, you’ll be walking in those heels as though they’ve been a part of you, your entire life. And, you can watch it all, live, just as it happens! Won’t that be fun? Start it up again, please!”

And the hidden motor stirred, into action, and the rubber floor slowly moved backwards, forcing Corinne to stumble forwards, her two feet still chained, together, by a 15-inch length of silver chain, but also, now, held centrally, by the two side chains that meant she could take small forward steps, but never allow herself to fall behind the pace of the moving walkway.

And, all the while, her body was held by the two suspended harness arrangements, that ensured, if she did falter, her body was still held upright and central.

“See you in two hours. Then you get two hours OFF!” teased Marlene as she turned to leave her raw recruit, to master the art of walking on heels.

One assistant disappeared with her, no doubt to go and torment some other poor soul. The second assistant said nothing, but stationed herself by the control panel and then took out her mobile phone and started to scroll through the day’s news, almost oblivious to the plight of the sad, forlorn, Corinne, who was groaning as she tried to master each tricky, thigh-booted, step, and watch her hapless reflection, stumbling and scrabbling, at the same time.

The first 15 minutes were, by far, the worst. It took that long to gauge the speed of the walkway, and correct her balance with each faltering step, she took. Then, just as she felt she had mastered that speed of walking, the assistant casually looked at the timer on the belt-controls and then adjusted a swivel knob, slightly, and the rubber floor-way, speeded up, ever so little, but enough to confuse Corinne and send her off on another gigantic learning curve.

After a half-hour, Corinne was already tired, and she was sweating under the confines of the latex hood covering her masculine features, but she was winning! The art of walking in heels was, certainly, a tricky one, and this fiendish treadmill was a perfect way of teaching it. Corinne was now confident in at least 75% of her steps, the occasional mis-balance sending her stumbling as the unforgiving floor carried on moving, whether she kept up, or not!

Then, another change in speed. Corinne didn’t even attempt to assess the speed she was going. It took all her concentration to adapt her step and keep up, even though the machine was, actually, moving at a snail’s pace, around two miles an hour. Okay, a fast snail’s pace!

And so, the torture went on. For a full two hours, Corinne was there in utter isolation, her “assistant” not paying her any attention whatsoever, obviously bored by the whole procedure. It was almost a relief when Angel Marlene and the second helper returned, and some small vestige of life was breathed back into this soul-less chamber.

The mobile phone went away, almost before the door had opened. Acute hearing, tuned to Angel Marlene’s approaching footsteps, had told the idle, disinterested, walkway controller, to stow it, and to concentrate on her job. And she looked for all the world, as though she had never taken her eyes from the poor she-male, who was now striding along at a confident pace, maybe as fast as 2.75 miles per hour, and keeping up with the treadmill movement, for around 90% of the time.

Marlene watched her for around five minutes and then barked her orders, “Good! Very good progress. Well done, Corinne. And slow her down till we come to a gradual halt.” Corinne was almost relieved to hear the familiar strident tone of her Angel M. mistress, and she eased off her pace, gradually, as the walkway slowly, slowly, slowly, ground to a complete stop.

Corinne was tired. She had worked hard and was feeling the strain, and she allowed her harnessed body to slump a little and for the twin harnesses to take the strain, as Marlene came around to face her. “Well done, Corinne. That’s looking very good. Another four, or six, hours, and you’ll be walking in high heels like you were born to it!”

Another four or six hours? Surely not? Corinne didn’t feel as though she could possibly repeat the experience for a minute longer, let alone for more hours!

She remained, supported, but slumped slightly, as expert hands held her and worked at the two harnesses to release her and then took almost her full weight, as they took her off the rubber walkway and led her to the padded upright piece of equipment she had been so fearful of, when they had entered this room, two hours, or more, previously.

As they stood her in front of the padded upright “bench”, and, as they messed and fiddled to release her aching limbs from the leather armbinder that had held her twin arms pinned behind her, she got a better look at the furnishing that confronted her and realised it was, indeed, shaped, like a human body. It was comprised of one central part, that extended to around 5-foot 8-inches above the floor, but it had four, attached, but distinctly separate, parts, that looked like broad padded arms and legs, extending out from this central “body”.

And the multitude of leather strapping, attached every few inches up the black, leather, body, of the bench, and up each attaching limb, left Corinne in no doubt, as to its purpose.

They turned her around, so she faced the upright mirror, with her back to the bench apparatus, and then they pressed her back to it. Poor Corinne was too exhausted to put up any slight, measure, of a fight, and allowed her poor aching body to be pressed back against the re-assuring softness of the leather padding.

The first straps went around her still chained ankles, holding each to a padded leg of the strange furniture. Then, her gloved wrists were brought down, either side of her still body, and straps secured them to each arm of the apparatus.

The rest of the strapping was a blur. Corinne didn’t care, she was just relieved to be still and off the moving walkway, that had so completely sapped her strength.

Very soon, four strong straps held each arm down, by her sides, the black leather of the binding straps, contrasting, sharply, with the silky-smooth, satin, gloving, covering her arms.

Similarly, five stouter straps held each satin-booted leg, from the ankle, to the calf, to below the knee, then above the knee, and, finally, at the very tops of her thighs, rigidly, to the padding beneath, that now felt comforting, almost, as she realised she had no need, and, indeed, no way, to move any part of either limb.

Then a broad strap crossed her waist and pinned that to the main body of the bench, and another across her chest pressed her gel breast forms, in tight, under the already tight bodice, of the satin corset-dress. And then more straps went over, one across her slim neck, and one over the mouthpiece of the latex hood, further gagging her and adding to the pressure on her lips, already being exerted by the rubber mask. And, at last, one final strap held her forehead back to the padding of the bench and she could do nothing but stare straight into the eyes of Angel Marlene, who had now come to stand and gloat over her.

“You see, Corinne, you could have avoided all this, by co-operating with us. Now, you have two hours OFF. That means two hours to do nothing but think about your future life. Your life as a submissive, she-male, Corinne dolly. That is the only choice facing you now. Accept it, or fight it, you will be Corinne, forever, from this day forth. So, enjoy the view of yourself, and your new persona, as we leave you to yourself and your thoughts. We’ll be back at 11.00am. And then, it will be two hours ON, remember.”

And she was gone. And Corinne stood there staring into a void, wondering what might happen next but glad to be static and resting, whilst, at the same time, dreading another, draining, two-hour session, on the treadmill.

All was silent, until she felt a movement. She heard a mechanical noise and she felt herself tipping. Yes! The bench, which she was secured to vertically, was slowly tilting back and rising slightly from the floor as it tilted.

And it kept tilting. Corinne felt her entire body swept up, effortlessly, by the supporting bench and she tilted back, and back, until she stared straight up, at the full-length mirror, above her, set up in the ceiling. And there, staring back at her, was a satin dolly, just like her, strapped by a wealth of black leather, to a padded bench! She was going to spend the next two hours staring, once again, at her feminine reflection, held down by a myriad of cruel belts, and entirely helpless to even move, or avert her gaze, from the bizarre sight above her.

And, as she watched, the “legs” of the padded bench started to separate and move out at an angle from the main body until they reached the limits of the fifteen-inch chain, tethering them together, and stopped, their connecting chain now held taut in the gap between the strapped limbs.

Then she sensed her arms were now moving and, sure enough, as she watched, fascinated, the two padded arms to which her own red satin arms were attached started to fan out and up until she looked like a bright red starfish, a star-shaped, satin, dolly, starfish, interspersed with a mass of black leather strapping. And she stared into the wondrous eyes of the female looking down on her and gulped, a silent gulp. The rubber tubing in her mouth and the over-strapping prevented any noise and she just had to stare in abject silence, as she marvelled at her female appearance above.

She had just come to terms with her predicament, when her ears registered the swelling music and the “contemplative” tape recording began, urging her to accept her new identity, to embrace it, and all that it could offer and the soothing music and hypnotic voice, relaxed Corinne till she began to immerse herself, fully, in her bizarre situation.

“Just imagine, Corinne,” the taped voice persisted, “A life in satins and silks. A life where all decisions are no longer yours to make. A life where you are simply there to look adorable and to be told what to do and when to eat and when to sleep and you have no other desire than to please your owner, your Mistress, your Felicity!”

And the music played, and the hypnotic voice played, and Corinne stared at her image and wondered if, possibly, she could accept this, forever?

For what seemed longer than two hours, but was, in fact, less than one and a half, she listened, and she wondered, and had almost reached a blissful state of relaxation, when she was aware of movement, in her isolated existence.

She looked up at the image above her and was shocked to see a pair of black-gloved hands, fiddling with the red, plastic casing that had held her chastened, penis, imprisoned, for the past four hours.

Yes, these bodiless hands were unlocking the padlock that held the two major parts of the plastic cage together. Then they were urging the connecting rods out from the scrotum ring, and the plastic casing was being teased off her flaccid penis. Then the rubber gloved hands were starting to work away at her man-staff until she watched, eyes wide open, as the lifeless piece of male muscle started to react to the treatment it was receiving, its first relief in many hours. And then the bodiless hands were matched by a bodiless voice that Corinne recognised as Angel Marlene’s.

The recorded music, and voice, had ceased, and were replaced by Marlene, now speaking in soft, purring tones, as she softly, and purringly, stroked the enlarging length of penis that showed clearly between the satin tops of the strapped, booted, thighs, and the satin bottom of the strapped, corseted, body.

Corinne could not speak, so she inwardly moaned, as the massaging became more rigorous, and the accompanying voice told her that this was her reward, AND WOULD BE HER FUTURE REWARD, IF ONLY SHE WERE ABLE TO FULLY ACCEPT HER NEW ROLE IN LIFE.

And Corinne moaned and thought, “Ummm! Not a bad reward! I could grow to enjoy this!”

And grow she did! To as much as seven, or eight, inches, at a guess, judging from the reflected image of the monster penis, peering down at her.

And then, in no time at all, the inevitable happened. The volcano erupted. The bomb exploded. The alarm went off. The bells rang out. The cannon fired a salvo. The penis disgraced itself.

The effect on Corinne was astonishing. Despite her rigorous strappings, and stringent bindings, her body jerked and shook, as she enjoyed the most remarkable, and most bizarre, male orgasm, her female body, had ever, ever, experienced.

As she came back to earth and settled her eyes once more on the reflection above, she watched as the same rubber gloved hands that had just brought her to such a wondrous climax, now, almost casually, mopped up any evidence, and then, picked up the discarded red, plastic, cock-cage, gave it a quick clean, also, and began to, matter-of-factly, re-attach all the separate pieces, to once again encage Corinne’s resting male-flesh.

“See you in half an hour,” the disembodied voice said, “Enjoy your thoughts!”

And Corinne was left to cogitate over her situation, and this entirely new twist, a climax she had so enjoyed, as she took to staring up at her red satin-clad, reflection, for another spell of time.

______________________

The last half hour passed even more slowly and then, a flurry of activity and Angel Marlene and her two stooges soon had Corinne released from the star-shaped bed, and back in the strict leather armbinder, and headed towards the dreaded, treadmill. Corinne tried to tell them she would co-operate. She tried to say, please, no more walking, today. But her silent pleas went unnoticed and she was soon strapped back in the pair of suspended harnesses, and stumbling to adapt back to a vertical, and walking, mode.

The next two hours were possibly the worst of Corinne’s life. She was tired out, and every leg muscle ached, and her arms were not enjoying being pinched back together. The pain had become much more noticeable, and incessant, and was extending up her arms and into her neck and shoulders. She attempted, valiantly, to keep up with the ever-increasing speed of the moving walkway, but her energy was totally spent, and she relied more, and more, on the waist and shoulder and neck harnesses, taking the majority of her body weight.

And, just as she thought she could take no more, and her body was screaming for relief. The motion stopped and she was unhooked and led back to the padded bed, where, once more, she was strapped firmly to it, before being raised up, and back, into a lying position and could stare, again, at the wondrous reflection above.

And, sure enough, after an hour, or more, of listening to the persuasive voice and hypnotic music, urging her to BECOME Corinne, the same gloved hands performed the same operation on her rested body, as before, and brought it to the same, delightful climax.

And IT WAS AT THAT PRECISE POINT, that Colin no longer wanted to be Colin. He WANTED, NEEDED, ACHED, DESIRED, to be Corinne.

Before the generous benefactor, who had just relieved her left her alone, again, Corinne made a super-human effort to attract her attention. She garrumphed and groaned into her rubber gag and her eyes opened wide in a signal of pleading.

Angel Marlene stopped and brought her face directly over Corinne’s “Are you trying to tell me something, dear?” she enquired, in her casual, manner.

“Gi gont go gee Gorinne. Gi garnt gight gis ganygore!” Corinne did her very best to make herself understood and then Angel Marlene offered a lifeline.

“Listen, my dear, I really can’t tell what you are saying. If you promise not to be discourteous, I shall take off this mouth strap, and I shall remove your gag for just a moment or two and we can talk. Would you like that?” she asked of her pleading captive.

“Ges! Ges glease!” Corinne persisted.

The rubber mouthpiece to the hood fell away as A. Marlene eased it from between Corinne’s dried lips. And then a bottle of water was offered up, gently, to the lips, before Marlene asked any questions.

“Now, you wanted to say something, Corinne? What was it?” she finally asked, teasing the game she was playing out, for as long as she could.

“Thank you. I can’t fight this anymore.” said a vanquished Corinne, “I want to co-operate with you. I want to become Corinne. Please.”

“But are you certain? Or is this another one of your silly tricks to try and escape?” asked Marlene, her eyes staring straight into Corinne’s pleading brown ones.

“No, I mean it. I won’t try and escape. I promise. I’ll do whatever you tell me to. I want this. I want to be Corinne.” At that moment in time, Corinne was truly born!

“Well, I shall report back to Angel Paris and see what she says. I can’t promise, but we’ll see if we can move you on to your next stage of transformation. In the meantime, I’m just popping this back in and I’ll leave you to finish your time here. And then we’ll see where we go from there.”

And Angel Marlene probed into Corine’s accepting mouth, to locate the rubber tube and gag, back in place, and she  re-buckled the covering strap across, before exiting and informing Paris, that they had successfully converted another poor she-male soul, and could expect her full co-operation, from now on.

___________________

“So, let’s get her upright and then I can speak to her, face to face, woman to woman!” Word of their latest triumph had reached Angel Paris quickly, and she had hurried along to see the reformed character, from now on to be known only as Corinne, for herself.

The motor whirred and the bench to which Corinne was still firmly secured, in her star shape, was slowly tilted downwards, Corinne’s legs and arms still stretched out, but her body now, once again, vertical, and upright.

Angel Paris looked into the pleading eyes of her conquest and asked her simply, “Do you from henceforth, relinquish all your former rights, as a male?”

Corinne tried, so hard, to speak beyond the gagging mouthpiece of her latex mask, “Ges!  I goo. Gut I gant to galk agout it. Glease!”

Paris understood, nodded her head and directed the more accomplished Angel Marlene to remove the mouthpiece.

“So, Corinne, talk to me. What do you need to know?” Paris asked, impatient to finalise this conversation.

“Thank you,” said Corinne as the mouth-plug popped out, “I want to know exactly what is going to happen to me. And I have a few other questions.” She uttered, licking her sore lips, as she spoke.

“Well, you are due to undergo a full transformation. That means the next step will be to give you a permanent face, one that you can be proud of. My experts can make you beautiful. Almost exactly as you look now, in this mask, if you like.

Then, your owner has been extremely generous. Normally, we would attach one long-lasting, professional wig, to your head, and that is guaranteed to last, a minimum 6 months, probably even 12 months or more. But your Felicity was very insistent, and has chosen three styles of hair for you and so we will apply just one with an adhesive that can easily be removed and your owner can change your appearance as often as she wishes. One day you can be a beautiful, golden, blond, the next a raven-haired, beauty.

AND, she has also requested full breast implants. So, we can do that relatively, minor, operation, in the next two days and you’ll dispense with these very crude gel breast inserts and have your own full breasts.” All the while that A. Paris was explaining this, Corinne was taking it all in, and getting aroused at the thought.

“And what about clothes?” she asked, “Will I always be dressed like this?”

“Oh! This and better. We supply 6 outfits with the four-day process your owner ordered. In addition, she has ordered 2 more complete outfits in satin and two incredible leather outfits, with towering boots and super-tight corsets. And, of course, she’ll want you to appear in public, so, she’s already shopped for some everyday clothes, I understand. Oh, believe me, Corinne, you’ll be dressed like this, and better. I’ve already seen your full, dress list, ordered from us. You have this same outfit, with the high boots and the long gloves, in a beautiful, emerald green, satin. Then you have two of the most adorable baby-doll frocks, all satin and bows, and ribbons and petticoats, one in a pale blue, and my personal favourite, in a lovely feminine pink. Each set has got matching bloomers and little ankle boots and shorter gloves, just like a proper little lady. And then she’s ordered two, full-length, heavier satin, gowns, with the matching shoulder-length gloves, for evening wear. Plus, like I said, two more satin outfits and two, very expensive, but sumptuous leather ones. I’m sure you will want for nothing. Felicity cares very much for you and will look after you properly, but only when you are a proper female.”

Corinne’s eyes were now popping, as she thought of the trouble, and expense, and thought, that Felicity had gone to, to make this bizarre revenge plan, work. She gulped, both in appreciation and in remorse for the way she’d treated Felicity, in the past.

“And one last thing, will I always be caged down below? Or will I be released ever?” she pressed her last point home, with full meaning.

“I think you are asking if you’ll get the same kind of rewards, that we have offered you today, aren’t you?” Paris queried.

Corinne nodded and they both smiled.

“All I can say is, that yes, we recommend keeping the penis caged, every day and, certainly, all night. We do give the owner a handbook, of advice. And, in it, we emphasise how important it is to reward good behaviour. So, we recommend a daily dose of reward, similar to that which you’ve just received. We also don’t prohibit sex, so long as the she-male accepts their position is, always, to be underneath, to be inferior. The female must show superiority. And, incidentally, we highly recommend that the she-male either be bound or, at the very least, hooded or blindfolded, if being allowed full sexual enjoyment, because the female is putting herself into a very risky position, otherwise. But, I would strongly recommend that Felicity enjoys you, in that way. Now, does that answer all your questions?” Paris was anxious to get on, the minutes and hours were ticking by. She had only 72 hours left to affect this amazing transformation.

Corinne considered her options and looked across the small room, at the full-length, mirror, affixed near to the rubber walkway. She simply adored the vision that greeted her, and she knew it was what she craved. She turned and nodded, as much as her bonds would allow. “Yes, thank you. I’m ready.”

“Good, then let’s get you out of these horrible, restraining, straps, and over to our make-up specialists. We can discuss your permanent look, over there. We have a lot of work to do.” said a triumphal Angel Paris, as she pictured how she might spend the extra bonus she’d receive for getting another compliant she-male, ready, and so quickly.

_____________________

Now, ladies, you can see Corinne here, she’s been with us for 4 days. She wasn’t too co-operative when she first arrived, as Colin, so we did have to keep her restrained just for the first 24 hours, until she accepted her situation and stopped her complaining. Now, as you see, she’s undergone a permanent transformation. Full, permanent, hair loss, full breast implantation, permanent make-up, and that wig, or two others like it, will remain in place and can be washed and styled, for at least 6 months, each, before one needs replacing.

She’s corseted, under that frock, because her owner wanted her in a restrictive corset. Her penis has been caged in a lovely, pink, soft, silicon cage, which she finds infinitely comfortable, and she’s been ring-gagged, like that, to prevent her spoiling her arrival, back home, with any excitable utterances

The frock is beautiful, isn’t it? The pink satin looks so good against the yellowy-gold, locks of hair and I love those embossed deeper pink, satin flowers, on the bodice and skirts.

She’s wearing elbow length, pink satin gloves, and, you can see, pink satin bloomers, just peeking out under those pretty petticoats. The white petticoats, or underskirts, are made of satin-lined, lace, netting, and that stiffens them a bit, so they can support that pretty, short, circular, skirt.

She’s got fine white, silk stockings, attached to the pink, satin, corset, she’s wearing, and they go under the bloomers and appear at the knees there. And her feet, with their little painted toe-nails, are fitted into those lovely, lace-up, heeled, satin, ankle boots. And she has the most wonderful wardrobe of clothes to take home, mostly in satin but some in leather, too. Her owner was extremely considerate, when we were planning her transformation.

Now, they’re putting her into her presentation gift-box, as you can see. The box is lined with a deep, foam rubber, inlay, cut to exactly her shape to hold her steady, and, most importantly, secure, for her transit. Those black straps do look a little unfeminine against all that pink, satin, floss, but they are necessary, for her own safety, and the owner requested the white satin lining and specifically wanted the black leather straps to contrast with all the white and pink, frothy, frilly, feminine, stuff, that’s going on there. Doesn’t she look a delightful picture?

Now, just like a little doll, in its box, she’s being strapped at the wrists and above those satin-gloved elbows. Her legs will also be strapped slightly apart, at the ankles, and above and below the knee. And a final waist strap, and then a neck strap, will make absolutely certain, that she doesn’t move around, at all, and spoil the final, lovely, picture of femininity, we’ve created.

So, if you watch for a few minutes, and then we’ll have her ready and put the transparent lid on her box, with her new girly name, Corinne, embossed on it, and she’ll be ready to go.

There we are. Now, please, give Satin Dolly Corinne, a little, last, wave, as we load her into the delivery van. There she goes. I imagine she’s smiling behind that ring-gag. I’m sure she is going to love her new, sissified, life.

And that, ladies, pretty much concludes our tour today. The time seems to have flown by, doesn’t it? I do thank you for your interest and your patience and attention. I hope that we’ve whetted your appetite enough and given you sufficient information, to interest you and get you coming right back to us.

The End

. . . but with two more AAAAA-team stories to follow, in late September . . .

If you enjoyed this story, read more from Paulette Peril, with a whole library of feminization titles available in the Kindle Store. Paulette writes full-length, and shorter, stories of forced feminization and bondage and has over twenty titles available, to buy, or to read for free, in Kindle. Please look for them and choose your favourites.

And, if you particularly enjoy a story, please, please, write a short review, even if only a few words. It would be much appreciated.

Thank you.
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