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BRAINWASHED

Her Sissy Maid




A Brand New Femdom, Feminization, Hypnosis Erotic Novella by Keary Hayes!

Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking.  Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs.  Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.

Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve.  Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants.  As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…


Chapter One

Keiran sat in the reception area outside Ms Cwen’s office, waiting, nervous.  He was the last one, as always, and he couldn’t help but wonder if being kept until last was a bad omen.

He’d been at his new job for almost a year now, along with the other new graduates, working through the company’s extensive training programme, spending time in several departments, learning new skills.  It had been an amazing opportunity, and he’d been lucky to get in—he’d been surprised when, after what he’d thought had been a pretty dismal interview, he’d got a call from Ms Cwen telling him he’d been accepted.  Now though, the training period was over.  This was the last review, the final appraisal.  Most of the other graduates had been seen already, had emerged from Ms Cwen’s office grinning, happy with their final rating, their new placements, and Keiran was happy for them, but he couldn't help but worry.

It had been a hard year for him.  Though everyone he worked with was nice enough something wasn’t quite right.  He’d had to move to a new city for the job, leaving his old friends behind, and his relationship with the only girl he’d ever dated had ended only recently.  He’d tried his best, but his performance had never quite been enough, or so he felt.  Today, finally, he’d find out for sure.

As the door to Ms Cwen’s office opened Kieran sat up.  Lee, his closest friend in the programme, stepped out, a wide, happy smile on his handsome face.

“You get it?”  Kieran asked.

Lee nodded.

“Got it!  Promotion to the data analytics team!  It’s going to be great.”  Lee said.

It was clear he was happy.  Data analytics had been his dream since starting the programme—all the others had goals on starting, had drive, all of them motivated to achieve something, except Kieran. 

“Congrats.”  Kieran said.

He smiled, genuinely happy for his friend, but still full of a sense of dread.  He’d been drifting for the entire year, never really finding his place, never really clicking.  He just hoped that the work he had done had been enough to get him through. 

“Kieran?”

The voice was cool, stern, soft but with a hint of steel.  Kieran looked up to see Ms Cwen standing in the doorway, as tall and beautiful and intimidating as ever, her short black hair pulled back, crystal blue eyes glinting behind her glasses.  She was wearing a dark grey skirt, cut to just above her knee, tight, and a form fitting white blouse, black stockings and black heels—her full figure, wide hips, round ass, large breasts, was almost distracting, but Kieran found her too frightening to be easily distracted by her ample, womanly charms.

“Good luck”  Lee whispered.

Kieran muttered his thanks and rose to his feet, smiled at Ms Cwen.  She nodded, but her expression remained stoic, almost unimpressed.

“In here please.”  She said.

Ms Cwen turned and slipped into her office.  Kieran took a deep breath, his belly in knots, and followed after her to face his fate.
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“Sit.”  Ms Cwen said, indicating the chair opposite her.

She was sat behind her desk in a large leather chair, watching Kieran carefully.  Her expression was, as ever, inscrutable, bright intelligent eyes that seemed almost to pierce Kieran’s soul, but for a moment there was a flicker of a grin, as though she were excited, or eager, or enjoying herself.

Kieran did as he was told, sitting in the chair, trying not to fidget.  Ms Cwen was silent for a moment, she looked down to an open folder on her desk, a sheaf of papers.

“So, Kieran, how have you found your trial year with us?”

Kieran took a deep breath.

“It’s been… a wonderful experience.  I’ve met some amazing people, and learnt a lot.  I’m very grateful for the opportunities I’ve had and I… I… I’m looking forward to new opportunities.”  He said.

Ms Cwen grinned, looked up, stared at Kieran.

“So you think you’ve impressed me enough to warrant future opportunities?”

Kieran felt the icy tone in her voice like the blade of a knife along his spine.  He froze, not knowing how to respond.  Ms Cwen took a slow, deep breath, and her tight blouse stretched as her chest expanded.  Her full, wet, dark red lips twitched, a hunter’s grin as it closed on its prey.

“Well, Kieran, I’m sorry to say that, after reviewing your performance this year, you’ve been judged as… lacking.”

Kieran’s heart sank.  He knew this job had been too good to be true.  He’d messed up, failed, and now he’d have to go home with nothing, a failure, a disappointment.

“However…”  Ms Cwen said.  “When I first recruited you I thought you had... potential.  I’m willing to go with my gut instinct here and make you a rather unusual offer.  If you’re interested.”

Kiera froze.  He didn’t want to lose this job.  He nodded.

“Please… I… I’ll do anything… just, please, if I could have another chance to show you I can do it.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned, a light, devious laugh.

“Anything?  Well, that’s quite the offer, but I have something quite specific in mind, and relatively simple.  You see I’ve recently learnt of a new… teaching aid, to help correct unwanted behaviours and train those who are performing below expectations.  I think you are the prefect candidate to help me test it.  If it works you’ll be kept on, and if it fails, if you fail… well, we’ll be back here, with nothing lost.  So, Kieran, what do you say?”

Kieran shifted in his seat.  The way Ms Cwen watched him left him feeling uncertain and vulnerable but also… excited.

“I… I suppose, but… what do I have to do?”

“First, if you’re interested in this opportunity, it would be prudent of you to show a little more gratitude.  I’m putting my reputation on the line for you here Kieran, because I think there’s something… special about you.  So, an ‘I suppose’ isn’t really the answer I was hoping for.”

Kieran took a deep breath, sat up straight.

“Yes Ms.  I… thank you for this opportunity.  I’d be glad to accept.  But… may I ask what I have to do?”

Ms Cwen grinned.  Clearly Kieran had dome something to please her and he felt something… hot and squirmy inside him, and his cheeks burned as he blushed.

“It’s quite simple really.  You just need to watch a few videos.  You see, it’s come my attention recently that hypnosis can be quite effective in correcting poor behaviour and I’m really very curious about just how… effective it is.”

Hypnosis?  The word sent a cold chill along Kieran’s spine, but really, at the end of the day, what choice did he have?

“Yes Ms.  I… I think I can do that.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen smiled. 

“Yes, I’m sure you can.  However, it’s not quite that simple.  First, we need to find out if you’re… susceptible.”

Something in Ms Cwen’s tone made Kieran shiver, his heart skipping.  He could only nod.
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“Just sit there and relax.”  Ms Cwen said.

She rose, slowly, calmly, confidently, to her feet, and moved around her desk to stand beside Kieran.  He found it hard to relax with his stern, beautiful, domineering boss so close, but he did his best.

“Take a slow breath in, and exhale.”

Kieran did as he was told.  He breathed in, deep, exhaled slowly.  He felt himself calming, something in Ms Cwen’s tone commanding, authoritative, soothing.

“Good.  Very good.  Keep breathing, and every time you inhale you will notice yourself becoming more and more relaxed, and every time you exhale you will notice eyes getting heavier.  This is okay.  You have nowhere you need to be, nothing you need to be doing.  You can relax, just listen to my voice, and drift.”

Kieran did as he was told, inhaling, relaxing his body, every muscle uncoiling, the sense of tension evaporating.  It felt good, calming, obeying the simple, easy commands, letting go of his stress and nervousness, relaxing, becoming heavier, settling. 

With each exhale he felt his eyes become heavier, almost leaden, stiff, becoming harder and harder to move, to open, until it became easier to just leave them closed, to rest with his eyes closed and listen to Ms Cwen.  He just needed to listen, just needed to obey.  This was easy and… pleasant.

“Good… very good.  You’re doing wonderfully.  I think there’s hope for you yet.  If you keep doing this well maybe I can find you a place and use for you yet.”

Ms Cwen’s praise felt good and Kieran felt a warm ember flickering in his belly as he relaxed, eyes heavy.  He smiled, blushing.

“Keep breathing, in and out.  Relaxing, eyes heavier and heavier.  At some point you will realize that your eyes are so heavy that you can no longer open them.  They are sealed shut.  This does not worry you.  This is nothing to worry about.  You are safe here, relaxed.”

Ms Cwen’s words settled and suddenly Kieran realised it was true.  His eyes had grown so heavy that it was impossible to open them but… it did not bother him.  He was so relaxed, and he was safe.

“Now, imagine an empty balloon, tied to your left wrist.  Picture it clearly, the colour, the string, the knot, how it feels, how it looks.”

Kieran could see it, a deflated pink balloon in his lap, a pink ribbon tying it to his left wrist.  He could feel the ribbon knotted around his skin.

“I want you to inflate that balloon for me Kieran.  You are going to fill it with all your worries, all your stresses, all your inhibitions, all your insecurities, all your fears and negative emotions.  Every time you exhale you will fill the balloon with all those unwanted parts of yourself, liberating yourself, allowing yourself to be free.”

Kieran heard and understood.  He breathed in, exhaled, and as he breathed out he saw the balloon swelling, growing.  His anger, fear, stress left him, his worries, his inhibitions.  With each exhale the balloon inflated, filled with his tensions, inhibitions, nervousness, shyness.  The balloon grew larger, larger, all his mental baggage leaving him, leaving him free, releasing him, and it felt good.  Kieran embraced the sensation, filling the balloon more eagerly, letting go of all of his worries and stresses, his tensions, his insecurities.

“Good.  Very good.  That feels better now doesn’t it?”  Ms Cwen asked.

Kieran nodded on instinct.  It did.  It felt good to do as he was told, to let go, to obey, to free himself from the stress and worry.

“Now, as the balloon fills you will notice it getting lighter and lighter, rising up, pulling on the string tied to your arm.”

As Ms Cwen spoke the pink balloon, still swelling, inflating, began to lift, rising up, pulling on the pink ribbon, tugging gently as Kieran’s wrist.  It expanded, still filling, leaving Kieran free, calm, happy, and he could not help but smile.

“Sooner or later the balloon will begin to pull your arm up, lifting it, higher and higher, tugging it up as the balloon tries to drift away, as the balloon floats up and away with your worries, stresses, inhibitions, tensions.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran felt a tugging on his wrist even as she spoke, and his arm began to lift, rising up, pulled by the pink balloon.  His arm began to rise up without any effort.

“Good.  Very, very good.  You have so much potential!  This is perfect!” 

Ms Cwen sounded happy, excited and Kieran felt good for pleasing her.

“Now, in my hand I have a pair of scissors, and on the count of three I’m going to cut the string tying the balloon to your wrist.  When I do the balloon will float away, carrying all your worries, inhibitions, stresses, fears, all your insecurities with it, leaving you free.  With the ribbon cut your arm will fall without hesitation, dropping, and you will drop with it, falling into a deep, deep sleep, and when you wake you will be free, reborn, liberated from the chains that have been holding you back.  Understand?”

Kieran nodded without thinking.  He understood and he felt almost… excited.

“One.”

Kieran saw the scissors, Ms Cwen holding them up.

“Two.”

Ms Cwen put the scissors to the ribbon, the blades open, ready to snap closed.  The balloon tugged at the ribbon, eager to float away with his worries, stresses, fears, inhibitions, insecurities.  He would be free.

“Three.”

The scissors snapped shut, cutting the ribbons.  The balloon rose up and away, drifting off, and Kieran’s arm fell, and he fell with it, falling into a deep, peaceful, restful sleep, free, ready to be reborn.
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“Wake up Kieran.” 

The voice was soft and warm and reassuring.  Kieran’s eyes fluttered and he opened them slowly.  He felt happy, warm, content in a way he hadn’t for… he couldn’t remember the last time he felt so free.

“How are you?”  Ms Cwen asked.

Kieran’s mind floated for a moment, fuzzy thoughts and images lurking just out of reach.  He wondered how long he had been in trance for, and what Ms Cwen had said to him.

“I’m… I’m good.  Really good.”  He said, grinning.

He felt amazing, as though released from invisible chains that had been binding him without him even being aware of them.  He took a deep breath and caught a waft of Ms Cwen’s scent, her perfume sweet, musky, rich and intoxicating.

“Good.  Excellent.  Well, I have to say, you passed that initial test with flying colours.  You are just perfect for what I have in mind.  So, if you’re still interested in my offer, you need only to sign here.”

The offer.  Kieran’s head spun.  If he wanted to keep working at the company he had to accept Ms Cwen’s offer, watch a series of hypnosis videos that would improve his performance.  He took a deep breath.  If his recent experience was anything to go by it wouldn’t hurt to at least try.

Ms Cwen offered Kieran a pen and a sheet of paper, a contract.

“Standard legal terms.  Confidentiality, so you can’t go telling anyone about our deal, and agreeing to see it through to the end.  There’s the formal offer of a permanent position if you do well.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran scanned over the contract.  The language was formal legalese, otherwise known as incomprehensible gibberish.  He was sure it was legally binding but he knew he had no chance at understanding it.

Kieran took a deep breath and took the pen, signed his name to the binding document, sealing his fate.  Ms Cwen grinned, snatched back the paper as though eager to have it safe in her possession now it was signed.

“Wonderful.  Now, how about I get you the drive with your first file.  You should watch and listen to this as you settle down in bed and let it play as you sleep.  Understood?”

Kieran nodded.  He blushed.  He wondered just what he was signed himself up for.


Chapter Two

Kieran settled into bed and set his laptop up on the bedside table, screen facing him, speakers turned to a volume that he’d be able to hear clearly but that wouldn’t be over heard by his neighbours during the night—he’d checked the length and it was several hours long, obviously he was intended to fall asleep while watching it, and that it would keep playing as he slept during the night.  He wondered what the file was about, what it was intended to do, how it was intended to help improve him.

He had skipped ahead through the video, watching and listening to snippets, but he had learnt nothing.  There was only a pink and white spiral, spinning slowly, drawing the eye, soothing, alluring, and in the background a soft lulling static, a series of voices talking, low, seductive, too many and too quiet to be heard clearly. 

“I suppose I just need to listen then and see what happens.”  Kieran said.

He knew he should have been warier, hypnosis was… scary, but for some reason he was not.  He felt free, calm, without his usual hang ups, as though the walls of some unseen cage that had been holding him in, trapping him for years, had suddenly vanished.  He giggled without even meaning to.

As he slipped into his pyjamas he felt a slight tingling at the back of his head, as thought something were bothering him, a small voice that he had not known before whispering at the back of his mind just beyond his perception, unable to quite hear what it was saying.  Something felt… wrong, off, his pyjamas not quite right, but he couldn’t quite place it, and he tried to put it out of his head. 

Kieran slipped into bed, almost eager to begin the video, and, as he snuggled down, he hit play, ready to watch the video that he hoped would change his life for the better.

The spiral began to turn.
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The pink and white spun, round and round and round, drawing Kieran’s gaze in towards the centre, his head becoming lighter, thoughts fuzzy.  The quiet static played, numbing his brain, and in the distance soft, soothing, seductive whispers called to him, too many and too quiet to be heard by his conscious mind, the words slipping into his subconscious without resistance, tendrils penetrating his mind as his gaze lingered on the spinning spiral.

There were many phrases, repeated over and over, simple concepts, mantras that looped, imprinting themselves on Kieran’s open, vulnerable, susceptible mind, reprogramming him as he watched the spiral turn.

Obey.

All he needed to do was do as he was told, to follow instruction, to obey.

Obey your Mistress.  Your Mistress’s word is law.  She is to be worshipped and obeyed.

He needed to obey Ms Cwen, to do as She told him.  If he did as he was told everything would be okay.

Submit to your Mistress.  Serve Her.  It is your place to serve Her.

Ms Cwen, his Mistress.  He needed to do as She told him, to serve Her.

Obeying Her is your path to freedom, to pleasure.  Serving Her is a pleasure. Obeying Her is a special bliss, a blessing.

Kieran shifted in bed, squirming.  He felt hot, good, tingling at the thought of obeying his Mistress, Ms Cwen.  Just the thought of doing as She told him made him buzz with joy, the thought of serving Her making him moan, his cock swelling, stiffening.

You want to serve Her, want to please Her.  You need to serve Her, need to please Her. 

Kieran whimpered, moaning.  There was a need growing in him, a desire he could not contain.  He needed to serve Ms Cwen, to obey Her, to submit to Her.  It was his place.

The spiral turned, and the words sank deep into his subconscious, drilling into his mind, reprogramming him, corrupting him to Ms Cwen’s will.  There was no resistance, no defence, and Kieran remained oblivious to the video’s effects.

Your Mistress deserves only the best.

Ms Cwen deserved only the best.  Kieran needed to work hard to be worthy of serving Her.

To serve your Mistress you must look your best.  You must be pretty, sexy, submissive.  You must prepare yourself to serve Her, your mind and body both presented according to Her desires.  You exist only to please Her.

As Kieran looked now was not enough.  If he wanted to serve Ms Cwen, and he did, he really, really did—he ached to serve Her, needed to serve Her—then he had to look his best.

You need to be pretty, soft, cute, and feminine.  Your Mistress is pleased by pretty submissive, obedient toys.  You need to be a pretty, submissive, obedient toy for Her.

Keiran needed to be a pretty, submissive, obedient toy for Ms Cwen.  He needed to be pretty, feminine, cute.  He needed to be better than he was.

As the spiral turned and the voices spoke to him, Kieran, blissed out and unaware of what was being done to him, of how he was being reprogrammed, corrupted, fell into a deep, restful sleep.  The whispers slipped easily into his mind, his subconscious, tendrils penetrating his thoughts, leaving subtle commands and compulsions, new needs and desires, new impulses, new yearnings, remaking Kieran according to Ms Cwen’s likings.
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The alarm sounded and Kieran woke from dreams he could not remember, but that had left him hot and aching, aroused, his body tingling, cock hard.  His laptop had stopped playing the video during the night and the screen was blank.

He rolled over onto his side and clicked off his alarm, lazing for a moment in bed.  As he squirmed his cock throbbed, demanding attention.  Kieran, still half asleep, slipped his hand down, towards his crotch, and dipped his hand into his pants, wrapping his fingers around his aching, hard,  pulsing cock—what had he been dreaming about to leave him so aroused, so hard, so desperate?

He stroked, slowly, and then… his skin crawled, a buzzing wrongness at the back of his scalp that caused him to jerk his hand suddenly off his cock.

It felt… wrong.  He tried again, reaching down to grip and stroke his cock, desperate for pleasure, for release, but there was the same result and he pulled his hand away. 

I shouldn’t touch myself.

A quiet voice whispered in the back of his mind.

I haven’t earned pleasure.  I need to earn my pleasure.

The voice was quiet, but insistent.  Kieran’s cock throbbed harder at the thought of earning pleasure, of earning release.  He squirmed and something seemed to click.  He shouldn’t, couldn’t, touch himself.  Not without earning it.

Kieran smiled, happy with his realisation, safe in the knowledge that earning his pleasure would make it feel so much better.  He squirmed in bed for a moment, basking in the glow of his arousal, cock throbbing with need, the lingering, elusive memory of dreams, pink and glittering, pretty, cute… images that were just out of reach.  Finally, deciding it was best to start the day, he slipped out of bed, and headed through to the bathroom to shower.
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The water ran for a moment, heating up, then Kieran stepped in, naked, body still aching, cock aching, but no longer hard—he knew better than to touch it by now, knew it would feel… wrong.

As he began to wash he looked down at his body and felt the now familiar sense of wrongness.  He frowned, wondering what it was for a moment before it clicked.

His body was not pretty enough, not cute enough.  The way he was now was just… not suitable for work. 

“No wonder I’ve not been performing at my best… looking like this it’s just… wrong!”  Kieran whispered, grinning, amused that he had only just realised

He giggled, amused by how dumb and silly he’d been not to realise it sooner.  If he’d been making sure he was as pretty and cute as possible then maybe he wouldn’t even need to be watching the video… he’d probably have passed his appraisal with flying colours and would have been promoted by now.  It was an easy fix though, and it was better late than never. 

Kieran looked around and saw his razor and shaving cream.  He picked them up and began the job of lathering his body, his legs, under his arms, around his cock and balls, even his butt.  He knew that if he was going to be as pretty and cute as possible, if he was going to do better at his job, then he needed to get rid of all his yucky body hair.

Kieran worked slowly and methodically, taking his time though trying not to take too long—he didn’t want to be late for work, not given the thin ice he was already on.  He ran the razor up and over his shins, around his knees, over his thighs, the razor caressing, smooth and soft, exciting.  Slowly his flesh was revealed, smooth, flawless, soft, so much prettier without his yucky body hair.  As he finished his legs Kieran looked down, biting his bottom lip as he blushed, grinning, giggling.

He looked so… feminine.  His legs were long and full, curvy, shapely, and he felt oddly sexy now, his cock throbbing.  Satisfied with his work on his legs, Kieran moved on to his hips, belly, shaving under his arms.  He had never been particularly hairy, always on the smaller, thinner side, and for the first time in his life he was glad—it made the shaving easier, less yucky hair to get rid of, and the results were… better.

Kieran set to shaving around his cock and balls, carefully, moving gradually on to his butt—the butt he had always thought of as a little too large and fat.  It was awkward but he managed it, shaving each cheek carefully, leaving his butt round, smooth, soft, perky, and he then worked carefully along his crack, wanting to make sure he was as pretty and cute as possible.  He wanted to make sure he did his best to improve, to please his Mistress.

Finally finished Kieran set to washing, rinsing off the last traces of shaving foam, leaving his body soft, slippery, smooth.  He wiggled under the stream of water, delighting in how it tickled his skin, his body so much more sensitive now.  He wished he had longer to enjoy his new soft body, more time to linger in the shower, but he needed to get to work.

Shutting off the flow of water he stepped out, began to dry himself.  His skin felt raw and sensitive and as he shivered he noticed a bottle of moisturiser that his ex-girlfriend had left behind.  He picked it up, pondering for a moment, then opened it.  It had to be good for skin… right?

As Kieran poured a dollop out into one hand he was hit with a waft of perfume, soft, floral, sweet, definitely feminine and girly but that felt almost… fitting.  As he rubbed the lotion into his skin, his body smooth, soft, sensitive, he shivered, delighting in the slippery caresses, the new pleasure, the scent of flowers and sweet fruits.

Kieran blushed, grinning.  He felt… right, and he knew that this was just the beginning.  He was going to do his best, was going to work hard, was going to make sure to impress Ms Cwen, to please Her.  He was going to show his Mistress that he was a good girl.


Chapter Three

The knock was loud and hollow, knuckles on wood, and Kieran stood outside Ms Cwen’s office, waiting for Her reply, waiting for Her instruction.  He bit his bottom lip and squirmed.  He was still so horny and he was having trouble concentrating.

“Enter.”  Ms Cwen said, Her voice soft, but commanding.

Kieran reached out, turned the handle, opened the door, and stepped into his Mistress’s office.  Ms Cwen was sat behind Her desk, grinning, obviously pleased to see him.  Kieran blushed, suddenly uncertain and timid in Her presence.  He stood meekly, demure, almost coy.

“Shut the door behind you Kieran.”

Kieran did as he was told.  He stood, waiting for Her next command.

“Now, tell me Kieran, how was your first night with your… training videos?”

Kieran blushed.  He tried to think, to remember, but there was no recollection of the video other than an absolute certainty that he had watched it.

“I… I know I slept well, and I woke up well rested but… I definitely watched the video, I know that for sure, but I… I can’t remember it.”  Kieran’s voice was nervous, fretful.

“I’m sorry, really.  I… I’ll try to do better next time.  I’ll do my best for you.”  He said.

Ms Cwen simply smiled, grinning, as though pleased.  She nodded, apparently satisfied.

“Please Kieran, don’t worry your pretty little head over not remembering.  You really don’t need to fret.  Not remembering simply means that they were effective… at least in part.  We’ll need to see about the other effects in due time.”

Kieran shivered, blushed.  Something in Ms Cwen’s tone, in Her smile, made him nervous, shy, but also… excited, the sense of entrapment, powerlessness, exhilarating.  He smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said, voice soft and obedient.

Ms Cwen’s smile became a wide, broad grin.  Keiran felt trapped, powerless, but also giddy, excited to have pleased Her.

“Mistress?”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran’s blush deepened, and he realised what he had said… he had called Ms Cwen Mistress to Her face, without even thinking about it.  Why?

“Say it again.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran squirmed, suddenly embarrassed, humiliated.  His cock twitched, aching.  Why was he so horny?  He knew though that he could not disobey.  He could disappoint Her.

“Yes… Mistress.”

Ms Cwen laughed, happy, joyful.  Kieran felt a swell of pleasure at having pleased Her.

“Oh my, that’s simply wonderful.  Unprompted and so soon!  I really did do well picking you didn’t I?”  Ms Cwen was grinning.  “Now I suppose that leads us wonderfully onto the next issue.  I need to make sure you are ready and suitable to begin your new… routine.  Are you?”

Kieran stiffened.  He would do whatever it took.  He nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said, trying to keep his voice calm, level.

“Good.  Well, first things first.  I need to check.”

Ms Cwen rose to Her feet and moved around the desk, walked towards Kieran, heels clicking, hips wiggling.  The sight of Her, so beautiful, so intimidating, was almost enough to make Kieran whimper.

She moved around him, circling him, studying him.  Kieran remained frozen.

“Hmmm… you seem well turned out but really, it’s impossible to tell if you’re… suitable, dressed as you are.  Strip!”

The last word was barked, harsh and commanding, and it made Kieran jump.  His mind fumbled.  His Mistress wanted him to… to… strip… here and now?

“I’m waiting Kieran.  Don’t make me punish you.  Clothes off, Now!  I need to see if you’re up to my quite specific standards.”

There was no way be could resist, no way he could argue.  It was his place to submit, to serve.  It was his job to please Her.  Kieran nodded, took a deep breath to calm his nerves.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said.

He began, slowly, hands shaking, to undress.
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Kieran stripped off his shoes, socks, shirt, unbuckled his belt, slipped off his trousers.  He was blushing, embarrassed, shamed and humiliated, but oddly, excited.  He stood finally in just his boxers, timid and unsure, squirming as his cock throbbed and swelled, trying to cover himself with his hands.

Ms Cwen circled him, slowly, inspecting him, tracing a single finger over his body, over his shoulders, neck, arms, chest, grazing his nipples, making him shudder—Kieran bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning in fear and pleasure.  Ms Cwen moved around him, finger slipping lower, over his belly, his lower back, She nodded, smiling.

“Smooth and pretty.  Very good.  Tell me Kieran, have you always kept your body looking so… feminine?”

Kieran shook his head.

“No Mistress.  I… I did it this morning.  I don’t know why… I… I just realised when I was showering that I hadn’t been doing it before.  I know I should have been.  That I should have been trying to look my best, and that’s why I’ve not been doing well… but I’m going to try harder, I’m going to be better.  I… I want to please you.  Really I do.” 

The words came tumbling out and Kieran felt almost freed by his confession, not really understanding where it was coming from.  It was almost as though he were becoming someone new, someone… different.  Someone better.

“Very interesting.”  Ms Cwen said, grinning.  “Still, as you are now is very good.  And I assume you are smooth everywhere?”

Kieran nodded, blushing as he admitted the truth.

“Perfect.  And I should note that the perfume, or whatever it is that’s giving you that sweet, feminine scent, is a lovely touch.  I expect you to be turned out like this every day from now on.  Smooth and smelling like a pretty girl.  Understand?”

Kieran nodded again.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said, blushing, cock throbbing.

“However…”

Kieran stiffened, terrified he had disappointed his Mistress.

“You are not quite as I would like, but I think we can fix that easily enough.”

Ms Cwen moved to stand in front of Kieran, looming over him in Her heels, smiling, beautiful and authoritative.  Kieran shivered, exited, aroused, terrified.

“Now, be a good girl and slip your pants off while I fetch you something more… fitting to wear.”

Kieran knew he had no choice but to obey.
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“Slip these on first.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran stared at what his Mistress held out.  A pair of black, silk, seamed stocking, the tops frilly and lacy.  He paled, head spinning.

“I said put them on Kieran!  They’ll help you look pretty for me, and you want to be pretty for me, don’t you?”

Kieran nodded, slowly.  He wanted to please Her, needed to please Her.  He knew he should look pretty for his Mistress, for Ms Cwen.

He reached out, slowly, with trembling hands, and took the stockings.  Ms Cwen smiled.

“Good.  Now remember, your stockings always go on first.”  She said.

Kieran nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

He made a mental note to remember this small detail as he slipped the first stocking on.  It slipped up and over his foot and he slipped it up over his ankle, calf, the silk tight, caressing, and he shivered, a thrill of pleasure running up his spine as he pulled it up around his thigh, skin tingling, body smooth and soft and… pretty.

Kieran tugged the first stocking into place, then moved onto the second, pulling it on like the first, the silk snug, caressing, shaping his legs, making them seem sexier, prettier, and he blushed, shamed by how much he enjoyed the way they felt, the way they looked.  His cock twitched, throbbed, and the thought of his Mistress seeing how much he was enjoying himself filled him with a sense of humiliation that only fed his arousal, the sensation intoxicating.

“Suspenders next.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran nodded, took the stocking belt Ms Cwen was holding.  It was black, made to match the stockings, and Kieran took a moment to figure out how to put it on, fastening around his waist so that the straps hung down his legs.

“Adjust them to that your stockings are held in place, not so short that your stockings are stretched, and not so long that they fall down.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran nodded, blushing, wondering why he was so… excited.  He fiddled with the straps, fingers shaking, and it took him some time before he had the straps adjusted and fastened to his stockings, the knack of them tricky, but soon enough he was finished.

“Now panties.”  Ms Cwen said.

That word… panties.  It made Kieran run both hot and cold, terrified and excited.  He was going to wear panties.  He knew the thought should have appalled him yet… it left him almost breathless, giddy, eager—he was going to be pretty.

Ms Cwen held out a pair of black panties that matched the stockings and suspender belt.  Kieran took them and slipped them on, pulled them up his stocking clad legs, and over his butt, his slowly swelling cock.

They fit perfectly, high cut to expose his thighs, hips, ass, snug around his cock and balls, soft, silky, tight, showing off the swell of his ass, the curve of his hips.  Looking at himself he blushed—the whole ensemble together made him look unmistakably feminine, long smooth legs, wide hips, round ass, the shape and cut emphasising his feminine qualities, making him prettier, cuter, sexier. 

Kieran’s cock twitched, aching, and he wiggled without even thinking, shaking his hips and butt.  Ms Cwen smiled, laughed.

“My, it looks like someone is enjoying themselves.  You like being pretty and sexy for me Kieran?  You like dressing like a sexy girl?”  She asked.

Kieran’s blush deepened.  He knew he could not lie to Her.  He nodded.

“Y...yes Mistress.  It… it feels… nice.”

Ms Cwen grinned.

“Good.  Very good.  That bodes very well for your future.  But for now, get dressed, though leave your shoes off.  Once you’re done I’ll give you your… task for the day.”
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Kieran did a he was told, finding a special kind of pleasure in mindlessly obeying, a special peace in allowing Ms Cwen to command him, letting Her do the thinking for him.  He just had to obey, to do as he was told—it was almost serene.

Once he had his clothes back on he stood, waiting, and watched as Ms Cwen returned to Her desk to take a box out from the bottom drawer.  She handed it to him.

“These are yours.  Spare underwear so you can wear a clean set everyday.  I expect you to arrive just as you are now from now on.  That means stocking, suspenders, panties.  No more yucky, ugly boy underwear.  You are to be pretty for me.  Is that clear?”

Kieran blushed deep pink.  He nodded.

“Now, open the box.  There is an… extra little gift.”

Kieran did as he was told.  He opened the box and, inside, on a bed of pink tissue paper, surrounded but folded sets of lingerie. Was a pair of bright pink high heels.  Kieran froze, paled.

“Don’t you like them Kieran?  Aren’t you going to say thank you for the nice gift I’ve given you?”

Ms Cwen was smiling, clearly enjoying Herself.  Keiran took a deep breath, looked up into Ms Cwen’s eyes.

“T...thank you, Mistress.”  He whispered, voice soft, almost girly.

“Good girl.”  Ms Cwen said.  “Now, why don’t you put them on.  You’ll need to get used to them.  From now on whenever you’re working with me in my office I’ll be expecting you to wear them.  They’ll help you feel pretty, and being pretty is good for you, isn’t it?”

The question hung in the air.  Kieran’s head felt fuzzy, light, as though it were full of cotton wool.  Being pretty was good for him.  If he was pretty he would be better, and he wanted to be better for his Mistress.  He nodded.

Kieran turned his attention back to the shoes.  The heels were high, and thin, sexy stripper heels, and Kieran knew it would be very difficult to walk in them.  They were bright, hot pink, with open toes, and thick straps around the ankle, pink cuffs that were fastened with small padlocks.  They would be locked on.  The thought made Kieran whimper.

“Now, put them on and lock them.  I hold the key so you don’t need to worry your pretty head over taking them off.  I’ll let you out at the end of the day, and you’ll be working in my office today so there’s no need for you to fret.  I’ll be here to keep an eye on you, help you get the hang of walking in high heels, and no one other than me will see you in them… just yet.”

The way Ms Cwen spoke sent a chill up Kieran’s spine.  He nodded.  Took a deep breath.

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”  He said.
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Kieran slipped the heels onto his stocking clad feet.  They were snug, but the perfect size.  The straps over his toes held them in place and the cuff around his ankle locked them on, the ominous click of the padlock as it closed making him whimper, his cock throbbing. 

The arch of them forced his feet into a new, novel configuration, making his calves and shins ache.  Once the shoes were on he rose, tentatively, to his feet.  He wobbled, almost tumbling.

“Now you’ll need to move slowly at first, but you’ll soon get used to them, and it’s an important skill to learn.  You’ll have to master walking in heels with the proper strut and wiggle if you’re to do well in your new job.”

Kieran nodded.  He understood.  It was his place to look pretty.  He wanted to do better, to be better, and that meant being pretty for Ms Cwen, following Her instructions, obeying Her, being pretty and feminine for Her.  That he was… enjoying it, just made it more fun.

“Heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  Let your hips roll and your butt sway.  You want to walk in a way that’ll make people stare at that pert, round backside of yours, that’ll make men, and some women, notice you.”

Kieran’s blush deepened.  Ms Cwen’s words shamed him, left him feeling breathless, humiliated, excited.  He did as She instructed, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe.

His first few steps were wobbly, uncertain, but as he practised he became more confident, finding his balance, and as Ms Cwen offered more tips and advice, he began to walk with an obvious strut and sway, the roll and wiggle of his hips and butt pleasant, making his cock ache, a shiver of delight running up his spine.  He smiled.  He felt… good, sexy, pretty.

“Perfect.  Now, I want you to spend the day sorting through those old files for me.”

Ms Cwen gestured to the corner.  There were dozens of old, dusty boxes, swollen with old paper work.  Kieran felt his heart sink.

“And I’ll be inspecting your work at the end of the day so do your best not to disappoint me.”  Ms Cwen said.
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It was hard, sweaty work, the boxes heavy, and the piles of papers covered in a fine dust that made Kieran wheeze.  He spent the entire day sorting through the old papers as best he could, shifting boxes around the room, sweating and panting, trying not to fall over as he moved about in his locked heels, his legs distractingly soft and silky in his stockings, the panties rubbing him in a way that kept him always on edge.

Ms Cwen offered numerous criticisms and instructions as he worked, telling him how to file the papers, where to put them, telling Kieran how to bend, demanding that he do it in a way that made his ass stick out, legs together and as straight as he could manage, bending at the waist, demanding that he strut as he walked, that he sway and roll his hips and wiggle his ass.  Kieran’s blush burned, his heart racing, cock aching, always on edge as the silk of his panties caressed his smooth, soft, sensitive ass cheeks and dick.

He did not need to think, needed only to do as he was told, to follow the instructions his Mistress gave him.  It was liberating, and he felt hot and buzzing, mind floating as Ms Cwen commented on his work, on the way he moved, on the way he wiggled.

Her compliments, Her praise, made him tingle, made his cock throb, and when She told him he was pretty, that he was a good girl for moving in a certain way, for wiggling, for bending, for strutting in a cute, sexy, pretty manner, it made him flush—and he remembered.  Every time She praised him, rewarding him with Her attention, he was left tingling, grinning.

Slowly Kieran began to repeat the gestures, movements, developing habits without even thinking, bending in the way Mistress liked, wiggling and strutting in heels in the way She liked, his mannerisms changing subtly as he was trained according to Ms Cwen’s tastes, becoming prettier, more feminine, sexier, his movements more provocative, more flirty, more brazen.

Kieran, following instruction, did what he was told, moving and behaving in the way that earned him more praise, more attention, more reward, blushing, grinning, tingling, cock aching.  By the end of the day he was tired, sweaty, dusty, and… changed.  The way he walked, the way he moved, bent, the way he sat, all subtly different, mannerisms more feminine, sexier, cuter, prettier.

As he finished putting away the last of the files he was working on, the pile of boxes barely touched, the day growing late, Ms Cwen rose to Her feet and moved around Her desk, approached Kieran.  She took a deep breath and surveyed his work.

“Well, you’ve not done nearly as well as I was hoping.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran balked, pale, timid.  He bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“You’ve sorted through not nearly enough of these files.  You’ll have to be back here tomorrow to continue.  And I expect you to get more done tomorrow.”

“Yes Mistress.”  Kieran whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned.

“Normally I’d have to punish you harshly for disappointing me like this.”  She said.  “However…”

There was a moment of silence.  Kieran stood frozen, terrified… punished.

“I think today I’ll be lenient.  Just a small punishment.  And of course you’ll need to watch another one of your training videos tonight.”

Kieran smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered, blushing.  “Of course.

Ms Cwen grinned, laughing, mischievous and almost gleeful.

“So… first your punishment.  Don’t think I didn’t notice how excited you were walking around all day in your panties and heels.  That tiny little bulge in your trousers might be pathetic, but it’s still unacceptable.  We need to fix that so… trousers down.  Now!”

Kieran froze.  What did She mean… his head spun and he felt a tide of shame, fear, humiliation, yet… that only made his cock throb harder.

“I said NOW Kieran.”  Ms Cwen’s voice was firm, cold, authoritative.

Keiran took a deep breath, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.
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Kieran undid his trousers and let them slip down his stocking clad legs, exposing his panties, the prominent bulge of his cock, aching.  Ms Cwen smirked.

“My… it really is quite tiny.  Still, a bulge like that is so unsightly and I really don’t think it’s helping you focus on work.  Luckily for you you I know just how we can fix your little problem.”

Kieran shivered.  He blushed, moaning, his Mistress’s mocking only making cock harder, the throbbing, aching, becoming an agony.

“Pull your panties aside.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran shuddered.  She wanted to see… while he was hard.  The thought left him breathless and giddy but he obeyed.  Her will was law and he was powerless to resist.

Kieran reached down, slowly, and pulled his panties to the side, letting his small, smooth, hard cock pop free.  Ms Cwen giggled, mockingly.

“My, it really is quite… cute.”

Cute… the word made Kieran’s blush deepen, his face and neck and chest burning.

“But being hard really does not suit you, and you clearly can’t focus, so… I’m going to fix that.  Hands behind your back.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran obeyed, slipping his hands behind his back.

“And KEEP them there.”  Her voice was stern, commanding.

Kieran knew he must obey.  Ms Cwen smiled, looked down to Kieran’s pathetic little cock, and reached out slowly with one hand.

Kieran gasped as his Mistress grasped his cock, wrapping Her fingers easily around his girth.  As She began to stroke he moaned, and his hips moved.

“Someone is an eager little slut.  Wearing panties and stockings and heels has you excited does it?”  Mistress asked.

Kieran could only nod.  The sensation of Her hand slipping up and down his cute little cock was amazing, his head light and fuzzy, heart racing, Her cruel and mocking tone, the sense of shame and humiliation, only making his cock harder, his pleasure brighter, Her touch and words corrupting him.

“Such a filthy little pervert.  Nasty little slut.”  Ms Cwen hissed.

Her words were like a slap, hard, cruel, but laced with pleasure.  Kieran moaned, whimpering, body on fire.

“Admit it.  Admit you’re a nasty, perverted little slut.”

“I… I’m a slut Mistress, a nasty, filthy little pervert.”  Kieran whispered—voice hoarse with pleasure and lust.

The words felt… good.  Saying them, admitting the truth, it set him free, and he felt the pleasure swelling, hot, bright, brilliant as Ms Cwen stroked up and down his smooth, sensitive little dick, teasing him, dressed in stockings and panties and suspenders, shaved, pretty, locked in heels.  He was a nasty little pervert, a filthy little slut, and he loved it.

“Admit the truth, show me what you are, cum for me, cum like the nasty little pervert you are.  Show me you can be a good girl and cum for me.”  Ms Cwen whispered.

Kieran nodded.  He was so close, so close.  Ms Cwen’s hand worked up and down, his cock throbbing, swelling and… She let go, releasing his cock just as he reached his peak.

Kieran moaned, left bereft at the loss of Her touch, but he was too close to stop now.  He came, cumming, but it was… feeble, and his hips thrust into the air, into nothing, no stimulation as he came, cum spilling from his throbbing cock as he chased the climax that eluded him.  He whimpered, his climax ruined, and Ms Cwen laughed.

“Such a good girl.”  She said.

Kieran could only moan, breathless, head spinning at the sensations wracking his body, mind floating, still horny, left without the release he had craved, the pleasure he had wanted, but… exhausted, empty, disappointed.

“Now, clean up like the good slut you are.”  Ms Cwen said.

Before Kieran could react or question Ms Cwen raised Her hand to his mouth, his cum in Her palm, caught, and She pressed Her hand to his mouth.  It was his purpose to obey Her, his head still spinning, and he opened his mouth, extended his tongue.

Before he could even think he was licking, sucking, slurping up his cum as Ms Cwen praised him.  His lips and tongue and throat coated with his cum, and he swallowed it, burning with shame and humiliation and desire.

“Good girl.”  Ms Cwen whispered.

Keiran moaned.  Ms Cwen lowered Her hand, Her palm licked clean, a spot of cum still on Kieran’s lips.  His tongue slipped out and licked it, tasting it, swallowing it.

“Now, for the final part of your punishment.”

Ms Cwen reached round behind Her back and pulled out a small silver metal device.  She moved quickly, efficiently, with practised movements. 

There was a cold pinching around Kieran’s softening cock, and then a click.  Ms Cwen stepped back, smiling.

“Perfect.”  She said.

Kieran looked down, saw the device fitted around his cock, a small metal cage, locked with a cute heart shaped padlock, locking away his dick, rendering it useless.  He blushed, squirmed, and yet… the sight made him happy.

“Now, cum slut, why don’t you get dressed while I get you the video for tonight, then you can get home.  I expect you bright and early tomorrow.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran blushed, nodded, biting his bottom lip.  He was a cum slut.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.  “And… thank you Mistress.”

Ms Cwen smiled at him.

“Oh, it’s my pleasure Kieran.”  She said.  “I’m just here to help you become the good girl you were always meant to be.”


Chapter Four

Kieran arrived home tingling, aching, blushing.  His journey had been humiliating, embarrassing, having to travel on public transport while dressed in pretty, sexy, feminine lingerie under his normal clothes, his body smooth and soft, shaved, his worthless little cock caged and locked away, the taste of his cum still lingering on his tongue, lips.

More than once he was sure he caught a man staring at him, curious, watching him—could other people tell, did they know his secret, what did they think?  What would people say or do if they knew?  Would the sight of him dressed in lingerie, heels, shaved and smooth disgust them, or… excite them? 

The thought of making men hard, their cock engorging at the sight of him looking pretty, sexy, feminine, made him squirm in ways that were new but also… oddly familiar.  It felt exciting, thrilling, naughty, and he giggled more than once as he caught the eye of some tall, handsome businessman on his bus, looking away coyly, shyly, cheeks burning, almost as though… flirting.

As he shut and locked the front door, sealing himself in alone, the memory of his journey made him giggle again.  It had been so exciting, exhilarating, and he felt more alive than he had in years and also safe, secure, knowing that Mistress had control of him, protected by Her constant presence.

He remembered the last man he had noticed just before his stop, a tall, broad, handsome man perhaps ten or fifteen years older than him.  Kieran had always been slim, small, almost petite, and had never been happy with it, but now, secretly wearing lingerie, caged, smooth and pretty, it felt perfect.  Being smaller, daintier, prettier than other men, the way they looked at him as he blushed and squirmed and giggled, it made him feel cute, and pretty—and it was his job to be be pretty, being pretty made him happy, and knowing that other people, other men, found him pretty, sexy, made his heart skip and his belly flutter. 

He slipped his shoes off and moved from the door towards the bathroom to shower.  He smiled as he felt his butt wiggle and hips hips sway, rising up onto his tip-toes to emulate walking in heels, exaggerating the roll of his hips and ass as Ms Cwen had shown him.  His caged cock throbbed and he felt a pang of regret that he didn’t own any heels so he could practice walking in them to impress his Mistress.

“Maybe I could order some to be delivered tomorrow?  I mean… I need more practice.”  He whispered.

He blushed, giggling again.  The thought of owning his own pair of sexy, slutty, pretty high heels made him squirm.  He could wear them all the time, to practice and also… he bit his bottom lip, face hot at the thought of how good they made his legs look, at how they shaped his ass, making it rounder, fuller, a cute little bubble butt.  He liked wearing heels and he looked good in them so was it really wrong to want to own a pair?

Kieran wondered what colour he would pick.  Pink, like the heels Ms Cwen had for him to practice in, or maybe black, classy and elegant, then there was red, or white, and should the colour be soft or bright, open toe or closed, and how strappy they should be, how high should the heel be, and how chunky?  Faced with all the possible options Kieran understood for the first time the stereotype of a woman obsessed with shoes.  He had only just realised how much fun they were and already he wanted all of them.

“Maybe I should just buy a few pairs.”  He said giggling.  “And maybe… I cold buy a few other things too.”

Kieran bit his bottom lip as he pictured all the other cute, feminine, pretty things he could buy.  He wanted to look pretty for his Mistress, needed to look pretty for Her.  It felt good to look pretty, and it felt good to please Her.

“First a shower though.”  He said.  “Make sure I’m all smooth and smelling nice.”
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Kieran settled down in comfortable, soft clothes, smooth and cosy after his shower, caged cock aching after washing his pretty, feminine body, tingling.  He had applied more of the moisturiser to keep his body smelling sweet and girly, keep it soft, and had even on a whim applied a spray of perfume that his ex had left behind—the smell musky and heavy, sexy, womanly.  Smelling it on him made him blush, his belly fluttering.  He wondered is Ms Cwen would like it and he made a note to wear some tomorrow to work.

As he booted up his laptop to begin shopping, still set on buying himself some heels and some other pretty things, he attached the drive with today’s file on.  It was another video, like the first, several hours long.  Kieran clicked play to see what it featured and immediately his screen was filled with another pink and white swirling spiral, the speakers humming with a soft, soothing drone, a chorus of whispered voices.  He felt heavy, sleepy, and calm.

Without thinking Kieran took a deep breath in, exhaling, letting go of his stresses, worries, fears, inhibitions.  With each breath his eyes became less focussed, fixating on the spiral, turning slowly, his mind becoming foggy, cloudy, filled with pink bubbles.  He giggled, and the whispers slipped into his mind, into his subconscious, words and phrases and mantras penetrating deep into his mind, corrupting him, reprogramming him, making him feel… good…
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You are a good girl, a pretty girl, a sexy girl.  You obey your Mistress, you need to obey your Mistress.  She controls you, owns you, and you belong to Her.  It feels good to belong to Her, right.  Without Her you are nothing, lost, alone.  She completes you, Her control makes you whole.

Kieran nodded as he listened, watching the spiral, watching it turn around and around, the words and phrases slipping deep into his mind, filling him with a buzzing, bright, pink joy.  His heart drummed and his cute little caged cock, smooth and worthless, ached.

You are a good girl for you Mistress.  It feels so hot to be a good girl for your Mistress.  You need to be a good girl for your Mistress.

The phrases, the mantras, repeated, over and over.  As they drilled into Kieran’s mind he began to repeat them, watching the spiral turn, his voice softening, a quiet, coy, feminine whisper.  The was no resistance, no denying it—obeying Her, obeying Ms Cwen, it was his purpose, it was his pleasure, it was his desire.  He wanted, needed, to be a good girl for Her.

The more you obey the more pleasure you feel.  Every time you obey the pleasure grows.  Each act of submission, of obedience bringing you more and more pleasure, until sooner or later you’ll be addicted, hooked to just the act of obeying.  You’ll need to be controlled, need to obey, because otherwise you will be unable to experience that bright, hot, blissful pleasure that comes from obeying Her.

Kieran imaged obeying Ms Cwen, kneeling for Her, walking in heels for Her, wearing pretty outfits for Her, cleaning and serving Her according to Her desire.  He whimpered, squirming, caged cock an agony of delight.  Just picturing it felt so good, and he knew that next time he obeyed Her he would become hooked on the pleasure that submitting to Her brought.

The more you obey, the more submissive you become.  The more you submit the more pleasure you can experience.  Your pleasure no longer belongs to you.  It belongs to Her, your Mistress, and it is only by pleasing Her that you can experience pleasure.  Obeying Her is your pleasure, displeasing Her is your pain.

Kieran nodded, eyes fixed on the spiral, watching it turn.  He ached for that pleasure now, the pleasure that only his Mistress could give him.  She owned him, controlled him, and he needed to please Her.

It is your job to be pretty for Her, to be delicate and feminine and sexy.  You are Her toy, Her doll, and you must always look your best.  You must be smooth, soft.  You must move with grace and charm.  You are sexy, slutty, obedient.  You are a willing, eager toy aching to be played with.  Just imagine what it would be like to be a pretty, sexy, feminine doll, dressed nicely for your Mistress, waiting for Her to play with you.

Kieran’s mind was fuzzy, pink, floating.  Images rose up, pretty girls in pretty pink dresses, heels, stockings, pink underwear, long blonde hair with pretty make-up, blank eyes, vacant, waiting passively for Her to play with them, for the pleasure of being told what to do, how to act, how to submit.

Imagine being a sexy, slutty doll, waiting to be used, waiting to submit, waiting to show your Mistress what an obedient, filthy, whore you are.  Your body soft, delicate, so sensitive to pleasure. Every time you are touched the pleasure growing, every time you obey the pleasure growing, becoming addicted to submitting, becoming addicted to being touched, played with, used.  You want it, need it.

More images came to mind, sexy lingerie, black heels, provocative short skirts, outrageous outfits, school-girls and sexy maids, naughty nurses and nuns, fetish outfits, like the sexy, cute women in porn.  Kieran squirmed.  He wanted, needed to look like them, to dress like them to show Mistress he could be a good girl, a good doll.  His caged cock ached, trying to harden but locked away.  It belonged to Mistress, his pleasure belonged to Mistress.  She owned him and it felt right, good, and he ached to obey Her, to submit to Her.

Every time you dress pretty, every time you dress sexy, every time you wear panties or stockings or heels, every time you wear perfume or make-up, you become more and more feminine, softer, more sensitive to pleasure, changing, transforming, becoming a sexy, pretty girl, a cute little femboy owned by your Mistress.  She only likes pretty toys, so you need to be pretty for Her.  You need to obey, to submit, to be a good, sexy, pretty sissy doll for Her.

The word blazed in Kieran’s mind.  Sissy.  It made him whimper.  A sexy, pretty, sissy doll.

It is your purpose to submit, to serve, to pleasure others.  It is your purpose to become the pretty, sexy, sissy doll your Mistress wants.  You need to be pretty for Her, sexy for Her, submissive for Her.  You need to be a good girl for Her.

Kieran nodded.  It was true.  It was all true.  He understood now why his life had been so empty, why he was so unhappy.  He had needed Her, his Mistress, had needed to serve Her as Her sexy, submissive, slutty sissy doll.

He smiled, realizing that this was what he wanted, needed.  He belonged to Her, to Ms Cwen, Her sissy toy, and he would do everything he could to please Her, to serve Her, to obey Her. 

As the spiral turned and the whispers burrowed into Kieran’s mind, tendrils penetrating his subconscious, reprogramming him, corrupting him, he submitted, willingly, happily, eagerly.  He wanted to serve, so submit.  He wanted the pleasure that could only come from being his Mistress’s sissy doll.


Chapter Five

Kieran woke early, eager and excited to start to the day, to get to work to begin serving Ms Cwen.  He slipped out of bed, not remembering how he had gotten there, not remembering the video, or his evening, but not caring.  He was too excited, a buzzing in his body at the thought of getting to work and seeing his Mistress.

He showered quickly, washing as best as he could around his cage, cleaning his pretty, soft, sensitive body, being careful not to play with himself—he knew that was forbidden, that it was not his place, that it his pleasure belonged to Her, and he liked it, was glad for Her lingering control over him—then dried off and used more moisturising lotion, adding a spritz of musky perfume.

He chose a pair of white stockings with a matching white suspender belt and matching white panties, and sipped them on.  His caged cock throbbed, aching, the way the stockings caressed and hugged his legs a special pleasure, delighting in the way the suspenders shaped his hips and ass, the way the panties cupped his cage, his butt, showing off his round cheeks, his wide hips.  He looked down and smiled, blushing, gave a small wiggle.

“I guess I make a pretty sissy girl.”  He said, voice soft, feminine.

Finally he slipped on his work clothes and headed out, and more than once he was sure that a man on his bus stared at him, as though they could tell, as though they could see his pretty, sexy underwear.  Kieran blushed at the thought, but smiled, and without thinking, each time, he fluttered his eye lashes, coy, shy, flirty, knowing that it’s what his Mistress would have wanted.
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“Good morning Mistress.”  Kieran said as he entered Ms Cwen’s office.

Ms Cwen watched Kieran closely.  He made an effort to roll his hips, swaying and wiggling his butt in the way She had taught him, his walk making him tingle, brazen and sexual and feminine.  As he saw Her smile he felt a swell of joy, knowing he had pleased Her.

“Such a nice way to be greeted in a morning.  And your walk is coming along nicely.  Now, shall we get on with the morning inspection so you can get to work?”

Kieran nodded.  He was excited and eager to begin the day, to set about following Ms Cwen’s instructions, knowing how good it would feel, desperate to serve Her.

“Good girl.  Now, strip for me.”

Kieran did not hesitate.  There was no reservation, though the sense of hot, burning shame still lingered, serving only to fuel his pleasure and arousal.

He slipped off his shoes, shirt, trousers, stripping down until he was just in his stockings, suspender belt, panties.  Ms Cwen rose up from Her chair and moved around the desk to inspect him, circling him, nodding as She appraised him. 

“Good.  Very good.  Smooth and clean, and your panties are over your suspender belt.  I’m pleased to see you’re making an effort to remember my lessons.”

Kieran smiled, blushing, squirming.  Her praise was like warm sun, and he basked in it, the pleasure it gave him addictive, making him crave more.

Ms Cwen moved closed, caressing his body softly, stroking.  She took a deep breath.

“Mmm… and you smell nice too.  Very pretty and sexy.  You’re becoming quite the sexy little sissy for me, aren’t you Kieran?”  Ms Cwen asked.

Her words sending bolts of buzzing joy coursing through Kieran, and he nodded, almost breathless, his face burning.  He giggled, coy and happy.

“Yes Mistress… I… I want to be the best sissy doll I can be for you.”

Ms Cwen stopped in front of Kieran, stared at him, and She smiled.

“I’m very pleased to hear that.  I think you’re going to make a wonderful toy, but for now we need to work.”

Kieran sighed, but understood.  He was so eager to obey, to be played with, but the most important thing was to serve as his Mistress needed.

“However… yesterday you did not quite work as well as I was hoping you would.  Today you will need to do better and, to help you, I have a new… improved uniform for you to wear.”

Ms Cwen’s tone made Kieran shiver in anticipation and fear.  He smiled, blushing eager, nervous.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen moved around Her desk and look a box, black, wrapped in pink ribbon, carried it over to Kieran.  She offered it to him and, with shaking hands, he took it.

“This is yours, a gift.”

Kieran broke into a wide smile.  He felt a swell of joy at his Mistress’s kindness and generosity.

“Thank you Mistress.”

“Now, open it.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran obeyed.  Her pulled at the ribbons, pulled the lid off the box.  He froze as he looked down at the outfit laid out on a bed of pink tissue paper—it was a maid’s outfit, in bright pink latex with white latex trim, small and glossy and sexy.  Kieran’s heart skipped.  It was so pretty, so beautiful, so feminine, and it was his, a gift from his Mistress.

He looked up at Ms Cwen, blushing, heart racing, hot and flush.  He giggled.

“Thank you.  Thank you Mistress.  It’s… it’s beautiful.”

Ms Cwen smiled.

“It is, but I’m sure it’ll look even better on you.  Now, put it on, then you can get to work.” 

Kieran froze.  She wanted him to wear it here, now.  He was terrified but, also… beyond thrilled.
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Kieran took the uniform out of the box and, while Ms Cwen stood watching, began to dress.  He pulled the main dress up and over his stocking clad legs, the latex tight, confining, snug around his thin, curvy, smooth body.  The skirt slipped up over his hips, several layers of latex, white petticoats so the skirt flared out, short so that his legs and stocking tops were on display, his butt clearly visible whenever he moved, wiggling, rolling his hips, flashing his panties and suspenders when he bent over. 

The top was tight, with the waist boned, like a corset, making Kieran’s already slim waist trimmer, waspish, forcing him to stand up straight, shoulder back, ass out, head high.  As Ms Cwen fastened up the back of his uniform, a complicated system of straps and buckles that effectively locked Kieran in the pink latex maid’s outfit, unable to undress without help, he felt his body enclosed, encased, wrapped tight. 

The uniform had short sleeves that ended just below Kieran’s shoulders, and a low neck that showed off his throat and collar bones, a hint of his flat, smooth, pretty chest.  The front was decorated with a white latex apron, and the whole thing was trimmed with more white latex, the combination of bright pink and white shocking and pretty, brazen, sexual, the latex making quiet creaks as Kieran moved, the material so sensual, confining, so utterly slutty.

“Just the finishing touches.”  Ms Cwen said.

She helped Kieran slip on a pair of long white latex gloves, a white latex head piece, and then, finally, his heels, pink, high heels, locking them to his feet with an ominous click.

Ms Cwen stepped back, surveyed Kieran, nodding.  She smiled. 

Kieran looked down at himself and blushed, whimpered.  He looked… so pretty, so sexy, so girly, the perfect fetish maid, the perfect sissy toy.  He wiggled his hips, feeling alive, giddy, a rising sense of euphoria and joy, and the skirt swayed, so short it flashed his white panties.

“My don’t you look like the perfect pretty cock tease.  Such a filthy slut.  I’m sure anyone who saw you like that would struggle to keep their hands off you, would struggle not to bend you over, rip your panties off, and fuck you.”

Kieran’s bush deepened.  Ms Cwen’s words scorched, shame and humiliation only feeding his arousal, his caged cock agony, his body hot and sensitive, aching for pleasure.

“Yes Mistress… and thank you.”  He said.

Ms Cwen laughed, kindly, obviously pleased with Her pretty sissy maid.

“I’m sure you’d like that, wouldn’t you?  A good girl like you, a pretty little slut bent over, used, fucked, a toy for other’s pleasure.”

Kieran blushed.  He could not lie to his Mistress.  He nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” 

Ms Cwen’s teasing left him almost breathless.  He ached for it, needed to be used, a toy for others.

“Well, maybe soon enough.  Right now however you have work to do.  Get on with tidying my office.  Do a good enough job and I’ll help you out of those heels and that uniform at the end of the day, disappoint me and… well… I’ll save that as a surprise.”
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Kieran worked hard, eager to show his Mistress he could be a good girl, a good maid, an obedient sissy toy.  The latex felt confining, tight, but comforting, sensual, and the way the skirt swayed as he worked, kneeling, bending, wiggling his hips and ass as he moved around, made him feel sexy, pretty, flirty, his stockings, suspenders, and panties flashing, enticing.  He felt so cute, so pretty, so sexy, so free—he was happier than he could remember being.

He had purpose now, a reason to work had.  He needed to please Her, his Mistress.  He was pretty now, pleasing to Her, smooth and delicate, feminine, soft, body sensitive, hot and aching.  His caged cock throbbed, a constant reminder of his predicament, the fact he was owned, but it was right, and he was able to focus now, focus on pleasing Her, on obeying Her.

It was almost meditative, working to tidy Her office, watched by Her, words to correct his movements, to correct the way he bent, walked, wiggled.  Her praise made him hot, a buzz of pleasure, and he did everything he could to earn more, eager to please.  His movements became more sexual, flirtatious, move brazen, his mannerisms more feminine, cute and soft and sexy in his pink latex maid’s uniform, trained by Ms Cwen, corrupted by Her.

Soon Kieran was wiggling and strutting in his heels like a porn star, smiling, grinning, blushing, obviously happy, buzzing, each time he bent to pick something up or kneeling to clean making sure to do it in a way that would flash his ass and panties, his stocking clad legs, his suspenders, curving his back so that his ass was high, offering it up, his head down low, almost crawling, as though using his body to beg, as though begging to be used, fucked.

Ms Cwen grinned as She watched Kieran, pleased with how he was progressing, his transformation so rapid and perfect.  Clearly She had been right in choosing him—the way the files had effected him, the way he was responding to Her training, Her corruption, becoming so pretty, so cute and sexy, such a brazen little slut, flirty, giggly, obedient, submissive.  She shifted in Her seat, excited for all the adventures She had in store for Her new sissy toy.

As Kieran worked he became more and more aroused, Mistress’s praise and attention making him squirm, the pleasure of serving Her, obeying Her, submitting to Her intoxicating, addictive.  He wanted more, needed more.  His caged cock throbbed, panties damp, aching for release, but glad for the constant reminder that he was owned, his pleasure no longer his own—he belonged to Her.

Working hard to get as much done as possible, distracted by his latex maid’s outfit, hot, horny, tired, Kieran wiggled as he moved around Ms Cwen’s desk, shaking his ass and hips, heels clicking, hoping She would notice him, praise him.  As he stepped, the latex petticoats of his dress caught on a cup of pens and pencils on Ms Cwen’s desk.  Before Kieran could react the cup tumbled, scattering pencils and pens, rolling off the desk and onto the floor.  He froze, pale, timid.

“I’m so sorry Mistress!”  He said, his whisper quiet, feminine, shamed.

Ms Cwen looked up from the papers on Her desk and stared at the scattered pencils and pens, looked up at Kieran.  She frowned, gaze hard.

“You were not paying attention were you?”  She said.

Kieran blushed.  He shook his head.

“No Mistress.  I’m… I’m so sorry.”  He said.

Ms Cwen rose slowly to Her feet, circled the desk.  She stopped and loomed over Kieran, taller than him even in his heels, powerful and domineering.

“Pick it up.” 

Kieran obeyed, picking up the cup and scattered stationery, putting it back where it had been, trying to right his wrong.  He made sure to move carefully, and in away that would make Ms Cwen happy, sexy wiggles and bending to flash his panties.

“Don’t think flaunting that sexy, pretty body of yours is going to earn you forgiveness.”  Ms Cwen said.  “You weren’t focussing on your task, and you made a mistake.  What if that had been something fragile, or valuable?  You need to learn to be better Kieran.  You need to learn how to be a good sissy for me.”

Kieran blushed, nodded.  He tidied Her desk, doing his best to arrange it how it was before.

“I think you need to learn what happens to bad girls.  What happens to naughty sissies who forget their place.”

“Yes Mistress.”  Keiran said.

His heart was racing, body hot, aching, desperate, quivering.  He stood, coy, bashful.  Ms Cwen grinned.

“I think you need to be punished.”  She said.
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“Bend over the desk.  Hands palm down on either side of your shoulders, nose touching my desk.  Get comfortable because once you’re in place you are not to move.”

Kieran nodded, shaking, timid but also… excited.  He was about to be punished by his Mistress for being a bad girl.  The thought made his belly flutter and his caged cock throb—why was he reacting to the idea of being punished like this?

He shifted towards Ms Cwen’s desk, pretty in his maid’s uniform, bending over, exposing his stocking tops, suspenders, panties.

“Such a slut.  Just look at you offering yourself up like some common whore.”

Kieran blushed.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen giggled, patted his butt, squeezing each cheek lightly.

“Now, heels shoulder width apart.  Remember to curve you back so your ass is nice and high.  You need to get used to this position because I have a feeling you’re going to be spending a lot of time like this.”

Kieran moaned.  The though of exposing himself like this more often, ass up, face down, the things people might do to him, the ways they might use him, sending a thrill of pleasure along his spine.  Ms Cwen stepped in close behind him, Her feet between his heels.

Kieran shivered as his Mistress ran Her hands over his ass and hip, cupping his ass, squeezing.  He pressed back, eager for Her touch, whimpering, moaning.

“Calm down Kieran.  This is a punishment, not a reward, though I like how slutty and eager you are becoming.”

Kieran smiled, his hands pressed to the desk, nose touching the smooth surface, aching, caged cock agony.  He made sure to lift his butt up, offering it to Mistress.

“Now, first things first.  Panties off.”

Before Kieran could react Ms Cwen had gripped the waist of his panties and She pulled, tugging them down in one swift, efficient motion.  She stepped back, pulling them down his legs, forcing him to shift his heels, tugging them off his feet, exposing his ass, his crack, his cage, leaving him bare and defenceless.

“Feet back in place.”  She said.

Kieran obeyed.

“Now… I think a little something extra to enhance the punishment.  Make it something memorable, as the first of many.”

Kieran shivered.  There was a rustle behind him as Ms Cwen, unseen, shifted. 

Kieran jumped as something cool and wet and slick dribbled down the crack of his ass, then something warm, soft, caressing, Ms Cwen’s hand stroking, fingers slipping along his crack, slick now, wet, slippery, brushing over his entrance, his hole.  The contact was electric, bolts of bright, hot, intense, addictive pleasure.  Kieran whimpered, biting his bottom lip, struggling to contain himself as his caged cock dribbled precum.

“Such an eager little sissy slut,  I’m sure you’re aching to be fucked aren’t you, desperate to be fucked like the slut you are.”

Kieran could only nod.  Mistress’s fingers felt so good, teasing up and down his crack, pressing at his hole, pushing just into him before slipping away, the thought of being fucked by Her, filled by Her, made him weak and hot in ways he had never experienced before.

Her fingers slipped deeper, pressing, stretching his hole, just barely entering him.  It was so… good.  Kieran couldn’t think, his mind a blank fog of pink.  He submitted, eager for more, eager to be filled, entrance opening.

“Well… maybe soon.  For now you need to suffer though.”

Ms Cwen pulled Her fingers out, away, leaving Kieran pining for more, but the loss was quickly replaced with something else, something harder, colder, wider.  The pressure built, slowly, and Kieran’s hole was stretched wider, slick, tight.  He moaned, in pleasure and pain, submitting to Her desires, Her will.

“Relax Kieran.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran did as he was told.  He relaxed, pressed back, opening himself, eager to be filled like the slut he was.  The cool, hard mass slipped deeper, deeper, splitting him wider and wider, slick, tight, hot.  The pressure built, wider, slippery, and then, as Kieran pressed back, aching to experience a sense of fullness, to embrace his slutty nature, it slipped deep, popping past his outer ring and filling him utterly.

Kieran froze, gasping, his ass full, the heavy, thick, cool weight massive, pressing on his sensitive inner walls, shuddering in pleasure, a knot of bright, intense joy swelling, unfurling, beyond anything he had ever known before.

“You like that do you slut?”  Ms Cwen asked.  “Wearing a pretty pink butt plug for me like a filthy sissy slut?”

Kieran could only nod, admitting the truth.  He was a slut.  A filthy, brazen, sexy butt slut.

“Well, I’m glad, but now it’s time for me to hurt you.  Remember, don’t move until I say.  And keep count for me.”

Kieran froze.  The pleasure was too much.  Pain on top of that would drive him crazy.  He stiffened, waiting, then it happened.

Mistress’s hand fell, hard, striking his ass, spanking him, a loud, hard, painful slap, knocking the breath from his lungs, causing the plug to shift inside him, sparks of pleasure combining with the pain to drown him in new, wonderful sensations.

“One Mistress, thank you.”  Kieran said.

Ms Cwen pause.

“Good girl.”  She whispered.  “But there are a lot more to come.”

Her hand fell again, on his other cheek, more pain, causing the plug in his ass to shift again, more bolts of bliss.  A hot stinging radiated out, throbbing, body suddenly hot, heart throbbing.

“Two Mistress, thank you.”

Ms Cwen’s hand fell again and again, raining slaps on Kieran’s smooth, soft, pert ass.  The plug shifted with each blow, jolts of pleasure, addictive, wonderful, causing Kieran to whimper and moan, head foggy, floating on a cloud of endorphins.

He was breathless, giddy, counting.  Mistress spanked him, harder, softer, at intervals stroking gently, squeezing, making him jump and whimper, wobbly in his heels, sweating in his pink latex maid’s uniform, skirt flipped up to expose his ass and caged cock.

“Ten Mistress, thank you.”

More spanks, more blows, more slaps.  Kieran gasping, pain and pleasure flooding him, intoxicating.  He wanted more, wanted to show Her that he could be a good sissy doll, a good girl.

“Eighteen Mistress, Thank you.  Nineteen Mistress, thank you.”

Ms Cwen paused, a long stretched moment, then Her hand fell, hard, harder than any previous strike.  Kieran’s legs wobbled but he held his position, obedient, subservient, submissive.

“Twenty Mistress, thank you.”

Ms Cwen smiled.  She looked down at Kieran, pleased with him.  Watched him squirm, wiggling his hips to try to feel more of the plug inside him.

“Well done Kieran.”  She said.  “We’re finished.  You can relax.”

Kieran took a deep breath then collapsed down onto Ms Cwen’s desk, legs weak, body heavy, giddy, happy, floating on pain and pleasure, bliss.

“Now, rest a moment, then we can get you dressed.  I want you to have an early night tonight.”

“Yes Mistress.”  Kieran whispered.

“And tomorrow… you’re going to show me you’ve learnt your lesson.  It might be Saturday, but I’ll be expecting you bright and early at my house.  I have something special in mind.”

Kieran could barely focus, but Ms Cwen’s words, Her tone, the implication, filtered through to him and he smiled. 

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”  He whispered.


Chapter Six

The sun was still low when Kieran arrived as Ms Cwen’s home, the day still young—he was arriving earlier than instructed, but only by a few minutes.  He stopped outside Her garden gate, looked up at Her home, a large, simple, but well designed building surrounded by well kept garden that offered substantial privacy.  The house itself was two story, with large windows that offered no glimpse of the inside from the street, their surface mirrored to block prying eyes.

Kieran took a deep breath, trying to remain calm, then headed up the path to the front door.  He raised his hand and knocked, waited.  From within there was the click of heels, then the sound of several locks being undone.

The door opened and Ms Cwen stood smiling, dressed in a simple black trousers with a black t-shirt, a black shawl wrapped around Her shoulders, barefoot, yet still taller than Kieran.  She paused for a moment, took a sip from the mug of coffee She was holding, then stepped to the side, gesturing for Kieran to enter, silent.

Keiran obeyed, stepped over the threshold and in.  Ms Cwen shut the door behind him and there was several slicks as the numerous locks were slipped back into place.  Kieran shivered, timid, excited, nervous.

“You’re early.  Good.  I like a toy that values my time.  Had you been late you would have suffered for wasting my time.”

Kieran smiled up at his Mistress, blushing, glad to have pleased Her.  He nodded.

“Thank you Mistress.”

Ms Cwen nodded once, a small curt gesture.  She looked over Kieran, sniffed the air.

“More perfume?  I assume that means you’re freshly showered and shaved?”

Kieran blushed, nodded.  He had woken especially early to prepare, showering and shaving, making sure he was as smooth as possible everywhere.  He had used the moisturiser too, loving how soft if made him, and had added a liberal spray of the perfume, delighting in its musky, sexual scent.

“Good girl.”  Ms Cwen said.  “And you’re wearing your underwear?  Panties and stockings and suspenders?  And your plug?”

Kieran nodded again.  He had chosen a light pink set today, fond memories of the pink latex maid’s uniform he had been made to wear yesterday.

“Then show me.  Strip.”  Ms Cwen barked Her command.

Kieran’s blush deepened, but he did not hesitate.  He stripped off his shoes, his jeans, his t-shirt, stripped down to just his lingerie, smiling, standing tall, proud.  His body was soft, pretty, feminine, smooth, the soft swell of his butt, the long fullness of his legs, his hips, smooth belly, flat chest.  Ms Cwen circled him once, inspecting him.

She ran a finger down his back, cupping his ass, tracing a line down his crack, feeling the head of the plug.  She pressed slightly on it, causing it to shift inside Kieran, making him moan, a knot of pleasure swelling inside him, his caged cock agony.  She pulled Her hand away quickly, leaving him pining for more.

“That’s good enough.  Now, I suppose we should get you ready for your day.  You’re going to be quite busy so there really is no time to waste.  Follow me.”

His Mistress stepped off, moved quickly, giving Kieran no time to dress.  He followed after, padding in his bare feet on tip-toe, walking as though he were wearing heels, wiggling his ass, swaying his hips, his plug shifting inside him, stimulating him with each step, his caged cock throbbing.  Ms Cwen led him through Her home without looking back, led him down the hall, and up the stairs towards the bedrooms.
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“In here.”  Ms Cwen said.

She directed Kieran into a bedroom, a small pink room with a double bed, a dressing table, a wardrobe.  It was all pink.  The bed, the furniture, the walls and ceiling and carpet, the curtains.  It was the very epitome of girly and feminine.

“While you are here, while you are my toy, this is your room, your little sissy palace.  Your outfits and clothes and toys can be stored here, along with any beauty products you need.  You can sleep here and serve me.  You are to keep the room neat and clean.  Understand?”

Kieran’s head was spinning.  This was… his room?  The thought made him squirm, a knot of joy swelling in his belly.  He nodded.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.  Really… it’s… it’s amazing.”

He meant it.  The room was beyond perfect.  So utterly pink and girly.  The perfect room for a filthy, submissive, sissy doll.

“Now, first things first.  We need to update your… training.  Sit down on the bed.”

Kieran did as he was told, moving to sit on the end of the bed.  Ms Cwen moved to the dressing table that sat facing him, pressed a panel beside the large mirror that sat over the table.

The mirror shifted, sank down below the back of the table, and a large television emerged from behind it, the screen full of a large pink and white spiral.

“Just sit there Kieran and watch.  I’ll be back when it’s done to help get you ready.”

Ms Cwen’s smile was mischievous and enigmatic.  Kieran nodded, gaze fixed on the spiral.  As Mistress turned and left music began to play, a soft soothing droning, whispers, many voices.  Kieran took a deep breath and relaxed.  Ms Cwen stepped out of the room and the door swung closed, the lock clicking into place.

Relax, breathe in, and out.  You are safe, calm.  You have no worries, no stress, nowhere to be and nothing to do.  You can relax, listen… and watch.

As the voice spoke from unseen speakers, words penetrating into Kieran’s subconscious, slipping deep into his mind.  As the spiral turned an image flicked up on the screen, a pretty girl dressed as a maid, sexy, cute, coy, long hair with pretty make-up, heels, stockings, suspenders.

You want to be her.  You need to be her.  Pretty, sexy, submissive, dressed to serve.

Another image flicked up, the same girl, another pose, smiling.  She was slim, with a flat chest, wide hips, a large, round butt, long sexy legs.  Another image flicked up, another pose, more provocative this time, teasing.  She was so cute, so pretty.

Kieran ached, whimpering, squirming, his caged cock throbbing, aching, desperate.

You need to be pretty, sexy, submissive.  You need to serve, to submit, to obey.  You need to be like her, sexy, flirty, obedient, a willing sexy slut.

There were more images, the same girl, each more provocative than the last, bending, flashing her panties, posing to tease, flirting with the camera, pouting, enticing.  The images flashed faster and faster so that she seemed to move and then, suddenly, she was.

The girl in the maid’s outfit was moving, a video, strutting in heels, wiggling her ass, her hips, moving with sensual, sexual, brazen grace.  She smiled, and the camera followed her, focussing on her pretty face, her sexy legs and ass, peeking up her cute little maid’s dress.

Kieran whimpered.  He wanted to be her, needed to be her.  She was so cute and sexy, so pretty, a willing, submissive maid, flirty and naughty and teasing.

Every time you think about being a willing toy for your Mistress, every time you dress in sexy, feminine underwear, in sexy outfits, you feel yourself becoming more feminine, more submissive, sexy and willing and obedient.  Every time you think about how it would feel to be a good girl for Her, to be an eager, filthy slut for Her, you fall more under Her control.  There is no resisting Her.  Every time you submit to Her, every time you obey Her you become more willing, more submissive, more feminine, more of the sissy toy you were born to be.

The words slipped deep into Kieran’s mind, reprogramming him, corrupting him.  He watched the video, the sexy maid, aching, plug shifting inside him as he squirmed.  He wanted to be like her, needed to be like her.  He needed to please Mistress.

The more you submit the more pleasure you feel.  The sexier you are, the more feminine, the more willing and flirty and girly you are, the more pleasure you feel.  The pleasure is addictive, and you need it, are unable to think if you go too long without it.  You crave it, will do anything for it, becoming more feminine, transforming into the sissy doll your Mistress desires.  Becoming Her sissy toy.

The girl in the video climbed up onto a bed, and began to sway, like dancing, but more erotic, teasing.  She smiled, flirting, fluttering her long dark lashes.  As the words slipped in Kieran’s mind, eroding his will, changing him, he watched the screen, watched the maid lift her skirt, no panties, her cock caged, like his.

Kieran moaned as he watched.  The sexy maid was like him.  He was like her.  He could be just like her.  He needed to be just like her.

You need to serve, need to submit.  You are a toy that needs to be used, played with.  You obey, submit, will do anything to be played with, to please your Mistress.  You need to please others, to serve them.  That is your pleasure, your addiction, your purpose.

Kieran watched as the words filtered into his mind, watched as the maid ran her hands up her legs, over her caged cock, slipping them back between her thighs, squeezing her ass, wiggling, so sexy, so provocative, begging to be played with, begging to be touched.

You need to be like her.  Sexy, feminine, pretty, brazen.  You need to be played with, used, fucked.

The last word hung in the air.  It was true.  Kieran needed to be fucked.  Fucked like the dirty, sexy, submissive sissy toy he was.  He whimpered, moaned.

You need to be fucked, hard, deep, your mouth and ass filled.  It is all you are good for.  It is what you were made for.  You need to serve your Mistress as a sexy, pretty sissy doll.

Kieran nodded, aching, caged cock throbbing, hole clenching on his plug.  It was true.  It was all true.  He felt free now that he could finally admit it, finally admit who he was, a filthy, sexy, submissive, slutty, sissy toy.

The maid in the video wiggled, touching herself, sexy and brazen.  Kieran watched, the words slipping deep into his mind, corrupting him, reprogramming him.  He wanted to perform, to serve, to obey and submit.  He wanted, needed, to be played with, used, fucked.
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The door opened and Ms Cwen stepped in.  Kieran was sat on the bed, calm, waiting, dressed in just his lingerie, grinning, staring at the blank screen.

“Kieran.”  Ms Cwen spoke quietly but firmly.

Kieran turned and smiled at Her, eyes glazed.  He blushed, squirming, flushed and excited.

“Yes Mistress?”  He whispered—voice soft, feminine, submissive.

Ms Cwen grinned.  He was going to be perfect.

“Did you enjoy your video?  Your training?”

Kieran nodded again.  His smile was wide, eyes unfocussed, chest rising and falling slowly, face pink.

“I did Mistress.  Thank you.”

“Good.  Very good.  I’m pleased to hear it, and I’m pleased to see how well you’re coming along.  Now, how about we finish getting you ready for your big day.”

Kieran nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

Ms Cwen grinned.  She moved into the room, across to the wardrobe, opened the doors. 

“Sit at your dressing table then.  I’m going to chose your outfit, but before you get dressed we’ll need to do your hair and make-up so you look… pretty.”

Kieran rose to his feet, moved to the seat in front of the dressing table, the pleasure of obeying making him moan, plug moving inside his ass as he walked, swaying his hips.  He bit his bottom lip and sat, waited.

Ms Cwen picked his outfit from the wardrobe, another maid’s uniform, much like the one he had worn yesterday, bright pink latex, but different—shorter, so that the skirt would completely fail to cover his ass or his his cage, with small heart shaped cut-outs around his nipples—more brazen, indecent, an outfit made for teasing, flirting, an outfit made for sex.

“I think for now we can stick with the maid theme since you look so good in it, but perhaps later we can try something different.”  Ms Cwen said.

She moved to lay the outfit on the bed, putting a pair of ludicrously high heels, glossy patent pink leather, locking ankle cuffs, beside it, then turned to face Kieran, studying his face.  She frowned for a moment.

“I think… blonde for today, with bright pink make-up.  Something suitable for a submissive sissy.  What do you say doll?”

Kieran smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”  He whispered.
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Ms Cwen worked quietly and efficiently, but did not hurry.  She instructed Kieran on what She was doing, the why and how, telling him it was important he learnt to do this on his own eventually, but that She would help him, teach him, train him.

She did Kieran’s eye-shadow first, a palette of pinks and black, dusky, heavy colours dusted across his eyelids.  Next She added fake eyelashes, then mascara, adding eyeliner, more heavy blacks, the false eyelashes making Kieran’s eyes feel heavy and feminine and fluttery.

She added blush, highlighting creams, working to give Kieran a soft, feminine glow.  She painted his fingernails and toenails bright pink, adding a glittery top coat, then did his lips, bright pink, adding a sparkly glossy wet look top coat.

Finally She took a wig from the top shelf of the wardrobe and, clipping it to Kieran’s head, She styled it carefully, teasing out the long curls and fixing them with spray.  Once finished She stepped back and surveyed Her work.

“Perfect.  Now, before you get to see I think we should get you dressed, so you can get the full impact of how… sexy you look.”

Kieran nodded.  He was Her toy, and it was his privilege to do as his Mistress willed.

Kieran rose to his feet and followed as Ms Cwen moved to the bed.  She picked up the maid’s uniform, the pink latex shiny and tight, and moved to help Kieran dress.

The uniform was snug and it took some effort to slip it on, tight around Kieran’s waist, the tiny little skirt too short to cover his panties, the petticoats leaving his ass exposed, his stocking clad legs and suspenders on display.  The heart shaped cut-outs fit neatly, cutely, around his nipples, lewd and brazen, humiliating, and Kieran blushed as Ms Cwen fastened the back, strapping him in so that he was bound by the uniform—he loved it, loved the way the outfit felt, the way it fit, exposing him, sexy and slutty, tight and constricting, his nipples hard and exposed.  He blushed, excited and ashamed, squirming, his caged cock throbbing.

“Now, heels, then you can see just how sexy you are.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran nodded, biting his bottom lip.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”

Ms Cwen helped him with his shoes, fitting them to his feet, the tall, bright pink heels so sexy and slutty, and they felt almost natural now, as though not wearing them were wrong.  Mistress locked them to his feet, trapping him in the sexy pink heels, and She stood back, slipping the key around Her neck on a long chain.  She studied him for a moment, nodding.

“Very cute.  Now, why don’t you turn around and have a look at my sissy doll.”  Mistress said.

Kieran blushed, turned around to face the mirror.  As he saw his reflection he paled and froze.  His heart skipped and his ass clenched around his plug.  His cheeks and throat and chest burned hot.  He was… beautiful.

With the make-up his face was stunning, eyes bright and wide, large, dark lashes with dusky pink lids, outlined with black mascara, his lips plump and glittery—wet, fat, dick sucking lips.  His hair was long, blonde, curly, pretty bimbo hair, porn star hair.

In his skimpy, fetish maid’s outfit he looked like something from an erotic dream—his nipples exposed by the heart shaped cut-outs, the tight waist almost like a corset, giving him an hourglass, waspish figure, slim chest, wide hips.  The short skirt flared around his waist, leaving his hips and butt exposed, his panties, ass, the tiny bulge of his caged cock clearly on display, his stockings and suspenders making his legs seem longer, more feminine, so smooth and soft.

His pink fingernails made him seem even more doll like, even more feminine, so girly and pretty, and he stood straight in his heels, long legs, ass sticking out, inviting, plump, round, shoulders back, head up, but still smaller than Ms Cwen.

“You make quite the stunning, sexy sissy doll.  Don’t you?”

Kieran nodded.

“I’m sure any man who saw you like that would want to play with you, use you, fuck you.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran blushed, Her words hot, exciting, shaming and humiliating and arousing him.  He felt giddy, happy, buzzing, glowing, such a pretty sissy doll making his Mistress happy, obeying Her, submitting to Her.

“Thank you Mistress.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned, nodding.  She moved in close behind him, placing Her hands on his shoulders, holding him, possessive of Her pretty, sexy toy.

“There is just one problem.”

Kieran froze.

“Kieran is no name for a sissy doll as pretty as you.”

Kieran blushed, flattered, confused.  He smiled, nodded.  He was pretty, and he was happy, his Mistress’s toy.

“How about… Kimberly.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kimberly smiled, nodded.  The name was perfect, even more so because her Mistress had chosen it for her.

“I love it.”  Kimberly said.

Ms Cwen smiled.

“Good, now, the party is about to start, so how about we take you downstairs and I show you what you’ll be expected to do.”

Party?  Kimberly flushed.  There would be other people… she giggled, nervous and excited for what Mistress had in store for her.


Chapter Seven

Kimberly moved through the party with her tray of drinks and nibbles, serving Mistress’s guests, making sure to move gracefully, carefully, in just the way Mistress had shown her.  Her heart was racing, body hot, caged cock aching, hole clenching around her plug.

She felt so exposed, so humiliated, ashamed, but so hot, buzzing with joy.  The way the party guests looked at her, grinning, lecherous, men and women eyeing her with obvious lust and desire—she had to bite her bottom lip constantly to keep from moaning.  Her heels clicked and she moved through the small crowd, offering drinks and food, serving, and she often caught sight of her Mistress watching her, smiling, nodding, obviously pleased.  Kimberly blushed, happy to know that her obedience and submission was noticed, was amusing Her.

Kimberly stopped in front of a tall man in a suit, stood with a woman in a long, clinging black dress.  They were dressed so formally, both very attractive, tall, their gazes wandering over Kimberly’s curves.  Kimberly shuddered in pleasure as though their looks were caresses.

The man smiled at her, looked into her eyes.  She felt small, weak, pretty, sexy, and happy.

“So, you are Ms Cwen’s new toy are you?  She always manages to find the most stunning playthings.  I’ll have to ask Her if She might be willing to share you.  I’d love to play with you sometime… would you like that?”

Kimberly froze.  She smiled, the man’s words making her head spin.  Did he want… did he want to fuck her?  She giggled, flattered, nervous, timid, coy, but submissive.

“I do as my Mistress tells me.  Her pleasure is my pleasure.”  Kimberly said.

The man and the woman both laughed, happy, clearly impressed and amused.

“You really are perfect!  I do wish she’d tell me how She finds such perfect pretty little sissy dolls.”  The man said.

Kimberly, blushed, thrilled and excited and humiliated by his praise.  She trembled, then, without thinking, moved, curtseying in an exaggerated manner.

“Thank you Sir.”  She whispered.

The man and the woman took a drink each and thanked Kimberly, more flattery, and she moved off, moved through the crowd, serving, on obedient, pretty, submissive maid, dressed in pink latex, body on display.

She was not alone.  Other people at the party were wearing similar outfits, young men and women dressed in leather, latex, lace, or almost naked, collared, on leashes, kneeling, dressed as maids or dolls, with one young man dressed as a puppy, a complex leather hood, hands gloved and useless, kneeling on all fours at the feet of his Mistress.

Kimberly’s head was spinning, the whole scene unreal but also… perfect.  She felt at home, free to be herself, a pretty, sexy, sissy doll, a fetish maid, her Mistress’s toy.  The people understood her, accepted her, desired her.

“So, how are you finding my little… gathering?”

Kimberly jumped, startled, almost dropping the tray she was carrying.  Ms Cwen caught her, helped steady her, laughing.

“Careful.  If you spill anything I’ll have to punish you in front of everyone.”

Kimberly flushed, the thought thrilling her, a sense of shame and excitement that made her cock ache.  What would it be like to be spanked in front of all these people, punished while they watched her, saw her sexy body on display?

“It’s… it’s all so new Mistress.  But it’s… nice.  The people are very sweet and kind and polite.  And… it’s nice… the way they look at me.  It makes me feel…”

“Like a filthy, sexy, pretty slut?”  Ms Cwen said, laughing.

Kimberly blushed.  She nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

“And you like that, don’t you?”

Kimberly nodded again.

“And has anyone touched you?”

Kimberly shook her head.  Everyone had been respectful, polite, staring openly but never touching her—for some reason this left her feeling almost.. empty.

“Good.  That is as it should be.  No one here will touch you until they know for certain they are allowed.  You are my toy, and are under my protection.  Until I give permission for them to play with you they will not do anything too… forward.  Though I’m sure a girl like you is just aching for someone to molest her.”

Kimberly’s blush deepened.  How did Mistress know her so well when she barely even knew herself?  Kimberly nodded.

“Mmm… and on that subject I have one last… surprise in store for you.  You are after all here to show me you are sorry, and that you will try harder.  I think a public declaration of your submission to me in the most absolute terms would be very, very fitting.  Don’t you?”

Kimberly froze, pale and afraid.  She did not know what Ms Cwen was hinting at, what her Mistress had in mind, but she knew no matter what it was she would obey, submit.  She was, after all, Her sissy toy.

“Yes Mistress.”  Kimberly whispered—aching, eager to find out what Mistress was going to do to her in front of all these people.
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Ms Cwen cleared a space in the middle of the room, and Kimberly laid out chairs in a circle.  Her heart was racing and she was almost trembling, still not sure what lay in store for her.  As she worked she saw her Mistress carry a plastic sheet to the space she had cleared, placing it down over the carpet, then place a wooden bench in the middle of the space.

As Kimberly placed the last chair Ms Cwen stopped and clapped Her hands.  The chatter of the party fell quiet and they turned to face Ms Cwen, obviously interested.  Mistress gestured for Kimberly to join Her in the middle of the room and Kimberly, meekly, obeyed, moving to stand beside her Mistress.

“Thank you for your attention.  I wanted to say it was a pleasure to see all of you here today, and introduce you all formally to my new toy, Kimberly.  Now, if you’d all like to take a seat.”

Kimberly blushed, meek and coy, her caged cock throbbing, she felt exposed, so many eyes on her in her latex maid’s uniform, dressed in heels and stockings, body smooth, pretty with make-up and her wig, caged and plugged, her nipples and panties on display.  They way the crowd watched her as they sat, a circle forming to watch her and Mistress.

Kimberly squirmed, fidgeting, nervous but excited.  She trembled, coy, shy, but eager to serve, aching to please Mistress, to show Her she was a good sissy doll, a good girl.

“Now, I would like to invite you all to watch as I invite Kimberly to formally declare her submission to me, as I invite her to publicly offer herself to me as a pretty, sissy toy.”

Kimberly froze, pale.  She shivered, biting her bottom lip, whimpering. 

The crowd sat, gathered, watching, eyes on Kimberly and her Mistress.  Ms Cwen turned to look at Kimberly, looming over her, domineering, beautiful.  Kimberly melted and the room seemed to fade away so that there was only her Mistress.  The shame and humiliation of being watched, seen, only made her hornier.

Without being asked Kimberly knelt at Ms Cwen’s feet.  She looked up, smiling, at peace.

“Please Mistress… please… let me serve you, let me worship you… let me be your pretty, sexy, slutty sissy toy.  Let me be your submissive, obedient, filthy maid.”

Ms Cwen smiled.

“And all that without prompting.  You really are a natural Kimberly.  I think you and I are going to be very, very happy together.”  Ms Cwen said.  “Very well, I accept your request.  You can serve me.  You may submit to me.  Please me and you will be rewarded, disappoint me and you will be punished.  Understand?”

Kimberly blushed, happy, giddy, full of joy.  Mistress had accepted her, wanted her.  She was owned, and others had seen it, had seen what a good girl she was, had seen how she had pleased Ms Cwen.  Her heart swelled until it was almost ready to burst.

“Thank you Mistress.”  She whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned, staring down at Her toy.

“Now, since you’ve pleased me how about I reward you, publicly.  I want you to lift my skirt up, slowly.”

Kimberly obeyed without hesitation, eager to submit, to do as she was instructed.  She ran her hands up her Mistress's legs, slipping them higher, over Her stockings, lifting Her dress slowly.  The crowd were quiet, watching, and their attention made Kimberly squirm, hole clenching around her plug. 

She lifted Mistress’s skirt and, as it rose, she noticed an odd bulge forming then, as the hem rose higher, Ms Cwen’s cock popped free, almost slapping Kimberly in the face.

Kimberly gasped, the sight of it stunning, so… beautiful.  It was long, thick, heavy, pulsing and throbbing, clearly aroused, growing harder as she stroked her Mistress’s thighs.

“Well, it’s no good just staring at it.  It’s my gift to you after all so why don’t you enjoy my cock.”

Kimberly’s head was buzzing.  Mistress’s cock was so beautiful, thick and heavy and throbbing.  She moved on instinct, aching, craving, eager to pleasure, desperate to serve.  She opened her mouth and wrapped her pink, glossy, wet lips around Ms Cwen’s fat, pulsing cock.
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Kimberly moaned as she began to suck, sucking hard, reaching up with one hand to stroke the thick, long, perfect prick.  She lapped with her tongue, licking around the prominent head, the skin like warm velvet, tasting the trickle of precum.

“Good girl!  You really are a natural.”  Mistress said.

Her praise was a blessing and Kimberly began to suck harder, more eagerly.  She worked her pink lips up and down, working her hand in time, tongue lapping, lips tight, sucking.

Kimberly’s head was buzzing.  She was sucking cock, her Mistress’s cock, dressed as a latex fetish maid, watched by a crowd, and she was happier than she could remember being.

Ms Cwen reached up, gripped Kimberly’s hair, and began to thrust Her hips, working Her cock deeper and deeper into the tight, wet, hot mouth.  Kimberly’s caged cock ached, throbbing, her plug shifting inside her, stimulating her sensitive inner walls, a knot of bliss forming in her belly.

“Such a perfect slut mouth.”  Mistress whispered—she moaned in delight, enjoying the hot, wet, tight confines of Kimberly mouth.

Kimberly blushed, aware that she was being watched.  They could all see what an eager, willing, submissive slut she was, what a filthy sissy doll she was.  She was a pink, latex, fetish maid, on display, performing, pleasing her Mistress as a good fuck toy and she was happy. 

Kimberly moaned as she took more of her Mistress’s cock between her lips, deep into her mouth, the head brushing the back of her throat.  She submitted, willingly, eagerly, gladly, a tide of bliss and joy washing over her, caged cock throbbing.  She suppressed the urge to gag and opened her throat, pressed forward, taking more and more of Ms Cwen’s fat, long, perfect cock between her lips, into her mouth, into her throat.

Mistress gripped Kimberly’s hair, thrust deeper, cock throbbing, fucking Her cock into the pretty maid’s throat.  She thrust deep, holding it, choking Kimberly.  Kimberly swallowed, throat milking Mistress’s fat prick, her lips tingling, brain floating on a pink fog.

“Fuck… that’s… so good.  I think later I’m going to have to cum down that tight, pretty throat of yours.”  Mistress said.

She pulled back, slipped Her cock out of Kimerly’s tight throat, slipped it out from her lips, pulling it from her mouth with an audible pop.  Kimberly pined, wanting more, desperate for more, addicted now, an eager cock slut.

“But right now… I want to claim you.  In front of all these people I want to claim you as my pretty, sexy, filthy sissy toy.”

Kimberly grinned, blushing.  Mistress’s tone made it clear what She wanted, what She was going to do, and Kimberly could barely contain her joy.

“Now, up, panties off, and bend over the bench.  Assume the proper position of a pretty fuck doll.”

Kimberly did not even hesitate.
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Kimberly slipped her panties off, exposing her ass, her plug, her caged cock, aware that she was watched, ashamed, humiliated, excited, aroused.  With all eyes on her, her Mistress watching, she crawled up onto the bench onto all fours, arms flat, hands and elbows and knees, her head down, her ass up, knees shoulder width apart.

“Now, tell me what you want.”  Mistress whispered.

Kimberly took a deep breath.

“I… I want you Mistress… I want you to own me, to use me for your pleasure.  I want you to play with me, own me, claim me as your sissy slut.  I want you to fuck me with your perfect, beautiful cock.”

Ms Cwen laughed, kindly, clearly pleased.  The act of confessing, in front of so many, of being seen as a pretty, sexy fetish maid, of admitting what as slut she was, was liberating, and Kimberly felt free, happy, glad to be owned, a submissive toy.

Mistress stepped behind Kimberly, ran Her hands up over her stockings, over her bare, smooth ass, squeezing, gripping her hips, pulling her back.

Kimberly jumped, moaning in delight as Mistress’s cock ran up and down her crack, the head pressing at her plugged hole, teasing her.

“Please Mistress… I need… I need to serve you.  I need you to use me.  I need to be your toy.”

“Such a wiling slut.  So pretty and submissive.  How could I resist.”  Ms Cwen said.

A hand roamed down over Kimberly’s ass, to her crack, gripped her plug.  As the crowd watched Mistress pulled, teasing the plug out, slowly, stretching her entrance, her hole widening.  Kimberly moaned in delight and humiliation, the tide of emotions only making her arousal worse, the sensations intoxicating, addictive.  She wanted more!

The plug slipped out, stretching her, pressure building, then, suddenly, popped free, leaving Kimberly empty, gaping, desperate to be filled.  She wiggled her hips and lifted her ass in invitation.

“Please…”  Kimberly whined.

Ms Cwen laughed, kindly, slapping Kimberly’s ass playfully.  There was something cold, wet, slick running down her crack, then the warm hardness of Mistress’s throbbing cock.  Ms Cwen ran Her cock up and down, teasing, the head slipping over Kimberly’s entrance, pressing at her hole before slipping away, over and over.

Kimberly ground her hips, whining, begging with her body, desperate to be filled, offering herself up as a toy, as a sissy doll.  Ms Cwen ran Her cock up and down, the heat and thickness and hardness of it beyond bliss.

The head ran around Kimberly’s entrance, paused, pressed.  Kimberly’s hole stretched, wider, wider, stretching, opening as Mistress pressed Her cock in.

“Fuck… yes… please Mistress… use me… claim me… breed me.”  Kimberly moaned.

Around her the crowd watched, silent, smiling, the air alive with arousal, men and women excited by watching the fetish maid submit to her Mistress’s perfect cock.  Kimberly pressed back, desperate to be filled, fucked.

Her hole stretched, Ms Cwen’s cock pressing hard, slipping just barely in.  Kimberly wiggled her hips, pressed back as Mistress pressed Her cock into her tight, slick sissy hole and then, suddenly, her hole opened, stretching, and Mistress’s cock popped in, slipped deep, entering her with a blissful suddenness that made Kimberly gasp and moan.  Ms Cwen eased back slowly, slipping Her cock out before pressing it in deeper, slipping it further into Kimberly ass, stretching her, filling her, fucking her, claiming her.

“Oh… oh gods… that’s… that feels so good.”

Mistress ran Her hands up to Kimberly's hips, gripping her, the sexy pink latex maid so smooth and pretty.  She thrust Her hips forward, fucking Her cock deeper, deeper, stretching Kimberly’s hole wider with each thrust, filling her.  The crowd watched, enjoying the show, more than one man with his cock out now, stroking them, encouraging their partners to service their cock, women slipping their fingers into their cunts, men and women on their knees licking like good submissive toys.

The room reeked of sex and arousal and Kimberly was at the very centre, her ass stretched, filled, fucked.  Mistress thrust hard, deeper, pulling Her cock out, thrusting it deep, the head caressing her inner walls, the knot of pleasure in her belly welling, unfurling.

“Such a perfect tight sissy hole.  The way you move as I fuck you… you like this, don’t you slut?”  Mistress said.

Kimberly nodded, moaning, head floating on a cloud of pink.  She loved it, loved being used, bred, fucked, claimed, her Mistress’s toy.  She spread her knees wider, curved her back to lift her ass up, offering her hole up to be used, her caged cock throbbing in agony, drooling precum, a slutty pink fetish maid.

“Yes… yes please… I love it… love serving you, submitting to you.  Use me, please… claim me, breed me, fuck me, cum in me… please Mistress.  I am… I am yours.”

Ms Cwen smiled.  Kimberly's words urged Her on and She thrust deep, Her belly slapping Kimberly’s ass, Kimberly’s caged cock drooling, swaying.

Kimberly thrust back, hard, desperate for more, eager to please, to submit.  The way Mistress’s cock slipped in and out, deeper and deeper, the head caressing the knot of pleasure inside her, swelling, throbbing, hard and thick, stretching her, a tide of new sensations and pleasures.

The crowd watched, lost in their own erotic bliss, captivated by seeing Kimberly submit, seeing her bred and claimed by her Mistress, her public declaration of her new life as a sissy toy.  Kimberly felt something swelling inside her, pleasure, bliss.  Mistress’s cock fucked deep, hard, pulsing, throbbing.  Ms Cwen gripped her hips tight as She fucked hard and fast now.

“Yes… fuck you are so good.  I’m going to enjoy training those slut holes of yours.”  She whispered.  “You’re mine now.  My pretty, sexy, sissy slut, my fuck toy.”

Kimberly nodded, moaned.  There were no words, just mind numbing, addictive pleasure.  She loved the way her Mistress’s cock felt inside her ass, slipping in and out, stretching her hole, training her, corrupting her, fucking her, filling her.

Ms Cwen fucked deep, hard, and Her cock engorged.  She pulled Kimberly back onto Her cock and then, suddenly, Her fat, thick, long prick erupted, cumming, filling Kimberly’s tight, perfect hole with hot, thick spurts of cum as the crowd watched, watching her be bred by her Mistress, watching Ms Cwen claim her ass, her hole, her body, her soul.

Kimberly moaned out loud, the pleasure beyond anything she had ever known or imagined.  As Ms Cwen filled her ass with cum, Mistress’s cock throbbing, pulsing, buried deep, cumming over and over, claiming her, breeding her, Kimberly came, hard.  Her cage cock, limp, useless, locked away, pulsed, a thin trickle of cum leaking as her whole body was wracked with pleasure beyond words.  Her mind went blank and she knew that this was her purpose, her reason for being.  Her Mistress’s toy, Her sissy slut.  Without her Mistress, without cock, without serving, she was nothing.

As Mistress fucked deep, cumming, Kimberly shuddered in bliss, cumming, hole clenching around the massive cock inside her ass, milking it, squeezing every last drop of cum from it. The pair came together as the crowd watched and, as their shared climax subsided, there was, suddenly, quietly, politely, applause.

Kimberly’s head was spinning, body hot, aching, hole tingling.  She’d been fucked, claimed, bred by her Mistress, and she had loved every moment.  Ms Cwen, Her cock still buried inside Kimberly’s ass, still throbbing, the very last trickles of cum milked by Kimberly’s clenching hole, leaned forward, kissed Kimberly’s neck.

“You did wonderfully toy.”  She whispered.  “I’m so very, very proud of you.”

Kimberly blushed, buzzing with a joy she had never known before, still humming from her climax, giddy at having pleased her Mistress.

“Thank you Mistress.  For everything.”  She said.

Ms Cwen stroked Kimberly round, smooth, perfect sissy ass, Her cock slowly softening, cum leaking out.

“You’re very welcome toy.  Now, how about you come and enjoy the party for a while, before I decide to cum down that wonderful, tight, throat of yours.”

Kimberly moaned, wiggling her hips, savouring sensation of being full of cock and cum.  She giggled, blushing.

“I’d like that very much Mistress and… I suppose I belong to you now.  You did claim me after all, in front of all these people, so you’re free to use me anyway you like.”

Kimberly giggled and squirmed, feeling free, happy, buzzing with joy.  Ms Cwen spanked her ass lightly, playfully.

“Oh, I’m going to remember that young lady.  I’m going to show you just how I treat filthy, slutty, pretty, sexy good girls like you.

Kimberly sighed.  Her heart was still racing as she looked forward to the next opportunity she would have to serve, to submit, to the next time her Mistress would use her as Her pretty, slutty, sissy maid.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx





Also By Keary Hayes…


The Toy Maker's Sissy Doll

Finn is an orphan.  Growing up on the tough streets as a smaller than average boy he developed quick wits and even quicker reflexes—natural assets to a thief.  When Finn is tasked with obtaining the secrets of a reclusive master toy maker, with the promise of a large pay-out if he is successful, he thinks he has finally hit the big time.

The job is not as easy as Finn first assumed, and when he encounters Kae, a mysterious, beautiful, powerful woman in the toy maker’s workshop, he realises he is in trouble.  Kae captures Finn with magic, and together Kae and the toy maker make Finn an offer, help them make a rather unique doll, with the promise of being released should they wish to be once the task is done, or be handed over to the city guard.

Finn jumps at the offer, agreeing to help create the toy maker’s special doll, but soon the truth becomes clear.  When Kae fits Finn with a magic ribbon collar Finn realises that he is to become the doll, pretty and girly and beautiful…

Finn’s mind and body are altered, and they are shown the joy of submitting, of being played with. Dressed in pretty clothes, displayed like a toy, trained for their Master’s pleasure, they discover the pleasure of being a sissy dolly, a sexy plaything, and soon enough they’re faced with a choice, stay and remain a doll, or return to their old life—though after all they’ve been through it seems like no choice at all…


Seduced by Sissy Hypnosis

Ben is ecstatic when he hears his father and step-mother are getting a new car. If he can have their old one perhaps there will be hope for his miserable dating prospects at his new college. There is one problem through, his step-sister, Lianne, also wants the car, and Lianne is used to getting what she wants.

Desperate, Ben resolves to pleading with Lianne. When Lianne offers Ben a simple bet, he jumps at the opportunity to get his hands on the car. The deal is simple, watch three mysterious videos Lianne has and he can have the car, don’t watch them and the car is hers.

Soon Ben finds himself spiralling out of control. Becoming prettier, girlier, happier, Ben nevertheless manages to complete his bet with Lianne. When Ben confronts his step-sister with his success she offers him a new twist… one that Ben finds impossible to resist.

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…


The Neighbours' Sissy Maid

With his first year of college approaching Richard is looking for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive.  When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.

David heads out of town on business and Richard is left alone with Clare, the women he has always admired, and when Richard steals a pair of Clare’s pretty panties he sets off a chain of events that lead him down a road of feminization and submission.  Clare makes Richard her pretty, sexy maid and sets about training her, punishing her, teaching her how to be Rachel, a good girl.

When David returns home Clare has Rachel serve them both.  Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of being pretty, sexy, of dressing and acting feminine, and she gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy maid.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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