

The AA+A+AA-Team Casebook

The Attitude Adjustment and Appearance and Apparel Alteration Team

File # BA149CSF – The Case of the Constantly

Straying Fiancé

Girls, does your boyfriend play away or fail to appreciate your true worth, or are you still waiting, after years, for him to put that ring on your finger? Perhaps you should seek help from the AA+A+AA-Team!

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 completely changed person.

Send us your monstrous, egotistical, self-serving, masculine specimen, and we shall return him to you, as a gift-wrapped, adorable, feminized, playmate, and loyal, 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 an entirely transformed, 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.

So, what have you got to lose? Contact us now and let us help you achieve happiness with the (she-male) partner of your dreams.

____________________

This is the story of Keith and his speedy transformation into Kitty, the latex and leather, sissy-plaything, of his girlfriend, Abigail’s, dreams. Once introduced to the idea of being feminized and transformed into an objectified, sissy, she-male, Kitty responds, instantly, to the idea, as it ignites a hitherto, unknown, deep and intense, erotic fantasy, within, to be dominated, sissified, and completely objectified, by a strong female.

Once her conversion begins, Kitty will never look back, as she is turned into any object her owner desires. She will become a latex-clad, wall-hanging decoration, an executive, leather-coated, office chair, and a living, hallway, statue/coat-stand, ready to serve her new owner in any way she demands. And bedtimes will never be the same again either, as Kitty is introduced to her new, slumber-inducing, immobilization bed.

The Attitude Adjustment and Appearance and Attire Alteration Team

File # BA149CSF – The Case of the Constantly

Straying Fiancé

“Well! Well! You have been a naughty boy, haven’t you? I’ve just been reminding myself by re-reading your file and, I have to tell you, you have been a complete disaster, as a male, Keith. That poor fiancée of yours must have been tearing her hair out. Now, remind me, what’s her name? Abigail isn’t it? I’m surprised you can remember, there seem to have been so many others, in the past eight years!

So, as I look down this list of serious, serious, misdemeanours, it reads like a horror story. Let me just remind you of some of the more pertinent points :-

	You dumped poor Abigail, by text, to go back to your previous long-term, girl-friend, after the pair of you had been together for 12 months! 

	Abby took you back, only to later find out you were still contacting this other girl and even meeting up with her! 

	Then you had a settled period, or so Abby thought, and she waited 8 whole years for you to propose! Eight years? Really? 

	Then she found out, but only after the least celebrated, lowest-key, engagement, of all time, that you had bedded her best friend, just before proposing? I assume the “best friend” is no more? 

	And in the past year that you’ve been engaged, you still haven’t settled on a wedding date? That’s ten long years, in total, the poor girl’s been waiting! 

	And now, the poor dear has just found out you’ve attempted to sleep with at least two other friends of hers, in the past 12 months? 



Well, I really don’t know what to say. Only, that it’s a pity Abigail didn’t seek our help, a few years sooner! We could have sorted the problem for her and saved her so much heartache!

So, what have you got to say for yourself? Are you attempting to lay every one of Abby’s stable of friends, before you finally set the date for marrying her?”

Angel Paris sat back and folded her arms, as she surveyed the scene before her. Her “guest” was squirming uncomfortably, in the chair to which he was strapped, and in which he had just been wheeled into the Reception area, of the brand new, adjustment facility. He averted his eyes from hers, as she played “who will be first to blink?” with him. And he groaned into the harsh gag that filled his mouth.

“Oh! I’m so sorry, I forgot you have a little hindrance in your mouth, preventing you from answering. So, I’ll answer for you. When we picked you up last night, after yet another dalliance with a different young lady, we ran a check. And, guess what, it appears your latest date is yet another of Abby’s so-called friends, who, for reasons best known to her, agreed to meet you, last night. Abby doesn’t even know about this one. Yet! But she will! I’ll make certain of that.

Well, I’m afraid we are putting an end to your antics, Keith. It really has to stop, and we have made an agreement with Abigail, your former fiancée, that it will stop. And for good!

Oh! Did that bit of news escape you, Keith? Yes, I said “former fiancée” because Abby has called off the wedding, the engagement, the lot. And she doesn’t want to see or hear from Keith, any more. It says here, under “specific requirements”, in the Terms of Agreement, it states, “I no longer ever want to see his face or hear that hateful voice of his again!”. It’s in black and white, Keith. When we return you to Abby’s care, she never wants to see YOUR face, or hear YOUR voice, ever again.

So, we have a lot of work to do. Welcome to the new YOU, Kitty!

Now, I’m going to take off that gag and allow you to talk but, and I have to warn you, if you don’t partake in a sensible and even-handed discussion, it will go back in, immediately, and I shall do ALL the talking. Understand?”

The figure bound to the wheelchair nodded, just as much as his tight leather bindings allowed, and Angel Paris came around the back to fuss with the leather strapping holding the stiff rubber, pear-shaped, gag, firmly, in between his engorged lips.

“There! All done. Now, my name is Paris, Angel Paris, but, to you, I’ll allow you to call me Mistress, or Mistress Paris, and I am going to look after you for the next five days. With a lot of help from my other Angels, of course. You have been brought here, because Abigail, who, by the way, is at her wit’s end, tells us she can’t do anything to stop your philandering ways. What do you have to say about that?”

Keith paused, as he licked his dried lips and tried to assess his dire predicament. The last thing he remembered was being approached by a female asking for a light, just after he’d failed to bed the pretty girl he’d taken out for a meal, the previous night. The very last thing he remembered was starting a conversation with the smoking female, and then some fine mist, of something, being sprayed into his face. Then nothing! A complete blank out. He’d been drugged and abducted! By this mad-woman, who was now leering at him, and talking all kinds of mysterious gibberish!

“Where am I? Who the hell are you? What are you doing to me?” he finally managed to ask, still feeling a little queasy.

“Well, one question at a time, if you don’t mind, Kitty. You are at our brilliant, new, Attitude and Appearance Adjustment Facility. In fact, you are one of our very first guests here, we’ve only been open a couple of weeks, on this site. You’re very lucky to be here. Of course, I can’t tell you exactly where “here” is, because we do have to keep some secrets from our guests. You are in the care of the AAAAA-Team and we are going to re-educate you. Are you keeping up with me so far?”

Keith still struggled to comprehend, “But what do you mean? I’ve never heard of the AAAA-Team, or whatever you call yourselves!”

“Almost got it. One more A!” replied Angel Paris.

“Eh?” muttered Keith.

“Exactly! Another “A”. Five A’s! The AAAAA-Team. It stands for Attitude Adjustment and Appearance and Apparel Alteration team. See? Five A’s.” quipped Paris.

“Attitude and Appearance Alteration? What does that mean?” Keith persisted in his ignorance.

“You’re simply not listening. I shall say this only once! More! The AAAAA-Team is the Attitude Adjustment and Appearance and Apparel Alteration Team. And that, in a nutshell, is what we are going to do to you. It’s fairly straightforward, really. We do exactly what it says on our letter-heading!”

“Okay. Okay! I get it. This is some kind of women’s lib thing? Some kind of freaky, friend’s, revenge thing? Yeh? I admit I’ve not been the best of boyfriends,” started Keith, still avoiding any further eye-to-eye contact.

But Paris had to interrupt him, “Not the best? I’d say you’ve possibly been one of the worst!” she angrily retorted, still not turning her eyes from her prey.

“Okay! Okay! I’ve done some bad things. But you don’t have the right to keep me here. Like this. Against my will,” the bound, and somewhat disadvantaged, captive, responded.

“And that is why we want you to see the error of your ways and then co-operate with us and do something positive to change your character. Completely! Become a new you.” Paris persisted.

“But I don’t want to be a new man,” Keith began, only for Angel Paris to raise her hand to silence him.

“I never said, become a new man!” she corrected, “I’ve never mentioned you becoming a new man! Not once! I could never, ever, possibly, think of you as a man, ever again, Keith, after the disgraceful way you have behaved. No, you’re to become a new person. A new, gentler, more caring, person. In short, we’re going to change you into a new, FEMALE, person. Called Kitty. And then, when we send you back to Abby, for her to play with, she need never fear another girl ever being attracted to you.

Now, I know you haven’t shown yourself to be the sharpest tool in the box, Kitty, but I think even you can begin to understand what I’m getting at. Let me repeat it slowly. We are called the A-t-t-i-t-u-d-e Adjustment and A-p-p-e-a-r-a-n-c-e and A-p-p-a-r-e-l Alteration team. We take miscreant males, just like you, and we turn them into loving, faithful, feminine, playthings. And then their owners have no worries about ever losing them again.

Now, we’ve signed a binding contract with Abigail, literally a binding one, and the terms are quite specific. She is paying us a good deal of money to transform you from the Keith she despises, to a lovely, helpless, inanimate object, called Kitty. And that is our task, us and you, working together, over the next five days.

And, you’re very lucky because, although she’s got some specific requests for the way you are to be handled, Abby has stopped short of going for a permanent transformation. Yet! So, you get to keep your man-parts, and even some of your hair, and we won’t be giving you permanent boobs, but she has discussed her very specific requirements, for the way she wants the end product, presented. So, we’ve drawn up a plan of action, with her, and by next Thursday, you’ll be ready to go back to her and become her loving, obedient, female object - her living dolly.

And she has been very generous, by the way, and ordered a luxurious package for you. All leather and latex. It comes at a price, so we realise she has probably raided your savings to pay for it. But, I can tell you, we are going to make you a thing of beauty, a wonder to behold. And, if you play along with us, we’ll provide you with the ultimate, life-changing, experience, and you will provide Abigail with the most precious doll, she’s ever possessed.

However, if you decide you won’t play along, you’ll get a much less pleasant experience, but the end result will be exactly the same! So, I’m going to leave you, alone, to contemplate all that, and give you around twenty minutes to watch a small introductory video, up there on that screen above your head. It’ll give you a much better idea of what I’m talking about. It’s pretty much, self-explanatory. Shows you the whole process of transformation we have planned for you, along with a few of the extras, that Abby has insisted on. And then I’ll come back and we can discuss your future. And then, we’ll take it from there, Kitty.” She purred, as she stroked the cheek of the open-mouthed hostage, before her.

And, whilst “Kitty” stared dumbfounded at her retreating figure, Paris exited the room, flicking the wall-mounted, video control, to PLAY, as, at the same time, flicking the main light switch off, before she left.

____________________

Angel Paris returned twenty-five minutes later to see a stunned figure slumped slightly in the wheelchair to which the helpless, human form, was strapped. She’d allowed another five minutes for the contents of the short promotional video, to really, and truly, sink home.

“So, there you have it. We can do things the easy way . . . or the hard way. You’ve seen both extremes. What do you think? Excuse me! What’s THAT?” she suddenly exclaimed, as she spotted the bulge in Kitty’s tightly bound groin area, and a small, but growing, patch of damp. Paris picked up the leather riding crop from her desk and poked it between Kitty’s bound legs.

“OMG, you’ve got a hard-on! And you’re leaking!” she screeched, as the effect of the video, on the mesmerised Kitty, became clear, “You’re turned on! You are, bloody-well, turned on! Well, that’s just peachy, isn’t it? We normally get that effect, after a day or two, not in the first twenty-five minutes! That really takes the biscuit, that does. I was looking forward to having to hand you over to Angel Marlene, to help persuade you. It looks as though you won’t need much persuasion!” she continued, much to the embarrassment of her captive target.

“So, I’m guessing this feminization, objectification, idea, appeals? Is it the dressing up? Or is it the bondage bit? Or maybe, as with most of our guests, after the first few hours, of trying to resist, it becomes both?

Well, I can tell you, Kitty, if that video turned you on, you are going to absolutely adore what we are going to do to you. The clothes she’s ordered, and the special request that you are completely, at her mercy, at all times, and the overall transformation that Abby is going for, will suit you down to the ground. If you got turned on by that little film, as they say in the movies, “YOU AIN’T SEEN NOTHING YET!”

She wants you back as her play object, her helpless, bound, immobilized, little, feminized, sissified, playmate, to show off to her friends . . . including some of those you’ve attempted to get into bed with.

And we always deliver, what the customer wants. So, I think we can proceed, don’t you?”

Angel Paris pressed the desk intercom and asked for Angels Janine, and Christina, to come in and, as Kitty struggled to turn her head, the two, leather-trousered, and white-coated, Angel “technicians”, entered the tiny reception room and stood attentive as they received their instructions.

“Angels, allow me to introduce you, this is Kitty, our newest project. I’m betting we aren’t going to get too much resistance from our Kitty, here. She seems already to have quite taken to this whole transformation idea, if you know what I mean?” mused Paris, pointing to the widening damp patch on Keith’s trousers.

The two attendant girls smiled, they’d come across this before! They knew exactly what their boss meant, “So, she’s only having the semi-permanent transformation, but she’s the one getting the unique dressing experience and the full immobilization package. The outfits are all ready, those assigned to Guest Cell #3. We’re still waiting on one or two of the specialist items of home equipment to be finished, but in the next 24 hours, or so, we should have it all sorted. So, she needs a good cleansing, and hair loss set at Level 2, that’s short hair shave on top, complete removal down below, and the body treatment at Level 1 only, for depilation.

I’ll come and see her, at that point, then she’s to go into her first outfit, and then please bring her to me, in the Framing Area. I’ll see you there about 2 hours from now but give me a call when we’re ready to inspect her pre-modelling, preparation, and I’ll just inspect her and sign it off.

And, if she gives even a hint of not co-operating, call me and I’ll come along, sooner, with Angel Marlene, in tow.

So, I’ll say goodbye, for just a little while, Kitty. I’ll see you in just over an hour and a half, or so. Please enjoy your preparatory treatment, and then we can start on your re-model. Bye for now!”

And Angel Paris was gone! And Kitty shook in a state of nervousness and of some anticipation, as her two minders turned the wheel-chair and wheeled her out from the Reception Room and down the corridor to the “assisted treatment” area, where they would soon shed her of her last vestige of male clothing, and a good deal of her rough masculine body hair.

____________________

As she had promised, Angel Paris was there to view the almost hairless body, its skin now tinged a slight pink and much more sensitised, after the shaving, the treatment with the mild depilatory lotion, and the soothing shower that followed the stinging process of hair removal.

“She’s looking very good,” commented Paris, as the two Angel wardens patted down the raw, ripe and ready body, before them. “I think we can go straight to dressing. Has she given you any problems?”

A shake of the head told her that Kitty had accepted her initial treatment well and this boded well for the next few days. “Hum! This one is going to be a doddle!” thought Angel Paris, to herself, as she instructed them to proceed to the dressing area and “start her with the red latex corset dress, and the matching boots and gloves”. And Kitty was bundled off in one direction, as Angel Paris busied herself with other matters, in the opposite direction, promising the pair would meet again, very soon.

And so, they did! The initial dressing took a little longer than anticipated, as the pair of dressers struggled to get Kitty into her first taste of tight, constricting, form-hugging, rubber, corset dress. The tight lacing up of the corset causing a few uninhibited groans and complaints, from their hitherto, willing, accomplice.

Eventually, and after some tears, the constricting red body-suit/corset dress, had gone on, and been laced up, right from its tight collar, that ran high up Kitty’s pale neck, and right down to the pulled in waistline, that had already now begun to give a feminine slant, to the constrained figure, within, and then continued down, to the tight, latex mini-skirt, which gave it such a feminine look.

The neckline, which was scooped out, revealing bare flesh, dropped low, coming down in two broad straps, from the high collar, and revealing the temporary, gel-filled, breast forms, that had been inserted into the low, reinforced cups, of the stiffer, corset bodice, of the dress. The skirt pulled the thighs in, tight, and stopped just below Kitty’s swaying manhood, which, for now, at least, had been left untouched, and free to hang there, but looked oddly incongruent, as it peeked out, against the pink, shaved, bare, hairless, flesh, that surrounded it.

The tight, latex, skirt, was short and stopped, just below the dangling man-rod, which bulged out, against its rubber skirt constraints. The swaying tip of Kitty’s reddened penis, peeped out, below the low rubber mini-skirt, surveying its surroundings, like a frightened mouse peering from its hole.

Then the boots had been introduced and Kitty had swooned as she saw the mammoth heights of red latex that would soon embrace her lower limbs, and climb up, to virtually meet the hem of the micro-mini skirt.

None of the erotic clothing went on too easily, as the effect they were going for was of an all-enveloping, and completely pulled in, tight, tight, body covering. The smell of the sumptuous, body-gripping, material, was overwhelming and contrasted to the smell of the fragranced talc that had been dusted to the inside of each item, to ease its passage onto, and over, Kitty’s constrained body.

Fortunately, the thigh-high boots had a concealed zip, all the way up each inside leg of latex, that eased the fitting, considerably. And, as each zip was forced up the length of latex, from low calf to top of thigh, the latex boots clung to Kitty’s skin, hugging her limbs, tight, and gave her a sensuous feeling, the like of which, she had never previously experienced.

As she stood there, balanced precariously on the contrasting black heels, of the bright red latex boots, one helpful hand from each dresser, held her firm, as she tottered and fought to keep her balance on the strange, new, four-inch, heels, that now elevated her above the heads of her two attendant Angels.

Then, as one held her upright, the other went to retrieve the long, shoulder-length, latex, gloves, that would soon rise up each arm to greet the broad straps of the latex corset dress.

As they smoothed up, each arm sheath of latex, to the very top of Kitty’s arms, they still held her securely, to ensure they didn’t drop her from her high platforms. And, within fifteen minutes, the major dressing was done, and the only visible flesh was the very, very, point of the shoulder, between latex glove and latex shoulder straps, and the portion of pink flesh that showed under the scooped out latex collar, down to the projecting false boobs held in their rubber cups, giving Kitty an enviable pair of breasts.

Oh! And, then, there was the point of the penis, which was now visibly reacting to this erotic dressing and was peeping an inch or more, further, from its “hole”, under the hem of the skirt, than previously.

Apart from that, Kitty was now one mass of bright red, shiny latex, which her maids were now buffing up, with some kind of spray, and two light microfibre cloths, to restore the overall shine and make their latex subject, glisten and gleam.

As Kitty looked at her new form, in the full-length mirror of the dressing area, she marvelled at the transformation that had already been achieved, but then looked at the incongruous, almost-hairless, shaven, head of the man that looked back at her. Only the head, and the engorging penis, gave away the fact that under all this glossy rubber was a male. In every other respect, Kitty was, already, taking on the form of a strangely erotic, female, in shape, and in appearance.

And that, was where the pair of wardrobe mistresses ceased their attentions, leaving the odd-looking male head, atop this utterly feminine, confection of erotic, body-clinging, latex.

As they steered, a rather hesitant, Kitty, towards the door of their dressing chamber, they scooped up one, last, tiny, piece of red latex, that Kitty struggled to see, as she concentrated hard, on not falling off her high latex perches, and she tottered off, towards her destiny.

The corridor seemed endless, that they led her down, because each, tentative step, took a time to achieve. But, finally, she managed it, with a good deal of supportive assistance, and she was led into the “Framing Room” where her main aggressor, Angel Paris, was impatiently waiting, keen to move, quickly, on, to Stage 3, of this “easy” conversion, she had to manage.

_______________________

The Framing Room

“Welcome to the framing room, my dear. And, might I say, you look like a dream. Really, really, lovely. Thank you, ladies, you have both done a wonderful job, it was worth the extra little wait!” Angel Paris gushed, as Kitty hobbled in and surveyed the room into which she had been led.

Kitty drew breath, as she looked at all the weird and wonderful equipment before her. Her eyes didn’t quite know what to take in, first. The room was, very orderly, but completely full of different pieces of apparatus, both moveable and fixed, and made, in the main, from shining metal. Aluminium, perhaps, or steel or chrome? Who knew? It all looked so shiny, so unfamiliar and so bizarre.

There were vertical frameworks, standing proud and glistening under the artificial lights. This room had no windows and no natural light whatsoever. There were horizontal, bed-like frames. There were circular slanted frames and there were pieces of metalwork that defied any proper description.

As Kitty’s eyes opened wide and tried to take in the sights before her, her thoughts were disturbed by Angel Paris’s strident voice.

“Well, don’t stand there gawping, girl. Come right in and I can take you on a little tour. After all, you are going to experience “wearing” several of these pieces, over the next four days.” Kitty immediately switched her attention to the owner of the voice, who now stood, changed herself, in appearance, and dressed, to thrill, in tight leather pencil skirt and beautiful, fitted, red satin blouse, with long sleeves and a high collar. She now, truly, resembled the archetypal, MISTRESS, Kitty had been instructed to call her.

“This is our Framing Room. It serves a specific purpose, in that it gets our new dolls used to some of the more arduous conditions they may find themselves having to endure, when they are returned to their new owners. As you might imagine, we get all kinds of requests for how our finished dolls are turned out. You are very, very lucky.

Most of our clients want to hand over all their menial tasks, to their new pet sissy, the washing, ironing, cooking, and so on. But Abigail has specifically said that she’s not interested in you ironing and sewing, or doing any of all those other skills, we have to try to teach some guests. That should save us a lot of time, and effort.

Yes, apparently, you are to have a life of relative leisure, my love. Abby wants to keep you as a mere ornament, a thing to admire . . . and for others to admire also. So, we have to get you accustomed to some pretty rigorous immobilisations, and in a very short time! We only have five days! Therefore, your complete co-operation, would help us greatly. We have warned her, that you need proper nourishment and adequate exercise, in between, but, I think she intends keeping you pretty well trussed up, for the majority of the time.

So, here is where we get our sissy dolls used to the strictest of restraints. Every one of these pieces has been carefully designed to offer a safe, but very stringent, experience. And, Abby, as generous as ever, has ordered two or three of these pieces to be copied, and delivered, along with YOU, her new plaything. You’re going to have so much fun, together!

Look around and imagine yourself trussed to this thing, here, and slowly rotated, for an hour, or three. And look at this. It’s a metal frame, where you are placed in here, and you become a living chair. Abby says you work from a little office at home, keeping your small, but lucrative, business going? Well, she is going to have to take over running your internet business and she’s going to do it sat in a chair just like this. Only, you’ll be what she’s sitting on! I think we have a lovely soft leather covering for you to wear, when you become this piece! We might give that a go, tomorrow, shall we? So, we simply have to get you used to being scrunched up in that, for long periods.

And here is a post, she’s having a similar one installed, by our technical team, in your hallway. She’s going to attach you to it, when she has house parties, and then use it as a coat and plant stand, I believe. And you’ll be the lovely decoration that greets visitors, when they first arrive.

We’ve worked out a few clever little ideas with her and everything is just about ready to go, so, delivery, next Thursday, is going to be very special for you.

Now, let’s introduce you to today’s challenge. If you’ll bring her over here, ladies, I can show her the picture frame, she is going to adorn, for the next few hours.

Now, look at me, and answer me, truthfully. Are you going to co-operate fully, or do you need convincing? In which case, I’ll send you to Angel Marlene’s correction department for some harsher treatment?”

Kitty looked at the magnificent sight of the dominant women stood before her. She looked around at the bizarre equipment filling this strange room. She gazed at the reflection of herself, dressed in head-to-toe red latex, in the long, full-length mirror, set along one entire wall of the chamber. And then she looked back at Mistress Paris.

“Yes, Mistress! I’ll co-operate. I’ll do as you say, if you promise not to hurt me.”

“Ohh, I don’t promise anything, Kitty! All I can say is that not working with us, will be a lot more painful, for you, than if you do all that we demand. Now, ready to submit to your first truly erotic experience? Yes? Or no?”

Kitty paused but looked at the emotionless face of her antagonist and lowered her near-bald head as she muttered, “Yes.”

“Louder! And call me Mistress,” barked Paris, now losing her patience.

Kitty raised her head. “Yes, Mistress. I am ready.”

“Good. Much better. Always remember, I am your Mistress. Until Abigail takes delivery, I am the one you will obey, at all times. So, today, you and I will begin our relationship. And, to accustom you to your new role in life, I have decided that I shall turn you into a beautiful picture and you will show your gratitude by making the very prettiest, and quietest, wall-hanging I have ever created. Bring her over to the wall frame, ladies. And let’s get her hooded.

Kitty recoiled and tried to pull away, at the mention of hooding. Her guarding, Angels, had too firm a hold on either gloved arm, for her to resist. She was half-propelled, and half carried, toward her nemesis, who now stood beside a curious oversized, metal, rectangular, picture frame, resting against a far wall.

“Oh! You think I didn’t mention the hooding? Well, I sort of did! That’s the part I was referring to, when I said Abigail never wanted to see Keith’s face, ever again. So, she has insisted we make you a series of hoods, to conceal that manly face of yours. And this is your first. Look, nothing to concern yourself over. This one’s just a plain, ordinary, latex hood, in red, to match that lovely outfit you’re sporting.

The majority of your future hoods are in latex, designed as feminine faces, some a little more realistic than others. And then there’s the leather collection, the sleeping and feeding hood, the punishment hood, the meditation hood. Abigail was very insistent you spend all your waking and sleeping hours, fully hooded. There’ll be times, I guess when you need to leave a hood off, for an hour or two, but you have to get used to being hooded, pretty rapidly, if we’re going to make progress on this.

Now, I want you to look at the frame before you, before I cover your face and seal your pretty mouth.

We are using these to immobilize you,” and Mistress Paris held up an arm brace, made of three bands of metal joined by a connecting metal strip running from the lowest band, clearly intended to go around Kitty’s slim wrist, up to the elbow band which would prevent her arm from bending or flexing and then on to the upper arm band, which would secure the arm at the very top of Kitty’s new, shoulder-length, gloves.

“We have one for each pretty arm and one for each of those super slim booted legs, of yours. We’ll fit those whilst you’re off the frame and then we can easily connect you up to the frame here and hoist you skyward. To repose there for a few hours and present a fine display.

Oh, and there’s a waist brace and a head brace to make you a little more uncomfortable. I just want you to know what is happening to you, so you don’t try asking any silly, pointless questions, whilst we’re fixing you up. Anything to say, before I hood you?”

Kitty had lots she wanted to say, but thought better of it, and, besides, was so fascinated, at the intricacy of her imminent restraining, that she stood dumbstruck and just slowly shook her head, “No, Mistress, nothing to ask!” she managed to utter, remembering her manners.

“Good! Then lower your head and take a deep breath. Once this is on, you’ll find you can breathe through the holes beneath your nostrils. Just take slow, controlled breaths and you’ll be fine. Oh! And I don’t want to hear any noise from you. No complaining. Otherwise I shall have this hood off you and your mouth stuffed and taped before you can say, “I love the odour of this latex!”

Kitty complied and lowered her head, slightly, as Paris approached with the red latex hood stretched between her hands, the rear zip, already fully opened.

The latex hood, at first, resisted against Kitty’s close-shaven head, but once it began its descent, Paris guided it skilfully down and over Kitty’s wide-open eyes, over her flaring nostrils, as she attempted to take in as much air as possible, and then down and down, sealing her mouth and compressing her chin, as it stretched down to its full extent. Then Paris fumbled with the soft, pliant, clinging, material, and eased it a little around the mouth and nose area, until satisfied it was properly and neatly sited. Then she twirled her subject around and yanked at the zip pull, to seal Kitty into the very first of her many hoods.

At first, Kitty panicked and fought to breathe, the flexible latex, bloating out slightly, as she forced air, from her lungs, out through her mouth, and then the pliable latex was sucked in, to cling to Kitty’s face, as she attempted to inhale through her clenched lips. After a frightening moment or two, she realised that, as long as she controlled her breathing and kept her mouth closed, there really was no problem and she slowly became intoxicated by the sumptuous fragrance of the latex clinging to her face, as she felt the first of the arm braces, beginning its attachment to her right arm.

The metal band went easily around Kitty’s right wrist, the metal clicking together at the overlapping clasp and a small padlock being fed through to hold the two ends of the light, hinged, metal, band together. The elbow band was less comfortable, as it involved Kitty’s arm being stretched straight and then the band settled right into her elbow joint and further bending, at that point, would now be impossible. And then the third band was hinged shut and padlocked at the very top of her arm, her sensitive flesh being protected by the latex gloving, that extended that far up her arm.

The right limb was dropped, straight, and stiff, at her side, and attention turned to the left arm, as Kitty experimented, with any possible movement, blinded and silenced, as she was.

Of course, the arm would extend up or down, back and forth, but the limb could not possibly bend, it was braced rigid, and the feeling of helplessness, was disconcerting.

Soon, the left arm was braced in exact same fashion, and Kitty felt her right leg and left leg being attacked, simultaneously, as the leg braces, looking exactly like the arm devices, but longer and broader bands of metal, joined by a stronger vertical rod of metal, were being forced onto Kitty’s slightly spread, thigh-booted, legs.

Angel Paris stood back as her assistant angels, saw to the affixing of the leg braces and then she ordered them to fit the waist belt. This was another hinged band of the same gleaming, metal, which encircled Kitty’s corseted, pulled in, waist, and locked together with a same fastening and padlocking system as the other braces. The waist band looked like a glistening, broad, silver, belt of metal and had two large metal D-rings, one fitted to either side of the band, ready to accept a chain, a rope, a strap, or whatever fiendish restraint was selected.

And then a final, slimmer, band of metal, was fitted around Kitty’s latex-covered, head, with a similar band of metal going around Kitty’s forehead, but an arc of metal passing over her crown, and welded to either side of the forehead band, and a hinged metal piece that descended down, and went over her covered cheeks and passed under her chin, to be adjusted to size, and then padlocked directly below her hooded head.

Mistress Paris was clearly pleased, as she walked around her latex-clad and metal-embellished, subjugate, and checked each fastening and made certain that all was neat and symmetrical. Mistress Paris loved her bindings to be “neat and symmetrical”!!!

Kitty, by now, with all normal movement of arms and legs, taken from her, teetered and tottered, as she attempted to keep her precarious balance and each guarding angel took it in turns to hold her steady, as the other dealt with the final pieces of cleverly constructed metalwork.

Kitty stood, for a minute or two, whilst the unseen inspection was conducted, then Paris barked out an order, and Kitty felt herself lifted and transported forward, still unable to bend either arm or either braced leg. She came to a stop and was turned, then felt herself lifted again and she sensed her booted feet being located, one into each, of two, foot-braces, set on the bottom of the large picture frame, and around 20 inches, apart.

She felt some kind, of restraint, go over each foot. She heard the clash of metal, meeting metal, and she heard the click as the metal half-shoe, restraint, enclosed the toe of her booted foot and was closed shut and padlocked.

She felt her right arm being swung out and up, unable to bend at the elbow but able to swing from the shoulder joint until it extended up and out to the right-hand corner of the frame to which she was being secured. She heard a small clanking of metal again, as a chain was attached from the corner of the giant frame, with the appearance of a rectangular door frame, but in the same gleaming metal, as her newly installed restraints, and then she heard the chain being taken up, and felt her arm pulled up and out, as it was extended to almost the very corner of the holding apparatus.

Her left arm went the same way and now Kitty was held in a star-shape against her metal imprisonment, arms and legs stretched to their furthest, and held entirely straight, and entirely rigid, and entirely still.

Two chains were introduced and clipped to each of the two D-rings on the metal waist constraint, and these tightened, as they were pulled out and clipped off to the supporting frame to hold her central body still, and Kitty now realised that all movement was taken from her, and any need to balance on her tippy-high heels, was negated, as the braces and chains took her full weight, and supported her braced body.

Just her head swayed slightly, now, as she came to terms with her captivity and she soon felt expert hands turn their attention to securing this, as a slimmer, silver, chain, was attached to the arc of metal encircling her crown and this was pulled up tight, to attach to the central fixing point on the horizontal metal bar above, and two thin chains attached, one either side, to the point at which arching crown band met the forehead encircling band, and these were taken to each side bar, and cinched in tight to fasten, invisibly, behind the metal side bars.

From the front, Kitty presented a neatly arranged picture of metal bands and joining chains, held central, and secure, like a giant motif, in the centre of the metal, rectangular, frame. From the rear, any observer would see the mass of metal brace extending up the back of each red-booted, leg, and, again, each brace up the length of each red-gloved, arm. They would see the unsightly fixings where lengths of securing chain were fixed to their fastening points, on each spar of the frame, but hidden from any frontal view. But it was from the front that Kitty was intended to be viewed, and admired, and it was from the front, that she displayed the perfect picture that Paris had promised.

Kitty heard the snap of latex against flesh, and shivered in anticipation, not knowing this was the sound of Mistress Paris snapping another latex surgical glove onto her right hand. Then Kitty reacted as she felt the gloved hand grasp a hold of her exposed manhood and squeezed it tight. The other, un-gloved, hand, ran up Kitty’s restrained body, from the tips of her high boots, up the short length, of tight mini-skirt, and stroked her all the way up the constricting corset till it reached her shoulder. Then nimble fingers ran up her hooded head and checked the metal head brace was tight and secure. And then a voice whispered into her latex-covered ear.

“Do you like your latex dress, Kitty?”

Kitty tried to nod her head, as she wanted to say she loved her latex dress.

“I know I forbade you to speak,” said the voice of Mistress Paris, “But you can answer me, now. Are you excited, Kitty?”

“Yes!” Kitty replied, her voice muffled by the restriction of the latex, pressing to her face, and suppressing her lips.

Slap! She felt the bare hand slap, hard, against her latex-clad rump, the thin rubber covering, offering little protection. She yelped into her latex hood.

“Yes, what?” the angered voice retorted.

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.”

“And do you love the way these tight rubber boots cling to your legs, all the way up to your crotch here?” asked the voice, as the gloved hand squeezed her man-rod, again.

“Yes, Mistress.” murmured Kitty, as she fought to keep her cool.

“Do you like being a little rubber dolly, Kitty? Do you like the feeling of helplessness? Do you know I can do anything to you? Anything, I please?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please, Mistress. I want to come, Mistress.” Kitty’s voice was barely audible as Angel Paris began to stroke rhythmically up the length of Kitty’s erecting manhood.

“Are you excited to be bound and encased, so very tight, Kitty?” the voice continued to tease, and the hand continued to stroke.

“Oh, yes, Mistress.”

“And do you want to be a little, helpless, girl dolly, forever, Kitty?” coaxed the purring voice.

“I do, Mistress. I do.” Kitty implored.

“Then show me how excited it makes you to be dressed in sissy clothes and chained up tight, Kitty.” the voice demanded.

And Kitty obliged and felt she was just on the very verge of disgracing herself and making a fine mess, when the stroking and coaxing suddenly stopped.

Kitty squealed, as she felt something tight being wrapped around the base of her penis, and her ball-sac. She squealed again as the rubber cording was pulled tight and tied off in one knot and then wrapped and criss-crossed, around and around her scrotum, till it was trussed up, like a Christmas turkey and tied off in another tight knot.

Then she squealed for a third time as the red, rubber, sleeve, was stretched and extended up over her penis tip and up the length of the swollen shaft. Of course, she could see none of this happening, as the hood prevented it, but that just added to the sense of eroticism, as the knotted, red rubber cord, and the tight, red rubber sleeve, both worked to stop Kitty losing her new-found stiffness.

“Good,” said the bodiless voice, louder now, “I’m glad you’re excited, Kitty. Let’s see if we can keep it that way! Now, let’s get her hoisted up.”

The three Angels stood back as Angel Paris took hold of the wall-fixed control that managed the small, hidden winch, concealed away, in the ceiling, pressed a button and watched, as the metal frame, and its incumbent passenger, slowly rose up and up, as Kitty ascended skywards, to hang there, four or five feet off the ground, for any passing Angel, or, indeed, any of this bizarre establishment’s other, unfortunate, guests, to observe and to admire, her massive erection, adorned in red latex cording and sheathing, her entire body an erotic display of tight, red, latex.

And there she was to hang, swinging slowly back and forth, as her violators, watched from below, and congratulated each other on their latest spectacle of eroticism.

“Keep a watch on her, we’ll leave her like this for two or three hours and then bring her down. It might be an idea to walk a few of our more difficult guests in here to see her. And make sure she keeps that man thing nice and erect. If it starts to flag a bit, spray her with the stimulant. I want everyone to see how she’s enjoying herself.” and Paris was gone, her job, for the morning, done.

And Kitty swayed, ever so gently, held aloft in her metal bracings, as she moaned softly beneath the all-enveloping latex, in which she was encased.

_____________________________

“Right, I think she’s had enough excitement for one day. Help me get her down.” Angel Paris worked at swinging the large picture frame down from its perch, up high on the wall, as she barked out orders to the two Angel supervisors.

“Good, steady! Right, slowly, there, she’s down. Now, you two, I’ll leave you to sort out these braces and things. Ease her off, gently, she’s being very co-operative.  Then I want her unhooded, fed and hydrated, properly, and finish her off with an hour’s light exercise on the treadmill, not too fast, get those muscles working again and get her used to walking in those heels. Tomorrow, she’s to be up at 7.00am., toileted and showered, then a light breakfast, fruit, yoghurt, small juice and one small slice of toast. After breakfast, put her first false fingernails on and paint her toe-nails, would you? And then I’m going to ask you to glue the proper, semi-permanent, breast-forms, to her, save all the messing with these chicken fillet inserts! Then bring her to the main dressing room, naked, but robed, by 9.00am. I shall supervise her dressing tomorrow. So, Kitty, I hope you’ve enjoyed your first day, as the new you. Tomorrow, I shall introduce you to your next role, as the office chair. See you tomorrow, my dear. And keep that chin up.” Angel Paris cupped Kitty’s hooded chin in her hand and gently kissed the rubber-covered mouth, as she heard a muttered “Thank you, Mistress.” emanate from behind the layer of tight, latex, covering.

________________________

The Office Furniture

“Everything alright? No problems during the night? Or this morning?”

“Everything good and no issues at all, Mistress Paris.”

“Toileted? Showered? Fed? Watered?”

A nod, from each attendant Angel, to each question, gave the satisfactory response.

“And, I see, you have lovely breasts, today, Kitty. I hope you are happy with them?”

Kitty looked down at her newly attached breast-forms, now standing neat and pert, and fully exposed, under the open folds of the short satin robe, she wore. She was fascinated at how real they truly looked and smiled to herself, as she admired them, “Thank you Angel Paris, I do like them.” she replied, demurely.

“And let me see those nails. Oh! The fingers look so much trimmer and longer, with those, lovely, long, false, nails. And your toe-nails have been painted to match. They look lovely too. So, are you happy with your progress, so far?”

“I am, Angel Paris. Yes, thank you.”

“It is Mistress Paris, to you, but I shall overlook that little mis-pronunciation, this time. And you will co-operate fully today? Or do we need to call for Angel Marlene’s team, to be stricter with you?”

“I shall do my best to co-operate, Mistress. But, please don’t hurt me too much.”

“I shall try not to hurt you at all, Kitty. But, sometimes, you know, a little discomfort can be exciting. Today, I want to introduce you to two more items you simply have to get accustomed to, in your new life. And we’ll begin with the Chair. So, bring her forward, please, Angels and bend her over.” Paris turned to pick up the ominous-looking butt plug from the bag containing it, behind her. It glistened in the artificial light, showing that it was already lubricated and ready to go.

“Tell me, Kitty, have you ever had the pleasure of anything being inserted up your rear, before?”

The shake of the head and the look of genuine unease, in her wide eyes, gave the answer, “No, Kitty had never experienced such a thing.”

“Well, we’ll start you off very gently, with this teeny, weeny, innocuous, little thing. And then we can train you to take bigger ones. By Thursday, I think we’ll despatch you with your first full-size, vibrating one. That would make your journey interesting wouldn’t it?” By now, Paris had disappeared around the back of her new charge, and Kitty had been held by each arm, one Angel either side of her, and tilted, slightly, to bend her over, at the waist, and expose her rear end.

She groaned, as she felt the rubber gloved hand of Angel Paris, fidget and fuss and tease at her behind, under the folds of the short satin robe. She felt the nub of the stiff rubber plug, press hard against her opening and she felt the cold lubricant, dribble off the end, as a helping finger, eased the plug, slowly, very slowly, to begin its ascent.

She gasped at the pressure now being applied, as the short, 4-5inch length of the plug, gradually rotated and inched its way up her rear, and, then, it was done.

“All done down there,” Angel P. confirmed, “Now, to see to your wee, willy winkee!”

By now, the Angel had retrieved the next instrument of torture from the table and was standing in front of her victim, who had slowly been brought back upright, as she adjusted to the new guest, within her. It felt, surprisingly, not unpleasant, and although she was aware it was there, Kitty was now too intrigued at what was about to happen in front of her, to pay her rear, too much attention.

Paris held a small but complex arrangement of leather sack, tubing and straps, in her hand, as she wiped the last bit of lubricant from the butt plug, off on her apron.

“This is a kind of cock-cage,” she explained, “Yesterday, we saw how excited you got and the rubber binding, and sheath, were intended to prolong that arousal. Today, I’m afraid, this clever little device will prevent you getting any erection, whatsoever. We have any number of these, in many different materials and many colours, and you will soon come to view them as a necessary piece of equipment, depending upon your circumstance. We have metal ones and silicon ones, plastic, even vibrating, ones. But this has been specially made to go with your beautiful outfit today. It’s in a firm, purple leather for the straps and the actual cage, but this scrotum sack is lovely and soft, just feel it.”

And Kitty, hesitantly, extended her now free arm and felt the lovely soft, purple, leather bag, that would soon envelop her testicles.

The idea is that we pop those little balls of yours, safe inside here, strap it tight around you and then feed your widget into this stiffer tube, then I shall do up each of these tiny buckles and your weeny will be trapped inside the leather tube casing, here, and unable to extend. Simple, but ingenious, isn’t it?”

Kitty reserved judgement on just how ingenious this strange contraption might be, and watched, fascinated, as two rubber-gloved hands began to feed her ball-sac, into the leather bag. Then she winced, as the first of several straps was pulled, too tightly, around the top of her genitals. Then, Paris busied herself, in a very matter-of-fact, but workmanlike fashion, to feed the limp penis into the open casing of leather, before buckling each of the four tiny buckles across to trap the limp piece on man-flesh, within its tight, and imprisoning grip.

“Good!” said a satisfied Angel Paris, as she re-surfaced and disposed of the latex, surgical, nursing gloves. “Now, we can get you into your outfit. Purple leather and beautifully made, I might add. Corset first, I think!” and she went to the dress rail to take off the strange, long-sleeved garment, which she was now going to secure around Kitty’s constricted upper body.

As she brought the corset over, Kitty saw immediately, that this was different, in every aspect, to the red latex, corset dress, she had worn the previous day.

It was in a stunning purple leather, that looked buttery soft, but was, in fact, stiffened, right up its length, with steel bones, to restrict and to shape Kitty’s new, feminine, form. The front bodice of the corset was fairly plain but extended up, to a high collar. There were no frontal busk fastenings like those on an ordinary corset, all the lacing was at the back. The only front decoration, apart from the seams around the projecting bust cups, was the row of studs awaiting their press-stud partners, that went around the waist-line of the corset and a smaller row, around the high collar.

It also had long sleeves, which, were more like long fingerless gloves, in that Kitty’s hands would extend through the openings at the end and her painted, false fingernails, and her finger ends, would show beyond the length of leather sheathing that would completely cover her arms, and her wrists, and extend down to her knuckles.

With some help from the attending Angels, Paris got Kitty to extend her arms forward and fed her into the elaborate corset affair, arms first. As she eased her arms in, Kitty realised that lacing up the arms had also been loosened to allow the hands to pass through and re-appear at the glove end. Then these would be laced tight to make the leather sleeves completely encase her upper limbs.

As she gasped, the main body of the soft leather corset was pulled ever tighter and tighter, as she felt the force of the hidden, steel bones, slowly, but very, very, surely, re-mould her body, and encompass her new breasts and constrict her waist, till she was fully laced in and fighting for breath, as her body conformed to its new shape and as the leather warmed and stretched slightly, to become a very part of her.

The only flesh she saw now, were her painted fingertips, projecting from the mass of purple leather, which contained her. Even the high collar, with its row of stud fastenings, was slightly boned, and strengthened, to force Kitty’s head to remain erect and forward-facing, so she could no longer look at her legs and her purple, leather, cock-cage, containing her swaying penis.

She wondered what the two rows of press-stud fastenings were for, when it became clear, as a second part of the outfit was brought from the rail and Kitty’s position was adjusted, slightly, so she could watch proceedings, in the full-length mirror, now in front of her.

“This is a hobble skirt,” Paris continued her narrative, as though a tour guide explaining the purpose of the Great Wall of China, “It will be laced on tight and then, I’m afraid, your movement will be very limited. It keeps your legs tight together and makes walking very tricky. You’ll be able to take very small steps, but you won’t win any sprinting races, I can tell you. It’s in the same soft leather and will feel lovely, but it’s not designed for running in!”

As her two helpers assisted in supporting the weight of the corseted Kitty, Paris encouraged her to step into the loosened sheath of purple leather. As her second leg went in, and Kitty could once more stand erect and stare at her reflection, she saw the incredible sheath of purple drawn, inexorably, up and up her lower body, until the last hint of cock-cage was extinguished from sight, and all of Kitty’s body was now encased in the wondrous leather creation.

As she watched, open-mouthed, each press stud on the waistband of the hobble skirt, was now pressed home to each waiting fastening on the waistband of the corset until the outfit had become one, and the rear lacing could begin. In fact, the full-length, skirt, had two lots of lacing, beginning from just around the knee area. One Assistant Angel took the lacing going upwards to the waist. The other dealt with the lacing extending down to the ankles, where the skirt stopped.

As Angel Paris looked on, in her supervisory capacity, now, she nodded approvingly, as the two sets of lacings were pulled and teased, tighter, and tighter, bringing the sheath of wonderful, soft, luscious, leather, ever closer, and closer, in to Kitty’s body. As she watched, via the mirror, Kitty felt a thrill of excitement, as the overpowering smell of the fabulous material wafted to her nose, and the sight of it, gripping her feminine figure, ever more tightly, sent a little shiver, down her spine.

And then she looked at the collar, that was making her look straight ahead and into the magic looking-glass, and she realised, that something was soon going to connect to the fastenings around her neck. This sent a further shiver, of anticipation, and of slight fear, down her spine.

Soon, the two sets of lacing had been pulled as tight as possible and, the finished result looked amazing. Kitty turned her enveloped body, from side to side as she felt the restrictive leather now embracing her from neck to toe. She tried a feeble step and knew instantly, what it truly meant, to be hobbled. And she realised the softness of the leather, added to the support of the steel-boning, in the top part, meant her body could bend from the waist down, but her upper body movement was severely limited.

Then they brought the matching purple ankle boots and each foot was pushed into the leather shoe of the short boots, before more lacing, up the front of each, glued the purple boots, to her feet.

“Now, before we show you the hood,” Angel Paris declared, with some delight, confirming Kitty’s worst fears, as she fully understood what the collar fastenings were for, “I want to show you the Chair. Wheel it in, would you, Angel Tracy?”

The doors to the room were held open by one angel, as the other went a short distance down the corridor, and wheeled the silent monster, into the room.

It made no noise whatever, as it glided, easily, on its four wheels, its lightweight framework of shiny metal, giving it very little weight, or resistance.

It looked, to all intents, and purposes, like an under-sized, hospital wheelchair, and not dis-similar to the one Keith had been bound to yesterday morning. But this was much lighter, and an open framework of metal, apart from the solid plate of light aluminium metal, slightly padded, with cushioning, that presented itself, as a seat.

But this seat seemed to be set lower than normal and the back frame of four metal struts, seemed to go higher than a normal wheelchair. And, descending down from the seat, to almost touch the floor, were four, equally spaced, metal rounded struts, which ended in a connecting, horizontal, foot bar, just an inch or two above ground level.

“Welcome to your Chair,” announced Angel Paris, “It’s almost a copy of the one we have in the Framing Room, but this has been custom-made, for you. Abby kindly provided us with an exact set of measures and we were able to customise everything she wanted, to fit you, precisely. Please, take a seat.” And the assistants wheeled the strange shiny chair-on-wheels, around to the back and right up to Kitty’s leather-enveloped legs, to save the time it would take her, hobbling towards it.

As she was encouraged to bend her encased legs and drop to the padded seat, she realised that her slim frame fitted the contours of the seat precisely. Her feet just touched the floor, with her boot heels planted firmly, whilst her lower leg rose to precisely the correct level where it bent and her bum and thighs, rested comfortably on the metal platform. Her back was pushed back against the light metal open framework of the back and her sleeved arms were rested on the extended arms of the odd “wheelchair”.

And then she noticed the black pouch of leather, riveted to each of the ends of the metal arms, of her seat, and was about to enquire what they were for, when Paris took control, and eased her gloved fingers of her right hand into the right hand leather pouch, and buckled a hitherto unseen strap to fasten the hand securely inside the pouch of stiffened leather and, firmly, to the metal spar of the chair arm.

Very quickly, her left hand was secured, in the same fashion, within the bondage pouch of the left arm-rest, and Kitty was now held to her chair. As she tried to move her hands, she realised each finger was slipped inside a separate finger, within the interior of the pouch, and so her hand was now held immovably.

“Very good, it fits you perfectly. Just as I knew it would. I think Abigail will be delighted. Hood, please, ladies.” growled Angel Paris, as she tested the wrist straps and made sure they were secure, “And then we can do the rest of the restraints.”

The bag of purple leather looked innocuous enough in the hands of the assistants, but, as Angel Paris raised it to show Kitty, she saw the fearsome, rubber, pear gag, hidden within. And around the collar of the soft leather hood, was a short row of press-stud fasteners, ready to attach to the collar of the high corset, which held her upper body, so erect, in its chair.

“Right, now this might hurt just a little,” confided Angel P, as she pressed each stud at the front of the hood to secure it to each matching fastener around Kitty’s neck. She placed her fingers down the tight collar, as much as the stiffening bones would allow, to ease the pressure against the throat, but it still did evoke a small gasp, and a moan of fleeting discomfort, each time one of the four studs pressed home.

“Now, open wide!” instructed her captor, as Kitty saw the hood being raised and the rubber pear-shaped gag, advancing towards her. She gulped once, licked her dry lips and then opened her mouth wide, to receive the rubber plugging, and it went in, pressing her tongue down and silencing her completely, as the rest of the hood, gradually enveloped her full face and her head.

She felt, and heard, the zip, being pulled down and down, from the very crown of her head, to meet the stiff collar of the leather corset. And then she felt the last four press studs, fastening the two together, at the back, but, this time, was unable to voice her discomfort.

Then she sat there and eased her lips further around the plug of rubber, as she stared into the dark void. And then, suddenly, there was light again. She heard and felt the area around her eyes being pulled at, before the press studs holding the purple leather blindfold, against the purple leather of the head-casing, pulled apart and the blindfold was pulled away.

A face leant down and smiled at her. It was, of course, her main aggressor, Angel Paris, who now had Kitty precisely in the position she wanted her.

“Are we comfortable?” she enquired, with a cheery grin.

Actually, Kitty was, SURPRISINGLY, pretty comfortable, but thought it wise to dissent a little and so shook her head, as much as the stiff posture-collar allowed, and moaned into her rubber gag, as if to say, this was torture. But it was not. Had she been allowed, she would have been aroused by her present predicament. Unfortunately, no fun today. Her cock was tightly imprisoned within its leathery confines and this prevented any show of pleasure.

“Now, the eyepiece and the mouthpiece can be taken off. Abby insisted she might need you to be able to see and speak when she’s doing the office work, on the computer. So, we’ve designed it, this way, so you can see and be heard when she likes, and you can be blinded and silenced when she wants peace and quiet. Today, I’m going to test you out, so I really don’t want you seeing any confidential business on my laptop, and I certainly don’t need any advice from you! So, they’ll both be on, for the morning. But I’ll leave this eye-pad off, until we’ve got you fully secured. Okay?”

Kitty nodded. She wanted to say, “Gee! Thanks! So generous!” but all that was beyond her present capabilities.

The bindings were, of course, in black leather straps. What else? The chair was designed so that legs could be held together, or apart. Obviously, the leather sheath of the hobble skirt already did the job of keeping Kitty’s thighs, knees and ankles tight together, so the three straps they tightened, from the knees down, just served to hold the lower legs, to the metal frame of the chair. Then they raised her feet slightly and placed the heels of her boots OVER the horizontal bar that connected the four down spars, and they employed the last ankle strap to also bind the boots to this metal cross-piece.

Kitty felt the lap strap go across her thighs and pin those down, at the same time, pressing into her leather-encased penis. She moaned into her gag as the waist-strap went across her already pinched-in waist. She felt a third strap go over her newly installed boobs, pressing those to her chest, and a final two straps held her collared neck and her hooded forehead, back to the heightened, back rest, of the Chair.

Now, she really was held tight and it seemed like overkill to the poor sissy, as two more straps secured each arm, even closer, to the metal armrests of the contraption, adding to the immobility affected by the leather pouches containing her hands. She was truly restrained and pulled at each of her fastenings, in the vain hope that she might find one or more that had a little give. There was no remission! She was well, and truly, immobilised, until her wardens were kind enough to release her . . . and, she assumed, this would not be anytime soon!

“Okay, wheel her to my office will you and pop her behind the desk. I’ve got so much paperwork to get through, today. I’m going to give her a full test, all this morning. Check everything is okay and that she’s comfortable to sit on. We might have to add a seat pad, on her lap. We’ll see! But, I must say, she looks luxurious in all that leather. Much nicer than my present office chair. Anyway, I’ll call you around midday, maybe 1.00pm. even, by the time I’ve finished, and you can come to get her, take her for food and watering. I’ll let you know how we’ve got on.”

And, with that, Paris’s face appeared once more, still smiling, and she bid Kitty a fond farewell, as the eye-padding was secured back to the hood, and as the sissy she-male’s world, went entirely dark. And, then, she felt the chair move, as it was tilted back, ever so slightly, and wheeled off to the waiting office, and the busy desk, to complete Kitty’s new role as “office assistant”.

_________________________

Time for Bed

“That’s excellent news. Good! Yes! Have it transported and installed in Monitoring Cell 8, would you, ready for her use, tonight. Yes, she’s coming along so well, I think we might as well test it and get her used to it. Yes, the night hood, the respirators and the full kit. And set up the heart rate monitors and the cameras, just so we can see how she’s doing. Thank you.”

Angel Paris put down her mobile and smiled. It must have been good news indeed. She turned her face to speak to the unseen face of the bound and immobile Kitty, whose lap she had occupied for the past two hours, “Well, my dear Kitty, that was our technical department, just letting me know their latest design is ready for testing. So, we’ll be moving you to a new cell tonight, where we can monitor you, in your brand new, bed. You’ve heard of bed and board? Well, this is bed and board with a difference. You’ll see. Later!”

Kitty moaned into her rubber pear gag, as she tried to flex her muscles and recover some feeling in her aching limbs. For two hours now, she had served as Angel Paris’s office chair and the discomfort was beginning to tell. She wondered what new ordeal they had in store for her, as Paris went back to her laptop and ignored the small moans emanating from some location, behind her head, and within her leather office seat.

Another hour passed before the relief, Kitty so desperately now needed, was forthcoming and she was released from her constraints.

And then it was off, to the small gymnasium, to exercise her aching bones and muscles, as her guardian Angel expressed, again, how important it was going to be to keep her body well exercised and toned, in the periods between her immobilizations.

And then, she was fed a meagre meal before being completely stripped down to her bare necessities and prepared for her early bed-time, in her new Cell #8.

The two Angels, Suzette and Tamara, “tasked” with preparing her for her introduction to her new sleeping quarters, cleaned her thoroughly . . . an experience and attentive sensation, that the recipient, Kitty had quickly come to enjoy, as they sponged her sensitive body and paid particular attention to her private parts.

And then she was shown her night-clothes and a shiver of excitement passed down her body as she quickly examined each new and exciting piece of attire, that was laid out ready to embrace her. And soon, the erotic dressing began.

The blue latex body garment was part corset and part leotard, being slightly stiffened at the waist and bust, to support her and to allow the accommodation of her false breast forms. It also, reached down to the very tops of her thighs but did not cover her manhood, which, for now, dangled free.

Blue latex, stockings, were held by three latex suspenders, that spanned the small inch, or two, gap of flesh, between the bottom of the tight, body-hugging leotard and the tops of the bright blue columns of latex that now enclosed her slim legs, right up to her hairless crotch.

Her penis hung free and was reacting, in small jerking movements, to the excitement of the dressing, until one Angel gave it a ferocious slap-down, with her bare hand, which put an end to its aroused gyrations.

The blue latex, arm sheaths, extended right up each arm to the very point of Kitty’s bare shoulders and she realised that the glove part that now gripped her hands, ended in a flat, oval, latex mitt, that encircled her five fingers and left her arm ends, looking like two useless, oval, paddles of rubber, that deprived her of any, useful, hand movement.

Then the hood! The blue latex hood was slipped over her hairless head and pulled down and down, before being zipped tight to her face so that her features showed beneath the gripping latex that accentuated every feature, every bone and every muscle, of her hidden face.

She gasped as the latex drew into her face and gripped her flesh, but was relieved to find that a), she could see, the eye-holes within the hood allowed almost full vision. And, that b). she could breathe and speak, there were two distinct nostril holes and they allowed easy breathing, and the mouth aperture of the hood, was left entirely open.

And then she saw the collar raised before her, and she gulped, beneath the tight latex adhering to her face. They brought the stiffened rubber posture collar up to her neck and began the process of lacing it fully up the back so that it gripped her latex covered chin and then held her neck firm and upright, as the boned rubber contraption conformed to her neck and held her in its tight posture grip, filling in the gap, between the low neckline of the latex leotard, and extending out to the shoulder straps that held the leotard to her frame.

Now, the only sections of skin showing, were the occasional, tiny, glimpses, between posture collar and shoulder strap, the tiny glimpses between shoulder strap and arm-sheath, and the inch or two of lily-white flesh displayed under the high cut hem of the leotard and down to the all-enveloping latex stockings. Oh! And Kitty’s, now flaccid, penis, dangled free and in full vision, where it protruded from the aperture, within the groin section of the latex body-covering.

Kitty was turned, to see a reflection of herself and swooned at the vision before her. She strained to take in the full picture, as her posture collar allowed her only to look directly ahead and she had to strain to turn her eyes downward to take in the full, exquisite, vision, of blue, latex, loveliness, she now presented.

Seemingly, the dressing was finished, and her two Angel dressers now took an arm each and led her off to her new bedroom, Cell #8, where Angel Paris was waiting, in excited anticipation, as she fussed over the new bed that had just been installed there.

“Ah! Kitty, you look lovely. I have to say, when we went through all the designs for your outfits, your darling owner, Abigail, was so very clever. She suggested a few alterations here and there, and a few additions which we can see now, were really ingenious. How does it feel? All that lovely latex hugging you, so sensuously?”

Kitty managed to say that it felt good and she liked it very much, but her mind was distracted by the sight of the strange metal and padded leather bed presented to her.

“Oh! I see you’ve spotted our new bedroom furniture. This is all for you, my dear. Specially made to measure just for you. Isn’t it wonderful?”

Kitty wasn’t certain that “wonderful” would have been her chosen description. It was certainly different. And bizarre!

The tubular metal frame glistened in the artificial light of this new “Cell 8”. Its rectangular form was supported, not on four standard bed legs, but on two central triangles of the same tube metal that extended out to stand on the floor and support the full weight of bed frame and padded bed itself.

The “bed” looked as though it was made of leather but, was, in fact, a padded plastic topping, made for ease of cleaning and sanitizing. But it was the sheer mass of nylon web strapping that was displayed across the length, and the breadth, of black plastic padding, that most concerned Kitty. The straps were like short, seat-belt, webbing straps, that retracted on some kind of spring system, into the padding itself, so only the locking end, the section into which each strap would be inserted, displayed above the plastic padding.

Angel Paris saw Kitty’s worried expression and offered her an explanation, “I see you’ve spotted the restraint system. Ingenious, isn’t it? Each of these nylon straps can be utilized and clicked into its respective buckle mechanism, or they can be retracted into the bed and out of the way.

There are 48, different, two-inch and one-and-a-half-inch straps and buckles on this black side, allowing us to immobilise you in any one of several different ways. And look at this . . . we can even have you face down if we take out this little padding here and make room for your head, just like a massage table and, we take out this little oval here, make a hole, and see, we can fit your little peeny-weeny, down there. Oh, and look what else we can do . . . . ” at which, Paris pressed a button on the side of the frame, and the padded bed released from its four metal fixing points at each corner of the frame and then rotated on a central axle, to show the underside of the frame which now displayed as a red padded bed-top with an equally complex pattern of retracted straps and buckles, and the same two apertures for head and “peeny-weeny” insertion.

“Yes!” said Paris excitedly, “It’s fully reversible and this side has another 42 belts which can hold you in several, entirely different, patterns, for your night’s sleep. I think you are going to love it.”

And Kitty, as she now realised that this was her new sleeping platform for the rest of her feminized days, panicked and cried out in anguish as she struggled to free herself from the iron-like grip of her two angel guardians.

“Now, Kitty, don’t be silly. You’ve been so very good, up till now. We’ve made this especially for you and in full consultation with your owner, so we hoped you’d accept it and appreciate the considerable thought and effort that has gone into its design and manufacture. Abigail was absolutely, adamant, that she wanted you fully immobilised at night, so she can get a good night’s sleep without worrying what you might be getting up to. So, here it is. And you’ll just have to get accustomed to it. Now, let’s get you fixed up and ready! I think we’ll try the other side, the black side, tonight. Tomorrow, we’ll dress you differently and try the red.” And Paris flicked the bedside switch again and the bed rotated back to the original black side. As Kitty watched in both fear, and fascination.

“I thought I was ready?”, she finally managed to utter, as the black sided padded bed, clicked, and locked, back into position to its metallic frame.

“I’m afraid not,” Angel Paris smiled, in a knowing fashion, “We have just a couple of attachments to fit and then we can get you bedded down for the night.

Now, first your little pinky-winky, here, we obviously have to get that all locked up and snuggled in for the night.” And she brought up a now familiar casing of plastic, that Kitty recognised as a cock-cage, but of a different design to those, Kitty had previously worn.

“This is specially designed, for night use, or for prolonged periods of isolation,” Paris said, in her usual matter-of-fact manner, as though all the males in the world should wear one. “We will be fitting a urination tube to this end,” she continued, tapping one end of the cylindrical case, “That way you can pee to your heart’s content during the night and we won’t be disturbed,” and she bent down, to see to the fitting of the casing, as Kitty recoiled at the touch of her cold, rubber-gloved, hands.

She felt Paris’s surgical-gloved hands, fiddle with her scrotum, projecting from the sea of blue latex, and she moaned as she felt the plastic retaining ring hinging closed, trapping her scrotum in its grip. Then she groaned as her penis was fed into the open end of plastic casement and eased down into the dark depths of its overnight prison. A few adjustments, a last check, a click, and Kitty knew she was imprisoned once more and her cock would not be enjoying any late-night party, tonight . . . maybe not ANY night!!

“But I don’t want to be left here all night. I don’t think I could cope! Please, don’t do this. I’ve done everything you’ve asked of me. I’ll do anything you want during the day, Please, don’t make me do this. It’s cruel. I don’t want to.” Kitty was having a slight panic attack at the mere thought of a whole night of immobilization in the strictest of strict, bondage beds. She pleaded with Angel Paris, her eyes, now wide open in a display of utter terror and of pleading, as she showed her fear.

“I’m sorry, Kitty. This is no longer about what you want or what pleases you. None of this is arranged for you, this is not for your pleasure. It is for your owner’s pleasure and she has decreed that you are to spend your nights in this bed. Whether she can be persuaded, at some time, in the future, to change her attitude, is entirely between you and her, and not our concern. Our only job is to change your attitude . . . and, up until this moment, I thought we were doing so well.” Then Paris turned to her two helping Angels, and, with a cruel smile, she addressed them, “Tamara please bring me the goodnight drink we have prepared for Kitty here, and Suzette, please bend her over and hold Kitty tight, whilst I introduce her to her bedtime companion.”

Kitty groaned and pleaded again with her captor and tormentor to stop this, but her pleas fell on deaf ears, Paris merely, and with no display of emotion, faced her, to say, “The sooner we can quieten that mouth of yours, the better, girl. Now, bend over and show me your lovely butt. NOW!!”

Kitty’s doe eyes, dropped, as she realised the futility of her pleading. She looked around, as best she was able, to see if there was any hope of escape. Of course, there was none. She looked to Angel Suzette who surveyed her with the same cold look she’d just received from Paris. And, realizing the hopelessness of her predicament, she submitted. 

She leant forward and gritted her teeth as she caught sight of the large black lubricated plug that Paris was now retrieving from its sanitized packaging.

The plug went in smoother than ever before, a sure sign that the next rear invader Kitty would experience, would be even larger, and even rounder!

The gloved fingers of Angel Paris smeared a liberal amount of lubricant around Kitty’s butt hole and then teased the tiny opening with the pointed tip of the plug until the aperture succumbed to the caresses and gradually opened, to accept the new guest. As soon as Paris sensed that the guest had been welcomed in, she pressed harder and harder to fight any last resistance, and, in her expert hands, the plug was soon nestled into its wet, warm cave, for the evening. Kitty held her bent position for a moment and then rose, when instructed, as she fought to cope with the unwelcome stranger, knowing that her fate was sealed, her pleas had gone unheeded, and Mr. Plug was staying the night.

Kitty’s latex body, came up, slowly, as she tried to come to terms with her new butt friend. By now, Tamara had returned and carried a small glass of a greenish liquid which Angel Paris took from her as she came back around to the front of her poor, suffering, she-male, subjugate. She fingered the tiny glass with some glee, as she looked into Kitty’s masked eyes.

“Right, a little something to calm you down and help you sleep. I guarantee, you’ll enjoy the best sleep of your life, if you just go with this. Try to fight it and it will be harder for you. This should begin to work in twenty minutes or so, by which time we will have you strapped in, as snug as a bug, for your night’s rest. Now, head up! Drink!”

Kitty wanted to shake her head, pull away, refuse. But, Tamara and Suzette who had returned to their original stations, gripped her slight body firmly, and the stiff latex posture collar holding her head upright, and still, foiled any attempt to resist. She opened her lips, as the glass was raised to them, and then, she swallowed back, as the green liquid, drained slowly from the tilted glass and ran down her throat, until the last drop fell from the clear glass vessel and rested on her tongue.

“Good girl! That’s the way we like it. And now for your sleeping hood. Suzette, if you would.”

The second, firmer, rubber hood, was brought forward and Angel Paris took great delight in showing Kitty her new piece of headwear, which was, clearly, going to be installed over her already masked face.

“This is for you, dear. Another of our clever designs. This half will go over your head and fit so snugly, to that lovely latex face of yours. See the zip and lacing here. These will ensure we can get it as close in as possible.  And then this half, will provide you with everything you need to see you through the night and into the morrow. This whole lot of fussy stuff here, all pops over your mouth and nose, and see inside here, we have these tiny tubes to pop up those pretty nostrils of yours. They’ll ensure you can breathe okay. And this fancy device here. Well, you can guess, I think? This whole thing goes between those lovely lush lips of your and will ensure you keep quiet and don’t disturb any of our other guests, through the night. This large tube will keep you silenced and allow us to hydrate you, if we need to. This smaller tube is a secondary breathing aid. It will be affixed to an oxygen respirator device, that kicks in, if needed. Any difficulty with the nose, and you just breathe through here. You see, we do really have a soft heart. We certainly don’t want anything to happen to you. And, all the while we have you restrained, we’ll be monitoring you to make sure you’re okay. So, keep that head up and this’ll take only moments.”

Kitty had no choice and, already, she sensed the calming effects of whatever had been fed her, and she stared straight ahead, now with no sign of her earlier fear, and the hold on her slackened, as Tamara and Suzette sensed that all the fight was now gone from their prisoner and she would present no further problem.

The first half of the stiffer rubber hood descended over her latex mask and the full front face of the hood was open, showing her glazing eyes and her latex covered nose, as expert hands zipped and laced the open-faced hood as tight as they could get it.

“Super-dooper!” said a jubilant Paris, as she came around the front and checked that she had the hood exactly centred and conformed fully to Kitty’s face. “Now, I need you to open those lips just as wide as that hood will allow. And I know it’s a little difficult, pressing up your chin, like that, but just do your best. And please don’t fight this intrusion, we need to make sure each tube is fully located and not twisted, otherwise there could be disastrous complications. And we only have your best interests, at heart, as you know. So, open wide, Kitty . . .  and goodbye and goodnight.”

The second half of the strict hood was brought up to Kitty’s already encased face and she reluctantly took her last view of her aggressor, as she swallowed hard, and opened her mouth wide. The next two minutes involved a good deal of invasive procedure, as Paris ensured that each of the tiny tubes disappeared up each nostril and the weird rubber mouthpiece, slowly pressed home and held Kitty’s tongue down and still, as she felt each press-stud fastening around the entire front piece of stiff rubber and its attached devices, gradually attached to the full head covering, to obliterate Kitty’s sight, and to encase every last vestige of lip, and every last shred of human flesh and latex under-mask, until Kitty’s poor head was fully, and inescapably, encased in its double covering, of latex rubber. Kitty wrestled to cope with the new and novel way she had to breathe through her nostril tubes. She struggled to orientate herself now all sight had been vanquished and she fought against the two tubes now inserted into her mouth and prohibiting any, but the lowest of complaining noises, to escape from her sealed lips.

The next minutes were a virtual blur to the poor she-male, who had now completely submitted her will and felt her muscles and her whole body relaxing under the effects of whatever potion she had imbibed.

Sher felt herself guided forward, she felt her whole body lifted and deposited. She felt the first of the multiple straps secured around her left wrist. She felt the second webbing strap, loop over her right wrist. And then she relaxed and submitted her body to its fate.

The three Angels worked quickly, spreading Kitty’s latex-stockinged legs slightly so they angled toward each corner of the rectangular flat bed, to which she was now being secured. The padded platform felt comfortable. The first of many straps had retracted, firmly, after each buckling and now they felt almost re-assuring, as they began to hold Kitty’s limbs in their secure embrace.

The latex-sheathed arms had been splayed out, either side of Kitty’s latex clad body, to follow the line of her legs, down and out from her straightened upper body, at a comfortable angle, her padded, rubber-mittened, hands, sitting level with her caged cock, which was now sleeping soundly and paying no attention whatever, to the proceedings.

The first wrist straps were followed, at tiny intervals by more binding nylon straps, alternating, the initial, broader, two-inch strap, at the wrist, followed by a narrower binding, another two-inch strap, followed by a second narrower one, and yet another broad strap followed by a third narrow binder. Six straps held Kitty’s left arm straight and motionless. Six more, three broad, three narrower, held her right arm, still and motionless.

Now, the Angels turned their attention to Kitty’s blue latex legs, already stretched out, still and unresisting, pointing toward each lower bed corner.

A broad two-inch strap secured each ankle. A narrower strap, just an inch or two above that, held her calves, a broad strap held her below her knee. A fourth, fifth and sixth strap held her knee and lower thigh down. And a final broad strap went right over her upper thigh, brushing against her sleeping penis, and crossing the suspenders that fixed her blue latex stockings to her blue latex leotard. As it was buckled and then let go, the nylon webbed strapping retracted back into its resting bed, and the strap pinned Kitty’s now immobile thigh, to the black padding of the wondrous bondage bed.

A low, relaxed, moaning, from Kitty’s hooded head was the sole, human, noise, within the tiny Cell 8, as more straps were now being buckled across Kitty’s inert body, at waist, below her artificially padded bust, above the false boobs and at shoulder level, disguising the very last inch of flesh that previously showed between shoulder straps, posture collar and arm sheath.

Angel Paris looked at the monitor screen and saw that Kitty was, by now, all but fast asleep, calmed entirely by the relaxant she had swallowed. She looked at the mass of black webbing that held her still and fixed. And she wondered whether to complete the picture by utilizing any of the four head straps that would keep the collared head completely immobile. She decided just two of these would make a pretty picture and any more might seem hideously cruel, so she brought a last strap over the collared neck to secure the head even more stolidly, and a very last web strap was brought over the latex rubber, padded, eye-covering.

Kitty was gone.

She felt no further sensation as her body went into a deep, deep, sleep, and her mind was free to wander freely and take her in and out of the first of several erotic fantasies she would dream of, throughout this long night of strict restraint. The first of many, many, such nights . . . .

The two assistant angels fixed the urination tube to the penis cage, and the stand-by respirator, was attached to the mouth tube. The nostril tubes were tested and approved. And their sleeping subject was fully prepared.

Angel Paris was satisfied. She suggested that a photo record of the strict bindings be added, alongside the recorded, dvd, already made of the entire binding process, as a future record for both the AA+A+AA Team’s files, as well as a copy, given to inspire Kitty’s new owner, as part of her final gifting.

The blue latex, body, displayed well, against the black of the bed. The multitude of sleek, black, web straps, glistened in the artificial light, as Tamara snapped digital image, after digital image, of the restrained Kitty, and Angel Paris checked the body monitors once more time to satisfy herself that her subject was completely relaxed and “happy”, before the three Angels high-fived each other and cleared up the space within the small holding cell, before the two assistants exited and Paris saw to the dimming of the cell’s lighting, to a soft hue.

Angel Paris checked her screen one last time, then lifted the monitoring laptop to take with her, and leant in to kiss the hooded head of her latest conquest, before she, too, reluctantly retired and left poor she-male Kitty, to her undisturbed, and unmoving, slumbers.

This was to be the first of many, many nights that Kitty would spend alone with her thoughts, and her made-to-measure bed. Her mind would be free to wander now and would freely skip from erotic fantasy to erotic adventure, as the tired body rested, to prepare itself for a third day of torment.

_____________________________

The Coat Stand

“Oh, my goodness. That looks simply sensational. It suits you down to the ground and right up to that little hooded head of yours, Kitty,” Angel Paris gushed as she caught her first sight of her new she-male protégé, already prepared for her third day of training. “And, how did you sleep? Very well, I can imagine, in that wonderful new bed of yours,” gushed Paris, as she knew that no answer would be forthcoming.

Then Paris turned to her two new assistant angels who had released Kitty from her night’s restraints, at 8.30am, as instructed, had showered and cleansed her, fed and watered her, with the usual meagre breakfast, to which she must become accustomed, and had then dressed her in a short satin robe before heading off to the small gym, to exercise her on the cycle machine and small treadmill, before attiring her, in her day’s outfit.

Kitty now stood, resplendent in a full body suit of latex, in the whitest of pure white, latex rubber. The suit had taken some fitting, as it glued itself to every contour, both the actual, and the false, of Kitty’s new, female, form. The legs were coated right down to the trim ankles and the arms right down to the slim wrists. The latex suit zipped up the back and the high collar sat under the collar of the white latex hood, with added female features in contrasting black, that now covered Kitty’s face.

Atop the clinging, latex, body suit, a stiffer, white rubber corset now constrained Kitty’s waist and brought it in, to trim her waist down to a very acceptable 28 inches, and to accentuate the 38A false breasts, affixed beneath the latex suit. Kitty’s arms, already latex-coated, had been covered over with shoulder-length, white, leather, gloves, and her latex clad legs had received a similar covering of white leather, in the form of the high, high, leather thigh boots, which topped the latex leg-coverings.

There were only two parts of her showing, through this bizarre covering of leather and latex.  Firstly, there were the eyes. Kitty’s intense brown, eyes, peered out from behind the black and white, of the latex, female, mask. The only other piece of flesh showing was the penis and its completely hairless scrotum, which poked out, playfully, and bizarrely, through a convenient hole in the full latex body-suit.

Kitty made no sound. She could not. Her mouth had been plugged full of a softish rubber pear, which had, somehow, been sealed, directly, to her lips. Then the latex hood had ensured that this gagging pear stayed put, as the mask forced it further into Kitty’s mouth, and held it there, securely.

The hour or so, of washing and feeding had been a huge relief, after her night of forced confinement. Now, she was facing her new ordeal, as she surveyed the room, to which she had been led.

It was the room she recognised from the previous day, although some moveable furniture had been removed, and the room was relatively bare, compared to their previous meeting, but for the several pieces of fixed equipment.

There was the long, padded “work” bench, with its mass of fixing points, ready to welcome any poor unfortunate.

There was the dastardly looking bondage chair, like some hideous prop from an old horror film, or similar to an electric chair lifted straight out of an USA electrocution chamber.

There were three other fixed frames, including the picture-frame which Kitty had already graced.

And there, gleaming in the corner, was the metal pole that ran from floor to ceiling, and which was waiting patiently to host Kitty’s latex and leather body, today.

“Right, bring her over to the bench and bring three, two-inch wide, leather straps, 12-inch, 18-inch and 24-inch.” Paris barked her orders and the guardian angels that had dressed Kitty so completely, now jumped to attention and wheeled their captive towards the ominous bench, before one peeled off to find the appropriate lengths of strapping.

Kitty saw the white limp, leather item, that Paris had picked from the bench and knew, immediately, what it was. However, she was unprepared for the unzipping of the latex mask, and the insertion of two, large, foam, ear-plugs, that Paris roughly inserted into either ear, before re-fastening the original mask and bringing the white, leather hood, up to Kitty’s face and ordering her to open her mouth wide.

“Take that rubber pear in your mouth and bite down hard,” she was instructed, loudly, to counter the sudden, diminished, hearing, “And hold it firm in your mouth until I’ve got this laced up and tight.”

Kitty wanted to complain. She knew the consequences and remained silent and obedient.

Soon, her mouth was fully plugged with the pear-shaped gag, and her latex featured, face, was entirely encased in the confines of the soft white, leather hooding. Any future instructions would have to be shouted, as the plugging in her ears, added to the dumbing effect of the twin hoods, made any sound, almost impossible to hear.

“Right, lay her on the bench, and stretch her as much as possible. Legs together. Arms above her head.” Both attendants had returned to station and now took Kitty’s unresisting body and gently eased it up onto the padded, bondage bench, and laid her straight down the length of it. The bench was approximately two-foot six-inch, wide, and nearly seven-foot long, a little longer than a normal bed size, and Kitty’s stretched body and raised arms, traversed it, from end to end.

“Okay, tell our new assistant she can come in now and help us get our Kitty here, secured for the day.” she said to one Angel, and Angel Paris instructed the other to bind Kitty.

“Here! Here! And here!” she commanded, pointing at Kitty’s conjoined ankles, above her knees, and at her upstretched wrists.

The initial restraining strapping was concluded, at the same moment as Paris’s new “assistant” entered. Unbeknown to our poor she-male subject, the new assistant was someone familiar to her. It was Abigail, the hitherto girlfriend of Keith, (aka) also known as, Kitty!

Angel Paris had been so impressed with the progress that they had made, in such short time, with she-male Kitty, that she had invited Abigail to visit the factory, that day, and see the rapid progress they had made with Kitty’s transformation.

She welcomed Abigail, like an old friend, “Oh, Abby, I’m so glad we could invite you here today. We don’t normally do this, but, these are exceptional circumstances, and you have been an exceptional client, so I wanted to share our latest success, with you. Here is dear, little, Kitty, your new best friend. How do you like her?”

Of course, Kitty, in her blinded, and deafened, state, knew none of what was transpiring around her prone, and bound, body. She didn’t know Abby was there. She didn’t hear the squeal of delight, when Abby first caught sight of her shoddy boyfriend, now fully feminized and tightly clad, in her latex and leather finery. She felt the fingers on her prone body but had no idea that they belonged to the girl, she had previously treated so shabbily. She was unaware of the thrill it was now giving that same girl to run her hands over the now vanquished, form, of her former fiancé.

“OMG – she looks perfect. Just perfect. Better than I’d hoped. Thank you. Thank you all, so much.” Abigail blustered as the sight before her aroused a sexual feeling, within her, as she ran her hands down the length of encased flesh.

“Well, I wanted you to come today,” continued Angel Paris, “Because I really think we’ve taken Kitty, as far as we need, for now. She has been so compliant, that I really think, you’ll find, that she’s ready to fully accept her new role and could be back with you earlier than we planned. By tomorrow morning, in fact. Of course, we would make some kind of reparation for the shortened period we’ve had her, if you were willing?”

Abby asserted she was very willing and couldn’t wait to get her new doll installed in the home. But, first, yes, she would gladly stay and help with the day’s activity, if that was appropriate.

“I just think, if you spend a few hours here with us today, you can see all her outfits, see the equipment we’ve made and give it your approval, and it’ll give us a good opportunity to coach you a little in keeping her restrained . . . and, very importantly, we can give you some sound advice on diet and exercise. What do you say? You could take a break in the middle and take yourself off, into town?”

“Oh, yes please. I can’t wait to see all her stuff. But are we leaving her like this? She doesn’t really seem very well secured, at the moment.”

Paris laughed, “No! Not at all! In fact, I’m going to show you how to mummify her, today. And then we are fixing her to that pole, there. And that should get her used to the poles you’ve got, back home. Ours, isn’t quite as fancy as your two will be, but it will do the job. I thought you could help with her wrapping?”

Abigail couldn’t resist the chance to get her revenge on the man who had so shamed her, and destroyed at least three of her good friendships, along the way. And she rolled her sleeves up, ready to get stuck in!

“Tell me what we’re doing, and I’ll help as much as I can. This is all new to me, you know?” she proclaimed, a tingle of excitement, coursing through her, as she laid her hands, once more on the latex-suited, leather-booted, beauty, before her.

Paris showed her the rolls of conforming bandage, that she had intended using, to completely enwrap Kitty’s bound body. But, on seeing the exquisite picture she presented, in her pure white latex and leather, had decided to use transparent film, for the majority of the wrapping, so that the erotic clothing would still show through.

They used one roll of white conforming bandage to wrap her ankles, from the very shoe of the boot, up to the lower knee.

At the head of the bench, they clenched Kitty’s fingers of her two strapped hands, together, and wrapped those in layers of bandage, to hide, firstly, the harsh leather strap, but also bring her lower arms in, tight, together, but still show the majority of sleek, leather, glove, from below Kitty’s forced together elbows, up to her pale shoulders.

Then the white bandaging was pushed aside, and the rest of the wrapping was to be done using an industrial strength, roll, of clear cling-film, that would allow the observer to see the underlying kinky attire, and yet still hold the wearer firmly mummified.

Paris started at the feet, utilising a narrower roll of the clear tape to secure both booted feet, and then gradually working her way up and up, over the ankles, strapped and bandaged as they already were, and ever upwards, towards the knee. The process was helped by Abby hoisting Kitty’s legs up, slightly, to allow access for the tape to go under and around, ever so, ever so, neatly.

The first, part-used, roll, ran out before they had gone beyond the knees and Paris picked up a new, and wider, roll to continue the wrapping procedure.

It took a good fifteen minutes to wrap the knees and thighs together and then circumvent the dangling penis, that had, thus far, escaped any mal-treatment. Paris had her own plans for that later, and continued her task, diligently, leaving the naked man rod, the only part of Kitty’s lower body, that was not constrained, under several layers of the clear plastic.

By the time they had reached the projecting bosom of the now moaning Kitty, who had heard nothing of what was being said, knew nothing of Abigail’s presence, could not know exactly what was being done to her helpless encased body, but had felt her body being tightly wrapped and was expressing her concerns, through the impediment of the gagging rubber pear, and the twin hoods, of latex, and of leather, the straining Angel Paris had begun to pant, slightly, under her exertions.

Angel Paris had little time to heed the complaints, nor did she care to, Kitty’s comforts were not her concern, and she ignored the muffled pleadings, emitting from her victim’s stuffed mouth.

After another fifteen minutes, and some struggle to raise Kitty up, so that her entire upper body could be similarly clad in clear film, the job was almost done. Paris had worked so hard, that a shining gleam of sweat beaded her faced, as she deposited the empty card tube from the plastic film, into a waste bin.

“Right! Give me a moment to revive and then we’ll get her to the pole and use some more film to secure her to that. I want her arms above her head, but I’m not putting any more film on them yet. I’ll use it to fix her to the pole.” And Paris went to take a sip of cooling water, as an excited Abby surveyed the mummified figure lying beneath her gaze.

“This is what I’ve paid to see, this is how I want him from now on,” she thought, to herself, “And it’s worth every penny of that bastard’s money!”

It took three of them to lift Kitty, bodily, from her bench, and transport her to the waiting metal post. It took another full roll of clinging plastic to wrap her, completely, till she, and the post, became as one. The arms extended upwards, were held to the cold, uninviting metal, by metres more of the same plastic until only the leather-hooded head, was free of the sheen of the plastic covering.

And now, Paris could play her little trick on the swaying penis, that was the only other uncovered part of the plastic-coated, mummified, and pole-wrapped, she-male.

“Now, this is amazing stuff,” she remarked, showing Abby the spray can she had retrieved. “One good spray of this and just watch what happens.” And she sprayed a liberal amount of fine spray onto the flaccid penis, and the mummified Kitty reacted immediately, squealing with shock, in her gagged and hooded state, both to the cold shock of the spray, hitting her, but also to the warm, stinging sensation, now attacking her naked penis.

The spray, of whatever it was, warmed and warmed, until it became a hot, blazing sensation. Kitty would have jerked and jumped, if she had not been swathed in rolls, and rolls, of the unyielding plastic, and unable to move. Instead, her free head made little jerk movements, as her bound body, remained entirely motionless.

The only other, visible, reaction, was the sudden and massive swelling of the enraged penis. It jerked into life, with a passion, immediately erecting and projecting out, and up, as the effects of the powerful stimulant took a hold and her cock became rampant, and completely out of control.

Angel Paris laughed, as Abby clapped her hands together, in excitement, as the erection grew, and grew. And then the growth stopped, full extension had been achieved, larger and quicker, than at any time Abby could remember, in their long, long, relationship.

“Now, watch and learn,” said Angel Paris to her young apprentice, as she reached for a small heap of what appeared to be rubber gloves. In fact, there was a pair of surgical latex gloves in the small pile, she now handled, but the rest, was the constricting equipment she was preparing to fit to Kitty’s massive erection.

After the gloves, the first thing Paris took from the pile she had deposited on the ledge, beside the static pole, was a firm band of white rubber. She approached Kitty’s inert body and heard the low groan as she fondled the erect penis that jutted out like a near horizontal flag-pole, or coat-hook, from the motionless bundle of latex, leather, plastic and metal, before her.

Then, skilfully, Paris extended and stretched the band in one hand, held the rigid penis firm with her other gloved fingers, and then forced the band over the tip and down the shaft and then stretched it even further, to pass it over the ball-sac and then let it snap back and scrunch the scrotum and its contents into a tight ball, as Kitty’s head once again jerked and trembled with the shock of the swiftly executed, procedure.

A second, smaller, band, was handled and stretched, in just the same way, before it, too, went over the tip, down the shaft and snapped back to its normal size, squeezing in the very base of Kitty’s massive manhood.

A third and fourth band of rubber followed until the reddened flesh of Kitty’s swollen, member, was interspersed with four strong bands of white rubber.

Then, Angel P. took the last piece, from her small pile of booty, and showed Abigail the white rubber sac that looked too impossibly small, to go over the raging cock, but, in fact, was made of a much more, supple, latex and, once teased and stretched, went over the full length of Kitty’s rod, relatively easily.

And now, the picture was complete. Kitty’s, white, leather-encased, head, rocked slightly as she came to terms with the raging, and now, semi-permanent erection, she had received. The rest of her body refused to move, held firm, as it was, by the leather straps, the two long rolls of cohesive bandage and the multiple overlays of strong plastic film, that held her still and rigid. Her erection was, now, completely obliterated, under a covering of white latex and, forced by the strong rubber bands, would remain that way, for some time.

“I suggest we come and re-spray her every hour, or so,” suggested Paris, in an almost matter-of-fact manner, “That way, I think we can rely on her remaining like this for the full time she’s at post. And that is scheduled to be five, or even six hours, till about 4.00 or 5.00pm. This afternoon. Now, I have one more surprise for you, and quite a shock for Kitty. And then I suggest you come and see the outfits and equipment we’ve got for you, it’s all being compiled now, ready for delivery, except the bed. She’s got one more night here, so that’s still in her Cell #8. And we’ll give you a few helpful suggestions, and some pointers, on how to use the bed and the chair frame. And then maybe, you can head off into town, it’s only a ten-minute walk, along the canal towpath. Grab yourself some lunch, do a bit of retail therapy, etc. And then come back here for about 4pm. We’ll release Kitty, take her for an hour’s exercise workout in the gym, and then we can put her to bed early, she’ll appreciate an early night, and show you how to feed her, on her tube-delivered, liquid diet, when she’s reposing.

It’ll give you an opportunity to see how many different ways, you can utilize the bed we’ve designed. I think you’ll be impressed!”

Abigail nodded her head, vigorously, “To tell the truth, I’m already impressed. I can’t believe how you’ve got her looking like this and submitting so easily, in such a short space of time. I really can’t.”

“Well, she was an easy one, I can tell you. Almost from the start, it seemed she’d been harbouring this deep desire to be feminized and subjugated. She probably didn’t even realise herself until we presented the opportunity and it just fired something, deep, within. She’s taken to it like the proverbial duck to water. Anyway, I think she’ll make the perfect doll companion, from now on. I’m usually a pretty good judge of these things. Now, how about that surprise?”

And Angel Paris urged Abigail to lower her head and nestle in to the inert, standing, figurine, as she took a small, black, remote, from her pocket. She explained that each day, Kitty had been fitted with a butt plug and was now readily accepting a larger one. “But she doesn’t know this one, her largest yet, vibrates! She’s about to find out!” said Paris, almost as excited about the idea, as was Abigail.

“So, if you listen, I’ll pop on the first pattern. And then you can take over and choose the one you like.”

Abby lowered her head and smiled wryly, as the invasive plug burst into action and gave a low constant droning pattern of noise, as Kitty went into spasm.

Then she listened, and watched, for a few minutes, before Paris handed her the remote and showed her the button to press, to change “channels”.

She pressed it once and the sound quickened and became louder. She pressed again and the buzz became intermittent, “ZZZZZZ - pause -ZZZZZZ – pause – ZZZZZZZ – longer pause” and so on.

She immediately saw the effect that particular pattern of vibration, was having on the mummified, she-male, and decided that was her favourite, thus far. “But why not try them all?” she reasoned to herself, and, so, went through each of the ten patterns, before opting to return to that intermittent, strong pulse, that seemed to have the most effect on her bound dolly.

“Oh! I think she likes that one!” observed Angel P. who had taken a back seat and allowed Abby to play for ten minutes. “If you’re happy, we’ll leave her to it and check back on her, in an hour. I’ll have her observed every few minutes, make sure there’s no issues and I think she’ll be good for 5 or 6 hours. She’s very resilient, you know!”

Abigail took another minute, or two, to enjoy the sight of her new play-thing, responding, as best her body could, to the persistent vibrations that were now sending waves of pleasure through her bound body.

One last look back, as the pair left the chamber, followed by the two assisting Angels, leaving Kitty to her slight, hindered, head gyrations, as the humming diminished and then disappeared.

Abby looked forward to viewing the new bed – but mostly, she looked forward with keen anticipation, to fixing Kitty to it, later that day. She had definitely made the right decision, she confirmed to Angel Paris, as the pair went off on their short inspection tour.

____________________________

Playmate Kitty Dispatched

“So, Kitty, have you enjoyed your stay with us? It certainly seems so!” Angel Paris was welcoming Kitty to her office, on the morning of her 5th day in the Adjustment Facility.

Kitty nodded her head and confirmed that, yes, indeed, she had enjoyed her stay. “Thank you, Mistress Paris,” she uttered, “Thank you for showing me a whole new window on life. I have enjoyed the experience. But, I wanted to ask you something. Something that I need to know.”

“And what may that be?” quizzed Paris, staring into the deep, dark and intense, brown eyes, before her.

“When I arrived, you told me that Abigail had requested a temporary transformation?” she said.

“Yes, that’s correct,” replied Angel Paris, curious as to where the question was leading.

“Well, I wondered why that was? And I wondered exactly what that meant? And . . .” Kitty paused, a little embarrassed to admit what she was about to admit, “And . . . Well! I wondered if the change could be made permanent? You know, if I could stay as Kitty, forever?”

“Well, let me explain to you. We have only given your body hair an initial treatment to last a few weeks. In time all your hair will grow back, on your head which has only been shaved, and on your arms and legs, and around your groin area. All that will return with time. Of course, we could have taken it all off permanently, but, for reasons best known to Abigail, she wanted you to have the chance to return to a normal male life, sometime in the future. That’s also why we’ve not given you breast implants. Though the breast forms look good, they do show, if you’re not completely covered, like now.”

Kitty looked down at her breasts, displaying under the low neckline of the short satin robe into which she had been dressed, following her early morning release from her bed and her washing procedures. And, it was true, they looked false and not at all realistic, although they gave her a near perfect, female shape, once concealed and constrained within a tightly laced corset.

“And I would like proper breasts. So that I could touch them and fondle them,” she said, softly, embarrassed to be having such a conversation. “Could you do that for me? Please?”

Angel Paris looked deep into Kitty’s eyes, but she could not give her the answer she now yearned for, “I’m sorry, Kitty. I believe I’ve already told you, this is not about what YOU want. It is about what Abigail requests. She is the one paying for your treatment, albeit, probably with your money! We only answer to our clients, and not to their property, which is what you are. You are a commodity, a possession now, a beautiful, beautiful, possession, but you are Abby’s alone, to do with as she desires. If she wants a full and permanent transformation, at some future date, that can be arranged, permanent hair depilation, full breast implants, wigs, masks, whatever. We do pretty much anything a client requests, short of taking away your man-bits. But I really believe she wants to test the water, as it were, and see if this new life suits you both. Very sensible, very circumspect, I think, and highly commendable that she shows such restraint. Now, no more questions, I have some wonderful news for you. We spoke to Abigail, at length, yesterday and have decided you are ready to go home. So, we need to get you dressed and packaged up for your new life. You’re actually going 12 hours, or so, earlier than we had expected, because you’ve made such wonderful progress, so, instead of refunding any money to Abigail, we’ve thrown in another useful piece of equipment, that we think she’ll have plenty of use, out of. And, instead of packaging you up in our usual gift wrapping, we’ve decided that Abby will come and collect you herself. All the other bits and bobs, your chair frame, the bed, the outfits, and all those wonderful hoods, will be delivered, later today. And the coat-stand pole has already been fitted, in the hallway, and is waiting for you back home And Abby was so delighted, that she’s ordered a similar one to go in the lounge, and to be used as a lighting stand. She’ll get that fitted when we deliver all your other stuff, to her.”

Then Paris reached to the intercom, on her desk and spoke into it, “Send Denise and Babs in, would you? Kitty is ready for her final day’s dressing.”

The door to the small office opened moments later and in came two assistants that Kitty had never seen before. She wondered just how big an operation this was, these were the 7th and 8th, or possibly the 9th and 10th, women, she’d met, in this bizarre place.

“Take Kitty for her final dressing, will you. The outfit we discussed. And then take her to the packaging department, I’ll meet you there when you’ve got her dressed.” The two assistants understood their instructions and gently raised a bewildered Kitty from her chair.

Moments later and Kitty had been disrobed and now stood entirely naked, her false breast-forms swaying slightly as she shivered with the embarrassment that her full manhood was, once again, beginning to respond to the anticipation of the dressing that was about to take place.

“Right step into this. Carefully!” instructed one of the two wardrobe mistresses. She held out a strange garment in black leather, that had been loosened off at the back lacings, to allow it to be pulled up Kitty’s naked body. The corset-type garment had short legs, incorporated into its design, that she now, carefully, stepped into, first her left foot finding the hole, and then planting itself back on “terra firma”, before she raised her right foot and performed the same operation. As soon as both feet were fixed back on solid ground, the pair of dressers pulled at the leather to raise the corset up and up, till it enveloped the whole of Kitty’s upper body and her male rod was concealed under the pair of very brief shorts that formed the bottom of the shorty, body-suit. Once they had pulled the leather up, as far as it could go, and Kitty squirmed a little as her trapped penis, was scrunched into the unaccommodating tightness of the brief shorts, they brought the two leather straps up and around Kitty’s neck, that would snap together with a firm press-stud fastening, and form a halter neck to keep the armless short, body-suit, from falling.

Once the halter neck was secured, both women worked furiously at the rear lacing to pull and tease the garment into its strictest shape, pulling Kitty’s waist in until she began to gasp for breath and, at the same time, pushing her false breasts out, until she had re-attained the hour-glass figure to which she had become accustomed, and which she so loved.

As the last of the laces was tied off, Kitty wondered what the small front panel of leather, which covered her groin area, and which appeared to be attached to the main corset by two lines of sturdy poppers, was intended for. She need wonder no longer, as the two Angels dressing her, turned her to face them and immediately pulled at the front panel, to release the glossy oval of leather from the tightly fitting garment. As the poppers released, the panel fell down and revealed Kitty’s erecting manhood, to the full gaze of her attendant audience.

They both laughed as the penis jerked and grew, so aroused was Kitty becoming to each new dressing experience. But they had no time to stand and watch and so, they both “tut-tutted”, shook their heads, and said, “No time to play, today, we need dicky there, locked away!”

Angel Denise smacked the erecting piece of male flesh twice, hard, and that seemed to do the trick. Kitty winced as the penis reddened slightly from the hard blows, and then retreated back to its sleeping mode.

The black silicon cock-cage was installed within a couple of minutes, but then, to add to the forced imprisonment, the soft silicon container, now holding Kitty’s throbbing penis in its firm, but comfortable grip, was held to the panel of leather, which Angel Babs had raised slightly. Kitty looked down a saw the line of four narrow leather straps stitched to the inside of the groin panel and realised what their purpose was. As Angel Denise held the silicon cage and its resident cockerel, flat against the leather panel, Angel Babs, passed the first of the four straps around it and buckled the strap tight to the buckle on the other end, until it held Kitty’s captive penis, secure against the leather panel. The next strap went around, and she pulled this in even tighter, to increase the pressure on the cock-cage. Then a third and fourth strap went over and were cinched in tight, until Kitty’s silicon cage, and its guest, had all but disappeared from view, under the four lengths of narrow, restraining straps.

Next, it was a simple job of pulling the panel, now holding Kitty’s caged manhood, firm, back up to meet the rest of the corset and push it back to its line of fasteners, so that Kitty was neatly pinioned within.

Next came the boots. High, high, glossy, black, leather boots with a rear zip that ran all the way from heel to thigh, and lacing up the front of each, which gave them an added level of sensually erotic, look.

Whilst one Angel held her steady, the other threaded the left foot into the shoe part of the boot and then slowly, slowly, and tantalizingly, pulled, finally, the rear zip up the full length of Kitty’s slender leg, so that the boot adhered itself to the pale flesh and pushed the leather tops of the boot together, to rise up, and over, the brief bottoms, of the corset’s short legs.

Kitty tottered slightly, as she realised she was now having to cope with higher heels than she had worn at any other time in her five days of enslavement training.

Once she settled and balanced herself, with the helping hand of her steadying Angel, she was urged to raise her right foot into the shoe of the right boot and the zipping process, happened, all over again.

Once installed, the boots reached right into Kitty’s groin, pressing against the leather shorts that they now covered and pressuring against the front panel of leather that held her penis, so cleverly, and completely, restrained.

The corset and boots now all looked as one and only Kitty’s arms, shoulders, and face, now revealed to the world, as everything, from her neck down, was now encased in the fine, black, leather, that was warming, and conforming, to her feminine body.

Whilst Kitty swooned at the thought of her containment within this most erotic of materials, her two dressers were busying themselves with her boot lacings, each taking one leg and tightening the laces, up and up, to bring the gripping leather even tighter in, to the accepting limbs, until each fitted the leg, like a literal, glove.

Next came the gloves, themselves. The same black leather. And, seemingly, almost the same length as the boots, before them. As each glove was smoothed onto, and up, each receptive arm, Kitty realised these were so, so long that they would extend up to, and even over, each shoulder, cutting off another 10% of flesh, added to the 80% already enveloped, in blackness.

Once each arm was fully encased, only Kitty’s face, her bizarrely incongruous male face, showed under the wealth of animal-hide, that hid her.

This was soon remedied, as a new and even more detailed, flesh-coloured, latex mask, with pertinent female features, outlined in differing shades of grey and black latex, overlaid, to give the appearance of a human, but feminine face, was retrieved from the dressing table behind her.

As they raised the mask up, Kitty smiled, as did her dressers, knowing that this would complete the picture of femininity which had been so carefully achieved.

Kitty raised her head willingly, and the latex covering was brought down and down, over her brow, over her eyes, her nose, her mouth and, finally down and around her chin, until the last, meagre, inches of flesh, were concealed and the mask met the halter neck of her leather corset.

Kitty looked out through the open eye-holes and she breathed easily, both through the openings below her nostrils but, also, she was relieved to find, her mouth was also open and she was still free, to talk, to smile, to enjoy.

“Oh good,” she thought, almost aloud, to herself, “They’re not going to gag me. And I can see!” She felt good and her gloved hands ran, almost without thinking down the length of sleek leather enveloping her upper body, as she caressed her feminine form.

With no mirror at her disposal, she was oblivious to the press stud fastening around both mouth and eyes, that indicated that both were soon to be sealed off, and she would find herself, once more, transported to that lonely, dark, isolated world, to which she was destined to spend much of her future.

For now, though, she enjoyed the sensation of being dressed and being unrestrained, and she gave no thought to her imminent “packaging”.

The two women checked everything once, and once more, to make certain that they had tightened every item as tight as could be and that all was neat and ship-shape, ready for the final inspection, by Angel Paris, and to her exacting standards, before the goods were despatched.

Satisfied that their package was ready, the two each took a leather-gloved arm and marched a tottering Kitty, still unsteady on her high-stilted boots, towards the door, and, slowly, down the corridors, to the packaging department, having made a quick call to Angel Paris to tell her that they, and their cargo, were on their way.

As they stood in the large bay that was the packaging section, Kitty looked around her and surveyed the scene. Two unfinished packing cases stood, bare and uninviting, against a far wall. Rectangular lengths, of foam rubber, and bags of foam pieces, were in clear view. A bench, adorned with acres of ropes, a multitude of leather and web nylon strapping, and several rolls of the clear heavyweight “clingfilm”, stood ominously to one side. And there were several round and square containers littering the floor, that held goodness knew what.

However, Kitty’s transport, today, was going to be slightly different, as she soon realised, when the double doors at one end of the bay, opened and in walked Angel Paris followed by another Angel that Kitty recognised, but whose name escaped her. The assistant was pushing a wheelchair. A wheelchair with a difference. A wheelchair modified to accommodate Kitty and a wheelchair equipped to accommodate Kitty very securely! A wheelchair just like the one Keith had arrived in, those few days before.

The wheelchair was parked right in front of a slightly fearful, but ever curious, Kitty, and its driver, Angel Whatever, accepted Paris’s thanks and excused herself, exiting back through the double doors from whence the pair had appeared.

Angel Paris was as ebullient as ever, and she greeted Kitty, warmly, “I see you’re almost ready, Kitty. I’m always sad when we have to say goodbye to a guest, especially a guest who has been so receptive and co-operative, as you. But, all good things, as they say! So, this is our gift to Abigail. She was asking about taking you out in public and, as soon as I mentioned our system for removing our new guests, through, or from, public areas, she saw the potential straight away. So, this is the deal. You get to go home early. Abby gets a free mobility chair, from us, to take you out, and show you off, whenever she pleases.

Now, she’ll be here in the next half hour or so, and I’ve promised you’ll be ready. So, just a couple of additions to your lovely outfit, and we can get you fitted to this and get this show, on the road.

Now, if you remember, Abigail doesn’t want to see your face, or hear your voice, ever again. Most specific, she was. So, I’m afraid I’m going to have to seal up those pretty lips of yours, once again. But, ever generous, we want to give you an even better pair of lips, so, open wide, if you would.”

Kitty wanted to protest but knew better than to upset any plans Angel Paris had made and so, she reluctantly opened her lips wide.

She caught sight of the impressive blush red lips that were raised before her eyes, and then wanted to close her mouth again when the impressive rubber moulding before her, was turned and she saw the size of soft rubber gagging that she was being prompted to take, into her mouth. The spongy rubber ball displayed black, against the red of the outer lips, and above, and below, the smallish ball were two plates, like a rugby player’s protective mouthpiece, to sit her two rows of teeth, into.

Kitty opened her mouth wide, when coaxed to do so, and she felt the soft ball go in, deep, and then she was persuaded to relax her jaws and bite down, and she found her upper and lower rows of teeth settling into the gum-shield type structure that gave the whole gag, a new dimension.

Once she was satisfied that the ball was fully in, the teeth were located in their respective shields, and the false, rich-red, rubber lips, were directly over Kitty’s own lips, Paris pressed home the four sturdy studs that held the rubber contraption to the latex mask, just as it was designed to be.

Angel Paris was happy with the effect. Kitty was not quite so chirpy. She swallowed hard as she fought to accept the massive intrusion, and she gurgled, as she attempted to complain, but little noise emanated to the outside world.

“Now, soon I shall have to seal your eyes, as well. We can’t have you seeing where we are located, can we? But, I thought it would be easier to secure you to your transport here, if you can co-operate with us, for this last time, so, we’ll leave the eye-shield off, for now. So, if you please, Miss Kitty, take a seat.”

Paris turned Kitty around and propelled her backwards until she felt the cold, clinical, metal frame of the wheelchair press against her booted legs. Helped by Paris, who was always enthusiastic at these times, Kitty sank down, and her leathered body settled into the frame of the metal, wheeled, chariot.

“Now, arms out and fingers grasping the ends of the armrests, please.” Angel Paris ordered, and Kitty obeyed.

As she rested her arms along the padded rests and eased her fingers to the very ends, and then curled them over, she realised that three substantial straps were affixed to each arm and these were soon secured around her leather limbs. And then she felt the narrower strap tighten across her down-curled fingers, holding them close to the vertical section of the two arm rests.

Soon, both arms were securely bound, in this rigid fashion, and ten fingers were deemed of no use whatever, as she strained to contend with the leather bindings holding them fast, to the downturned ends of the armrests.

She looked into Paris’s eyes, as her captor, spoke again, “Now, if you look down at your feet, you’ll see four, footpads, along the line of the footplate there. Please locate your feet on the two central pads. I think we’ll have you with legs together, today.”

Kitty obliged and immediately Denise and Babs went to work securing each booted toecap with a stout, leather, toe strap, and each booted heel with a rear, leather, heel strap. Then, as they worked their way, slowly, up from footplate to seat level, three more stout straps held her ankles and lower legs tight together so that they formed one long column of delightful leather-encased, flesh, held immobile, and straight, in a neat, central, vertical, line.

Angel Paris considered her next options, just as her mobile rang to tell her that Abigail, Kitty’s new owner, had arrived and was ready to pick up her new play-doll, so Paris responded, “We’re just finishing her off, in the Packaging Bay. Tell Abigail we’ll bring her up in 5 minutes and finish her off upstairs.”

Disregarding the three additional upper body straps that would cross Kitty’s thighs, waist and bust, Paris instead, reached behind Kitty’s head, and brought over the two flaps of medium-weight, leather, attached to the chair’s high back-rest, that would encircle the she-male’s slim, covered neck, and were sculpted to reach right up and to support Kitty’s masked chin in a small cup of leather, and then forced her head back to the wheel-chair backrest.

And then, she brought over the two, firmer, leather straps, to buckle together and keep the under-lying, lightweight, posture collar, in place, and hold Kitty ‘s hooded head, proudly upright and front-facing.

“Okay, we can fit the wig and the glasses and the blanket to hide her body, when we get her upstairs. Let’s show Abby what we’ve created. I’m sure she’ll be delighted.” And, with that, Kitty was on her way, to be greeted by an ecstatic Abigail.

“Oh! That is great. Just wonderful. But can I get away with wheeling her out like this? She looks a bit obvious with her hood and everything.” She blustered, excited to be seeing her former boyfriend reduced to this most feminine of sissy, she-males.

“I don’t know how many people you’ve seen in wheel-chairs,” replied Angel Paris but, in our experience, the public don’t, generally, like to stare at people they think are disabled. But, we haven’t finished her off yet. We’ve got a wig to fit, which will cover most of her head. We’re leaving the eye-coverings off her hood, so she can see her new, adoring, public, audience. But we’re giving her a big pair of sunglasses, adapted so they’ll stay on. And then we are covering her up with a blanket to hide all this lovely leather away. She’ll look completely unrecognisable as anything but a frail old thing being wheeled out by her loving daughter. Just give us 10 minutes and watch. You don’t have any worries. Wheel her straight into town, if you like. I guarantee no-one will know, she’s all bound up, like this, or even care.”

Sure enough, minutes later, Kitty presented an entirely different picture. Her oversized sunglasses covered much of her masked face. The arms had been attached to an elasticated headband which went around the latex hooding and ensured the glasses would stay in place. Then a long, dark wig had been installed over the top of the masked head and two blankets had been wrapped around upper and lower body, to conceal the precious leather dolly, that sat bound beneath.

Wirth the blanket pulled right up to her chin and the wig swept forward, there were only inches of latex hooding on show and this, with a cursory glance, or a longer stare, even from close to, looked exactly like human flesh.

“Now, I know you want to keep Kitty restrained most of the time,” Paris started to say, before Abigail interrupted her.

“I want to keep her like this ALL the time,” she said, “This is payback. And I’ve just found out about the last date she had, just 5 days ago. Believe me, she’s never going to be free, to roam, ever again!”

“Yes, I know how you feel Abby. We understand. But, I really, must  emphasise, to you, the need for proper exercise, a healthy diet, and the need to get her body under some sunlight, regularly. We’ve compiled a full list of advice for you, as well as instructions for each piece of apparatus, and we’ve set out a full regimen of body movement and food intake, that you MUST follow. If she’s been immobilised all night, she needs at least an hour of thorough working out and muscle movement. And she’ll need regular hydration and a proper diet, even if you just want to feed her a liquid diet, whilst she’s hooded. And the same in the evening. EVERY evening. After a day of isolation her body is going to need stimulation and it needs to see the sun, or, at least, artificial sunlight, every couple of days. And I’m guessing you won’t be taking her out, too many times? Anyway, look, we’ve packed up all her outfits, hoods, boots, corsets, everything, and the additional apparatus, you ordered, the bed and the chair frame. The second, binding pole, is ready, too, and will be installed in the lounge, with the lighting attachments, when the van gets to yours this afternoon. About 3.00pm, if that’s okay? And we’ve thrown in a really effective sun-lamp to make sure she gets the regular sunlight she needs, on her naked flesh. If you want any more custom-made stuff, clothes or equipment, just contact us. We’ll keep Kitty’s measurements on file, just let us know if you get her waist reduced any further.

If you have any problems at all, or want any advice, don’t forget, you’ve got our number, you’ve got our email and you know where we are. Just get in touch, any day, 7 days a week, 8.00am to 10.00pm., the phones are manned, even out of those hours, we still receive messages, and we can get you immediate help or advice. We pride ourselves on our follow-up service, so don’t be shy. Anything, any time. Remember!

And all I can say is, “ENJOY!” I’m sure the pair of you are going to be very happy. Do you mind if I give Kitty a parting kiss? We’ve really enjoyed having her. She’s been a pleasure to transform.”

And, with a final kiss to the meagre latex-covered flesh, that showed beneath Kitty’s cleverly conceived, concealment, both she-male-doll and excited owner, were on their way, out into the big, wide, unknowing world, to begin their new life together.



Three Months Later

“Well, Kitty, I wasn’t honestly expecting to see you again. I am so sorry it didn’t work out for you and Abigail, after all.”

Angel Paris stared at the bound figure of her dear Kitty, who had been delivered back to the Doll factory in exactly the same fashion as which she had left the place, three months earlier.

Paris reached down and took the over-sized sunglasses off the hooded face. She peeled off the press-studded eye-covering and looked into Kitty’s deep, brown, pleading eyes.

She removed the padded gagging panel, of pouting rubber lips, also held to the latex mask by press-studs, carefully removing the elaborate, inserted, mouth-piece, with its rubber ball, and tooth-shield, appendages.

Kitty licked at her dried lips and looked, sorrowfully, into Angel Paris’s eyes. “What happens to me, now, mistress?” she finally uttered, with a concerned look and a small tear, forming at her left eye.

“Well, it seems Abigail tired of you very quickly, Kitty. I’m sorry to say. And she has, apparently, found a new person in her life, who shares her new-found obsession with kink. So, she’s asked us to take you back. And, here you are.”

“So, what happens to me? Can I stay here, with you?” a worried Kitty pleaded.

“Well, I truly wish you could Kitty. I have even suggested it to our bosses. I said we could use you as a demonstration model to attract future clients. But, we have to look at our overheads and, I’m afraid, it would be just too expensive to keep you full-time. So, what we have decided, is this; We are going to give you the full transformation, you desired. That’s if you still want it?”

Paris looked for an answer, and Kitty obliged her with a slow, but deliberate, and definite, nod of her collared, and hooded, head.

Oh, yes! She still wanted it! More than ever.

“Well, good. I’m pleased for you. But then we have to offer you on the open market, I’m afraid. There’s quite a flourishing trade in ready-made, submissive, she-male, dolls, and, with the contacts, we’ve got, I doubt it will be long before we can re-home you and re-coup some of the very considerable expenses we’ve incurred. Of course, Abigail has already accepted she’ll not get all of her money back, but we hope to repay her a substantial amount.

And, she has returned all the mobile equipment, and all your outfits, so they are worth a tidy sum, but she decided to keep the bed and the two poles, for any future use, with her new partner, who, I believe, is female. So, that offsets some of her losses. Apparently, poor, misguided, Keith, put her off dating men, for life. But, at least, he did serve a purpose, she’s become much more confident, extremely decisive, and surprisingly dominant now, so I hope her new partner knows what she’s letting herself in for!

As for Kitty, well, we’ll get you permanently transformed, full hair-loss, proper breasts, the lot, except for “dicky”, who you keep, of course. We’ll get that all sorted over the next few days, and then we’ve got lots of promotional material on you, and we’ll put the word out, that you’re looking for a new, considerate, owner. How does all that sound?”

“Thank you, Mistress. That sounds lovely.” Kitty smiled, to herself, as she craved to caress her forthcoming, new, breast implants, and she gently tugged at her leather arm and leg, restraints, wondering if they couldn’t be pulled, just a little bit, tighter.

_________________________

A footnote (taken from Welcome to Our Living Doll Factory) :-

Ladies, I just want to show you this set of pictures. This delightful character, you see in the images here, made the transition so very quickly, and so successfully, from disloyal, untrustworthy, fiancé, to simpering sissy, that she has completely forgotten she was once a “he” and was, once, very close to getting married, to a lovely girl called Abigail! This was, possibly, my easiest ever conversion. She was just so willing to accept everything we did to her. Almost! As you can see, he is now, to all intents and purposes, a SHE, although still retaining certain, important, male bits! At the time, her owner went for a temporary transformation and hoped they might, one day, return to a more normalised relationship. But that wasn’t to be, Kitty was simply, too happy, playing the submissive, and Abby wanted more and she became the one who strayed! And this adorable doll now no longer resides with her former, wife-to-be, who tired of her plaything, and has moved on, and is, finally, very happily settled, with a new partner.

But Kitty here, had to be found a new home. And, believe me, once they saw her, people were queueing to bid for her. She now lives with her new partner, Bruno, who keeps her as a part rubber dolly, part leather-encased ornament, and part sassy, satin-sissy, showgirl, for entertainment, and “other” recreational, purposes. And, I believe, they are both so very happy in their new life, together.

The End

. . . but with one more AAAAA-team story to follow, in October

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. Paulette xx

Be sure to read these other books by the same author :-

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 2

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 1 – Governess Sharp’s New Girls

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 2 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy Playthings

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 3 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates. The third and final part of the FCF – Governess Sharp trilogy.

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

The Perils of Paulette Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education

The Perils of Paulette Book 3 – Paulette’s Return to the House

A LIFE in LEATHER – The intense tale of leather-sissy, Chrissie

A LIFE in SATINS and SILKS – The intense tale of satin-sissy, Steffi

LUSH ISLE – the Island of Lost and Unfortunate She-males

The COMPLETE Country Cottage Conversion – Day 1 to Day 14

All these books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store.

Misty Vee is a complete story, told in two parts. One further title, “Book 4 -Paulette’s Graduation”, in the “Perils of Paulette” series, will be available in late 2018.

Paulette has also written and published several “shorter stories”. They are :-

The Management Take-Over, or How the Big Bad Boss Man, Became Sissy Suzanne

Colette Comes Out – Fighting

Altered Image – Mischa and Chloe make a movie

The Great She-Male SEXploitation Racket – a job for S.I.S.S.Y.

The Agent from S.I.S.S.Y. – two short stories in one book, “Oligarch Escort Agency” and “The Missing Heiresses”

T.H.E. Transformation Holiday Experience – the team from STUDIO

The AA+A+AA Team – Welcome to our Living Doll Factory

The AA+A+AA Team Casebook – File #AB 174 EH - The Case of the Errant Husband

All books are available, to purchase, in the Kindle Store. All but “The COMPLETE Country Cottage Conversion” are also available on Kindle Unlimited.

Thank you for reading my stories. I really appreciate your custom and your continued interest.

Paulette x
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